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    It seems like a nice, normal neighbourhood. 
 
    It can be anywhere, in any subdivision built in the last fifteen years, where the houses have noses and the neighbours become instant best friends the moment they move in. 
 
    To be honest, I never wanted to move here. But I did it for Dominic because he is my world. I agreed to the house, visited the nearby school, and packed up our life in the city. But I never agreed to be insta-friends with anyone, a fact I’ve reminded Dominic of several times already.  
 
    I stomp the snow off my boots as I come in the door. By now Frodo looks like a white lump of a bulldog, his brown patches covered with snow. I should have brushed him off before I came in. 
 
    “It’s really coming down,” Dominic says. Knowing I would forget to do so, he’s already at the door to brush off the dog. 
 
    “We should go tobogganing. If we knew where to go,” I add somewhat bitterly.  
 
    “I’m sure we can ask around and find out the best spots.” 
 
    “If we ever see anyone. I swear I don’t think there’s anyone living here! We haven’t seen a person on this street since we moved in.” I stalk to the window, still wearing my puffy coat, and stare at the snow again. 
 
    “Maybe they keep seeing you at the window and don’t like being stared at.” 
 
    “I doubt they can see me. Even if they could see through the snow, the sun reflects on the window, and I never look out when it’s dark. Either way, they would have to have incredibly good eyesight to catch me watching.” 
 
    “Always so literal, aren’t you?” 
 
    “It’s not like there’s anything to see out there. Do you know the houses on the opposite sides of the street are identical?” My breath fogs the window. I know I’m not making this easier on Dom, but he still comes and takes my coat to hang it in the closet.  
 
    I turn away from the window with a grimace. There really isn’t anything to look at outside. But inside, there’s Hanna, earnestly working on a puzzle; she’s a miniature version of Dominic except with my explosion of dark curls. “If you went out now, you’d look like a snowman,” I tell her. 
 
    “Snow girl,” corrects my politically correct five-year-old. “Can I have hot chocolate?” 
 
    “Straight up or with a twist?” 
 
    “With marshmallows!” 
 
    “Good luck to me finding them.” I head into the kitchen, still strewn with half-opened packing boxes. I know I’m not the world’s best packer, but I suspect I may well be the worst un-packer.  
 
    Ten days ago we moved from our much-loved home in the city to here; the cutthroat jungle of big box stores and acres of parking lots and identical houses distinguished only by different coloured garage doors. We moved to a New Subdivision. 
 
    “You look tired,” Dominic comments as he follows me into the kitchen. I manage to find the marshmallows in the third box but am having trouble locating the hot chocolate. 
 
    “I am. Do you think it might have anything to do with me trying to entertain Hanna all day, every day for the Christmas holidays, Christmas itself, the fact that your six-month-old son will not learn how to sleep past five A.M. or that we just moved into this godforsaken-blight-on-the-face-of civilization place during a snowstorm? I think there still might be snow drifts in the boxes.” I punctuate this with a toothy smile so Dom won’t take offense. I mean all of it, but I’ve learned it’s not always good to seem too bitchy. 
 
    “I don’t think a place can be godforsaken if it’s a blight on the face of civilization. I think God might notice. Maybe un-forsake it a bit.” I roll my eyes dramatically at his logic. “It’s the suburbs, Jacey. It’s not the end of the world. It’s even pretty close to the city.” He hands me the hot chocolate container which had been sitting on the counter. 
 
    “Don’t ever mention the city to me again. Did you know that the creation of a subdivision used to be the first step in creating a new city?” 
 
    “Ben’s having a good nap,” Dominic says instead. He’s usually pretty tolerant about receiving my sporadic snippets of information, but when he does one of his abrupt changes of topic, I know he’s had enough. Ben is our six-month-old and is going through a phase where he likes to sleep much better in the daytime than at night. Sort of like a cat. “I just thought if you were tired then you might want to lie down for a nap,” Dom says carefully. 
 
    So that’s what he’s getting at. In our marriage, the word 'nap' has become the euphemism for sex. Our five-year-old Hanna is growing up thinking Mommy and Daddy naps as often as she does. 
 
    My response to Dominic should be, ‘That sounds like a good idea,’ and take myself up to our bedroom, where a short time later after positioning her in front of the television, Dominic will tell Hanna he’s checking on Mommy and join me for a half-naked quickie. Not the best parenting behaviour, but I’m sure we’re not the only ones in the world who do it. 
 
    “I should unpack some boxes,” I say reluctantly. “I have twenty-six boxes left to do and I don’t have a clue where half of the stuff should go.” 
 
    Dominic turns away from me with a resigned shrug of his shoulders. He’s wearing his old U2 concert shirt and a pair of jeans so faded they look white around the thighs and crotch. They also make his ass look amazing. My husband has a great ass, and the rest of him isn’t all that bad either. “Maybe I am a little tired,” I say.  
 
    He gives me a sexy smile over his shoulder, the same smile that made me fall in love with him. I head upstairs, leaving him to make the hot chocolate for Hanna. 
 
    I still haven’t got around to putting curtains on our bedroom window, and as I quickly shed my clothes, I stand in front of it, wondering if anyone can see me. They might not be able to see all of me, just a shape and shadow. Would they know what I was doing? Could they see Dominic and me? Did anyone see us making love the other night? 
 
    The thought doesn’t disturb me like it should. In fact, it excites me. 
 
    Naked, I lie down on the bed and think about someone outside watching me. Can they see me touching my breasts? Do they notice me running my hands down my stomach, touching myself between my legs? I’m always easily aroused and this time is no exception. I’m slick as I touch myself, rubbing two fingers between the folds as I find my clitoris. 
 
    I don’t wait for Dom and I don’t even take the time to set up a scenario in my head of the usual faceless man pleasuring me. A quickie in the afternoon means just that. Dominic is well–skilled at foreplay and after play and in-between-play–he’s just good at it all. I’m a lucky woman. But sometimes a quick fuck is what you want to clear the cobwebs.  
 
    It doesn’t mean I shouldn’t take the opportunity for an orgasm, though. 
 
    I think about pulling out my vibrator, but realize I probably haven’t unpacked it. My fingers will have to suffice. Already my breath has quickened as I slide one of my fingers inside me, pulling it out and rubbing my clit. Making a ‘V’ with my fingers, I rub the sides of my clit, slowly at first, then faster. It amazes Dom by how fast I can come when I’m playing with myself. I’ve told him I would much rather he does it for me, but because it’s my body, I know exactly how fast and how much pressure I need. I know exactly what I need. 
 
    I wonder if it would be that way with a woman. 
 
    I think about another woman touching me, using her fingers to explore between my secret folds, using her tongue to taste me. My own fingers quicken around my clit and my hips move off the mattress in jerky thrusts. I didn’t take the time to get under the covers and I’m lying naked on the bed for anyone to see. 
 
    Can someone see me from outside? 
 
    Dominic comes in just as I’m about to reach my orgasm, throwing off my rhythm for only a moment. “Keep going,” he says with an excited grin on his face, unzipping his jeans at the end of the bed. I can’t stop, even if I wanted to. I’m completely focused on the hard nub of my clit, rubbing it in the way that only I can. I can feel the onset of an orgasm and having Dom watch me only brings it on faster. It suddenly rushes through me, and I gasp, still careful to keep my voice down, as I arch off the bed. 
 
    Dom is with me on the bed in a moment. “That is so hot,” he whispers, turning me over even as the spasms still ricochet through my body. He positions me on my hands and knees and immediately slides inside me so that all it takes is a few thrusts and I can feel a second orgasm begin. Or maybe it’s the continuation of the first one. Either way, Dominic starts out hard and fast, just the way I like it. His hands grasp my hips so tightly I can feel the bite of his fingers and hear the sounds of his breathing.  
 
    We’re both conscious of having to be quiet during these afternoon quickies, but Dom is much better at it than I am. Soon I am stuffing a corner of the pillow in my mouth to stifle my cries.  
 
    It doesn’t take long for either of us. My cries muffled by the wad of fabric in my mouth, I come hard, jerking back against him and Dom lets out a low groan as he joins me. He runs a lazy hand along my back as he pulls out and I collapse on the bed. 
 
    “Maybe I was tired,” I tell him with a grin, which fades as I hear the unmistakable chime of the door bell. 
 
    “Was that the door?” Dom wonders. “Did you meet someone outside?” 
 
    “I tell you, this place is deserted. It’s probably just some kid.” 
 
    “I’m going to go see.” Jumping up, he pulls up his jeans which are bagged around his ankles and is out the bedroom door still doing up his belt while I’m still naked on the bed. 
 
    Curiosity gets the better of me before I succumb to a post-orgasmic nap, and after I dress, I head downstairs, only to find Dominic standing by the door with four women, Hanna by his side. No wonder he was so excited. It looks like the real life cast of Desperate Housewives has invaded our house. 
 
    “Hello?” I’m aware I’m not exactly oozing friendliness, but I’m also aware of my disheveled appearance and the possibility I might smell of sex. I must look like I just got laid, while the women in my house radiate health and happiness, bringing in with them a gust of fresh cold air. 
 
    “Hi!” says the tall blonde in front. “We’re the welcoming committee for Honeysuckle Court. Welcome! This is for you.” She has a bubbly cheerfulness that screams cheerleader in her youth as she pushes a covered casserole dish into Dominic’s hands. From the smell, I’d guess something pasta related, possibly with a lot of cheese. 
 
    “Normally we’d be here the day you moved in,” a tiny blonde, who wears yoga pants better than anyone I’ve seen, tells us. Her eyes flicker around the house so quickly she looks like a kid enthralled by a video game. “But we just got back from Florida. Here.” She hands her plate to Dom as well. Muffins. 
 
    “Come in. You picked a good time to go. I’d have much rather been in warm and sunny Florida than fighting with the moving van in the snow,” Dom tells her, sharing his own smile with everyone. Blondie dimples prettily in response. “I’m Dominic Hess, and this is Jacey and Hanna.” 
 
    “I’m Jacey, that’s Hanna.” I give them a smile which might not be as warm and friendly as theirs, but at least I make the effort. 
 
    “I’m Wendy,” the tall blonde says cheerfully. “We live next door. This is Paige – she’s on the other side – and Melissa, who is on the corner.” Melissa is the tiny blonde. I smile and say hello to each in turn, knowing as I do there’s no way I’m going to remember their names, let alone which house they live in. I may be amazing at retaining information, but I’m horrible with names. 
 
    “I’m glad to find out other folks actually live here,” I attempt. “I thought maybe we were the only ones left after some sort of plague decimated the rest of the street.” I’m also not that good with small talk. 
 
    But the fourth woman smiles, making me feel like I made the wittiest comment ever. She steps forward and the others seem to melt away. 
 
    “Nothing so traumatic. I’m Tia Park.” 
 
    I will remember her name. 
 
    As soon as Tia Park introduces herself, all attention directs to her and the other women seem to pale in comparison. It might be because of her dark hair and eyes are such a contrast to Wendy and Melissa’s blonde prettiness. They are attractive–and Paige too. I’ve never had such an attractive pack of women invade my home. The smile on Dominic’s face tells me he notices and appreciates the fact. The three women are pretty in a natural, easygoing sort of way, but Tia Park is amazing. She’s just–well, the only word I can come up with is sexy. Sultry. I’m not one to be attracted to women, but she’s hot, in an elegant, exotic way. If they all were lingerie models, Wendy, Melissa and Paige would advertise for La Senza, while Tia would be front and centre for Agent Provocateur. 
 
    Of course, this is just a first impression and they are still bundled up in winter coats, so it’s not like I have a reason for thinking that. 
 
    Dominic is shaking her hand and if I didn’t know better, I’d say Tia Park is totally checking out my husband. But now that I mention it, so are the others. It’s like I’ve vanished into the snow until Tia turns those dark eyes back to me and pulls me back into the conversation. 
 
    “Sorry that the house is still such a mess. I’m not great with unpacking and I still want to do some more painting. We just finished the kitchen last week.” 
 
    “I know.” We’re still standing in the hallway, but Melissa pointedly glances into the kitchen with the new yellow walls, the same colour as freshly churned butter. “I’m not sure if I can get used to it. It’s quite a bit different from what Molly did with the place.” 
 
    “I remember the roosters,” Tia smiles. “There was a border, and her towels and dishes all had a chicken motif, didn’t they?” 
 
    “And the backsplash and light covers,” I add with a grimace. “I felt like I was living in a chicken coop.” 
 
    “You were friends with Molly who used to live here?” Dominic asks tactfully, I’m sure as a reminder to me to stop it with insulting the house and the previous owners. 
 
    “She’s still my friend,” Melissa says. 
 
    “I like what you’ve done,” Wendy steps forward. “It’s so bright and sunny now. It was – Molly had to have everything so perfectly matched I was always afraid to come inside in case my clothes clashed.” 
 
    “I have someone who can help you paint if you don’t have time yourself,” Tia offers. 
 
    “That might be a good idea,” Dominic raises his eyebrows at me. 
 
    “To make sure I get it finished before next year?” I ask drily. 
 
    “I have complete faith in you,” he smiles widely. “It’s just that I have to start school on 
 
    Monday and Hanna might not be that much of a help.” 
 
    “I can paint.” Hanna’s voice comes from the depths of her cup of hot chocolate. 
 
    “Of course you can,” Tia tells her. “I’m sure you’re a beautiful artist.” Hanna grins at this appreciation of her non-existent talents and smacks on the last remaining marshmallow in her cup. 
 
    “Why don’t you come in, sit down?” Dominic invites. He includes them all, but he’s looking at Tia when he makes the offer. 
 
    “Thank you, Dominic, and that would be lovely, but we can’t stay. We just wanted to come over and introduce ourselves before you think our rudeness for not coming by sooner irreparable. To make it up to you, why don’t all three of you–” 
 
    “Four,” I interrupt. “Ben. He’s sleeping. He’s six months.” 
 
    “The four of you,” Tia corrects. “We came over to invite you to join us at Melissa’s tomorrow for brunch? Say ten thirty?” 
 
    I glance at Dominic, champing at the bit to go because, unlike me, he actually enjoys socializing with strangers. And he’s good at it. People are drawn to my husband. He could make friends with a band of cannibals if he put his mind to it, which, if you were in the middle of a group of cannibals, might be a good idea if you want to avoid being eaten. 
 
    But there is no time for either of us to say anything about the invitation before Hanna overhears and rushes forward. “Do you have kids?” She clearly takes after her father and is desperate to make friends. 
 
    “I have a little boy who I’m guessing is the same age as you,” Melissa tells her, bending to her level, even though she’s already pretty short. “Are you five?” 
 
    “Five and a half!” 
 
    “So is Max! You can meet him tomorrow and I’ll bet you’ll be in the same kindergarten class.” 
 
    That settles it. 
 
    “I was so pleased to hear that another young family was moving in.” Tia’s smile brightens the room like the weak winter sun bursts from behind the clouds. “We were devastated not to be here when you arrived but like Melissa said, we were in Florida and only just got back last night.” 
 
    “You went away together?” To me, neighbours who vacation together sounds weird, but to hear Tia say it makes it sound like the most ordinary thing in the world. 
 
    “Yes,” Tia says simply. “We’re a very close-knit group on Honeysuckle Court.” 
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    “Do we really have to go?” I ask imploringly after Dom shuts the door on them. 
 
    Hanna doesn’t even look back at me as she takes her cup to the sink before returning to her puzzle. “We’re going, Mommy.” Dominic doesn’t even bother to hide his smile. 
 
    “Okay.” My shoulders slump as I peek out of the window. Melissa is in the middle of the street with Tia; Paige and Wendy are walking home. I feel better they’re not standing outside the house having a good gossip about us. “They weren’t nice about the house.” 
 
    “Maybe Melissa really likes roosters.” 
 
    “How can anyone really like roosters? Other than fertilizing eggs, they’re completely 
 
    redundant.” 
 
    Dom gives me a hug. “Since when do you care about what other people think?” 
 
    “Since we moved here and I’m going to have to keep up the appearance of the perfect 
 
    housewife to fit in.” 
 
    “I think that might be impossible.” 
 
    “Especially if they keep interrupting when we’re having sex,” I giggle. “Do you think they could tell?” 
 
    “I think all your buttons were done up. Your hair though...” 
 
    I clutched at the ends and grinned. “But it looks like this all the time. How could they not tell? You must have had your I-just-got-laid grin on your face when you opened the door.” 
 
    “There’s no way they would have known. That bunch doesn’t seem like the naughty type to me.” 
 
    “You never know,” I say airily and forget about unpacking. “They were definitely attractive.” 
 
    “They were. Especially Tia.” 
 
    “I thought you might have noticed,” I say archly. 
 
    “How could I not? Jealous?” 
 
    “Should I be?” 
 
    “Never.” And he kisses me. 
 
    It finally stops snowing later when I head out at midnight to take Frodo for the final pee break of the night. I give Ben his bottle, which should hold him until six if we’re lucky, and peel Dominic off the couch where he fell asleep watching a movie. I like this time of the night. Everyone is asleep but me. 
 
    The snow falls silently, blanketing the entire street in fluffy whiteness. It’s so peaceful that I find myself staring at the oddest things—the Christmas boughs decorating the doors slowly turning white like they were dipped in cornstarch, how the flakes can delicately balance on the end of a branch where leaves once grew and how much snow can land on the top of Frodo’s head as he shuffles his nose into the snow. The snow covers footsteps and muffles any noise. It’s like Frodo and I are very much alone, like we’re living at the end of the world. 
 
    I bend and scoop after Frodo makes his poop. Usually, I turn around after Frodo does his business and head back to the house. It’s not a very long walk for a dog, but his legs are short and I’m sure his feet are cold. 
 
    The street, or cul-de-sac, which would be the proper description, certainly is short. I think I could hear Dom call my name from inside the house. Because of all the chaos with moving in, I never got around to putting up Christmas decorations and compared to the other homes, our looks bereft with no holiday finery. But at least this part of the subdivision has been around for a few years so that the tiny patches of front yard are carpeted with grass under the snow instead of dirt clods. And there are trees, although most are still fragile enough that a good gust of wind could blow them down. 
 
    Because I’m not the most observant person, I’m at the end of the street before I realize all of the driveways have been cleared of snow. The culprit is still there, shoveling the end of Tia’s drive. 
 
    “Hello,” he says, pushing the snow away from the end of the drive. “Nice night, isn’t it? 
 
    “Hi,” I say awkwardly. “Hi. Did you shovel all of the driveways?” Duh, stupid question, 
 
    Jacey. Do you see anyone else out here in the middle of the night with a shovel and a snow blower? 
 
    “Just being neighbourly.” He stops the shoveling and leans against the handle, looking at me curiously. The first thing I notice are his eyes, because they’re very nice eyes and because he’s covered in a thick hat with ear flaps, the kind of headgear that is so typically Canadian. His eyes are light blue–no grey—with the thick kind of lashes that looks like his eyes are rimmed with black kohl. 
 
    He wiggles his fingers with a whistle and Frodo bounds over to him, frantic for any attention. 
 
    “His name’s Frodo,” I supply. 
 
    “Hey, pup. Good boy. Last walk of the night?” 
 
    “If his bladder agrees.” 
 
    “It’s a good neighbourhood. Safe, so you don’t have anything to worry about.” 
 
    “I’m not sure you could make that assumption. Usually the crime rate of a neighbourhood is based on the estimated distance to a police station. I often find in the city the safest neighbourhoods are those closest to the precincts.” 
 
    “Nice night for a walk.” 
 
    “At -12, it’s a bit cold.” 
 
    “January’s like that.” 
 
    We stand there quietly for a moment until it gets awkward, which takes longer than I think it would. Since he’s not making the effort to introduce himself, I take it upon myself. “I’m Jacey Hess. We just moved in.” I point over my shoulder, thinking maybe I could get him to put us on the list of driveways he shovels. If Dominic’s at work all day, I know I’m going to be responsible for getting rid of the snow. 
 
    “I know who you are. Moved just before Christmas, in that heck of a snowstorm we had. I’m right behind you on Verbena.” 
 
    Like a switch, the simple word starts me off. 
 
    “Verbena, the flower, is a genus of the family Verbenaceae. One of the species is Common Vervain which has been associated with the supernatural, which I suppose is why the author L.J. Smith uses vervain as protection from vampires in her series of books, The Vampire Diaries. And did you know that another well-known author, William Faulkner said that verbena is the only scent that could be smelled above horses and courage?” 
 
    “Ah, no. Can’t say I knew that.” 
 
    “Did you know that verbena was also used in folk medicine as an abortifacient, a galactagogue and a sex steroid?” 
 
    Joe is looking at me with a mixture of awe and fear. I’m used to that expression since it undoubtedly crosses the faces of strangers when I start to spout. I really should stop myself from doing that but most of the time I can’t help myself. 
 
    “You’re full of information,” Joe says warily. 
 
    I shrug with resignation. “Sometimes my brain gets crowded and it just starts spilling out.” He smiles like I’m joking, but really, I’m not. It’s the only way I can describe it. “Someone must have liked flowers when they came up with the names of this subdivision.” 
 
    “There’s quite a few of them,” he agrees. “But it is a nice place.” 
 
    “If you say so.” 
 
    “I’m Joe,” he says. 
 
    “Are you trying to tell me you’re one of the nice ones?” 
 
    “I’ll let you reserve judgment on that. I like to think so.” 
 
    “Because you shovel their driveways?” That doesn’t sound nice in my head and it sounds even worse out loud. I told Dominic I’d try, but I think I’ve done enough today. 
 
    “No, not just for that,” Joe says patiently. 
 
    “It is really nice of you,” I concede. “I’m sure it takes a lot of work. Look, I think I should get back. It’s, uh, it’s pretty cold out here. Minus twelve and all.” 
 
    “That it is.” 
 
    “Then why are you out here in the middle of the night?” Rude, perhaps, but a valid question. 
 
    We’ve determined the temperature is freezing and I have big white puffs surrounding my head as the moisture-laden air from my lungs is chilled and condensed into clouds to prove it. It’s also quite dark. If this Joe thinks this is a safe neighbourhood, he might want to suggest a stronger light bulb for the streetlights. I’ve seen better lit parks in the city. 
 
    Joe pushes another pile of snow and I don’t think he’s going to answer. I turn to leave. “I don’t sleep much,” he finally says. 
 
    “Neither do I,” I admit. “What bothers you?” 
 
    “Who said anything about being bothered?” 
 
    “It’s the most likely cause for insomnia, other than physical reasons, and you seem to be in reasonable health, based on the handling of that shovel.” 
 
    Joe smiles at that but says nothing about what’s bothering him. Not that I really expect him to. That seems to be the extent of our conversation for the evening. I call for Frodo, who has his nose in a nearby snowdrift. “I think I’ll be going back now.” 
 
    “Have a good rest of the night,” Joe says, turning his attention back to the snow. 
 
    “You too.” 
 
    I lead Frodo back home, where I awake lie in bed for a long time. I imagine Joe in the house behind us doing the same thing. 
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    I’m dreaming. I know I’m dreaming because I’m with Joe. 
 
    We’re outside in the snow but it’s not cold but warm and cozy. Or maybe that’s because I’m lying in Joe’s arms in the snow but neither of us are wearing coats. In fact, that’s another reason I know it’s a dream because I’m not wearing anything and my nipples aren’t erect because of the cold but because Joe is kissing them, licking them slowly and carefully while his fingers trail down my stomach, sending shivers through my body that has nothing to do with the temperature. His hand is between my legs, where it’s warm and wet and I gasp as his thumb rubs my clit gently, insistently, before sliding a finger inside me. 
 
    And then I wake up. 
 
    Who is this guy? One five-minute conversation should not warrant a sex dream! 
 
    I lie there, staring at the faint light creeping around the edges of the curtains, alternating between frustration I woke up too soon and confusion as to why I would be dreaming about Joe. He is attractive, but not overly so; more like Ed Harris than Edward Cullen. And I’ve never been one to dream about men, if you forget about that somewhat disturbing dream I once had about Zachary Quinto after I watched Star Trek for the first time. 
 
    So why? And what should I do about it. 
 
    I have two options – wake up my sweetly sleeping husband or take care of myself. I don’t consider just rolling over and returning to sleep an option. I can get back to sleep quicker if I do it myself but Dominic does look particularly cute lying on his back with arms thrown over his head, for once not snoring because then my choice would have been clear. No man can be sexy while he snores. 
 
    He’s a sound sleeper as well, since he never moves as I place my hand on the front of his boxers, moving a little until I cup him in my hand. A slight squeeze – nothing. Carefully I lift the elastic waistband of his shorts and slide my hand underneath. 
 
    That didn’t take long. Dom is hard in an instant, his long shaft firm in my hand as I rub it experimentally. Still no response. A person can get a complex about this. Here I am, giving my husband a perfectly adequate hand-job and he doesn’t even have the decency to wake up. Any thoughts of Joe are long gone as I crawl down the bed and crouch over Dom’s sleeping form, intent on discovering what I need to do to make my husband wake up. Slowly and carefully, I inch his boxers down his hips until his penis juts out of its warm nest, fully awake even though Dominic still sleeps. 
 
    I take him in my mouth, licking the tip before I slide him between my lips. With my hand firmly grasping the base of his shaft, I move up and down, with a flick of my tongue around the top, slowly increasing speed. Still nothing. I look up at him. Still sleeping. He must be faking. 
 
    Holding him in one hand, I quickly pull off my panties and gather my nightshirt as I throw my leg over Dom’s inert body, straddling him. This time there’s nothing slow or careful about it as I position myself above him and then quickly impale myself on him. Without a single thought of being gentle to a sleeping body, I start to move, holding onto the headboard with one hand, and rubbing myself with the other. 
 
    If this doesn’t wake him up, nothing will. 
 
    I quickly lose myself in the sensations of Dom hard inside me. I set myself a slower pace than he usually does but it quickly increases along with my breathing. My eyes are closed and I don’t realize Dom has his hands on my waist until he suddenly flips me so that I’m pinned underneath him. 
 
    “What the hell?” he grunts. 
 
    “You wouldn’t wake up.” 
 
    “Because it’s the middle of the night!” I immediately reach out for him as he pulls out, but it’s only to push my legs up against my chest, and then he’s back inside, thrusting deeper because of the angle and harder than when I was riding him. I was close to orgasm before he changed positions so it only takes a handful of thrusts until I explode around him. But he’s not finished and keeps going, long enough so that I manage a second orgasm as he comes inside me with a final thrust. 
 
    “Can I go back to sleep now?” he mumbles as he rolls off me. 
 
    “Yes. I’m done with you now.” But I give him a kiss before I roll over and satisfied now, almost immediately fall asleep. 
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    The next day we show up at Melissa’s right at ten-thirty to find the kitchen is full of food and the entire house is vibrating with kids’ voices and the stomp of feet as they run by. 
 
    “I think I’m overdressed,” I whisper to Dominic as Melissa greets us at the door. It took a while before deciding on a pair of leggings and a dark green slouchy sweater with the matching scarf. It looks like I spent too much time since everyone else but Tia is wearing jeans and a T-shirt or Yoga pants. 
 
    “You look great,” Dom tells me, with his smile that still manages to make to my stomach feel warm all over. 
 
    “Is it worse to be overdressed or underdressed?” 
 
    “You’re neither. You’re perfect. Stop worrying, they’ll love you.” 
 
    “I don’t see how.” 
 
    Despite the reassurance, I’m overwhelmed from the get-go, what with the plethora of kids and husbands. There is a flurry of names and faces, many of which I don’t catch and can’t be bothered with. We’re here for brunch so I don’t think it’s required to learn the family histories of everyone present. Besides, how often am I going to see these people? 
 
    I’m not good in social situations. It’s not that I’m shy – because I definitely am not – it’s just I can’t be bothered. I don’t like insincerity or inane small talk. Dom’s much better in these situations than I am. He’s the proverbial social butterfly while I’m more like a social snail. I’m also suspicious when people go to a lot of effort to be my friend. And since this group is doing everything they can to make nice, you can see why I’m not about to go running into their welcoming arms right away. 
 
    Even with my ‘don’t touch me aura’ on red alert, I’m still swarmed as I step into the house, mauled by friendly faces and touching hands, complimenting everything about me and going gaga about how cute sleeping Ben is in his car seat. If they keep it up, they’re about to see just how cute he isn’t when he wakes up from a nap before he’s ready. 
 
    Melissa is buzzing around like a frantic bumblebee. Her stretchy black yoga pants and yellow tank top don’t help the image. A tank top that’s all but bursting at the seams by her very large breasts, which seem oddly out of proportion from her petite frame. She’s in great shape, though – all curves and muscles and an amazing ass. 
 
    I watch as one as the husbands – I don’t think he’s hers – greets her with a hug that’s more like a grope and a kiss on the lips, only to be interrupted by some child running into their legs. This group is definitely more neighbourly than what I’m used to in the city. For a moment I wonder if Joe from last night will be here. 
 
    I’ve never see this many children assembled in one place other than at a school or park. Hanna is soon welcomed into this melee and when I turn for reassurance, I find Dominic has been taken away into the bowels of the living room with the husbands. I’ve been left alone to face the onslaught of female friendship with only a little sleeping Ben for protection and I know he’s not going to be much help. Unless of course, he has another diaper explosion, which should clear the area around us pretty quick. I find myself wishing I gave him a jar of prunes this morning, rather than the apricots. I take a deep breath and press on into the kitchen with my plate of chocolate chip muffins Hanna helped me make earlier. 
 
    “There are a lot of them, aren’t there?” Tia says with a warm smile. It takes a moment before I realize she’s talking about the kids. “You look a little overwhelmed. I thought this might help.” She offers me coffee in a delicate cup covered by cavorting chickens. I guess Melissa does like her roosters. 
 
    “Thanks. Is there any Bailey’s?” I’m only half kidding but Tia gives her low chuckle. “I like kids,” I tell her honestly, “only maybe not so many at once.” 
 
    “My girls will be here soon and they’ll take them in hand.” 
 
    “You have – of course you do – I didn’t know – how old are your girls?” 
 
    I’m glad Tia sought me out. I’m not usually drawn to people, but there’s something about Tia that makes me feel comfortable. She also seems to be above the average suburban super mom, of which Melissa is clearly leading the pack. 
 
    “My kids are a bit older than the rest of this group. Old enough to babysit, which you should keep in mind.” 
 
    “That’s good to know.” I know that’s the proper response even though I doubt we’ll need a babysitter too often. Unlike back home – in the city, which still feels like home – I don’t think there’s much that would tempt me out at night. 
 
    “They’re wonderful with children. Tana and Talia are almost fifteen and April is twelve.” 
 
    “Twins?” is what I ask although what I’m really wondering is how old Tia is. Her face is pore-less without a trace of crow’s feet so it’s difficult to age her. She seems older than the others, but I’m not sure how much. 
 
    “They kept me busy for a while,” Tia admits with a laugh. “But when April came along, I thought it was a breeze with only one.” 
 
    “I bet. And your husband...” I glance back into the living room where the throng of husbands is grouped together, admiring something on the wall. 
 
    “Is definitely not here. I lost my husband some years ago.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry.” 
 
    She smiles sadly. “I’ve been married twice and I’ve lost both my husbands.” Because of her surprisingly casual tone, it takes me a moment to comprehend. 
 
    “Twice! That’s horrible! I mean, I’m sure it’s horrible once but...” 
 
    Tia takes me by the arm and leads me and my coffee over to a little breakfast nook, away from the others. I wonder if it’s that obvious that I prefer one at one time rather than group visits. “I lost my first husband after we were separated so it’s not as bad as if we were still madly in love. It was only days before the divorce was to be finalized, actually. And the second time – well, I had become accustomed to being on my own by then. We were only married a short time.” 
 
    I look at Tia with new light, as a lonely single woman. I don’t think she appreciates the sympathy, however. Then Melissa announces it’s time to eat and the table in the kitchen is swarmed by children attacking the table. Hanna leads Dominic by the hand so he can fill her plate. Tia moves away and I find her place taken by Paige. We smile at each other awkwardly. 
 
    “I’m Paige,” she reminds me. 
 
    “I remember. I think I’m okay with the four of you, but no clue about the husbands and kids.” 
 
    “We all moved in around the same time so it was easier for us.” 
 
    “I’m really bad with names,” I confess. “Dom’s much better. He can learn a class full of kids’ names in half a day. It took me two months to remember the names of Hanna’s friends from school and then we left and I have to start all over again.” We watch the flurry of hands around the table with Wendy and Tia both helping Melissa dish out some sort of casserole to the kids. “Smells good. This is really nice, Melissa having us over like this. Everyone seems really nice.” 
 
    “Most of the time.” Paige rolls her eyes and smiles. 
 
    “Do you do this a lot? You just came back from vacation together. Which, I have to admit, I find really...interesting.” I almost say weird but think that’s being too blunt. “Neighbours who hang out. Nice.” 
 
    “Didn’t you like your neighbours where you lived before?” 
 
    “Well, sure, but we didn’t do brunch like this. Or vacation. We sort of talk over the fence or on the sidewalk. I didn’t think it would be so friendly here.” 
 
    “Oh, I think we’re an odd bunch here. It’s all Tia’s fault. She really keeps us joined at the hip. Says we’re her family. She lost two husbands, did you know?” 
 
    “She told me.” 
 
    Paige glances towards Tia, who is now huddled with Wendy and Melissa. I think they must be talking about either Dom or me because they keep shooting looks his way. The other husbands are circling the table now, looking for choice remnants that the kids left. There seemed like a lot of food but I suddenly wonder if there’ll be enough left for me. 
 
    I can’t help looking around for Joe. Maybe he’s just the guy who shovels the snow, rather than gets invited for brunch. But he’s the guy who I dreamt about last night and I’d really like a second look to figure out why. 
 
    “We should go get some food now before it’s all gone,” Paige tells me, practically reading my mind. About the food; thankfully not about Joe. 
 
    “So how was your vacation in Florida?” I ask politely when we have full plates and are standing alongside Melissa and Wendy. I think it’s very polite of me since I don’t normally give a damn about others, let alone ask about vacations and other things that don’t concern me. 
 
    “It was nice, thanks,” Wendy says. 
 
    “I’ll say. It was great,” Melissa adds, sounding nothing like a woman talking about a vacation that involved children. We’ve taken Hanna on a trip and as well-behaved as she may be, there’s still a ton of stress and extra worry when you’re taking a little person out in the world. But since Melissa does appear to be supermom, maybe it’s easy for her. “We did nothing but lie on the beach and drink ourselves silly.” 
 
    “Didn’t you take the kids?” 
 
    “Yes, but the twins and April are so good with them so it’s like they weren’t even there!” 
 
    “Of course we spent time with our children,” Wendy corrects. “You make it sound like we’re horrible parents, Melissa.” 
 
    “Oh, we’re not horrible, we just like to have a good time. There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” She winks at me, waiting for my agreement. 
 
    “I like to have a good time.” 
 
    “And does your handsome husband like to have a good time?” Melissa asks coyly. 
 
    “Sure. Only I can’t remember the last time we went out and did something adult-like.” Not that I don’t love my kids, but I – both Dominic and I – used to have fairly active social lives before they came along. Hanna, and later Ben, did put a damper on having a good time. 
 
    “We hardly ever get to go out,” Paige says. “We go to the movies once in a while, but that’s about it.” 
 
    “We don’t need to go out. We’ve found other ways to have fun since we’ve lived here,” 
 
    Melissa tells me, sharing a knowing smile with Wendy. I can’t imagine what that might be. 
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    “So what did you think?” Dominic asks when we’re safe at home, away from obvious overtures of friendships and chicken motifs. I’m once again attempting to unpack. I’ve decided if I do one box a day, I should be finished by February. 
 
    “I suspect that the group doesn’t have many friends. I think every single one of the women made me an offer of friendship. They must be bored with each other if they’re so desperate.” 
 
    “I think they’re just trying to be friendly, Jacey,” Dom says. I don’t like hearing the hint of exasperation in his voice. 
 
    “If you say so.” 
 
    “We’ve just moved into the neighbourhood. They’re obviously friendly people and want us to feel welcome. I don’t think it’s a bad thing they want to be friends with you. I think it would be good for you to make some friends here. We talked about this.” 
 
    “I don’t understand why they would want to be friends with me. If they listened to anything I said today, they’d realize we would have nothing in common. I’m not the housewife type. I don’t particularly want to live here.” I stop myself before I say something about how with even half of my cognitive abilities and reasoning skills, I could think rings around all four of them together, even Tia. 
 
    But if nothing else, Dominic has taught me not to revel in my intellect in front of other people. 
 
    “Why do you have to make everything so difficult? We moved here. You’re home all day with Ben and you’ve met some women who seem nice. Don’t make more out of it than it is.” 
 
    I set down the plates I’ve pulled out of the box and go and put my arms around Dom. “I won’t make more out of it than it is. I’ll be nice and try to accept their offers of friendship for you.” 
 
    “No, for you,” Dom corrects, tightening his arms around my waist. “I think it would be good for you to make some friends.” 
 
    “You’re good for me,” I tease, kissing his neck. “You’re all I need.” 
 
    “Now you sound like one of those simpering little newlyweds and we both know that’s not you.” 
 
    “I just want to make you happy.” I pretend to be coy and almost pull it off until I run my hand down the front of Dominic’s pants. “Do you want me to make you happy?” I whisper with a leer that’s not at all shy and demure. 
 
    Dom positions himself away from my probing fingers with a curt nod in the direction of Hanna in the other room but he doesn’t let go of my waist. “Later. But make sure I’m awake this time.” 
 
    “It won’t take long...” 
 
    “You’re nuts,” he says with a chuckle. “I don’t know why I married you.” 
 
    “Because we had unprotected sex that resulted in Hanna’s conception and you’re a good Catholic and therefore did the right thing by me. You’re the one who came up with the idea. I clearly remember telling you that you shouldn’t marry me.” 
 
    “Do you think you can be happy here, Jacey?” Dom asks, suddenly serious. “I can’t do this if you’re not happy.” 
 
    “If I go crazy again, you mean?” 
 
    “No, that’s not going to happen again. That was the baby, the hormones. Not you.” 
 
    “I was still the crazy one.” 
 
    “I just mean happy. Happy with our life together.” Even after four years, he still doesn’t like to talk about it. I don’t blame him since I don’t relish the thought of discussing it again. That’s the past and it should stay there where it belongs. 
 
    “I am happy with our life together,” I tell him dutifully, but honestly. 
 
    “I love you,” Dom tells me. 
 
    “I love you, too.” 
 
    “You could say it first sometimes, you know.” 
 
    “I did. I said it in my head.” 
 
    Later that night, after Dominic and the kids are asleep, I find myself once again walking Frodo in the cold, dark night. It snowed again this afternoon and there are still a few fat flakes swirling in the breeze. As I’m hurrying Frodo along I see Joe once again shoveling Tia’s drive. I don’t know how I feel about seeing him. If I’m being honest, I’ll admit, I was hoping to run into him again, but I’m a little embarrassed about the dream I had about him. I had met him once, spent ten very cold minutes in his company, and that warrants a sex dream? What is it about this guy? It’s not like I’m not kept satisfied by Dominic. What’s going to happen when I get back to bed tonight? 
 
    “Out late again? This is starting to be a habit,” Joe calls to me. 
 
    I indicate Frodo lifting a leg on a pile of freshly shoveled snow. “Talk to the dog.” I can’t stop the smile spreading across my face. There’s a large, yellow snow blower idling on the street between Tia and Wendy’s house. “You’re being neighbourly again.” 
 
    Joe indicates the sky. “Talk to the snow. You should get him on a different schedule,” he says as Frodo rushes for him. 
 
    “It’s either now or the middle of the night. I’ve had enough of getting up in the middle of the night with the kids.” 
 
    Joe nods and returns to shoveling but I don’t think the conversation is over. “I’ve been walking him every night around this time since we moved in. Why haven’t I seen you before this?” 
 
    “It hadn’t snowed.” 
 
    A little part of me is happy that’s the reason. “So it’s not like you were away in Florida or anything like that?” 
 
    It’s only because I’m watching him that I see the smile peek around his mouth. “No. I stayed here to look after the houses.” 
 
    “You know everyone on this street?” 
 
    “More or less. I heard you were at Mahak and Melissa’s for brunch today.” 
 
    “Why weren’t you invited?” I ask bluntly. 
 
    “Melissa and I don’t always see eye to eye on certain things. Besides, I had other plans.” 
 
    “So you were invited?” 
 
    Joe shakes his head again with the hint of a smile. “No. But I had other plans anyway.” 
 
    I stop myself from asking what his other plans were. Turning from watching Frodo pee on Wendy’s lawn, I find Joe watching me. “You’re not bubbling over with information tonight,” he says casually. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Other stuff on your mind.” It’s not a question. 
 
    “You can say that.” 
 
    He nods sagely. “Tia told me about the painting,” he finally says after a minute. 
 
    “Oh! Did she mean you? Do you do stuff like that?” 
 
    “I do. That’d be the reason Tia told you about me.” 
 
    “She didn’t tell me your name. I guess she didn’t know we had already met.” 
 
    “Oh, I think she knows. There’s not a lot Tia doesn’t know about.” 
 
    I watch him while he shovels. It’s not as cold tonight and he’s replaced the hat with earflaps with a simple toque that lets me see more of his face. It’s a very attractive face, with the typical square jaw and high cheekbones of the romantic hero. But Joe’s mouth is a little too wide and has a funny quirk to it like he thinks things are funny but doesn’t want to let on. He seems strong and stoic and maybe a bit brooding. Not my type. I need someone like Dominic to make me laugh or I’ll collapse into a puddle of dismal seriousness. If I was going with first impressions, I’d say Joe needs to laugh a little more often. 
 
    He’s very attractive though. And sexy in a way I can’t put my finger on. 
 
    “What about you? You seem to know a lot?” 
 
    “I know enough.” 
 
    “You say it’s a nice group on this street. So what are they like?” I gesture to the darkened house to the right to change the subject. “I haven’t met them yet.” 
 
    Joe shrugs. “Nice enough, but you don’t see much of them.” 
 
    “So there’s not another desperate housewife that’s going to stop by with cookies, then?” 
 
    “Couldn’t tell you.” 
 
    “Are you bringing cookies tomorrow when you come over to paint?” 
 
    His mouth twitches. “I was hoping you would have some. And some coffee.” 
 
    “Are you married?” 
 
    He continues shoveling and for a moment I don’t think he’s going to answer. My eyes go to his hand to check for a ring, but of course, he’s wearing heavy gloves against the cold. 
 
    “No,” he finally says. 
 
    “But you were.” 
 
    “At one point in my life, yes, I was.” 
 
    “Are you involved with Tia?” 
 
    “I think I liked it better when you were telling me things last night,” he grumbles. He turns away from me so that I can see the width of his shoulders. Joe is a very big man, at least half a foot taller than me. 
 
    “Just trying to be neighbourly,” I say cheerfully. 
 
    “I think you’re confusing neighbourly with nosy.” 
 
    “That’s what Dom says,” I tell him unapologetically. 
 
    “Your husband must be a smart man.” 
 
    “My intelligence far exceeds his.” 
 
    “Anyone ever tell you you’re an odd duck?” 
 
    “Frequently.” This gets a little chuckle. “Should I go? Am I bothering you?” 
 
    “Oh, just a little. But you’re interesting enough to talk to, so you can stay, at least until your dog finishes his business.” 
 
    “How long have you lived here?” 
 
    “Going on six years.” 
 
    “What do you do, other than paint and shovel snow?” 
 
    “There’s that nosiness again.” 
 
    “You should be flattered. There aren’t a lot of people I meet that I think are worth getting to know. I don’t usually bother with personal questions or small talk.” 
 
    “Saving it all up for me, are you?” 
 
    “I could call it practicing,” I say proudly. 
 
    “Lucky me.” 
 
    “I don’t think you really mind. Usually, I can tell when I’m annoying someone and they want me to go away. I don’t sense that about you.” 
 
    “It’s only because it’s so cold and your senses are probably numb.” I think he’s serious for a moment until I see his smile. “That was a joke, you know.” 
 
    “Oh. I didn’t think you joked.” 
 
    “There’s not a lot about me that you know. A man likes to keep some secrets, you know.” 
 
    “I guess.” Joe finishes Tia’s drive, the snow bordering the pavement in neat piles. “Is that the last one?” 
 
    “Looks that way.” 
 
    “Do they pay you to shovel the snow?” 
 
    He gives a little shake of his head and I can tell I’ve stepped into the nosy category. I don’t know why he minds – I’d just ask Wendy or Melissa if he doesn’t tell me. “I do Tia’s so she and the girls don’t have to, and if anyone else needs clearing, I’m happy to help.” 
 
    “Just to be neighbourly.” 
 
    “I’m a friendly sort. There are some nice people here, you know,” he reminds me. 
 
    “There’s a few,” I relent grudgingly. “But I’m reserving judgment on most of them. I’m going home now. See you tomorrow.” I click my fingers for Frodo to get his head out of the snow bank. 
 
    “First thing. Right after you come back from dropping your little girl off at school.” 
 
    I’m already a few steps away, but I turn back. “How did you know she’s in school?” 
 
    “There’s not a lot that doesn’t get out around here.” 
 
    I don’t like the sound of that. 
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    I keep a firm grip on Hanna’s mittened hand as we hurry down the hall, our late approach to the kindergarten class announced by Ben’s wails. Signing in at the office had taken longer than I expected and Ben isn’t happy in the least. I jiggled, juggled, whispered and tried to soothe and now I’m just trying to ignore the baby’s cries enough to get Hanna into class and make a run for it. And hoping the odor emanating from inside his snowsuit isn’t obvious to anyone else. 
 
    “Hi, sorry we’re late, the baby needed to be changed, fed, you know the drill. Sorry.” The class is staring at us and the teacher has a pained expression on her face. 
 
    “This is Hanna Hess,” I explain quickly. “She’s starting today. We’ve just moved into the area.” 
 
    “Hi, Hanna,” the teacher says warmly, after a nervous glance at Ben in my arms. “Why don’t you take off your coat and come and sit down?” 
 
    “Are you okay here, hon? I better get him home.” 
 
    “He needs a new diaper, don’t you Benny?” Like always, Ben’s wails trail off as Hanna tries to tickle him through the snowsuit. To say he worships his older sister is an understatement. But who can blame him? Hanna is an amazing kid, even if I do say so myself. 
 
    “You’re not nervous, are you, Han?” I whisper as I try to help her off with her coat. It’s difficult to do when I’m holding Ben. 
 
    “Why would I be nervous?” Hanna asks sensibly. “This seems like a fun place. And look, Mummy, there’s Max!” She waves excitedly at a group of kids sitting on the carpet. I have no idea which one is Max until a fat little hand gives a little wave. 
 
    “Melissa’s your mom, right?” 
 
    “Oh, you know Max?” the teacher asks with fake delight. 
 
    “He lives on our street. We went to a party at his place yesterday,” Hanna bubbles. “It was soo much fun with lots of food and soo many kids! Do you know he has three video game systems?” 
 
    Sounds like Melissa’s little prince is a little spoiled. 
 
    “Why don’t you say goodbye to Mommy and come and sit down,” the teacher invites. 
 
    “You better go, Mommy. I have things to do here. But don’t worry, I’ll be fine,” Hanna leans on her tiptoes to give me a kiss. “You have a good day.” 
 
    “You, too. See you after school. Oh, your lunch,” I remember as I’m turning away. 
 
    I’m supposed to get back home as quickly as possible because Joe is coming by. I notice Melissa and Paige outside the kindergarten class. I wonder if they’re waiting for me. 
 
    “Hi Jacey,” Paige says with a warm smile. I guess they are. 
 
    “I just met Max,” I tell Melissa in an attempt at cheerfulness. She’s holding a little girl around three years old by the hand and I’m embarrassed to admit I have no idea what her name is. 
 
    “You met him yesterday,” Melissa says bluntly. 
 
    “Oh. It was hard with all the kids. Didn’t really know who belonged to whom. Sort of thought that about the husbands too, actually,” I try with a smile. 
 
    “This is Noemi. And I’m married to Mahak,” she informs me. 
 
    “Mr. Tall, Dark and Handsome,” Paige put in. 
 
    “Ah. Of course,” I tell her, even though I still haven’t a clue who Mahak is. But I told Dominic I would try, so I better start trying. 
 
    “Hey, you found her!” Wendy calls out just as we’re back to the door by the office. She’s leading a toddling little Xander by the hand. I think I only remember his name because it was the name of one of my favourite characters on Buffy the Vampire Slayer. Plus, it’s kind of an unusual name. 
 
    “First day jitters from Hanna?” she sounds sympathetic. 
 
    “If any, they’re from me and Ben.” Wendy reaches out and squeezes his foot, bringing a toothless smile to Ben’s tear-smeared face. “Hanna will be running the class by the end of the day.” 
 
    “Especially now that she already knows my Max,” Melissa puts in proudly. “He’ll introduce her around. Now, we wanted to find out if you want to work out with us,” she continues without preamble. “The three of us try to exercise every day.” Yet again she’s wearing yoga pants. This time they are the three-quarter length and cut up the calf. Maybe if I looked that good in them, I’d wear them all the time as well. I may not have warmed up to Melissa, but have to admit she’s very attractive with her short blonde hair and petite figure. Yesterday I could tell her breasts almost rivaled mine. 
 
    Almost, but not quite. 
 
    “It’s good to get rid of the baby weight,” Paige admits. “Not that you seem to have any left.” She gives me a critical glance. 
 
    “You haven’t seen me naked,” I retort. 
 
    “I’m sure you look lovely.” Wendy adds, “Are you still nursing?” 
 
    “No, Ben never got the hang of it. He’s a formula baby.” 
 
    “So, those are real?” Melissa asks bluntly, staring at my breasts. My coat is open and my T-shirt hugs my chest because of the way I’m holding Ben, enhancing my already considerable chest size. Maybe we’re more alike than I thought since I was thinking the same thing about her. 
 
    “Of course,” I say proudly. “Aren’t yours?” 
 
    “Melissa’s had some...enhancements,” Paige tells me tactfully, trying to hide her smile. 
 
    “I got tired of small breasts,” Melissa says defensively. “Besides, Mahak loves them. I’m sure he’ll...” Her eyes fall to my breasts again. 
 
    “So how about it?” Wendy says to change the subject. “Melissa’s basement is set up better than a gym, plus there’s a place for the kids to play. Do you want to play with Xander?” she coos Ben, who has suddenly become a contented baby again. “Xander wants to play with you.” 
 
    “I think Wendy wants to play with Ben,” Paige laughs. Noemi leaves Melissa’s side to peer at Ben with a grin. Wendy takes her hand as well, making her laugh as she swings her arms between her and Xander. 
 
    “I can’t today,” I tell them. “Joe’s coming over to see about doing some of the painting.” 
 
    “I hope Dominic’s not the jealous type,” Melissa says slyly. “I saw you and Joe outside late the other night.” 
 
    “I was walking the dog. And it was almost midnight.” 
 
    “There’s not much privacy on our street,” Paige informs me ruefully. 
 
    “We’re all friends here,” Melissa says. “There shouldn’t be any secrets. Last night Mahak and I were having sex when we saw you out the window. I don’t mind telling you that.” 
 
    “You were looking out the window when you were having sex?” I can’t help but ask. 
 
    “He had me bent over the dresser, which is in front of the window. I grabbed hold of the curtains,” she says matter-of-a-factly. “Mahak thinks you’re very attractive.” 
 
    “Oh. Thank you.” I’m bewildered how we got on the subject of Melissa’s sex life and how I came to be a part of it. And amazed we’re having this conversation inside a school, in front of children. Luckily, they all seem to be occupied with Ben to pay any attention to the adults. 
 
    “I don’t blame you if you want to talk to Joe, even in the middle of the night. He’s as sexy as hell. Mahak is amazing, but I’ll tell you, I couldn’t help imagining it was Joe fucking me.” 
 
    “You were looking out the window at me, when you were having sex with your husband, fantasizing about the man I was talking to?” I ask, still dumbfounded. Does anyone else see how that might be too much information to share? Now I can’t get the image of Melissa having sex out of my head. Add that to the image of Joe... 
 
    “He’s amazing in bed,” Wendy adds. “I mean, he looks like he would be. Joe, not Mahak. 
 
    “I like his eyes,” Paige says, a little dreamily. 
 
    I find it more than a little awkward having a meeting of the Joe Appreciation Society in the hallway of Hanna’s school, but it does make me feel better about the dream I had about him. 
 
    Apparently, there is something about him. But I’m not about to join in their like-fest just yet. “Yes, he seems great and he’s painting my living room so I’d better run.” I start to walk away, but they’re still there, following me. 
 
    “We’re all really excited to have you living here,” Wendy says. “Because we’re all at home, it’ll be fun to hang out, won’t it?” 
 
    “First I have to do the painting,” I tell her. “And I’ve really got to run before they’re going to have to fumigate the school because of this little guy. See you later,” I add in a conciliatory tone. I promised Dominic I’d try, and I will. 
 
    They were only trying to be nice but what do they expect? We had been in the house for almost two weeks without meeting anyone before they show up, still tan and tired from their Florida trip and now after one brunch when I still can’t put the right face to the right name, they expect us to be best friends? I’ve only known them two days. I don’t work that fast. 
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    I pull into the driveway just before Joe saunters up the snowy pathway between our house and Paige’s. 
 
    “I said I’d be back as soon as I could,” I call to him, fumbling with the door, Ben’s wails increasing in volume once again. “Come in, I’ve got to get a new diaper.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you have an incontinence problem,” Joe says, following me inside after stamping the snow off his boots. He has such a deadpan countenance that it takes a moment and for him to flash the dimple for me to realize he’s made a joke. A bad taste joke, which happens to be my favourite kind. 
 
    Immediately my irritation vanishes. 
 
    “I’ll have you know that almost forty percent of women develop some form of incontinence after having a baby and the numbers only increase after multiple births. Improper strengthening of the Kegel muscles can easily lead to accidents.” I flash a smile as Joe looks discomfited. “Be nice or I’ll make you change his bum.” 
 
    “I haven’t changed a diaper in about seven years,” Joe murmurs, taking a screaming Ben from my arms so I can peel his snowsuit off him. 
 
    “Oh, God, he’s pooped right through again.” 
 
    “Do you have a smelly little bum?” Joe coos to Ben. Wouldn’t you know it, Joe seems to have the same effect on Ben that Hanna does. 
 
    “I didn’t know you have kids,” I say as I throw the snowsuit and its telltale yellowish brown smear down the basement stairs. “Could you bring him upstairs and I’ll get him changed?” 
 
    Ben’s so worked up that it takes both Joe’s soothing voice and my quick hands to get him stripped, cleaned and changed. But once he smells a little fresher, my little man seems content enough to be carried around in Joe’s arms while we talk painting. 
 
    “You told me you were a carpenter, not a painter,” I accuse when we’re back downstairs and I’ve scrubbed most of the poo smell off of my hands. 
 
    “I do a little bit of this, a little bit of that to help Tia. She asked me to give you a hand.” 
 
    “So you’re doing this as a favour to Tia?” 
 
    “Just being neighbourly,” he says with his smile. I like his smile. Also, Joe is attractive in the moonlight, wearing a toque, but it’s nothing compared to his appeal in the light of day. In faded jeans and an old flannel shirt, he’s extremely sexy with his salt and pepper hair, a la George Clooney. He garnered a sex dream from me after a few minutes of cold conversation. If he’s about to spend the day in my house, with only Ben for a chaperone – well, one of us is in trouble for sure. 
 
    “Are you neighbourly with everyone?” 
 
    “Some more than others. Now, what colour are you thinking in here?” 
 
    “Vermilion,” I say decisively. “I still have the paint chip. It’s the same colour we had back home. At our last place.” I show him the chip of brilliant red. 
 
    “That’s some red,” Joe says diplomatically. 
 
    “I like bright colours.”  
 
    “I can see that.” He glances around the room, Ben's stare fixated on his face, my stare fixated on his ass in those jeans. “But this room is a bit bigger than your old place, isn’t it?” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “You don’t have enough furniture to fill it. It’s a big room, especially with the staircase – you’d have to paint right to the top floor.” I give a shrug but I’m listening, trying to concentrate more on what he’s saying than my obvious attraction to him. “Plus, there’s a lot of sun coming in. Your old place was a bit darker, I’m guessing?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So, if you paint this room that colour – it’s a very nice colour – it’ll look like an operating room after your insides were pulled out. A bit too red.” 
 
    “I thought you were a carpenter.” 
 
    “Just trying to be neighbourly.” 
 
    “Is that your answer to everything?” 
 
    “Just making sure you’ll have other people visit you without having post-traumatic stress disorder.” 
 
    I laugh, despite my disappointment. I do like that colour and it reminds me of our old place, which I loved. But now that Joe’s pointed it out, I can see he might be right. “Really? What colour would you paint it?” 
 
    “Something a bit less of an in-your-face colour.” 
 
    “But I’m an in-your-face person.” 
 
    Joe looks at me for a long moment, too long of a moment. The feeling I had the other night as we talked in the snow, a slow curl of anticipation, makes another appearance. “No, I don’t think you are.” 
 
    “You don’t even know me!” I retort. Joe looks at me, with an eyebrow raised. “How do you know about colours anyway?” I relent, unsure of whether to fight this feeling or let it blossom. I haven’t looked at another man since I’ve been with Dominic. Except for Seth and he doesn’t count. 
 
    And what do I do about the fact I don’t think I’m the only one feeling like this? 
 
    “I do paint my cabinets, you know. I’d maybe go with a light blue-gray. That would fit in with your couch and then you could put in a few bright touches with pillows and throws and pictures and such.” 
 
    “Hmm.” Should I tell him I’m not hating this vision of the living room? And how I’d probably agree to whatever he suggests right about now? 
 
    “So...what do you want to do about this?” Joe asks slowly. 
 
    “About what?” I ask breathlessly. 
 
    “Painting,” he says flatly. 
 
    That was embarrassing. I’m too busy crushing on him to focus on the task at hand. “Of course. Want to go paint shopping?” 
 
    “Your car or mine?” 
 
    We agree on my car, because of the car seat and to leave in fifteen minutes. Joe wants to run home to see what supplies he needs, and Ben has finally fallen asleep, and I’m hesitant to wake him up right away. 
 
    As soon as Joe leaves, I head upstairs. There’s no way I can be alone with him all day, let alone drive a motor vehicle, feeling like this. Plus, I haven’t been able to get the image of Melissa and Joe out of my mind since she told me she was fantasizing about Joe. I’m suddenly unbearable horny. 
 
    Fifteen minutes should be lots of time. 
 
    I rummage through the still-unpacked suitcase full of my underwear, where I hid my vibrators, and pull out my Old Faithful – the full size, penis shaped one. Standing in front of my own window, hidden by the sheer ivory curtains, I pull one of my legs out of my jeans and switch on my toy. Holding it between my legs, feeling the vibrations against my sensitive skin, I think of Joe. How his ass looks in his jeans; his long legs. I wonder if the rest of him is just as long. 
 
    Paige is right – he does have nice eyes, but I couldn’t stop looking at his mouth, wondering what it would be like to touch it. I dreamed about kissing him, about him using that mouth on my breasts. What about if he traveled farther down? What would that mouth feel like between my legs? 
 
    I love oral sex. Thinking about a man going down on me can always get me hot. So I don’t know if it’s that, or thinking about Joe, or just the sensation from Old Faithful, but I’m already wet and ready. I turn up the speed and slide the vibrator inside me, a little at a time because it’s a big one. I lean against the windowsill on one arm, just like Melissa must have. What was she thinking about? Was Mahak fucking her fast and hard, or so slowly that she was begging for more? I still can’t put a face to him, so I picture Joe behind her, behind me. 
 
    He would be slow, I decide, thrusting the vibrator inside of myself, wishing it was Joe thrusting. He would be slow and steady, but so hard and I’d have to beg for him. Beg for more, for him to fuck me faster. 
 
    I pull it out, rubbing it against my clit, wishing it was Joe’s fingers caressing me. I flick the speed dial to the max, rubbing frantically before thrusting back inside me. In and out, as hard as I can, almost feeling Joe’s hands on my hips, his thighs smacking against my buttocks as he steadily gains speed. “More,” I whisper. “Harder.” 
 
    My breath comes in little gasps, and I can’t stop the little moans escaping. I’m completely focused on shoving the vibrator in and out as hard and fast as I can, the vibrations making my legs shudder as I try to hold my upright position against the window. I see a car in the distance, turning onto the street. 
 
    What if Joe comes back and finds me like this? 
 
    What if he takes the vibrator away from me, replacing it with his lovely cock, and fucked me as hard as I’m fucking myself? That thought brings me over the edge and I cry out as I climax, shaking so much can barely stand. 
 
    What if Joe came back and found me like that? 
 
    That’s a fantasy for another day. 
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    To my dismay, as soon as Joe begins painting, I’m banned from the downstairs. He says if I’m around ‘distracting’ him, he’ll never get finished. I’m not sure how to take it. Is it a good thing I’m distracting – did he have to go home before we went paint shopping to relieve the tension, just like I did? Or does he just find me annoying, like so many others? 
 
    In any event, I spend the rest of Monday unpacking upstairs with only Ben and my iPod for company. But by Tuesday afternoon, I’m sick of it, and Joe still isn’t finished so I take Ben out to explore the nearby stores. And by Wednesday morning, I agree to a workout at Melissa’s, just to get out of the house. 
 
    “I knew you’d come around,” Wendy says cheerfully when I tell them. 
 
    It’s not that I’m against exercise because I’m not. And it’s not like I dislike the others – I’m really starting to like Wendy. Dominic continually reminds me I could use more friends but I’ve never been a joiner. I’ve always been a loner, which is why some of my social skills need help, but Dominic loves people, so it’s for him I make the effort and agree to morning yoga. 
 
    It’s not all that bad. Noemi takes command of the kids – instructing me to put Ben on his mat beside her so she can keep an eye on him and as she dictates to Wendy’s son Xander the proper way to eat plastic food – and I reluctantly put myself in Melissa’s hands.  I strengthen my body with moves that could rival a circus contortionist.  
 
    After a mere ten minutes in Melissa’s house, it’s apparent the saying like mother, like daughter hits it right on the nose since Melissa loves ordering us to stretch and breathe and hold the position for just a little longer. I’ve gone to yoga classes before but it takes a little getting used to doing the exercises in Melissa’s basement, outfitted with wall-to-wall mirrors and soft, cushiony floor and four little people watching us. 
 
    Plus Melissa is more than a little intense. Her house is impeccable, with everything matching just so which makes me nervous. How can anyone spend so much time cleaning, especially with three kids? Does she have some sort of fairy housekeeper that flits in after she goes to bed and is fed on the crumbs from the toaster? Or is she just a freak, attempting to transform herself into a super fit version of Martha Stewart? 
 
    I can’t help but admire her body, though, sheathed from top to toe in form-fitting spandex; all tight and taut and muscular lines and curves. I doubt there’s an inch of excess body fat, except for her breasts but I now know she’s had help with those. I suspect Melissa might have been a personal trainer or an instructor of some sort. Or maybe she’s just some sort of an exercise freak. 
 
    I switch my observations to Wendy. Her clothes aren’t as tight as Melissa’s but still somewhat form-fitting. And her belly has gone back to what I imagine was her normal concave shape. I suck in my belly and vow to work on getting rid of the paunch. But my breasts are clearly better than Wendy’s, although the fact she breastfed all three of her children until they were almost two might be responsible for the slight sagginess. Melissa laughs good-naturedly at Wendy as she struggles with a pose before collapsing with laughter herself. They’re so comfortable with each other, comfortable enough so that there are more than a few occurrences of gas being passed during the forty-five-minute session. I have to admit that the closeness they share is a little intimidating. 
 
    I tell myself I’m here for Dominic’s sake but the truth is that I’ve been lonely – since we’ve moved in, since my ‘crazy time’ after Hanna was born. The friendship these women are offering is beginning to have its appeal. Even Melissa, who annoys me more than a little, is beginning to grow on me on the few days I’ve known them. 
 
    After yoga, I stay for lunch, since Melissa seems eager to entertain us, and then for most of the afternoon. It’s the most time I’ve spent in the company of women in a long time. I end up talking about myself more than I’m used to. I even tell them about how the repressed grief from my mother’s death coincided with the postpartum depression I suffered from after Hanna was born, making me borderline crazy for months. I did stop myself from confiding in them about Seth, though. 
 
    We talked about kids and husbands and living in the middle of the suburbs and they had a lot of questions about Dominic. 
 
    “You’ve only been married five years?” Paige asks with amazement after I tell them we got married when I was pregnant with Hanna. “How old are you?” 
 
    “Thirty-two.” 
 
    “You’re just a puppy, then. I’ll be thirty-eight soon, and so will Wendy.” 
 
    “I’m only thirty-five,” Melissa reports proudly. 
 
    “It must be like you’re still in the honeymoon phase,” Wendy says. 
 
    “Are things still exciting in the bedroom?” Melissa asks with her usual bluntness. 
 
    I shrug. “I can’t see it not being exciting. Dom and I are both passionate people. We always have been.’ 
 
    “So he completely satisfies you completely?” 
 
    “Of course.” I stop myself from telling her it’s none of her business. If this is what female friendship is like, confiding and sharing secrets, then I’ll do my best. Maybe it will do me some good. “Things are always good. But even after five years of marriage and two babies, you have to find ways to spice things up. Keep it exciting. Try new things, you know?” 
 
    “Definitely,” Wendy glances at Melissa. “I think that’s so important, to keep things exciting. And it doesn’t take much – a little variety now and then, new positions. I never want to be that married couple who have to schedule a night for sex.” 
 
    Melissa shudders. “I can’t imagine a boring sex life.” 
 
    I didn’t want to ask her what she considered boring. I don’t think Dom and I fall into that category anyway. 
 
    On Friday afternoon, Wendy stops by. Joe has finished the painting and the room looks beautiful wearing the new grayish-blue colour. He was right about the colour and Dominic loves it. I finally finished unpacking yesterday and the house is beginning to feel like home. 
 
    “This looks great,” Wendy raves. 
 
    “Do you want some coffee?” I ask politely. 
 
    “No, thanks. Hey, my little man.” Dropping to her knees beside Ben’s play mat, she’s soon making him gurgle with delight. He just woke up from his nap and Wendy left Xander at Melissa’s, so it’s difficult to tell what interests her more – my new decor or my son. 
 
    “You really like kids.” 
 
    “Don’t you?” 
 
    “My own.” 
 
    “I can’t help but love all babies. They’re just so cute and cuddly and sweet and soft...” she trails off as she pushes up Ben’s shirt sleeve and blows a raspberry on his arm. They laugh together. “This looks good,” she says, sitting back on her heels and surveying the room. Thanks to Joe, the walls are a serene blue-gray and finally hung with pictures and Dominic’s series of black and white photos. I think I might have one last box still in hiding, but for the most part, the living room is as good as it’s going to get. It may not be Melissa or Wendy good, but I think my standards are a little lower than theirs. 
 
    “Joe did a good job.” 
 
    “It looks so different from when Molly and Jason lived here.” With a last tickle, she leaves Ben on the mat and sits across from me on the love seat. 
 
    “You were good friends with them?” 
 
    “Molly and I were pretty close.” I notice the use of the past tense. 
 
    “What was with the roosters? All these pictures of poultry – Melissa has her chickens and this Molly had roosters. What about you? What’s your kitchen quirk? Because I just can’t see the need for livestock decor in the home.” 
 
    Wendy smiles. “I like cows but not to the extreme of those two,” she admits. “What else is Joe doing around here?” 
 
    “Not much. Dom’s thinking of getting him to make us some cabinets in here, but we’ll see.” I don’t see the need to mention that we have to see about costs before we have anything made. Our finances are no one’s business. 
 
    “He’s a good man. Good looking, too.” She glances at me out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    “If you say so,” I say offhandedly and Wendy smirks. 
 
    “Melissa’s been having fun reporting on how often you seem to run into Joe when you’re walking the dog at night,” she tells me. 
 
    “Is it my fault it snows a lot and he decides to shovel then? My walk is scheduled by Frodo’s bladder, not who is hanging out on the street. Do the three of you make a point of finding the same man attractive? I’m not sure I need to know if you fantasize about him as well.” 
 
    “I’ll keep that to myself. And you have to agree there are slim pickings out here. This place is pretty bereft of men during the week so when there’s a good-looking one, especially if he’s around a lot...” 
 
    “So I’m not the only one crushing on him?” I relent. 
 
    “I knew it!” Wendy crows. “Just so you know, we think your husband is pretty cute too.” 
 
    “Are you crushing on my husband?” 
 
    “Maybe a little,” she confesses with a smile. “Hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    “No. I trust him completely. Plus – no offense – he’s not going to get better than me.” I smile ruefully. “Or maybe I should say I’ll never get better than Dom.” 
 
    “Don’t say that to Melissa. She prides herself on her prowess. Her and Mahak both.” 
 
    “I’d like to think we’d give them a run for their money.” 
 
    “The two of you seem so happy. It’s so nice to see.” 
 
    “Isn’t everyone around here?” I ask bluntly. 
 
    “Now. Molly and Jason – rooster folk,” she says as I look blankly at the names. They broke up. It was really sad. Jason was great, but Molly...we were really good friends when they lived here.” 
 
    “And you’re not good friends now?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why – what? Why we’re not friends?” 
 
    “It just seems if you were such good friends moving away wouldn’t make much of a difference.” Of course, being me, it takes a moment to realize I’ve overstepped the boundaries of new friendship. “Sorry. Maybe I shouldn’t have asked that.” 
 
    “No. No, it’s okay. It’s just – it’s complicated.” 
 
    “Friendships can be,” I say sagely. 
 
    “You’re right,” Wendy slowly agrees. “It’s just that Molly thought Jason was too...complicated with someone. And he wasn’t, but she just wouldn’t realize that. 
 
    “Ah. It is not love that is blind, but jealousy.” I quote. “You can be the moon and still be jealous of the stars.” 
 
    “She wouldn’t realize things were fine and she was making more out of it than she should have.” 
 
    “It’s hard to have a marriage without trust.” 
 
    “Exactly. But I’m glad you’re here,” she says, visibly ready to change the subject. 
 
    “That’s one good thing that’s come out of it. Do you and Dom and the kids want to come for dinner on Saturday night?” 
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    We go to Wendy and Jackson’s for dinner. Dominic’s like a little kid when I tell him about the invite. His curiosity for our neighbours on Honeysuckle Court has been apparent since we’ve moved in. He’s always asking me about Melissa and Wendy and if Paige ever talks and what they all say about Tia. I think he might be lonely and ready to make some friends as well. I know it can’t be easy living with me – some of his friendships have taken a beating over the last few years and it’s not because of him. 
 
    And so I really make an effort on Saturday. I ask Wendy what I can bring and even when she tells me nothing, I still leave the kids with Dominic on Saturday morning and head to the LCBO to pick up a few nice bottles of wine and some almost-homemade cookies from the bakery. 
 
    When Jackson greets us at the door, I get confused because I think he’s Melissa’s husband. I have no recollection of him from brunch. I was convinced Wendy was married to the tall, dark and handsome one, and Melissa had the tall one, with the laughing blue eyes. Names and faces have never been my strong point. Thankfully Dominic covers for me, like always.  
 
    Anyway, Jackson greets me with a hug and a kiss – I move my head at the last moment and his lips land on my cheek rather than the lips I think he was aiming for – and Wendy does the same to Dominic. My husband doesn’t move his head aside, I’m quick to note and her lips meet his leaving a telltale smear of pink lipstick. 
 
    Wendy is classically pretty – long blonde hair, blue eyes, tall and thin. Except for the tall part, she’s the opposite of me, personality and body type. I wonder if Dominic is attracted to her. 
 
    Maybe I’m the minority, but the thought of my husband fantasizing about other women doesn’t really upset me. It’s not like I want him to be with someone else, but we’ve always been open with what turns us on. I’ve never minded Dominic being turned on by other women – it’s fine as long as he comes home to me. And it goes both ways. Dom actually likes hearing about my experiences with other men. There’s been quite a few over the years to choose from as well and his favourite are the stories about Harry from London (whether it’s The Harry, I’ll never tell, but mine was a true ginger), Adam from this band and Todd, the retired baseball player whose wife never found out about the extra innings he spent with me. 
 
    The only man I’ve never told him about was Seth, his best friend and the only man I’ve regretted sleeping with. It happened once after Hanna was born, and never repeated. And I haven’t had a chance to talk about Joe to him, even though nothing has happened. Or will happen, except in my mind. I’ve built up quite a few fantasies about Joe, in a very short period of time. 
 
    Conversation is stifled at the beginning of the evening, or maybe it’s just my attempt at small talk. But after a glass of wine and some amazing artichoke dip, I manage to loosen up a little. The kids help as well – Dawn is nine years old and Faith is six, and both of them take Hanna under their wings.  
 
    “She’s such a pretty little thing,” Jackson tells me, settling onto the couch beside me. Dominic sits in an uncomfortable wing chair on my other side with Wendy on the floor beside him. I wonder why she doesn’t sit in the love seat opposite. The layout of the house is similar to ours – spacious entryway leading into the living room/dining room with stairs heading up and straight into the kitchen – but the room size is off. Our room isn’t as large, but the kitchen is bigger. Wendy’s living room is huge, with room for an eight person table near the kitchen and the heavy leather couch separating the space. Toys are everywhere – Barbies and blocks and tiny little Polly Pocket shoes that I make a mental note to watch out for. One of those would go straight up Ben’s nose before I could wonder what was in his hand. 
 
    “She takes after Jacey,” Dominic says with a chip covered with dip heading for his mouth.  
 
    “She does,” Jackson agrees. “Same big, dark eyes and that hair.” He leans forward to tangle his fingers in one of my many errant curls. “It’s beautiful. Such a dark brown but in certain lights, it looks almost red. I love the curls.” 
 
    “It’s hard to brush,” I tell him, feeling both slightly uncomfortable yet oddly pleased with the attention. I’ve always thought I have pretty nice hair actually; dark springy curls erupting from my scalp in a wild profusion. And my eyes are nice – they’re an interesting greenish-goldish brown. It’s been a long time since a man has noticed. Usually, all the attention goes to my chest, which I have to admit I have been blessed with. I have amazingly full breasts and I know this because every man I’ve ever been with has told me. Dominic still tells me regularly. And having two children hasn’t changed much if Jackson’s many admiring glances tell anything. 
 
    “It looks great.” His eyes hold mine a moment too long before he smiles. 
 
    “I think he might be tired of all the blondes in the house,” Wendy says. She doesn’t seem to be nonplussed about the attention he’s giving me. “The kids have no choice – super straight and very blonde.” Jackson is blonde as well, cut short and almost tousled. His eyes are bright green. 
 
    “I like blonde hair,” I tell her politely since it seems like the thing to say. I glance over at Dominic to see if he’s noticed anything improper about Jackson’s attention but he’s smiling comfortably over his glass of wine. I like Jackson. Plus he’s funny. And really attractive actually, with broad shoulders and these dimples carved into his cheeks like divots on a golf course. 
 
    “I think you make a great addition to the neighbourhood.” When Jackson turns to Dominic, I feel strangely bereft until he continues. “We have some amazing looking women living around here, don’t you agree?” 
 
    Of course, Dominic agrees. We’ve had the same conversation a few times since we’ve moved in. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you love to be a fly on the wall when they do their yoga?” Jackson asks with a grin. “Hope that doesn’t offend you,” he says quickly to me. 
 
    “Why would it? If the women are as good-looking as you say, it’s only natural they would expect the admiration of the males in the area. I’m sure that’s why they – we,” I correct with a shy smile at Wendy, “make the effort.” 
 
    “I like to think so,” Jackson says with another appreciative smile. He has lovely teeth, so straight and white. I’m sure his adolescent orthodontic bills were atrocious. “I think the results are well worth the effort. More wine?” 
 
    “You’ll have to excuse my husband,” Wendy tells me as Jackson refills my glass. “He doesn’t get a lot of chances to talk to other women during the week so he likes to make up for it when we have people over. You should see him with Paige.” 
 
    “I like Paige.” 
 
    “She’s nice,” I agree awkwardly. 
 
    “So are you.” He shifts on the couch with his arm resting on the back, his hand inches away from my shoulder. I can feel the warmth from his fingers. 
 
    “Why don’t you have a chance to talk to women during the week?” I ask after a pause. 
 
    Jackson makes a face. “I’m a plant manager. There aren’t a lot of women working there. And most of them, I really wouldn’t want to talk to.” 
 
    “Edith is nice,” Wendy chides him. 
 
    “But Helen? And May?” 
 
    “Oh, she scares me!” Wendy laughs. “I think she’s married, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Poor guy. What did you do? I guess, what did you do? Other than the mother job, of course,” Jackson asks me. 
 
    I risk a glance at Dominic, who obviously heard Jackson’s question and is grinning. He loves to see the reaction I get from people when I have to tell them what I do. “I worked at IBM,” I tell him reluctantly. 
 
    “Computers,” he nods his head knowingly. 
 
    “Not really. I –ah – work in this – they call it a think tank. We – ah – figure out stuff.” 
 
    “What kind of stuff?” Wendy asks, abandoning the subject of searing for the moment. I glance imploringly at Dominic, who still has a huge grin on his face. I take a deep breath and prepare to wade in. 
 
    “Last time it was the economic ramifications of e-technology on a global scale. The time before that was how to make the individual components of a computer more cost-effective so that they could be more easily sold in third world countries. The time before that –” A small noise from Wendy stops me from going further. Both she and Jackson are staring at me wide-eyed. 
 
    Dominic laughs out loud. “Jacey has a genius I.Q.,” he tells them proudly. 
 
    “I’m not a genius,” I protest. 
 
    “I think you are and so do the people you work for, that’s why they keep calling you for these things.” 
 
    “Are you like in Mensa or stuff like that?” Wendy asks eagerly. 
 
    “Are you smarter than those guys in the Big Bang Theory?” Jackson wants to know. 
 
    “Considering that Johnny Galecki and Jim Parsons are actors, I’m most definitely more intelligent than they are. But the characters they portray are physicists, while I work in math. It’s like comparing apples to oranges, or rather the sub-particles of an atom to the square root of Pi,” I say with a shy smile. 
 
    “You’re a math genius,” Wendy says with awe. “I can’t even do my own taxes.” Amid laughter at her self-deprecating tone, she turns to Dominic. “Are you a genius too? Because I didn’t make any brain food for dinner.” 
 
    “Not even close,” Dom laughs. “I can’t even teach a math class over grade six.” 
 
    “Neither can I,” I interject. 
 
    “Only because you’d probably end up killing half the students. When Jacey is working on a problem, she gets frustrated if someone distracts her or won’t take her seriously. She gets very angry,” he adds ominously. 
 
    “And that’s why I have no desire to go back to work.” I throw up my hands with frustration, forgetting I’m holding my wine glass and the mouthful still left in the glass flies up into the air. I’m not sure where it goes since I don’t feel it land on me. Luckily, no one seems to notice. “I turn into an antisocial geek from that place.” Dead silence meets my words. “Much, much worse than I am now.” 
 
    “Maybe you shouldn’t go back,” Wendy says tactfully. 
 
    “Brains and beauty too. You’re a lucky man,” Jackson says admiringly to Dominic. 
 
    “So, if you’re not a genius like her, how did you two meet?” 
 
    This time Dominic glances sheepishly at me. “Tokyo,” we say together. “I was working there, teaching English,’ Dominic adds. 
 
    “I was traveling. We met at a karaoke bar. I was impressed with his rendition of ‘Brown Eyed Girl’, so I picked him up.” 
 
    Neither of us mentioned how Dominic had been involved with another woman when this occurred. He had been with Ellie for five years when we met. 
 
    “And the rest is history?” Wendy asks. 
 
    “Not really. I eventually went home and Dom stayed in Tokyo for another six months or so.” 
 
    “So what happened?” 
 
    “We bumped into each other in Toronto,” Dominic takes up the story. “After that, I tracked her down a few weeks later. And then, the history was history.” 
 
    “It’s all very unexciting,” I tell Wendy. 
 
    “Pretty boring,” Dom agrees. “What about you guys?” 
 
    “In school. High school.” Wendy makes a face. 
 
    “High school sweethearts. That’s sweet,” Dom tells her. 
 
    “Real sweet. We do our best to keep things interesting though.” I notice an odd glance between Jackson and Wendy. 
 
    “I think dinner is ready,” she announces, putting an end to that conversation. She pops Ben into the saucer rather than give him back to me. “Jacey, will you give me a hand in the kitchen?” I follow her, leaving Jackson and Dominic chatting easily on the couch. “Are you having a good time?” she asks anxiously as soon as we’re out of earshot of them. 
 
    “I am,” I tell her, surprised that it’s the truth. 
 
    “Dom’s great,” she confesses. “I’m really glad to get a chance to get to know him. During the week it’s great with just us girls, but it’s always nice to know who you’re talking about.” 
 
    “It’s nice to get to know Jackson as well.” 
 
    “I’m totally crushing on him,” Wendy whispers with a little giggle. “He’s so cute and nice. I hope that’s not a problem. It shouldn’t be. Look at Jackson! He thinks you’re amazing and hot – I can tell.” 
 
    “I don’t know if it’s my imagination, but I think he’s coming on to me just a little bit,” I tell her carefully, not sure of the protocol about such a thing. 
 
    Wendy only laughs. “Of course he is! Who could blame him?” Impulsively she gives me a hug. “I’m so glad you moved in. I can tell the four of us are going to be great friends!” 
 
    After dinner is over, we head back to the living room. I’ve drunk enough wine to become giggly, which isn’t me, but Jackson seems to be enjoying it. But I’m having fun – I’m laughing and talking and not making an idiot of myself. Or maybe I am, but everyone has had enough to drink not to notice. Wendy comes up with this amazing idea to put Hanna to bed with Faith and Dawn just after eight o’clock. Dom and I agree because for once, I’m not in a rush to escape. Ben is already fast asleep in the other room, so with a borrowed Little Mermaid nightie and a lot of muffled laughter, my daughter settles down for her first sleepover while her parents proceed to get good and drunk. It’s probably not the best parenting, but it seems like a good idea at the time. 
 
    So does sitting on the couch with Jackson. He keeps touching me. At first, it’s little nudges when he says something funny, and a quick hand on my leg when I respond in kind. But later when I pull my legs up on the couch, I find them tangled with his. And his hand seems to be resting on my ankle, just above where my sock ends. I’m surprised I feel so comfortable with him touching me. 
 
    “I met one of the people in the neighbourhood,” I announce as he refills my glass. 
 
    “I think you’ve met lots of people in the neighbourhood,” Jackson corrects. 
 
    “Isn’t that a Sesame Street song?” Wendy wonders. “Or was it Mr. Rogers?” 
 
    “Isn’t he dead? He always seemed creepy to me. I think it was the cardigan and the way he had to change his shoes when he came in the door.” 
 
    Because of the alcohol, the four of us find this exchange hilariously funny and it leads us to a great conversation of reminiscing of our childhood. But eventually, we get back to what prompted the discussion. 
 
    “I met Mrs. Donoto,” I say. 
 
    Wendy glances at Jackson with a smile. “And what did she have to say about us?” 
 
    “Why would she say anything about you?” Dominic wonders. 
 
    “My wife seems to have this impression that she doesn’t like us. She likes me fine,” Jackson tells Wendy.” 
 
    “She thinks you’re cute.” 
 
    “I am cute,” Jackson says with a wink at me. 
 
    “You are kind of cute,” I agree. “But I’m not sure that’s a fair assessment of why people would like you. It’s like saying people only like me because I have large breasts.” 
 
    “You do have large breasts. They’re very distracting.” 
 
    “I notice you’re having trouble looking me in the eye. Or maybe that’s just the wine.” I lean forward unsteadily and try to grab the bottle on the coffee table and almost knock it over. “I think we’ve almost finished another bottle.” 
 
    “There’s lots more where that came from,” Wendy says. She’s even more unsteady on her feet as she heads into the kitchen. 
 
    “You have beautiful eyes as well,” Jackson continues, “but the breasts are pretty incredible.” 
 
    “They really are,” Dominic agrees with an affectionate smile. 
 
    Dominic is all over me as soon as we get home. I leave a sleeping Ben in his car seat at the bottom of the stairs and head to the kitchen to get his bottle when Dom grabs me. 
 
    “Jackson was coming on to you all night,” he tells me, his arms wrapping around me from behind. One of his hands cup my breast.  
 
    “He wasn’t,” I protest weakly. Now his hand, no, both - are burrowing under my sweater, pushing it up so the cool air chills my bare stomach.   
 
    “He was.”  Dom has both hands on my breasts, pushing down my bra and fingering my nipples. I gasp at the suddenness of it. 
 
    “What about Wendy?” I accuse. “She was pretty attentive to you.” 
 
    “They wanted us,” he says. One of his hands leaves my breast and heads south, slipping inside my leggings as quickly as it reached my breast. Whatever Dom might think of Jackson’s attentive behaviour tonight, it obviously turned him on. In a big way. He has me trapped against him and I can feel his hardness against the small of my back.   
 
    “What if they wanted to switch?” he persists, his hand inside my panties now, feeling my heat and searching for the centre of it. “Would you want to?” 
 
    “I want you,” I moan as his clever fingers find my clit. 
 
    “I want you out of these,” he orders, removing his hand and tugging at my leggings. I quickly comply, suddenly just as excited as he is.   
 
    “In the kitchen?” I can’t help but ask as I kick my leggings off my ankle. My panties soon follow. I’m glad Hanna stayed at Wendy’s. 
 
    “We haven’t done it here yet. Is it bad I want to fuck you in our kitchen?” 
 
    “Fuck me where ever you want,” I tell him, turning to face him. 
 
    He turns me to face the counter. “Right here.  Right now.” 
 
    I brace my hands on the cool granite and spread my legs shamelessly as I hear his zipper. Dom’s barely touched me but already I am so turned on, so excited by his forcefulness, knowing he wants me so much, that I can hardly stand it.   
 
    He slides into slowly, but not gently. I don’t want him to be gentle. “Oh, Jacey,” he groans into my hair, pushing it aside to kiss my shoulder. Then he bites it lightly. 
 
    “Please,” I say.  
 
    It’s like the word unleashes something inside him. Suddenly Dom is thrusting hard and fast inside me, so much that if I hadn’t braced myself on the edge, I would have been slammed against the side. I push myself back against him and take it. I like it like this, knowing Dom has to have me. 
 
    His hands grip my hips, driving his full length inside me, and then pulling out, only to ram it back in. I cry out at the sensation and his response is to do it again, harder. And faster. Again. And again. And… 
 
    The orgasm envelops me without warning and I grip the counter as I ride it out, waves of pleasure coursing through me, crying out Dom’s name. After only a few more thrusts, harder and faster than ever, I hear his groan before he stops.   
 
    I lean my head on my hands.  “Holy shit,” I say, unable to catch my breath. 
 
    “Sorry, that was so quick.” 
 
    I let out a ragged laugh. “It’s okay. It’s more than okay.” 
 
    After all that, Dom takes Frodo out for his walk while I give Ben his bottle. 
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    I’m a little hung over from all the wine I drank at Wendy’s last night when we go to brunch at Melissa’s the next morning. If I keep eating all this good food, I might have to start exercising more than the half-assed attempts at yoga I’ve been doing. 
 
    It seems a little different this Sunday. Last time, everyone was friendly but I got the impression that Dom and I were there to be observed. I never said anything to him about it, thinking it was just another facet of my lack of social skills giving me that impression, but I can tell there’s a difference this week. We were welcomed before; now we’re included. It’s like we passed some test making us suitable acquaintances. I’m guessing my trial was how I’ve interacted these two weeks with the others, but what about Dom? Was our inclusion in this group dependent on my dealings with Melissa, Wendy and Paige – and if so, how on earth did I pass muster? 
 
    In any event, we are now officially one of the group. Jackson greets me with a hug and a kiss on the lips, before whisking Dominic away from me as soon as we step through the door. The kids take Hanna somewhere else and Noemi is about to carry Ben away as well, but when Wendy notices he’s asleep, she suggests they not bother him until he wakes up. 
 
    Which leaves me with the ladies. I manage not to put my foot in my mouth too many times. At least not until after we’re finished eating. 
 
    The five of us are sitting at the dining room table, which has just been cleared by the men, which is a pretty good deal. One of them – the dark, soulful eyed one who keeps giving me knowing smiles for some reason – has just refilled our coffee cups when Tia turns to me. 
 
    “We’d like you and Dominic to come for a little get-together at my place Saturday night,” she says. I’m not sure if it’s just me, but it sounds somewhat like an order, rather than a request. “My daughter Talia would be happy to babysit.” 
 
    “O-kay,” I say slowly. “I’ll check with Dom but –” 
 
    “We really want you to come,” Wendy interrupts, touching my hand. “We all go and it’s so much fun. It’s almost like a tradition with us now.” 
 
    “Well, thanks for the invite,” I tell them awkwardly. “Let me –” 
 
    “It’s not your average dinner party,” Melissa says with a huge smile. 
 
    “Why? Is there no food?” I try to joke. 
 
    “There’s...entertainment! Sort of.” 
 
    “What kind of entertainment?” I ask slowly. I seemed to be missing something here and Tia is quick to provide assistance. 
 
    “What Melissa is trying to tell you, is that after dinner we often look for companionship from others.” I must have looked as confused as I felt because she gave me a sympathetic smile. “With others. Not our normal partners.” 
 
    “Whaaat?” 
 
    “It’s a key party,” Paige finally says impatiently. 
 
    “A key party? Do you mean a keg party? Because I haven’t been to one of those in years.” 
 
    “No. A key party, or whatever else you’d like to call it,” Wendy explains. 
 
    The light came on then, a little slower than usual, but do you blame me? “A key party, for couples, where all of the men put their car keys into a bowl or bag and at the end of the party, the women blindly select a set of keys to determine who she goes home with for the rest of the evening for sexual gratification?” I ask, as usual sounding like I’m quoting Wikipedia. “Did you know there are also things called Locked Door parties and there’s a dating fad called lock and key dating? Apparently, men go around trying to fit their key into the right lock, hanging conveniently around some woman’s neck. Did you know that? Are you telling me you all go to Tia’s for dinner and end up having sex with each other’s husbands? That kind of key party?” 
 
    “Yes.” And this is from all four of them at once. Even Paige, who is the only one who has the grace to seem uneasy about the concept. 
 
    “Wow.” They’re all waiting expectantly for me to say something but I don’t think I give them the response they were hoping for. I laugh. “It’s just so...are you really serious? You have key parties...where you exchange keys for sex...could you not call it something else?” 
 
    “What, like an orgy?” Paige says with a gleam of humour in her eyes. “I don’t think that would make it sound better for you.” 
 
    “No. An orgy is a sex party where guests engage in promiscuous or multifarious sexual activity of group sex, so I don’t think that would sound better.” 
 
    “It’s not an orgy,” Wendy says, closing her eyes. 
 
    “Orgy is an American synth rock band. Apparently, they play death pop but I’m not sure what synth rock is, and the idea there’s music called ‘death pop’ is a little upsetting. Did you know in ancient Greek religion an orgy was a secret nightlife cultic congregation overseen by an orgiophant? Who gets to be that?” 
 
    “You seem to be quite well-informed despite your reluctance,” Tia says gently. 
 
    “I didn’t say I was reluctant,” I protest, unsure of why I’m protesting. “I didn’t say much of anything.” 
 
    “No, just a lot of crap about orgies and locks and rock bands,” Melissa snorts. 
 
    I shrug. “Sorry. That’s just what I do when I’m nervous. I just start to spew out stuff.” 
 
    “We don’t mean to make you nervous,” Tia says, reaching over to touch my hand. “We hope you feel comfortable enough to join us.” 
 
    “It’s fun,” Wendy puts in. 
 
    “If you say so.” I glance from face to face, waiting to see who will give away the joke, but there’s no hint of a smile anywhere. They look serious about this. And a little pissed off. “You have to admit it’s an odd choice of recreational activities. I’ve heard of such parties – obviously – but I never imagined – you really go home with each other’s husbands?” I lower my voice and look around to make sure no one heard me. The kids have vanished again, playing in the basement from the sounds of music and laughter coming through the floor. The four men are in the kitchen. There’s obviously a communal environment I missed the first time around. Is this some sort of a polygamist cult? In the suburbs? 
 
    “Obviously we made a mistake,” Melissa says in a huff. I do my best to rein in the giggles. To think that little Melissa in her tight little yoga pants and perfectly put together kitchen with the chickens on the dishes likes that sort of stuff – actually it’s not that surprising. Maybe the others, but not Melissa. I could tell she was a randy bitch. I bet she’s the orgiophant. 
 
    “It may be unconventional but it’s not unheard of. We’re consenting adults. We felt comfortable including you in our activities but if you don’t wish to join us, we understand. I realize it’s not for everyone,” Tia says. Not only is she into this, but it seems like she may be the ringleader. I never saw that coming. 
 
    “We don’t physically go home with them,” Wendy corrects. 
 
    “So you don’t...” I’m jumping at the option, only to fall flat as Melissa interrupts. 
 
    “We stay at Tia’s. It’s a big house and her girls are at our places looking after our kids so there’s nothing to worry about. There’s lots of room.” 
 
    “This is like some bad episode of Desperate Housewives. Or maybe just an X-rated one.” A giggle slips out before I can control it. “Is this something you do...a lot? And you want Dominic and me...” 
 
    All four heads turn in Dominic’s direction. At that particular moment, he just happens to be leaning down loading the dishwasher, giving us a fine view of his ass. I’m more interested in looking at the other husbands. I still don’t even know who is who and these women are suggesting I might want to have sex with them. 
 
    “Jacey, this is just something we enjoy together. I’m sorry if you’re not interested.” Tia gets up from the table. 
 
    “I didn’t say I’m not interested...” I tell her quickly. But she remains standing behind Wendy and Melissa. “I’m not sure what to say.” 
 
    Wendy leans forward. “I love Jackson and I have no problem if he’s the last man I’m ever going to be with. I’m sure you feel the same. But what if he doesn’t have to be? And what if everyone was okay with that?” 
 
    I don’t know what to say to that. Noticing this, Melissa jumps in. 
 
    “Because if it was with someone else, that would be cheating and we don’t do that. But c’mon – if you had a chance to have sex with another man without it being a sin, wouldn’t you go for it?” 
 
    As much as I hate to admit it, Melissa does have a point. I like sex. I like sex with Dominic but I also enjoyed sex before he was in the picture. I enjoyed it a lot. 
 
    Is this really happening? Am I being persuaded to join a group of swingers? And why aren’t I getting the hell out of here instead of listening to them? 
 
    Tia gives the others a slow look. “Why don’t you talk to Dominic about it?” 
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    I’m pretty quiet for the rest of the time we’re at Melissa’s, trying to digest what they told me, as well as the ham and egg casserole which now feels surprisingly heavy in my stomach. The men cleaning up, with Melissa supervising, Wendy and Tia, sitting at the table with coffee, with the basket of the muffins I brought, and Paige, who can’t stop eating. It’s like a commercial for suburban living. “Come experience a new Adult Lifestyle,” says the announcer. “Where the men do the clean-up and then get passed around to enjoy.” 
 
    I can barely wait until we leave and drag Dominic into the kitchen as soon as we’re home, breathlessly recounting as much of the conversation as I can. 
 
    “You’re serious?” He’s staring at me with his usually smiling mouth frozen in an 'O' of shock. 
 
    “That’s what I said. Unbelievable, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah...” I wonder if I had the same shocked expression on my face that Dom does. It makes me want to giggle. “Really? Tia really invited us?” 
 
    “She did. Apparently, variety is good for marriages around here. Can you imagine if this sort of thing went on back in the city? It would never!” 
 
    “You and your romanticized version of the city. There are places you can go for anything, my sweet, naive little Jacey.” 
 
    “I’m not naive.” 
 
    “No, you’re definitely not that. So what did you say to Tia anyway?” 
 
    “I said...” His question tells me he’s intrigued by the idea, as clear as if he had said the actual words. “I said I didn’t know. I laughed at first, which they didn’t like. I think they expected me to jump for joy at being included like it’s some special privilege to sleep with their husbands.” 
 
    “Maybe it is.” Dom’s face resumes its smile. 
 
    “These things just don’t happen.” 
 
    “Not to us they don’t!” 
 
    “Do you think they do?” I demand. “Do you think it might have been a joke? Something they play on new neighbours?” 
 
    “I’ve no idea.” 
 
    “Why would they do something like this? It doesn’t seem like they would, but I really can’t see them having these parties. Do you think they really do?” 
 
    “Again, no idea. I wasn’t party to this conversation, remember? You were.” 
 
    “I wish they’d asked you. How can they think I can think about having sex with their husbands when I don’t even know who’s married to who.” 
 
    “Melissa and Mahak. Wendy and Jackson and Paige and Colin.” 
 
    “Oh. So it’s just me who’s not paying attention again. I know Jackson, so I guess I could have sex with him.” 
 
    “Seriously?” Dominic asks quickly. 
 
    “It was a joke,” I assure him. “I was joking.” 
 
    “Keep your voice down,” Dom hisses. “Hanna will hear.” 
 
    “Hanna only hears things she wants to. Like she’d hear if we were talking about Christmas presents!” I raise my voice deliberately. 
 
    “What about presents?” Hanna is quick to ask. 
 
    “Nothing.” I chuckle. “Is Ben okay?” I get a happy squawk in response. “Did the husbands say anything to you?” I ask.  
 
    “You make them sound like second-class citizens or something. ‘The Husbands’.” 
 
    “It’s easier if I group them together since I don’t know who’s who.” 
 
    “And whose fault is that?” But he was smiling as he said it. 
 
    “We’re getting off topic. They just invited us to join them for an evening of fun frolicking with each other. What do we do?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Dom says seriously for once. “Seems a little out of our comfort zone.” 
 
    “And the way they explained it – they’re all together all happy and drinking, I’m assuming because how could you do that sober? And then suddenly someone has someone’s else’s keys and pow – you’re getting it on with strangers. Seems kind of awkward. And not really that sexy.” 
 
    “So it’s out of our comfort zone and not sexy enough. They really know how to make it appealing, don’t they?” 
 
    This cracks us up. It doesn’t take a lot to make us laugh. Even when I’m being a supremely selfish bitch, Dom can manage to make a joke out of it. He’s so laid-back that not much fazes him. 
 
    Like this invitation. Once he’s over the initial surprise, he’s just rolling with it. 
 
    “They did seem pretty enthusiastic about you,” I tell Dominic now. One of the most adorable things about Dominic is the way he blushes so easily when he’s embarrassed. “Of course I didn’t tell them anything about what we get up to or else they’d be all over you.” 
 
    “Please don’t,” he rolls his eyes. “Or they won’t want me anywhere near them.” 
 
    “Can you believe this? Here we are, new place, new people and the first people we meet are this group of seemingly normal people who like to have sex with each other. That’s what they were probably doing down in Florida, swapping wives every night. It’s no wonder I didn’t want to move here.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was definitely because of the wife swapping. I thought key parties went out in the 70s?” 
 
    “Were they ever really in? I know my parents never got up to those shenanigans. Are you telling me yours did?” Dom makes a face and I laugh, thinking of his oddly formal, extremely straight-laced parents getting into the group sex scene. It’s bad enough thinking of my in-laws and sex in the same sentence, let alone them and sex and other people. 
 
    “Are you kidding? They had sex four times in their marriage and got me and my sisters.” 
 
    “Maybe once on their wedding night. Or twice, if your dad was anything like his son.” 
 
    “If you’re trying to turn me on I have to say you’re failing miserably!” 
 
    I laugh again. It’s nice that we can joke about this, but I still don’t know what to say about Tia’s offer. I’m guessing it came straight from her since she’s definitely the leader of this little band of depraved housewives. Is this what happens when you venture into the wilds of the suburbs? Is this to be my fate – scouting the open houses in the area every week for fresh potential? Tia and co. didn’t exactly waste much time finding us. 
 
    It’s snowing again and I watch the flakes tumble from the sky. There’s not an easy answer here. Either I say go for it, which is basically the same as telling my husband I want to have sex with other men, or say no way, and risk Dominic wanting to do it and resenting me for saying no. I check on Hanna, who is busy colouring in the corner of the living room. Ben is still asleep in his car seat. 
 
    “So what do you think?” I need to know what’s going on in his mind before I decide. 
 
    “I asked you first.” 
 
    I’m silent for a very long minute, which leads to two, and then three. “Maybe it will help,” I say finally. I don’t realize I’ve picked up a dish towel, absentmindedly refolding it again and again until Dominic takes it out of my hand. 
 
    “Help with what?” 
 
    “You have to admit it hasn’t been the easiest couple of years,” I say as I stare out the window. “It hasn’t ever been easy. And I know that’s my fault.” 
 
    “I’ve never blamed you, Jacey...” 
 
    “No. You didn’t. But it might be okay if you did once in a while, then I would really know what you’re thinking instead of imagining the worst.” 
 
    Dominic comes over to me and places his hands on my shoulders, kneading them gently. “Do you really think I blame you?” 
 
    “I would,” I whisper. 
 
    “It wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    “It was! Everything that happened – it all comes back to me! I lost the baby because I was crazy. I was crazy because I hadn’t dealt with my mother’s death. I got you to marry me – I broke you and Ellie up – because my mother was dying.” 
 
    “You weren’t crazy. You had postpartum depression and you’re smart enough to know it was none of your fault.” 
 
    “You try and convince yourself that, especially when you can remember all the crazy stuff you did! I tried to drive to Thunder Bay in the middle of the night! I got on a plane without telling anyone where I was going. I left Hanna with my sister.” I shudder. 
 
    Dominic’s hands tighten on my shoulders. “Jacey, we don’t have to do this.” 
 
    “What, the key party? Stupid name.” 
 
    “No, talk about this. We’ve been through it before. We don’t have to go to any party, either. Let’s just forget about it.” 
 
    “I would if I believed you really want to forget it,” I say. 
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    Later that night, when I take Frodo out for his last potty break, I find myself looking for Joe. 
 
    I’m not sure why. It hasn’t snowed in a few days, so there’s no reason for him to be shoveling. I haven’t seen him since he finished painting our living room. But after what I learned today about the neighbourhood, I have this need to touch base with him. For me, Joe is a nice, decent guy. I’m sure he couldn’t be involved in these parties and part of me wants to reassure myself that he isn’t. 
 
    But part of me wants to find out if he is. 
 
    There’s some relationship between Joe and Tia; Wendy was fairly complimentary about how attractive he was. Didn’t she say something about him being good in bed? Maybe that wasn’t guesswork – maybe she knows for sure? And if so… 
 
    Would I want to go to this party on Saturday if Joe was there? If I had the chance to have sex with him? It would be a one in five chance; one in four because they’re not going to let me have sex with my husband there. Would knowing Joe was involved make a difference in my decision?  
 
    But I don’t see him outside. He told me he has problems sleeping and deep down I hoped he would be out for a walk or a wander to clear his head, same as I did. But I don’t see him, which just reinforces I barely know the man. Why am I so fixated on him? I think he’s good looking; it’s a bit of a crush. Nothing more, nothing less. 
 
    But I still take a last look around as I open the door for Frodo. 
 
    Dominic is still awake when I finally come to bed. He’s an early riser and I am not, which means he’s usually sound asleep by the time I get Ben and the dog ready for bed. But tonight he’s awake, and as I slide under the covers, he opens his arms to me. I prefer not to wear pajamas, sleeping in just a tank and my panties, and my body is cool from being outside. 
 
    He rubs my arms to warm them as I curl into him, letting his warms hands travel over my back as well. But then they start to wander and find my breasts. His fingers toy with my nipples, still hard from the cold and now even more erect from his attentions. I roll onto my back and Dom leans over to kiss me. It’s gentle at first, loving. It’s the same way he kisses me every time we make love. I love the way he kisses me. 
 
    But thanks to today, I can’t help but wonder what it would be like to have another man kissing me? And wonder if that’s what he’s thinking about too? 
 
    I focus on Dominic, though, as he kisses my breasts, taking my nipples in his mouth, rolling them with his tongue. He loves my breasts; he’s told me enough times. And he loves playing with them. It’s enjoyable for me too, but tonight I’m ready for more long before he is. I don’t say anything. I don’t push his hand between my legs like I want to like I’ve done in the past. I let him love me the way he wants to tonight. 
 
    His mouth is still on my breasts when his hand finally meanders down the rest of my body. Touching, tickling, caressing. He runs his fingers over the fabric of my panties, dipping between my legs to feel the heat, but never more than a flickering touch on my outer lips. His finger slips under the elastic and I catch my breath. His slow and steady teasing approach has gotten me impatient, but more than a little excited. Dominic knows this and begins tracing the elastic across my belly and then around my thighs, sliding his finger under a little more. I spread my legs, wanting to rip off the offending undergarments so he can touch my bare skin, but not wanting to disrupt his ministrations. He wants to tease and to frustrate and I’m doing my best to let him. 
 
    He’s also taken my mind off any other man. 
 
    He takes two fingers and begins rubbing them between my legs and soon I can feel the thin material of my panties is wet. He molds it to me, opening me with his fingers so the lace rubs against the sensitive skin. 
 
    “I like these panties,” Dom says in a low voice. “Do you want to take them off?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper, a tad urgently. 
 
    “I think I’d like them left on.” 
 
    My legs are wide open now, with the disconcerting panties still on. Dom has found my clitoris now, rolling it between his fingers, rubbing it with his thumb. The material creates a friction that’s not entirely unpleasant but I groan aloud as first one finger, then the other slips under the elastic edges and inside me. His fingers begin exploring, thrusting gently at first as his thumb rubs the delicate skin around my clit. My head is thrown back, eyes closed and my breath is coming in shallow gasps. I whimper as I can feel it build inside. 
 
    “More,” I finally beg. My hips lift off the bed in tiny thrusts in time with his fingers and I can’t control it. 
 
    “I love seeing you like this,” Dominic whispers to me. “I like knowing I can do this to you so easily. Anytime.” 
 
    At this moment he’s turned me into a shameless hussy willing to do anything to get more of him, to make him continue, and he knows it. And I know it. And we both love it. 
 
    But he takes pity on me tonight, working me with his fingers, harder and faster as I thrust against his hand. “Don’t stop,” I plead. “Please don’t!” He’s done that before; got me on the brink of an orgasm with his talented fingers and then stopped, leaving me begging for more. 
 
    But tonight he lets me come. I can tell he’s watching me as my orgasm finally explodes within me, making me cry out with relief, with pleasure. And as soon as I’m spent, my shudders ceasing, my body relaxing, Dom takes away his fingers and pushes aside my panties and slides inside me. 
 
    I wrap my legs around him as he thrusts and he grabs hold of my backside to dive deep within me. My arms are around his shoulders, my hands on his lower back urging him deeper, for more as his thrusts become more urgent. I can’t help but cry out as he goes deeper, harder, faster. There’s no teasing now. He might have begun making love to me but he’s fucking me now, hard and fast, just like I wanted him to. 
 
    “More,” I beg again, as I feel a second climax build. “Please. Hard as you can.” 
 
    Dominic obliges, lifting my hips off the bed with his need to go deeper. He’s making grunts and groans, little feral, animal noises and I join in, not caring who can hear or who can see or what anyone thinks. Concentrating on how good it feels. 
 
    I can tell when he’s about to come, and my body responds, spiraling me into a second orgasm moments before Dom begins his most desperate thrusting, like he’s trying to invade my very soul. I cry out loudly, forgetting about the kids, clutching his shoulders as he loses momentum, his thrusts becoming less urgent. He lets out a final groan before stopping and lying on top of me for a moment.  
 
    “You’ve completely ruined my underwear, you know,” I tell him. 
 
    He lifts his head where it collapses into my shoulder with a big grin. “Are you complaining?” 
 
    “Hell, no!” I answer with my own satisfied grin. 
 
    Do we need anything more than this? It’s good for us, it always has been. Sex has always been the one thing we’ve always had. Do we really want something more? 
 
    I know we both do. Maybe we don’t need it, but I know we want it. 
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    When I drop Hanna off at school on Monday, it’s like nothing happened. No one mentions Tia’s invitation. Neither do I. And I’m surprised to find myself agreeing to go to Melissa’s that morning for yoga. Once there, I’m amazed it's business as usual. No one mentions sex, having it with their husband or anyone else, other than Melissa but I’m beginning to realize that’s par for the course with her. 
 
    The whole week is the same. Did I imagine the whole conversation? I wonder if Tia shut down any talk of the matter with me. Does that mean they’re reneging on their invitation? Wouldn’t that be the best thing? Do I want them to forget it? I’m not sure I can…Countless times I want to bring it up but I don’t know how. For once I’m at a loss for what to say about a subject. 
 
    By Friday, I’m convinced I imagined the whole thing and I’m not sure what to tell Dominic.  
 
    “So what are you wearing tomorrow night?” Melissa asks as she hands around water after we’re finished another session of Melissa-instructed-yoga on Friday. I think telling us what to do makes her very happy. She has a big smile on her face and a thin sheen of perspiration coating her arms and bare shoulders. She may be annoying at times, but I still haven’t gotten over my admiration for her body. Seeing her Spandex on a daily basis has inspired me to tighten and tone myself. 
 
    I have a blank expression on my face as Melissa turns to me. 
 
    “Tia’s party?” Wendy reminds me. 
 
    I guess I didn’t imagine the conversation. “It’s still…You dress up?” I ask carefully after 
 
    Melissa finishes describing the dress she bought in Florida and how it’s absolutely perfect for tomorrow night.  
 
    “Of course. It’s fun to get ready, sort of like how it was when you used to get ready to go out clubbing.” She gives a little wiggle when she says that, making it clear that she knows no dance moves from the twenty-first century. It’s kind of cute though. 
 
    “So you’re coming,” Wendy says to me. 
 
    “We haven’t really discussed it,” I mutter. Wrong response again. 
 
    “What’s there to discuss? You don’t see Dominic having issues with it, do you? It’s fun! You get to have sex with someone other than your husband and he’s okay with it! Not that Mahak isn’t amazing,” I caught both Wendy and Paige rolling their eyes at that one, so either he is and they hear about too often, or Melissa’s delusional about Mahak’s prowess. “When’s the last time you had sex with someone other than Dominic?” 
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to answer that,” I say quickly. 
 
    Wendy looks impressed. “Before we started this, Jackson was the only man I’d ever been with.” 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    “Well, you know.” Wendy looks discomfited by the question. “Everyone who is involved.” 
 
    “And who is that? How long has this been going on? Is there some ever-changing stable of couples to choose from?” 
 
    Melissa looks boot-faced and neither Wendy nor Paige seems too happy with the question. I’m guessing my tone is a little too hostile for their liking. I tone it down a bit. “Look, I’m just trying to understand what’s going on before Dom and I get involved. We’ve never done anything like this before, remember? We’re the wife-swapping virgins in all this.” 
 
    “It’s been going on for about three years,” Paige supplies. “Molly and Jason used too...” She trails off after a quick glance at Wendy. “We invited the Dumonts but –” 
 
    “They were totally kinky,” Melissa interrupts, sounding almost excited about the fact so I can’t tell if she’s for or against the kinkiness. “They wanted everyone in one big room and she wanted a three-way with Mahak and her hubby. Mahak does not go for boy-on-boy action, let me tell you!” 
 
    “What happened then?” 
 
    “We just didn’t invite them again,” Melissa says matter-of-factly. 
 
    “It got kind of weird,” Wendy admits. “We just kind of avoid them now.” 
 
    “So that’s what would happen with us,” I comment, just as matter-of-factly. “It would just get weird.” 
 
    “Why, are you into kinky stuff?” Melissa demands. By the light in her blue eyes, I’m guessing she is. “Look, Jacey, stop making a federal case out of it. What’s the problem if everyone’s okay with it? Teenagers sleep around all the time – except for me. I never did anything like that. I was a virgin until I met Mahak so I missed out on all that. Why should I have to suffer for my inexperience for the rest of my life?” 
 
    “Not everyone would call being with one man suffering?” I say coldly. 
 
    “Well, I do. Especially now, knowing just how good I am in bed. Why shouldn’t I want to share my enjoyment with other men?” 
 
    “Other men’ being your friends’ husbands?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to pick up just any old guy. There are diseases and...other stuff. But it’s just sex. They did it all the time in the 70s. And even now! There are clubs and stuff,” she continues. “I’ve heard that almost everyone in Montreal is into it and Toronto.” 
 
    “Look, Jacey, we know it’s an...unusual...situation for you, but we find the best way is not to make a big deal out of it,” Wendy says. 
 
    “Obviously you think I’m making a big deal out of it.” 
 
    “No, but...We’re like a big family here on the street,” Wendy tries to explain but Paige’s snort interrupts her. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s a family many would admit to being part of,” she says with a smile. 
 
    “I don’t see you complaining,” Melissa begins, but Paige raises her hands in defense. 
 
    “I only meant if this was a family it would be somewhat incestuous, wouldn’t you say? You can just say we’re a really close bunch of friends. And that there's not a lot to do in the ‘burbs so we make our own fun.” 
 
    I have to laugh at that. I remember my mother saying something like that to me when I was a kid. I wonder what she would think of how adults are making their own fun these days? 
 
    “The way I look at it,” Wendy begins, “is why not? We’re strong, passionate women who enjoy sex. I have no problem admitting that.” 
 
    “Not every woman does,” I admit. “Historically speaking, women who openly admitted they enjoyed sexual intercourse were shunned in society. But people are biologically engineered to seek out sexual partners. It’s only societal mores and religion who determined sex should only be for procreation, not pleasure.” 
 
    As soon as the words are out of my mouth, I regret it. Using biological arguments, it’s so easy to justify their little arrangement. But I also regret it because all three are looking at me a little strangely like everyone does when I start to spout. 
 
    “We’re not looking at procreation,” Wendy says quickly. “Everyone uses condoms. It’s the rule, the only one really. The guys provide them.” 
 
    I make a mental note to tell Dominic. If we end up doing this. 
 
    “No, we’re definitely only into it for the pleasure,” Melissa continues. “But you just said it yourself, it’s society who has told us this is wrong. What gives them the right to dictate who we sleep with?” 
 
    “You took marital vows. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?” 
 
    “Which is why none of us are sneaking around about this. It’s all out in the open and I don’t know about the rest of you, but it doesn’t constitute cheating for Mahak or I. Let’s just look at the physical aspect then. You like sex?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “If you had the opportunity to experience men other than Dominic, without any repercussions, why wouldn’t you? Seriously, what’s your argument against it?” 
 
    “Well, you could say you need an emotional attachment.” 
 
    “We do,” Wendy says simply. “I may be in love with my husband, but I’ve come to love Colin and Mahak as well. It’s more of a friend-love, but I care deeply about them, and that emotional attachment is there.” 
 
    “But it’s not there for me.” 
 
    “No,” she admits. “But it will be, eventually. I know we don’t like calling us a family here, but that’s what it feels like. And we hope you will want to be a part of it. Sex or no sex.” 
 
    “You just have to decide if you can handle sex without love. Do you need an emotional attachment to a man?” Paige asks seriously. “Have you been in love with everyone you’ve slept with?” 
 
    I don’t answer but think of a seventeen-year-old me scrambling in the backseat of a car with my then boyfriend. And with Dominic. I was in love both those times but there were so many others where love had no part of the coupling. When I was twenty-two and backpacking around Europe, there were a lot of guys who passed through my life, some for a very short time. I didn’t love any of them. I didn’t even like a couple. And even my first time with Dominic wasn’t because I was in love with him. 
 
    “I guess you’re right,’ I say slowly. “There have been lots of times where love wasn’t an issue.” 
 
    “How many are lots?” Paige asks with frank curiosity. 
 
    “Too many to talk about,” I say ruefully. 
 
    “Wow. That’s impressive.” 
 
    “I used to think so but now...I’m just glad I found Dominic. I’m glad I didn’t screw things up too bad.” 
 
    Melissa leans forward. “But seriously, the sex is great. Mahak is an amazing lover. And the others aren’t half-bad either.” 
 
    “I’m sure they’d appreciate hearing that,” Wendy says sarcastically. 
 
    “They’re great too, okay. But Mahak...he has moves you would not believe. His lips – the foreplay...am I right?” She glances at the others, who are nodding reluctantly. 
 
    Paige leans forward. “His tongue,” she says in a low voice. 
 
    “Best ever,” Wendy mouths. 
 
    “And he’s big,” Paige whispers. Then she shows me how big. Despite the creepiness of this conversation, I can’t help being impressed. 
 
    “I feel like you’re pressuring me to have sex with your husband,” I say, half-laughing. 
 
     “Not at all. But I know you’ll thank me later. I’m pressuring you so we can have sex with your husband!” Melissa laughs and even Wendy can’t hide her smile. 
 
    “I thought you said that wasn’t the reason!” 
 
    “It’s not because of him,” Wendy cuts in quickly. “It’s just because he’s a new man. I’m sure our husbands would be saying the same about you.” 
 
    “If they sat around at talked about stuff like this,” Paige adds. 
 
    “Which Mahak says they don’t do. But a new man in the neighbourhood – an attractive man...” 
 
    “He is very cute,” Wendy agrees. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re helping,” I tell them. “I feel like a pimp.” 
 
    They laugh at this like I’m joking, but I’m not. Hearing them talk about Dominic is kind of gross. Like he’s some sort of piece of meat. But then, I kind of feel proud that they are talking about him. Is that weird? 
 
    But then what hits me is the feeling of nostalgia. I don’t know how long it’s been since I’ve sat around with a group of women and talked. They seem to accept me, oddities and all, and even like me. Maybe this is something I want to be a part of. The sex part – well, I’m more concerned with Dominic than myself. I can give all sorts of arguments, but when it comes right down to it, I’ve had sex with men based on physical attractiveness and if I wasn’t married to Dom, I’m sure I would again. I’m a very sexual woman and I’ve never had a problem acting on my urges and desires. 
 
    What’s interesting is that I don’t see these three women as being that sexual. They don’t come across as needitwantitgottahaveit. Except maybe Melissa. All three admitted being virgins until they met their husband, so if it wasn’t for this, he would be the only man they would ever experience. That’s a whole new concept for me. I think they’ve found their sexual side later in life than I did, and they sort of did it together. If this was a group of divorced women sitting around talking about having sex with various men, no one would bat an eyelash. If you take the monogamy of marriage out of it – and I’m sure not everyone would be able to do that – then what’s the problem? Actually, this is sort of like monogamy if you include a few more people in the equation. 
 
    Wendy stays to help Melissa make muffins so I ask Paige her opinion after we leave. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why do we do yoga? Mainly because I want a body like Melissa’s,” Paige laughs. 
 
    “You know what I mean. The parties. I just don’t understand how...or why...or how...?” 
 
    “I get it. I know it seems strange.” 
 
    “Strange is a good start. I was thinking bizarre...weird... Can I call it kinky? Is that bad?” 
 
    “Maybe keep that to yourself. You don’t have to come,” Paige points out. “It was a group decision to invite you, but it’s your decision whether you come or not.” 
 
    I bite my tongue before I make the comment that begging to be made. 
 
    “I felt the same way when they first told me about it,” Paige admits. 
 
    “So why...” 
 
    Paige pulls out a pair of mittens from her pocket. It’s a nice day for January, with the overcast sky suggesting more snow to come and the temperature hovering around the freezing mark. “I’d say let’s go in but they’re probably watching us and if we disappear together they’ll think we’re talking about them. Is Ben okay out here for a minute?” 
 
    “He’s good.” I’m carrying him and the warmth of him in his snowsuit is making me unpleasantly warm. “Are we talking about them?” 
 
    “It was Melissa and Wendy who started this,” Paige begins. “We all moved in almost six years ago, but I wasn’t on mat leave then, so I hadn’t really had time to get to know them, but Melissa and Wendy were both home all day. I guess they used to do a lot together and one night the four of them were together. There was drinking and talking and there...” 
 
    “...was wife swapping? Or should I call it husband swapping?” 
 
    She shrugs. “I’m not surprised at Melissa. She’s,” Paige pauses and looks around to make sure the others are still inside. “She’s really into sex. I’ve had to listen to some of her stories and wow. Wow.” 
 
    “I got that impression,” I agree with a grin. 
 
    “When she’s drinking,” Paige says conspiratorially. “Anything. Anyone. Anywhere.” 
 
    “Mahak’s a lucky man.” 
 
    Paige glances at me with a knowing smile. “Or some may say Melissa’s a lucky girl.” 
 
    My mouth twitches in another grin. “Is he really that good?” 
 
    “Take whatever Melissa tells you about him and double it. And then double it again.” 
 
    Thinking of how big she described him, I give a little shudder. “That might hurt.” 
 
    Paige closes her eyes. “It’s like nothing you’ve ever – or maybe it is? Maybe that’s why you don’t want to share?” 
 
    “I’m perfectly fine with what I have at home,” I smile. “But maybe I should let that rumour circulate for a bit, see what Melissa does about it.” 
 
    “I’d be scared. Or rather, Dominic should be scared!” 
 
    We stop at the walk leading to our front door. “So after that first time,” I prompt. “They obviously thought it was a good idea so they started to recruit?” 
 
    “Pretty much. They met Tia and something was going on with her and Joe and then a few months later, they hooked up with Colin and me.” 
 
    “And you didn’t have a problem with it? Is this just me?” 
 
    “No...I didn’t like the idea at first. But Colin...” For a moment I think that’s all Paige is going to say, but then she continues in a rush. “I had found out he had cheated on me a few years back but I had decided to forgive him. But things weren’t like the way they used to be in the bedroom. I couldn’t – I couldn’t relax enough to enjoy myself. So when Wendy told us about this, Colin thought it might be a good idea for me. He said he loved me and would do anything to make me happy again, so I agreed. It was bad for the first couple of times. I couldn’t – it was bad. But then I stopped equating sex with love and just went with the physical aspects of it and it got better.” She grins suddenly. “Lots better.” 
 
    “And you and Colin?” 
 
    “We’re great now. Whatever was wrong got fixed. Plus, seeing him with other women and knowing he’ll always come back to me, got me to trust him again. It’s strange, but it worked.” 
 
    “Sex with other people fixed your marriage?” I ask skeptically. 
 
    “I told you it was strange.” 
 
    “Yeah. Well, I’m glad for you.” 
 
    “I’ll be honest, though. Sometimes it’s uncomfortable,” Paige admits. “Wendy never says anything and Melissa says too much. Me...I’d rather keep it to myself.” She shrugs again, and then burrows her chin into her coat. “Everyone’s got their reasons. But it’s fun and the sex is good. There’s no harm in it.” 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    “Do you want to come in for a bit?  I don’t really care what they think.” 
 
    “No, but thanks. I’ll go get this little guy fed.” Ben is wide-eyed and bushy-tailed, making his little noises as Paige and I stand in the cold. “Did you say something about Joe and Tia?” 
 
    “They had something, but I could never figure out what. They’re friends, but it’s more than that.” 
 
    “Does Joe come to the parties?” I can feel my heart sink as I ask. I didn’t want to know that, I don’t want to know that, I don’t want to think of him there – with them. I don’t know why it bothers me, but it does. 
 
    “Sometimes. Not always. You’d have to ask him.” 
 
    That’s the last thing I feel like doing. 
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    “What do you want to do about tomorrow night?” I finally ask as Dom and I are getting ready for bed. 
 
    “I have no idea,” he says, sitting on the bed to take his socks off. I’ve wanted to ask him about this for days, but couldn’t seem to bring up the subject. 
 
    “I think it would be better if we were to go and then people started swapping spouses, like the other night with Wendy and Jackson.” 
 
    “I think I might have missed something because I don’t recall swapping anything with anyone.” 
 
    “You know what I mean. It could have easily gone that way. I thought they were going to suggest it.” 
 
    “And what if they had? 
 
    “Please don’t give me a hypothetical question.  I’m having a difficult enough time with this one.”  
 
    “What exactly do they say about it?” Dominic wonders before I can answer. “Wendy and 
 
    Melissa and...” 
 
    “Paige.” 
 
    “See, you must like them if you remember their names,” he teases. 
 
    “There’s not much to say. Oh, sure there was some dirty talk going around, but the bottom line is that all three of them seem perfectly fine to go over to Tia’s and have sex with each other’s husbands. Not much to say.” 
 
    “But did they say why? I mean, what brought this on?” 
 
    “I was trying to figure that out. They seem content. The honeymoon is obviously over for them, but no one seems unhappy. It’s probably boredom. If Wendy and Jackson have been together for that long, then they haven’t had any other experiences. Maybe they regret missing out. Not that a plethora of partners is all that important, “ I finish hurriedly, thinking how my numbers tally to Dominic’s. It’s nowhere close. 
 
    “Do they consider it cheating? Do you? I don’t want to cheat on you, Jace.” 
 
    No, I’m the one who did that. “I don’t think they look at it like that, not if both of them are doing it. It’s not like you’re meeting someone at work and having a secret rendezvous with her. We’re going to a party to have sex. Makes me think I’m back in high school.” 
 
    “I always knew you were a bad girl.” 
 
    “I hope we’re all not in the same room,” I worry. “Melissa says no, but I don’t know if I really believe her.” 
 
    “I doubt it’s like that,” Dom says with a smile. “They don’t seem the type.” 
 
    “But they’re the type to have key parties?” 
 
    “Apparently.” Now he’s laughing and I’m glad. Yes, it’s our marriage and considering sex should always be a serious thing to consider unless you’ve met the bass player of your favourite band after drinking too much tequila because then it’s a no-brainer, but this is all so surreal. Dominic and I are discussing having sex with our neighbours! Who does that? 
 
    “But it goes back to whether you think we’re in a secure place to consider this,” Dominic says, this time without the laughter. 
 
    “I think we’re good enough,” I sigh. “But it’s your call.” 
 
    “It’s our call,” Dominic corrects, without giving me an answer. 
 
    “Do you think the other night with Wendy was a test?” I wonder, turning back to my appraisal in the mirror. 
 
    “It’s possible,” he concedes. “They don’t want to invite someone to one of these things who are complete prudes and who will go around telling everyone a bunch of perverts hangs out on Honeysuckle Court.” 
 
    “I guess we’re not prudes then if we passed the pervert test. Does that make us perverts? I don’t think you’re a pervert.” 
 
    “You might be,” he teases. 
 
    “You only wish.” I stare critically at my body. “I can’t get rid of this belly fat!” 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Dominic soothes, coming up behind me with his arms around my waist. One of his hands drops down to the offending belly pooch. “Anyone would think you’re beautiful.” 
 
    I’d have to be deaf not to hear the note of wistfulness in his voice. 
 
    “Do you want to do this?” I ask quietly, staring into the reflection of his eyes in the mirror. 
 
    “Truth.” 
 
    Dominic shrugs and lets me go. “I’m a shit if I say yes and you’ll think I’m lying if I say no. It’s no-win here.” 
 
    My thoughts exactly. 
 
    I don’t know why I’m hesitating – I like sex and I’ve had enough partners not to feel squeamish about having sex with someone I barely know. But maybe that’s the problem. I might have all these encounters – and I’m not getting into numbers – under my belt, but Dom does not. As far as I know, and I think he’s telling the truth, he’s only slept with two other women. One was his high school girlfriend, who he was with for six years, and the other was Ellie. 
 
    I should agree – because both Dominic and I know that this is my decision – so he could have more sexual experiences. Not that he needs any help because our sex has always been extremely satisfying. Doesn’t every man want more notches on his belt? Not that Dom would ever use that term. Is it fair to deny him this chance? 
 
    “Let’s do it,” I hear myself say as if from far away. 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “It’s a once in a lifetime thing. How often are you going to have men offer to swap wives with you for a night?” 
 
    “Well, pretty often from the sounds of what goes on around here. If you want to...” 
 
    “If you do...” 
 
    I can’t believe we’re actually having this conversation. 
 
    “This is what happens when we move out of the city,” I complain. “Look at the people we’re forced to associate with.” 
 
    “I thought you were starting to like them. You had fun the other night.” 
 
    “Maybe a little,” I concede, with a little grumpiness in my voice for good measure. “Will you still love me?” 
 
    “For a very smart girl, that’s a very stupid question.” 
 
    “It has to be asked. Will you?” 
 
    “Will you? Will you still want me?” 
 
    They may be stupid questions but there’s a grain of truth in them. More than a grain, if you want to know the truth. 
 
    “We don’t have to go through with it, you know,” he assures me. “If you get cold feet, just pick me and say I’m so amazing that you can’t get enough of me. Are they going to get upset because you want to make love with your husband?” 
 
    “It’ll just make them want you more,” I smile, but it quickly fades. “Don’t call it making love, okay? Not with them. That’s what I do with you. I’ll have sex with them, that’s it.” 
 
    That’s it. 
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    I don’t know what to expect, but Tia manages to create this whole atmosphere of hedonistic pleasure in her house. Or maybe it’s always like this. Although with three kids, I sincerely hope not. 
 
    We’re ushered into the living room where the lights are low, the music sultry, and the spread of food and wine are amazing. I’m wearing my red wrap dress, the one I haven’t had a chance to wear since before Hanna was born. It shows a lot of leg and an amazing gorge of cleavage. I’m getting off on the unmistakable admiration of the others. As nervous as I might be, I’ve haven’t felt this sexy in a long, long, long time. I’ve forgotten how much fun it is to talk and flirt with a handsome man who isn’t my husband. 
 
    I take the opportunity when we first show up at Tia’s to learn as much about these people as I can. Because really, other than Jackson, it’s going to be like sleeping with a stranger. And while I have done that enough in the past, I think I should at least have a working knowledge of who is who and belongs to whom. Everyone stresses the friendship theme so if we’re doing this, I should get on board. 
 
    It’s not that difficult once I make an effort. Colin is married to Paige and is tall, a bit gangly with thinning hair on top. If he’s not forty, he will be soon. He has very nice eyes – almost an ice blue, with tiny wrinkles at the corners. I’ve always been into eyes, probably because I get a lot of comments on mine. Colin sticks close to Jackson, which is a shame because Jackson’s gregariousness almost eclipses Colin’s more quiet humour. But like I say, I’m into making an effort tonight and manage several conversations with him. 
 
    I don’t really need to make an effort with Melissa’s husband because he seeks me out within the first ten minutes. And once I stare mesmerized into his darkly hooded eyes, I pretty much forget any other husband exists, including mine. But I draw a blank on his name. I’m bad with names, and he’s not helping by distracting me being so good-looking. He’s taller than Dominic and very dark with loose, wavy curls and a close cut beard. I remember seeing him at Melissa’s welcome to the street brunch and in several pictures dotting her house but for the life of me, I can’t remember his name! 
 
    “You seem to be getting along well with Mahak,” Tia asks with a smile as she pours more wine for me. “Melissa’s husband,” she prompts as I stupidly stare at him. 
 
    “Mahak. Melissa’s husband. Of course. I’m sorry but I’m not that good with names.” 
 
    “There is no need for apologies.” He picks up my hand and kisses my fingers. “I will make sure you never forget it.” 
 
    “Oh.” Cheesy maybe, but Mahak works it. I can’t seem to tear myself away from his dark hooded eyes. Listening to him, I hear a mixture of formal English and melodious Arabic. 
 
    “I’m at your service. In every way possible.” 
 
    “You don’t seem like a Mac.” 
 
    “It’s Ma-hak,” he corrects. “Arabic. It means waning of the moon.” 
 
    I purposefully let my eyes drift downward. “And is your moon waning tonight?” Might as well have some fun with this. 
 
    “I sincerely hope you shall find out?” he asks with a huge smile. 
 
    “I’ll let you two become better acquainted,” Tia says with an indulgent smile, moving away. 
 
    “So…Jacey…” Never before has my name sounded quite so sexy. “Welcome. My Melissa has been telling me so much about you.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “She’s very intrigued by you. Almost enamored.” 
 
    “Of me? Why?” 
 
    His eyes travel down my body, so slowly it makes me breathless. No man has ever looked at me quite like Mahak does – like he wants to eat me alive and how it promises to be so very good! “You are exquisite,” he finally says, after following the trail of his eyes has left me hot and bothered. “Such a welcome addition to our little group. I very much hope I am the one to get to know you tonight.” 
 
    “Okay,” is the only thing I can think of to say. I empty my glass of wine to relieve the sudden dryness of my mouth. Mahak tops up my glass which gives me a little time to collect myself. I glance around the room. 
 
    “So you’re married to Melissa.” She is on the couch with Dominic, laughing hysterically at everything he says and constantly touching him. She’s touching his chest now, running her skinny fingers over the buttons on his shirt. I turn back to Mahak. “You seem really different.” 
 
    “Our love keeps and our hunger for life keeps us connected.” He has a big wolfish smile on his face, so I’m guessing he’s not totally serious. 
 
    “You sound...how did you end up here?” I wonder. I don’t say ‘with her’ but I’m thinking of it. I can’t stop watching his fingers stroking the stem of his wine glass. 
 
    “We moved from Dubai when I was a teenager to London, and then Toronto. I’ve been here since my early 20s.” 
 
    “I love the accent.” 
 
    “Most women do.” 
 
    Mahak has shaggy dark curls tipped with gray at the temples. I’m guessing he’s in his forties, but he’s very attractive in a tall, dark and handsome way. “Did you ever watch Lost? You look like Sayid.” Of course, I can’t remember the actor’s name. 
 
    He puts on a disappointed face. “I rather hoped you might find me more like Sawyer. He seemed the most attractive of the cast.” 
 
    “You watched the show?” 
 
    “Of course, I never missed it. Melissa couldn’t stand it though.” Score one more point for Mahak if he liked my former favourite show! 
 
    “I got Dominic watching it. Sawyer was hot, but there was something about Sayid – those eyes – and how he was always searching for redemption.” I lower my eyes coyly. “Do you need to be redeemed?” It’s been a while since I’ve attempted to flirt, even though my style is more of the cheesy nonsense than sexy innuendos, and I hope Mahak can roll with it. 
 
    And he does. “I’ve done many, many bad things,” he tells me soulfully. 
 
    “You need to be punished.” 
 
    “Oh, I think so.” 
 
    I hope he’s not serious. Sex will be one thing. I’m not getting into anything kinky here. I smile at him. He’s really very good-looking. 
 
    We make small talk and I think it’s so strange how he is asking about my children when I might be having sex with him soon. He asks if I enjoy being at home with the kids and all I can think of is whether I’ll enjoy being fucked by him. 
 
    The answer is yes, for both. 
 
    Melissa beckons him over. “I’m being summoned,” he apologizes. 
 
    “Do you always do what you’re told?” 
 
    “No. I enjoy breaking the rules. But I expect others to obey.” He looks at me with those dark eyes and something curls deep in my belly. “And I make sure they want to.” He moves off, knowing, I’m sure, the exact effect he had on me. 
 
    “How’s it going?” Wendy whispers, taking Mahak’s place even as I watch him kiss his wife.  
 
    “I think I’m starting to believe what Melissa says about her husband,” I tell her. Mahak talks to Melissa and Dominic but still stares at me from across the room. I can’t take my eyes off him. 
 
    “You’re in for a fun time,” Wendy laughs. 
 
    I’m beginning to believe that too. 
 
    “Let’s begin,” Tia announces a short while later. She stands up, the cut crystal bowl distorting my image of the keys inside so that I can’t make out which ones are Dominic’s. It’s a big bowl for only four sets of keys. 
 
    I wonder what would happen if I picked Dominic’s keys. I could just say I want to have sex with my husband, rather than someone I’ve just met. But I’m here, and there are three attractive men willing and wanting to have sex with me. I have to admit, it’s a huge turn-on. And right now, Jackson and Colin and Mahak are looking at me expectantly, like I’m to make a choice. I can’t choose. How could I possibly choose? 
 
    Mahak smiles at me, his eyes doing the slow wander down my body, even though he’s sitting beside Melissa. There’s really no choice tonight. If the way he’s looking at me is making the slow pulse between my legs begin to beat insistently, then I want to see what it’s like when he touches me. 
 
    “Jacey, tonight you’ll –” 
 
    “I don’t get to pick?”  
 
    “Tia always does,” Paige says in a low voice. 
 
    “Is that fair?” I hiss. 
 
    “No one complains.” 
 
    I stand up, leaving the safety of Dominic’s side. He gives my hand a squeeze but doesn’t say anything. I wonder if he’s as nervous as I am. I wonder if he’s regretting this whole idea. 
 
    I wonder if he’s excited too? 
 
    I do a slow walk to Tia standing in the middle of the room and she smiles appreciatively at me. I’m really doing this. How can I be doing this? And again – why? 
 
    Why not? 
 
    “Ready for this?” 
 
    “As I’ll ever be.” 
 
    There’s a laugh from someone and I glance over. Jackson says something about being a virgin and gets a laugh from Colin. The wine that helped make me feel sexy has also made my head fuzzy. 
 
    Tia deliberately pulls out a set of keys with a smile at Mahak. For some reason she wants me to have sex with him. I’m not about to complain. 
 
    “My lucky night,” Mahak says, coming up to me with hand outstretched. “Shall we?” 
 
    “Wait. I – wait, please. I want to see who...” 
 
    “Of course.” He escorts me as far away from Dominic as possible while staying in the same room. “I love your dress.” 
 
    His accent makes it sound like luuve. 
 
    “You smell good,” I reply. And he does, the musky smell fitting in perfectly with the heightened sexuality in the room. I’m not nervous any longer. If anything, I think I’m looking forward to this. I just want to see who picks Dominic. 
 
    Tia draws out the next selection, having Jackson fill her glass and commenting on the cheese plate Melissa brought like it’s just a friendly gathering of neighbours. But then Mahak wraps his arms around me from behind, nuzzling his face into my neck. His beard is soft and so are his lips as he begins to kiss the sensitive skin. I can feel his tongue against my ear. 
 
    “I can’t wait to taste all of you,” he breathes. 
 
    My eyes begin to roll back into my head and I miss Tia calling Wendy’s name. She pulls out a set of keys. “– and Colin.” With a whoop, Colin rushes up to Wendy and gives her a big hug. 
 
    Now one of Mahak’s hands is traveling down my leg to the hem of my dress. He pushes the fabric aside and trails his fingers along my outer thigh. If anyone – Dominic – looked over they would see half my leg was exposed. 
 
    “I want to rip your dress off. I want to taste every inch of you.” 
 
    “Paige –” 
 
    I can feel Mahak’s hardness against my back. 
 
    Jackson moves towards Paige. They all seem so comfortable with each other, so sure of themselves. Like they’ve done this a hundred times before. 
 
    Who knows, maybe they have? 
 
    Mahak leans down and kisses my cheek. I turn my head and his lips meet mine hungrily. 
 
    With a tiny part of my brain, I realize Dominic’s name has been called. I pull away from Mahak with difficulty to see Melissa shaking the pewter key chain I bought him with a big smile on her fox-like face. 
 
    “Ah,” Mahak murmurs. “Perhaps we should make this a foursome.” 
 
    Before I have a chance to respond, Tia puts her hand over Melissa’s. “Mind if I join you?” she asks huskily. 
 
    The look on Dominic’s face is priceless. 
 
    “I think he’s going to have a good enough time,” I attempt a laugh while pushing down the surge of jealousy. 
 
    “Well, let’s make sure you do, too.” 
 
    A glance around the room tells me it’s beginning to clear out. Paige has disappeared with 
 
    Wendy’s husband and Tia and Melissa are leading a laughing Dominic out of the room. I give him a little wave and he shoots back a grin that is part excited, part desperate. I know this because I’ve been married to him for over five years and maybe I just want him to be a little nervous as well. 
 
    “Shall we?” Mahak leans closer to me and tries to take the wine glass out of my hand. 
 
    “Oh, I think I’m going to need that,” I laugh nervously. 
 
    “You won’t need liquid courage. I’ll take very, very good care of you.” 
 
    “I bet you will,” I murmur, all but drowning in those dark eyes. “How does this work?” 
 
    “Colin will stay in the living room with his lady. He is...quick,” Mahak says dismissively and I fight the urge to giggle. “There is a spare room upstairs and one in the basement where we can retire to. Tia, of course, has her own room.” 
 
    “Ah. Well, then...” I drain my wine glass and put it unsteadily on the table closest to me. “Lead on.” 
 
    And Mahak leads me out of the room. 
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    Mahak takes me to the room in the basement. It’s very Spartan, with only an elaborate wooden armoire and matching nightstand, but it also has a huge bed, much bigger than any spare room I’ve been in. I suddenly have a flash of what Anne Shirley meant when faced with the prospect of sleeping in the Barry family’s spare room for the first time. I stand awkwardly inside the door, unsure what to do next. 
 
    My hesitation must show on my face because Mahak stands before me. “It will be all right,” he tells me gently. 
 
    “Oh, I know it will but...I’ve just never done anything like this before.” I try a laugh. “Be gentle with me.”  
 
    Mahak smiles. “That’s what makes it so exciting,” he murmurs. “And I will be gentle – but not too much.” He pushes me up against the door and dips his head to kiss me. I take a deep breath and jump right in. 
 
    If I thought Mahak’s lips were hungry during our brief kiss, then they are ravenous now. He takes my breath away as he kisses me, forcefully, determinedly but without being too rough, all the while running his hands over my body, smoothing the soft fabric against my breasts and between my legs. I try to wrap my arms around his neck – mainly to help me stand – but Mahak won’t let me touch him. With his mouth still against mine, he takes my arms and raises them over my head, grasping my wrists in a strong grip. With his body pressed against mine, I’m unable to move. 
 
    With one hand, Mahak unties the belt of my dress, his fingers moving against my belly as he searches for the hidden button that keeps the dress together. I’m not sure I have the capacity to undress right now, and I’m glad he can figure it out. Soon my dress is hanging open and Mahak releases my arms to slide the silk off me. I don’t have time to consider being uncomfortable in just my lace panties and bra before Mahak pulls me to the bed. 
 
    His hands are warm and soft as they roam around my breasts, easily unclipping my bra. I’m unable to do anything but lie on the bed, enjoying myself. I hear words such as luscious, exquisite and delicious. Cheesy, to be sure but when they’re said with this sexy accent and constant contact with hands and lips and fingers, the whole effect is downright exciting. 
 
    Mahak finally leaves my breasts after long moments of attention and moves down my body, still murmuring words that seem to have a lot to do with food. He slowly slides my panties down my legs, inching them off as he caresses my legs with his hands, trailing kisses along my thighs. My breath is ragged as I watch him. Finally, he reaches my feet and he rubs one foot, then another. My panties are in his hand and he buries his nose against the lace before he tosses them on the floor. 
 
    And then he crouches between my legs, stroking my calves and my inner thighs, massaging my muscles as he slowly works his way up, spreading my legs open. He stops briefly at the apex, only to palm my pussy with his hand, before sliding a finger inside me. 
 
    “So ready,” he murmurs, moving his finger slowly inside me. “I’m glad I excite you.” 
 
    “You do,” I gasp. 
 
    “Should I continue?” 
 
    “Please! Oh, please!” 
 
    He pushes my legs apart, even more, bending my knees and holding the backs of my thighs. 
 
    And then... 
 
    “Oh,” I say in a small voice. 
 
    “Yesss,” Mahak replies with a huge smile. “It is said that my tongue is the best.” 
 
    I don’t know about the best but it’s pretty damn good. Even with only feather-light licks against my clit, it seems he knows exactly what he’s doing. Slow and languorously, Mahak’s tongue begins to travel from my clit to my ass, stopping to explore everywhere in between. After only the third trek, I’m beginning to squirm with pleasure. 
 
    I’ve found most men have some sort of a system giving oral sex. Lots of licking, occasional sucking, fingers inside – I like it all. But Mahak’s genius is his unpredictability. I have no idea what he’s going to. He spends countless minutes focused on just my clit, licking me with just the right amount of pressure so I’m crying out and expecting my orgasm to come crashing over me, but then he stops and begins to explore me with his fingers, pausing frequently to suck on my clit, sending exquisite shivers through my legs and forcing me to grab the back of his head so he could take more of me into his mouth. 
 
    When he starts licking my clit again, the pleasure is almost unbearable. I’m crying out, unable to stop myself from thrusting myself against him. His fingers are inside me – two maybe three – moving slowly but insistently, finally picking up speed as I can feel my orgasm approach. I can feel it build inside me like none I have ever felt before. My entire body is so tense, I can feel the contractions in my core and then suddenly I explode with a cry so loud I’m sure the rest of the house can’t help but hear. It goes on and on and Mahak is right there with me, continuing to lick and suck and finger fuck me like he doesn’t have a care in the world. I writhe on the bed, coming again and again, unable to stop, not wanting to stop until Mahak lifts up his head. I’m so spent his smug smile doesn’t even bother me. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” 
 
    “It was okay,” I pant, still trying to catch my breath. Did I really scream? That was the most intense, extreme experience involving a tongue, real or battery operated, that I’ve ever had. But I’m not going to tell Mahak that, although from the way he’s smiling at me, I think he can tell. 
 
    “I’ll see if I can impress you now,” he says smoothly, moving up the bed and taking me in his arms. He kisses me and I can taste myself. His hands find my breasts. Suddenly, without warning, he rolls me over, pulling up my hips so that my ass is in the air. 
 
    “Wait,” I tell him, not sure how I can stop him. “You need…” 
 
    I hear the rip of a condom wrapper. A moment later he’s inside me, pushing in without warning or any attempt to be gentle. 
 
    When Mahak went down on me, he was slow and deliberate, his every movement designed to give me pleasure. Now he starts to fuck me relentlessly, almost brutally, taking what he wants and how he wants it. After my first gasp of surprise at the sudden change, I’m into it. Mahak is huge and if I wasn’t so excited, I’m sure he might have had some difficulty entering me, but as he thrusts deep, pulling out so only the tip is inside me, I start to moan, pushing my hips back against him. His hands grasp my hips tightly as he increases his speed. 
 
    “You like this?” he demands, his voice sounding even deeper. “Do you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasp. What else am I supposed to say? He can tell just how much I like it. 
 
    “I’ve wanted to fuck you like this since the moment I saw you.” His words are punctuated by low, animal groans. I can feel his fingers digging into me. “Do you like me fucking you like this?” 
 
    “Yes!” It comes out louder than I expected, but I can’t help it. “It’s good, so good.” 
 
    “You like it hard.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Beg for it. Beg me to fuck you.” 
 
    It feels so good and I’m having difficulty speaking, so I don’t answer for a moment. But 
 
    Mahak clearly expects a response and he stops. “Do you want it?” 
 
    “Yes!” I shriek with frustration. I had been almost ready to come and then to have him stop…“Please! Don’t stop – please, fuck me hard, so hard!” 
 
    I can picture his smile as he continues to pound me, snaking a hand around to rub my clit until I explode around him with a loud cry. He joins me with an animal-like roar. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I moan, collapsing on the bed as he pulls out. 
 
    “I thought you’d like that,” he says. 
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    I went to a key party last night. 
 
    I had sex with someone who isn’t my husband. 
 
    Later, after it all went down (or he went down), I get up and search for my clothes. I feel groggy, my legs are wobbly, and if I was any more relaxed I think I’d be asleep. Consequences of good sex, I guess. But usually, I’m able to roll over and just go to sleep. 
 
    Tonight, I have to go home. 
 
    “You don’t want to stay longer?” Mahak is stretched out with his arms crossed behind his head, still naked. Maybe if the circumstances were different, I might stop to take a good long look because he does look pretty fine. Obviously, Melissa isn’t the only one obsessed with fitness. I can count all six packs on his stomach. 
 
    “I’m not much of a snuggler,” I admit. My dress has landed on the floor, partially under the bed. I bend over to retrieve it and at the last minute realize I’m buck naked, and this move gives Mahak a great look at my ass. Even though this isn’t the time to get shy, I crouch instead. 
 
    “You have such beautiful skin,” Mahak tells me. “Please, what is your nationality?” 
 
    “Little bit of this, little bit of that. Irish and Scottish mainly, but one of my grandfathers was African-American. Hence the curls,” I say ruefully, giving a hank of hair a tug. Then I catch sight of my panties on the corner of the bed and grab them. Is there any way to put these gracefully? I bite the bullet and slide them on under my dress. I still haven’t zipped it up, and it sags open, almost falling off my shoulders. 
 
    “Here, let me.” Mahak gets up to zip it for me. His hand is warm on my back, and he leaves it there for a little longer than necessary. “Your skin is like silk. I have a problem not touching it. Must you go?” His breath is hot on the side of my neck, even more so when he brushed my curls aside and kisses the spot where my neck meets my shoulder, at the same time skimming the tips of his fingers down my arms to my wrists and back up again.  
 
    “I think so.” I stand there and let Mahak kiss my neck because I’m not sure if my legs are steady enough to walk me out of there. And if I glance over my shoulder at him in all his naked glory, there’s no way I’m getting out of here. 
 
    “You’re intoxicating,” he breathes, burrowing his nose in the crease under my jaw. 
 
    “I think we’re both intoxicated,” I say feebly. 
 
    “Shh. I must tell you how much I have enjoyed myself.” He turns his attention to the other side of my neck. I feel his tongue dart out under my ear and just about lose it. “I think you did too.” 
 
    “Yes.” My voice cracks on the word. 
 
    “Good. I am so glad I was your first. We will always share this connection. Until next time...” he turns me and kisses me on the mouth, kisses me on and on until, I’m embarrassed to admit, I almost forget I wanted to go home. 
 
    “You’re amazing,” I breathe when he finally pulls away. 
 
    “Yes,” Mahak says matter-of-factly. “Sure you must go?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I will walk you then,” he says ruefully. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I tell him, moving to the other side of the bed, away from his rampant nakedness and clever lips. “I’m pretty close.” 
 
    “I will walk you.” Rather than argue, I let him dress and prepare to take the strangest walk of shame I have ever had. 
 
    The house is silent except the music still playing in the living room. The doors are closed along the hall, and I don’t even glance at them since I don’t know who is in each room. I have no idea where Dominic is, or what he’s doing. 
 
    “Hey.” I jump as I hear a voice from the living room. Colin is sitting on the couch with Wendy’s bare feet in his lap. Both of them holding glasses of wine, fully dressed and look very cozy together.    
 
    “Want a drink?” 
 
    Mahak looks at me with his eyebrows raised. “No, thanks. I just... home.” 
 
    Wendy nods. Her blonde hair has come out of her clip and falls prettily around her flushed cheeks. I hate to say it, but she looks exactly as if she’s been thoroughly fucked. I guess I probably look the same but decide there’s no point in being embarrassed by it. “We’re just waiting for Paige and Jackson.” 
 
    “You’re waiting for them? While they...” I shake my head in disbelief. 
 
    “I’m sure they won’t take too long,” she laughs, and Colin and Mahak join in. I can’t bring myself to. 
 
    “Doesn’t it bother you? Knowing what they’re doing?” 
 
    “We all just did the same thing,” Colin informs me. “Or did you two just cuddle?” 
 
    “It gets easier,” Wendy says soothingly. 
 
    “I can’t see how.” I glance around the room at the evidence of the party. “I guess I’m a bit of a downer, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Mahak assures me, his hand resting on my back again, just above my bum. 
 
    “This is all out in the open, isn’t it?” 
 
    “There’s no point having secrets. We’re all consenting adults.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “I’ll take you home,” Mahak says gently, holding my coat for me. 
 
    “Jacey?” Wendy calls after me. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I tell her. “It’s been a fun night, but kind of weird, you know? I guess it will take a bit to get used to all this.” 
 
    “You will. At least I hope you will. See you later.” 
 
    “Good-night.” 
 
    It’s after midnight, and the sky is so clear I can see hundred of stars like pinpricks in the darkness. Mahak takes my hand as we walk down the steps. “You need gloves.” 
 
    “I forgot them.” 
 
    “I will warm you.” 
 
    The sidewalk is clear of snow and ice. It hasn’t snowed again since Joe cleared on Thursday. I can see his house behind ours, in total darkness. 
 
    “Mahak...” Why? I want to ask. Why do you do this? Does it make you happy? Does it help your marriage? Aren’t you jealous thinking of your wife closeted in some room with my husband? And Tia?  
 
    “Thank you for being so sweet to me,” I say instead. 
 
    We’ve reached the walk leading to our house. The outside light is still on. “I’ve had a wonderful evening,” Mahak says, taking my cold hand and pressing his lips against it. 
 
    “I’m sure you say that to all the girls.” 
 
    “But with you, I most definitely mean it.” His dark eyes gaze soulfully at me. Really, he’s too attractive for words, with those eyes and those lips. The whole package... as much as I hate to admit it, Melissa is one lucky girl. “I hope that we might enjoy some time together soon. Very soon.” 
 
    “Yes,” is all I can manage. He smiles and releases my hand. 
 
    “Your keys?” 
 
    “But shouldn’t we wait? I thought I was supposed to pick yours...” 
 
    He smiles at my confusion. “I will unlock the door for you.” 
 
    “Oh. Thank you.” I stand stupidly on the front porch as he unlocks the door and pushes it open for me. A quick scurry of feet and Frodo races past me outside. “I guess he has to go.” 
 
    “Do you need me to walk him?” 
 
    “No,” I wave him away. “I’ll just wait here for a minute. He’s quick.” 
 
    “I’ll say good-night then. Until next time.” He leans in and kisses me gently on the lips. It’s a brief peck, but I still close my eyes. 
 
    “Good-night Mahak.” 
 
    “Good-night, lovely Jacey.” 
 
    By the time Frodo finishes his business and joins me at the door, Mahak has crossed the street and is at his door. He waves a hand before he goes inside. 
 
    And thus ends one of the strangest nights of my life. 
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    When I wake up the next morning, I’m alone in the bed. Even though it’s not unusual for Dominic to awake earlier than I, I’m still confused. And then I’m afraid. Did he not come home last night? But then I hear the happy noise of the kids downstairs, and Dom’s deeper voice answering them. I’m still confused though. What happens now? 
 
    I had sex with Mahak. I’m assuming Dom had sex with Melissa and Tia. Both? I don’t know how I feel about that – on one hand, I had a pretty good time myself with Mahak and having two women together has been a fantasy of Dominic’s since the beginning of time. But he had sex with Melissa. And Tia. I think I’m more than a little jealous, as unreasonable as that sounds. But I’m not about to explore those feelings right now. I feel in desperate need of a shower. I had sex with another man last night, and I think I need to wash him off me. 
 
    I’m stepping into the shower when I hear Dominic calling to me. 
 
    “In here.” 
 
    “Hey,” Dominic pokes his head into the bathroom. “Talia just went home. I gave her breakfast and paid her.” 
 
    “That’s a pretty good deal. Thanks for letting me sleep.” 
 
    He watches me lathering up through the glass door. “Sleep okay?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    He’s quiet for a couple of minutes, just watching me. I don’t know what to say to him, so I keep rubbing the body wash all over my arms and breasts, letting the bubbles flow down my stomach and between my legs, washing any trace of Mahak away. 
 
    “Do you mind if I come in?” Dom finally asks. 
 
    “Sure,” I say hesitantly, not knowing what to expect. We had sex with other people last night, and I’m not sure what he thinks about that. I still don’t know what I think about that. But as I watch him quickly strip off his clothes, I can’t help but notice some part of him seems okay with the idea. 
 
    “Did you – was it okay last night?” I have to ask as he steps into the shower with me. 
 
    “Do you really want to talk about it now?” 
 
    My gaze trails down his chest, now glistening with water to his penis, jutting arrogantly towards me. “Not really. Not right now at least.” Mahak satisfied me completely last night but now, this morning, the only thoughts I have are of my husband. 
 
    “Good.” Dominic reaches for me, one hand cupping my breasts, the other sliding around my waist and onto my bottom as I kiss him hungrily. How is it possible – not eight hours earlier I was with Mahak, and now all I want is my husband inside me? We kiss under the water, with me reaching down to grasp him, sliding my hand along his thick shaft as his fingers caress between my legs. But he doesn’t linger for more than a minute, and I don’t want him to. I want him inside me.  
 
    I pull away from him and turn around. The water hits my back, washing any last evidence of Mahak away. Dominic grasps my hips with one hand, using the other to guide himself between my legs. 
 
    I feel him inside me, moving too slowly for my liking. I thrust my hips back against him, reaching behind to grasp his leg. 
 
    “Faster,” I breathe. “More, please.” 
 
    “Did he do it hard?” Dom asks with a growl in his voice. “Did you ask for it?” 
 
    I freeze, unsure if Dominic is serious. Is he upset with what happened last night, or does the thought of me with Mahak turn him on, like when I tell him about me and other men? “Dom…” 
 
    “Did he fuck you like this? What did he do?” As he peppers me with questions, he thrusts harder and faster, and I can hear his breathing through the rush of the water. 
 
    I don’t think the thought of me with Mahak is upsetting him one little bit. 
 
    The water of the shower is too hot, and steam surrounds us so that I can’t see our reflection in the mirror over the sink. I know what we must look like – my arms bracing myself against the slick wall, slightly bent at the waist; Dom behind me, one hand grasping my hips, the other between my legs. And he’s fucking me hard and fast, just the way I like it. 
 
    “Did he fuck you like this?” he demands again when I don’t answer. “Did you like it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasp. I hate to admit, but thinking about Mahak when Dom is fucking me is making me even more excited. Thinking about how his tongue felt, how he felt inside me, all the while Dom is thrusting harder... It’s a total turn-on. 
 
    “What did he do?” 
 
    Sounds like me talking about it is a total turn-on for Dominic too. 
 
    “He fucked me from behind, and it was hard… and good and…” I’m having a little trouble keeping my end of the conversation going. “I want you to… oh, God, Dom, just like that!” I cry out. He rubs my clit in perfect timing with his thrusts, sending me spiraling into an orgasm so quick and intense I have problems staying on my feet. Luckily, Dom finishes with a few more thrusts and helps me stand. 
 
    “It’s never like with this with anyone else,” he says in a low voice, wrapping his arms around me from behind. “It can’t be.” 
 
    “No,” I agree, still breathing in gasps and dizzy from the intensity of my orgasm. 
 
    After we dry off from the shower, Dominic lies down on the bed and as I dress. “I don’t really know what to say to you,” he says hesitantly. I’m sure that’s why we had shower sex – to cover up any evidence that we’d been touched by another person. 
 
    “What time did you get home?” I begin as if he went to a hockey game or out for a beer with the boys. 
 
    “About two. You were asleep, and I... I didn’t think it was good to wake you. Did you get home okay?” 
 
    “Mahak walked me to the door.” 
 
    “That was good of him.” 
 
    “Yes, very gentleman-like of him.” Mahak may be a gentleman out of bed, but between the sheets, it’s a whole different story. But I can’t say that to Dominic. I’m not sure what I can say to him. I’m not sure what I want to. Did I already say too much? 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He always picks up on my moods. 
 
    “Is it considered cheating if we both did it?” I say in a rush. “I mean, what would a minister say? We both broke our marriage vows, but does it offset each other since we both did it? Is it still adultery? If you were going to file for divorce, would you put down adultery for the reason if you did it too?” 
 
    “I’m not about to file for divorce,” Dominic assures me with a smile. “And we haven’t had face-to-face time with a minister since we got married, so I don’t know why that should bother you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t feel like we cheated.” 
 
    “Maybe you should come up with a different word,” he suggests. 
 
    “They all sound just as bad! This was bad of us, wasn’t it? Was it an orgy? Would you call it an orgy? We weren’t all together, so I don’t think it was, but I don’t know...” 
 
    “Calm down, Jacey. It was a key party, not an orgy. It was just a party we went to, where people play together.” 
 
    “We played together?” 
 
    “That’s what Tia calls it.” 
 
    “Okay... playing. That’s better than calling it an orgy.” 
 
    “It’s not an orgy,” he says patiently. 
 
    “So how was it?” I ask, rather than continue with the redundant conversation about what to call what we did. 
 
    “Do you really want to know?” My eyes slide down to his chest, now covered by a thin white T-shirt. I suddenly wonder what Melissa thought of his body. I hope she liked it. Dominic has always been more lanky than muscular, but there’s still some definition in his chest and arms. And maybe the beginnings of a paunch but he still looks good. Maybe not as good as Mahak...  
 
    I shake my head to clear the image. I’m not going to compare the two, and I definitely shouldn’t care what Melissa thinks. 
 
    “Do you think you should tell me? Do you want to tell me? Do you want me to tell you? Are they going to say anything to each other? Do we have some sort of recap next week? Do we score each other, like a ten for technical but a four for finesse?” 
 
    Dominic gives a throaty chuckle. “You’re crazy.” 
 
    “That’s still not funny.” 
 
    “No. Sorry.” He pauses, then with a raise of his eyebrows, “A ten?” 
 
    “Hypothetically. Did you really... both of them?” He gives me a sheepish shrug. “Well, that’s not fair.” 
 
    “What’s not fair about it?” Dom asks in bewilderment. 
 
    “Well, what if I wanted two?” 
 
    Dominic bursts out laughing and after a moment I join. It does sound crazy. After my worry about orgies and sinning, all I can think about is how unfair it was that I was only with one other man? Although two of Mahak might be too much for even me. Or maybe not. I shiver at the thought. 
 
    “So? Were they a ten? Were you?” I really don’t want to know the answer to that. Was he better with them than he is with me? Because that’s not fair either. 
 
    “No one is scoring us.” 
 
    “How can you be so sure? We hardly know them.” 
 
    “I think we’re getting to know them quite well, don’t you?” 
 
    I flop on the bed beside Dominic. “I wish someone had told us what we’re supposed to do now. How were supposed to act, what to say? There should be a manual on this.” 
 
    Dominic chuckles again and rolls onto his side, draping his arm across my stomach. Is this how we’re supposed to act? Casual conversation, awkward pauses, trying to come up with a topic that doesn’t lead back to the party – it’s impossible. It’s like the proverbial pink elephant in the room. “We have to talk about it,” I decide, in spite of my reluctance. 
 
    “Melissa...” Dominic gives a laugh that’s part embarrassment, part admiration, and I turn to him, interested despite myself. 
 
    “Really? I thought Tia...” 
 
    “Well, yeah. Her body – but Melissa. I don’t know what to say about her.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want you to say anything else. I do yoga with her and it might be a little difficult if I know she was doing the downward dog pose with my husband.” 
 
    Dominic holds his hand out to me. “You don’t have to worry.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Do I?” 
 
    “Well...” I trail the word out slowly, almost lasciviously and like me, Dominic looks interested despite the hesitation in his voice. “All I’m going to say is it might be interesting to see what 
 
    Melissa and Mahak get up to when they’re together. He’s – wow.” 
 
    “Really? But he’s... Really? He seems so quiet and reserved. He doesn’t really fit with Melissa.” 
 
    “Something sure fits. He has moves...” 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re talking about this.” 
 
    “I can’t believe we went through with it.” 
 
    “Was it a good idea? Should we have said thanks but no thanks?” 
 
    I look into Dominic’s brown eyes and wonder if I can see the truth. Did he really want to experience another woman – in his case two – without any strings? Did he need that extra excitement? 
 
    Am I not enough for him? 
 
    No. I was right there in the shower with him not ten minutes ago. I know I’m enough for him. 
 
    All I know is that this – us together, lying so comfortably in bed – wasn’t what I was expecting for the morning after. Tears, maybe recriminations about why and how and what? Instead, I get the feeling we’ve both gotten caught doing something wrong – there is guilt – but also a sense of camaraderie that we’re in this together. 
 
    “I feel a little guilty,” Dominic admits. 
 
    “I feel a little jealous.” 
 
    “We don’t have to do it again,” Dominic is saying. But I can tell he really doesn’t mean that. 
 
    “Can we just watch?” 
 
    We laugh together. 
 
    It feels nice, and I know we’re okay. For now, anyway. 
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    Thankfully there is no post-party brunch at Melissa’s on Sunday. But Wendy, Melissa, and Paige are waiting for me in the hall outside Hanna’s classroom on Monday morning. 
 
    “You’re late this morning,” Wendy says with a smile. 
 
    Looking at her, so pleasant and smiling and normal, it’s hard to believe anything unusual happened Saturday night. I’m going to use the word 'unusual' to describe Saturday night since it’s definitely unusual for Dominic and me to engage in sexual intercourse with anyone other than each other, let alone at a party where everyone was doing it. I’m going with unusual because to say it was strange or bizarre or disgusting would raise the question of how I could enjoy myself. And I did enjoy myself. 
 
    “A little slow getting started,” I admit awkwardly, unable to glance at Melissa. 
 
    “How was he yesterday?” 
 
    “Yesterday?” I squawk. “I didn’t – who? Saturday maybe, but –” 
 
    “How is Ben?” Wendy asks patiently, easily hiding her smile. Paige has no such luck. “You said Saturday night that you thought he might be coming down with a cold.” She tickles Ben’s feet through his snowsuit, the snowsuit that fortunately doesn’t have any remnants of his bum explosion from the other day, thanks to Dominic’s discovery of it on the basement stairs. 
 
    “Oh. Uh, he’s fine. For now.” I honestly don’t remember having that conversation with Wendy. How could I talk about mundane things just as I was about to commit carnal sin with another man who might be her husband? I must have had a lot to drink. 
 
    “So how was your weekend? What did you do?” Melissa asks in her normally strident voice. 
 
    I look at her, amazed that she would have the gall to speak to me after I saw her husband and all of his full frontal glory – and more – on Saturday night. And the fact that she – unless she kept her eyes closed the entire time – saw mine. I feel as if we should be planning our duel at dawn to protect the honour of our husbands rather than chatting in the school hallway. 
 
    “Well, you know who I did,” I can’t help but say. I hear a snort from Paige beside me. 
 
    “Obviously you got over your reluctance when you saw what was in store for you Saturday night,” Melissa says smugly. “There was nothing to be concerned about, was there?” 
 
    “It still wasn’t my usual Saturday night get-together.” 
 
    “But it will be now! Didn’t you have a great time? Wasn’t Mahak amazing? Was he everything you hoped for?” 
 
    “Maybe this isn’t a good place to discuss this,” Wendy says in a low voice. We’re still in the school, outside the office. The tinny sound of the national anthem is playing over the PA system and from the doorway, I can see the secretary shooting daggers at us for daring to show such disrespect for the song. I wonder what she’d think if she could hear what we were saying. She’d probably think we were nothing but degenerate perverts and force us to take the kids out of school. Or maybe not. Maybe she’d be into it. But seeing as she resembles a large toad with a bad perm, I sincerely doubt that. 
 
    Wendy heads for the door after the anthem and we follow. 
 
    “Well? What did you think?” Melissa asks doggedly. I’m no longer amazed she has the gall to speak to me – I doubt anything could faze this woman. Now I’m just flabbergasted that she sounds so proud of the fact I had sex with her husband. What business of hers is it whether I thought of it? 
 
    Or maybe it is? This little interaction – friendship – is getting more complicated by the day. 
 
    “Is there a problem?” Melissa asks rudely when I don’t respond. “Did something happen with Mahak? Were you not fully satisfied on Saturday? Did Dominic say something?” 
 
    Paige gives another little snort. “You make it sound like she wants to send her food back at a restaurant.” 
 
    “I don’t know why on earth there could be a problem,” Melissa continues like Paige hasn’t spoken. “You and Dominic had the best there is.” 
 
    “You honestly want to know? I’m here holding my baby, and you want to talk about how it was with me and your husband? You don’t see something wrong with that?” 
 
    “Can we not talk about this here?” Wendy begs. We’re in the parking lot by now, but there are a few other parents, clearly within earshot. 
 
    “What, not everyone around here into group sex? I would never have thought.” 
 
    Wendy looks pained.  
 
    “We can talk about this at my place. This isn’t finished,” Melissa says with a huff and storms out of the school to her car. 
 
    “Is she serious?” I turn to Paige and Wendy. 
 
    “Unfortunately, yes,” Wendy sighs. 
 
    “It seems that our friend Melissa views her own self-worth by Mahak’s performance,” Paige tells me, rolling her eyes. “Unfortunate, but that’s how it is.” 
 
    “So instead of stroking her ego, you stroke...” This cracks Paige up so much that she’s practically rolling on the ground as Melissa pulls out of the lot in her super clean white Lexus. 
 
    “Please come with us,” Wendy asks politely. “We’re going to do yoga, we don’t have to talk about it.” 
 
    “Please come,” Paige echoes. “Because she’ll drive us batty if she can’t ask you anything.” 
 
    “I’ll see,” I tell them, very non-committal. But there’s no point because Melissa is at her door waiting for us as Wendy, Paige and I turn onto Honeysuckle Court, driving in tandem like we’re in some sort of parade. Like a Group Sex Pride Parade. I wonder if there’s such a thing. Maybe in Las Vegas or Utah. Or is Utah is where the polygamists live? I always get those states confused. I doubt polygamists go for group sex. 
 
    “Coming?” Paige calls as I get out of the car. 
 
    “I thought it was Melissa who wanted to know that stuff?” Paige’s face cracks in a huge smile, and a plain Jane transforms into a very pretty Janelle. “You’re funny. I like that.” 
 
    “Does that mean you’re going to make me stick around?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ve got your back. Come on, Benny boy,” she calls to Ben as I pull out his car seat, “tell Mommy you want to play with Xander in the crazy lady’s house.” 
 
    “I think he’s going to grow up scared of chickens,” I grumble, but I follow Paige across the street. I almost beat a fast retreat as Melissa rounds on me as soon as my coat is off. 
 
    “So what’s the problem? You and Dominic had the best there was on Saturday,” she practically shouts at me. 
 
    “In your opinion,” Wendy says mildly. 
 
    “You’ve said the same thing. Everyone says that. I’ve had four orgasms in one night with Mahak – four! Who can say that? No one!” 
 
    Considering my own toe-curling experiences on Saturday, I’m not that impressed. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re upset about,” Melissa continues. “You never wanted to join in any way. Mahak was wasted on you.” 
 
    “I didn’t say I’m upset.” 
 
    Paige rolls her eyes at me as Wendy steps between me and Melissa. “She didn’t say anything like that, Mel. She’s just – it’s an adjustment. We all went through it.” Wendy smiles reassuringly at me. “Why don’t we just start the yoga?” 
 
    “Come on,” Melissa says. “Mahak told me about what happened. He’s the best, isn’t he?” 
 
    “Um... sure. He smelled very nice.” 
 
    “If you’re not into it, then why did you agree?” She’s getting upset now, and while part of me is having fun, the other part is getting tired of it. 
 
    “I don’t think I had much of a choice.” That’s not true, actually. If I don’t want to do something, I don’t do it. It’s impossible to force me to do anything. 
 
    “Jacey, that’s not true,” Wendy says disapprovingly. 
 
    “Well, the way you all jumped on me like gangbusters, I don’t know how I could have said no.” 
 
    “We thought it would be something you and Dominic would enjoy.” 
 
    “But Mahak,” Melissa continues in a wheedling tone, ignoring my exchange with Wendy. “He’s good, isn’t he? Big, too?” 
 
    “He’s... impressive.” I give her that because for the first time in my married life I’m concerned with Dom’s size. Dominic might not be the biggest knife in the drawer, but I’ve always told him it’s what he can do with it that counts. Did Melissa think he was big enough? Did he satisfy her? Why should this bother me? Am I becoming like her? 
 
    “You liked it, though, didn’t you?” My God, she’s relentless. There’s no way I’m anything like her! 
 
    “I faked,” I tell her with a completely straight face. 
 
    Predictably, she freaks, but she deserves it. It’s pretty funny to watch. 
 
    “You faked? Why would you do that? You don’t need to – Mahak would do anything to make you come! He’s the best lover I’ve ever had – it’s like you lied. You lied to him, and you lied to me and...” 
 
    “Calm down, Melissa,” Wendy says patiently. 
 
    “Why the hell would she fake? Have you ever faked with Mahak? No, because he’s the best. My husband is amazing in bed.  Everyone knows it but Jacey here –” 
 
    “Did you really fake, Jacey?” Paige asks. I think she notices the tiny smile on my face as I enjoy Melissa’s distress. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What? Then why...?” 
 
    “I’m not about to go into the details, okay? I’d like to keep what happened with Mahak private if that’s okay with you. It’s none of your business if I was fully satisfied, or if he was. What happened is between us, just like what happened with you and Dom is none of my concern.” 
 
    “And Tia,” Melissa points out meanly. 
 
    “Of course I can’t forget Tia. But I’m not one for locker room talk if that’s what today is for. Yoga is one thing, but I’m not one to kiss and tell.” I glance at Wendy and Paige. “Is that what you normally do?” 
 
    “Well, Melissa sometimes likes to... critique...” 
 
    “I do not!” Both Wendy and Paige raise their eyebrows in unison. “Well, what’s wrong with that? If there’s something the guys aren’t doing properly...” 
 
    I close my eyes. “Please, oh, please, don’t feel the need to tell me if my husband isn’t doing something ‘properly’. Because he does it just fine with me.” 
 
    “Dominic was perfectly satisfactory.” 
 
    I turn to Paige. “Doesn’t sound like he gets an A for effort, does it?” 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want to know!” Melissa wails. 
 
    “I don’t. Let’s change the subject.” But now I can’t stop wondering about what went on with Dom and Melissa and Tia in Tia’s big bedroom. 
 
    Damn Melissa. 
 
    “I need to make coffee,” Melissa announces and stomps off into the kitchen, leaving us in the living room with the kids. Xander and Noemi are arguing over some toy and Ben is still asleep in Wendy’s arms. She really is a super mother. He never does that for me. 
 
    “Sometimes it’s easier if you know,” Wendy says in a low voice. “When you imagine it, it’s always much worse.” 
 
    “I have no desire to know what went on with Dominic and – and them. I enjoy blissful ignorance. I’m sure she was fine for him, and he was fine for her... both of them?” I ask. “Is that normal? I thought Joe...” 
 
    “Yes, but he doesn’t show up every time. When he doesn’t, Melissa and Tia like to...” she shrugs. 
 
    “You don’t?” 
 
    “No,” Paige is quick to answer. “I don’t play that way.” 
 
    “Would you want to?” Wendy asks me, clearly curious. 
 
    “With you?  Are you offering?” But I smile to show I’m not serious. 
 
    “Sorry, but no.  I’m sure, though, if you’re interested...” My head is emphatically shaking before she’s even finished. 
 
    “No, thank you. And have myself critiqued? I don’t think so!” 
 
    “I meant with Tia.” 
 
    I don’t answer right away. I admit I, like most normal women, have shown curiosity for what it would be like with another woman. I’ve even acted on it – or rather she did – once upon a time. But that was when I was younger, experimenting and very, very drunk. I’m a grown woman now. I’m a mother. I don’t need to experiment with another woman. Saturday night was enough. 
 
    But Tia is very appealing. I don’t deny I find her extremely sexy. If I was planning on being with another woman, would it be someone like her? Someone mature and sophisticated and experienced, so she could show me what to do? Probably, but Tia herself? 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say slowly. 
 
    “We never talk about this,” Wendy giggles. “I have to admit, I tune out half the stuff Melissa says, all about positions and thrust capacity – it’s like she’s talking about a space launch, rather than just simple sex. I wonder if she and Mahak critique each other?” 
 
    “Do you think they do it every night?” Paige whispers. 
 
    I shrug. “Wouldn’t you want to? I definitely wouldn’t save it for special occasions.” 
 
    “He is pretty incredible, isn’t he?” Wendy asks. 
 
    “You’re talking about Mahak!” Melissa sings as she bustles into the room. “I can hear you! He’s the best, isn’t he?” She passes around coffee in her chicken cups, so bouncy that it’s a wonder how she doesn’t burn herself. 
 
    “You seem more excited than Mahak would be if he was here,” I comment. 
 
    “Well, of course. His prowess in the bedroom is obviously a reflection on me,” she surprises me by saying. “If you think he is the best, then obviously you’re thinking that about me as well.” 
 
    “Actually, I wasn’t,” I mutter. 
 
    “Well, you should. How do you think he gets so good? It’s not a solo effort, you know. It takes two to tango and win the disco ball on Dancing with the Stars. Mahak has me to thank for being so incredible in bed, and, therefore, so do you.” 
 
    I am dumbfounded at this string of logic. “Oh.” 
 
    Melissa takes this as acquiesces. “He’s good, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I admit defeat. Melissa has won this round by sheer determination and logic that muddles my brain. “He is good.” 
 
    “That tongue,” Wendy murmurs, blowing on her coffee to cool it. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Paige agrees. 
 
    “It was something else,” I concede. 
 
    “See? You have me to thank for that,” Melissa says with a big smile. “You’re welcome!” 
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    It snows Monday, and I’m surprised to find Joe shoveling my front walk after I put Ben down for a nap. I slip on a pair of Dominic’s shoes and open the door. 
 
    “Hi,” I say, feeling shy. I haven’t seen Joe since before the party on Saturday. Before Mahak. 
 
    “Hello,” Joe replies, not stopping his shoveling. I watch him for a moment, pushing the shovel across the snow-covered sidewalk until it’s just about to hit the bank on the side. Then with a seemingly effortless flick, he adds the snow to the pile. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What does it look like I’m doing? I thought you were the smart one.” A hint of a smile curves up the corner of his mouth, and I smile in return. 
 
    “It looks like you’re being neighbourly again, shoveling my walk.” 
 
    “Looks that way.” Joe continues to push the snow. 
 
    “Thank you. I wasn’t looking forward to doing it.” 
 
    “I thought it might be hard for you, with Ben and all.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s not old enough to shovel yet. But when he is, just watch me use my child labour.” I get a real smile at that. “Why weren’t you at the party on Saturday?” I blurt out. 
 
    “Busy.” 
 
    “Really?” The sarcasm is a little too evident in my tone and Joe stops. 
 
    “Yes. Contrary to popular belief, I do have a life.” 
 
    “I never said you didn’t.” 
 
    “Your husband called me.” 
 
    “Does he not think you have a life?” I ask with bewilderment. Joe chuckles in response. 
 
    “He asked if I could come fix the shelf in your bedroom.” 
 
    “I was going to fix that,” I pout. 
 
    “Well, he asked me. Do you not want me to?” 
 
    My sulk vanishes before it really begins as I glance at Joe’s face. It’s inscrutable as usual, but something in his eyes makes my stomach do a slow roll. Why haven’t I noticed before how much he looks like Sean Bean? “I think that would be fine,” I say slowly. 
 
    “Do you want me to take a look at it now?” 
 
    “Sure. Ben’s asleep...” 
 
    “I won’t wake him up.” Without another word, he heads for the door, leaning the shovel against the wall. I back inside, out of his way, leaving snowy footprints on the floor. 
 
    “Room still looks nice,” Joe admires the paint as he pulls off his boots before stepping on the floor. 
 
    “It’s a nice colour,” I tell him grudgingly. “You did a good job.” 
 
    “Which is why your husband called me. Show me this shelf.” 
 
    I led him up the stairs, conscious of how my bum looks in my yoga pants. Was Joe looking at it? As I brought him into my bedroom, I was happy I made the bed this morning but conscious of the bras I had left draped over the chair to dry. Bright pink, baby blue, and black cheetah print – they were very noticeable, but Joe doesn’t say a word. 
 
    “Here,” I stood in front of the shelf on the wall. Dominic noticed the other night it wasn’t level, and one side seemed to be sinking lower on the wall. I had yet to place anything on the shelf so of course, the unevenness was lost on me.  
 
    Joe steps around me and begins tapping on the wall. “It’s not fastened into the stud. The screw for this side is just floating around in there.” 
 
    “Can you fix it?” 
 
    He raises his eyebrows at me. “You’ll have a hole. I have to take it out, find a better spot and stick it back in. I can patch it if you like.” 
 
    “Sure. If it needs to be patched.” 
 
    “Look here.” Joe moves behind me, and taps on the wall above one end, then the other. Even I can hear the difference. “This one is fixed into the wall stud. This one isn’t and so it’s sliding down the wall.” 
 
    “I can see that.” I grab the edge of the wood shelf and pull down on it, thinking it securely fastened. It wasn’t. Joe is right; the screw holding the one end was just floating around and when I put pressure on it, it jerks downward, leaving a ragged hole in the wall. 
 
    “What! I didn’t mean for you to rip it out!” He grabs the shelf at the same time I do, leaving us holding it together. One of his hands wraps over mine. 
 
    “Oops,” I manage weakly. Joe’s hand is warm, and I’m conscious now of how close his body is behind me. He makes an exasperated noise, and I can feel his breath on my neck. But he doesn’t move.  
 
    “I don’t think it’s going to fall,” I say after we’ve stood like that for a long moment. It’s beginning to feel awkward. Or...something... 
 
    Joe moves the hand covering mind, but doesn’t step back. Instead, I feel one of his hands, then both, resting on my hips. With the gentlest of pressure, he pulls me back against him. 
 
    I don’t move a muscle. I’m not even breathing. Slowly, ever so slowly, Joe pushes my curly hair off my shoulder. I feel the barest touch of his lips against my bare skin of my neck. 
 
    And then he’s gone. 
 
    “I’ll be back tomorrow to fix that for you,” he says briskly, already at the door. “You have a good afternoon.” 
 
    “Wha-?” I stammer. 
 
    “You should stay away from Mahak,” Joe tells me over his shoulder. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” To say I’m bewildered is an understatement. Did I imagine his hands on me, his lips touching my neck? Did that not just happen? Did I not feel his hardness pressed against my back? 
 
    I’m pretty sure I felt that. 
 
    “I’ve heard he has his eye on you,” Joe explains as he heads down the stairs. I trot after him. 
 
    “Where did you hear that from?” 
 
    “There’s not a lot that’s secret around here. Be careful.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “Some of the folks around here like to play games.” 
 
    “I know, but so do you. You go to the parties too.” 
 
    “But I don’t like to play games. Just be careful. Use your head.” 
 
    And with those parting words, Joe is out the door, leaving me baffled. 
 
    “Maybe I could use my head if you weren’t fucking confusing me!” I call out as the door shuts behind him, wincing as Ben begins to howl. 
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    I can feel the tips of his fingers tracing lines from underneath my breasts to my stomach and down to my thighs. He’s not touching anything, but oh, I want him to. I want him to take those fingers and bury them inside me and bring his lips to my breasts that are aching for his touch. I can’t see his face, but the skin, a few shades darker than myself, tells me it’s Mahak. I moan his name as his fingers drift between my legs, and I know his tongue will follow... 
 
    And then I wake up. 
 
    It takes a minute or two to reorient myself but Dominic’s snoring beside me certainly helps. No one else snores like my husband, the outtakes of breath showing no rhyme nor reason. I once compared the noise to that of air brakes on a transport truck. It’s probably the sound that woke me out of the dream. 
 
    I flip onto my side, wondering with whom I’m angry – Dominic, for waking me from what was definitely about to be a most satisfying dream, or myself, for deigning to dream about Mahak. He was good, but not that good. Definitely didn’t warrant a sex dream. 
 
    But Joe did. 
 
    I shake my head to stop thinking about Joe. Back to Mahak. Despite that tongue, I’ve had better. Or have I? Sex with Dominic has ranged from perfectly horrible to amazingly spine-tingling and everything in between. Can I really say one time with Mahak is better than any times with Dom? 
 
    Of course, I can’t because I’m not comparing him with my husband. Dom is great. Amazing. Fantastic. Plus, he’s my husband, and I love him and plan on staying married to him for quite some time. Mahak was a one-time thing. 
 
    I wonder if I can pull his key out again? 
 
    I shake my head, disturbing the blow of air from the pillow beside me. It’s all Melissa’s fault. If she didn’t insist on finding out every single detail, I wouldn’t be reliving it in my dream. And there’s no way I would let her know I was dreaming about Mahak. That would make her already considerable ego swell substantially until I doubt I would be able to stand to be in the same room with her. I just need to forget I ever did anything with Mahak. 
 
    And forget Joe warned me about him. 
 
    Dominic continues to snore on beside me, making it even more difficult for me to fall back asleep. 
 
    In the morning, I’m awake before six. It’s still dark when I take Frodo for a quick morning walk. I never really gave too much thought to the name of the subdivision when we moved in – Flora 
 
    Gardens – but as I pass a few street signs, I see that there is definitely a theme. I pass Rosehip Crescent, and there’s a Hydrangea Court, as well. Sunflower Street is the main boulevard when you enter the subdivision. Someone really must have liked flowers. 
 
    When I return to Honeysuckle Court, I see a solo light on upstairs at Tia’s but Melissa’s downstairs is awash in light already. I picture her exercising in front of the television, or cleaning her floor or having sex with Mahak on the kitchen table. No, I don’t think she’s the kitchen table type. 
 
    Why am I thinking about Melissa having sex? Or is it just Mahak I’m thinking about? I’m still – haunted isn’t the right word because that gives Mahak too much credit – I’m disturbed by my dream, mainly because of the uncomfortable heat that’s now percolating between my legs, despite the frigid air. I never have sex dreams, and now that’s two since we moved in. 
 
    I decide to turn around to head home to see if Dominic is awake when I hear the noise of a garage opening and a car pulling out. I’m rooted to the spot at the end of the cul-de-sac until the car stops beside me. 
 
    “Good morning, Jacey,” Mahak says from inside the car, his accent sounding less pronounced than on Saturday. 
 
    “Hi, Mahak.” Like yesterday with Melissa, I’m having difficulty looking him straight in the eye. Plus, I have this awful feeling he can tell what I’ve been thinking about like I have a sign plastered on my forehead – I’m all hot and bothered because I had a sex dream about you last night. I really hope he can’t tell. 
 
    “I’m heading to work.” 
 
    “Work starts pretty early.” 
 
    “It does.” His voice is polite, but his eyes are anything but. He looks about as worked up as I feel and I have a sharp image of what might have made his eyes look that sexy this early in the morning. His eyes are still as black and bottomless as ever, his mouth still full and kissable, even curved up in a knowing smile. A very knowing smile. I’m sure he knows exactly what I’m thinking. 
 
    “Would you like a drive home?” 
 
    “It’s just over there,” I tell him. “I don’t need you to drive me.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’d rather talk to you when you aren’t shivering outside my car. And it’s starting to snow. Get in, please. The dog is fine in the back.” 
 
    I obey without a word of protest, ushering Frodo onto the back floor of Mahak’s Audi before sliding in myself. The car is warm and smells like expensive cologne. I toy with the seat belt for a moment before facing him. Joe’s words flash through my head, and I give it a shake. Mahak is harmless. 
 
    “How are you?” Mahak says in a low voice, and I don’t think he’s asking how I am this morning. Wearing plaid flannel pajama pants and one of Dom’s sweatshirts under my coat, I feel all lumpy and bumpy and I know I don’t look my best. I tuck a wayward curl into the hastily formed knot at the back of my head. 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I tell him, as non-committal as I can manage. 
 
    “I enjoyed our time together.” 
 
    “So did I.” Well, that was obvious, so there’s no harm in admitting it. “So… you’re going to work.” 
 
    “I wish you could come with me. I could hide you in my office just to bring you out to give you pleasure throughout the day. You’d like me to give you pleasure, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    As corny as the words are, they certainly have an impact on me. I can only stare fixated at Mahak with my mouth hanging open. And all I can think about is the last time and all of the details 
 
    I didn’t feel comfortable telling the others. Luckily, it’s dark enough so he can’t see the flush on my cheeks. But when he touches my face with a cool hand, I’m sure he can feel the heat. I can do nothing but stare into those dark pools of his eyes. I feel as if he’s cast a spell over me.  
 
    His hand curls around my neck pulling me towards him. “Your skin is so soft, like silk. I can’t stop touching you. I don’t want to stop touching you.” 
 
    He’s going to kiss me! Right here in his car, with Frodo in the backseat. I jerk back at the last minute. “I think you better stop touching me.” 
 
    “Is there a problem?” he asks, all innocence, but still with a hint of that smile. Oh, he knows exactly what kind of spell he’s cast over me! His hand returns to my cheek, but it’s warmer now. 
 
    “Other than the fact we’re in your car, in the middle of the street and anyone could look out the window and see? I thought...the other night... that was...” I can’t form the words because I’m not sure what to say. Now that I’ve slept with him, is this okay? Are morning make-out sessions acceptable here? 
 
    “The other night was just the beginning. Will you choose me at the next gathering?” His request surprises me. The whole interaction is surprising me. 
 
    “I thought – I can’t.” Would I want to choose Mahak? Right now, I’d have to say hell, yes, since the last time is all I’ve been able to think about. “I thought it was random, that you don’t know…?” 
 
    “I’ll have to take my turn right now then.” He pulls me closer, and I don’t stop him this time. I don’t want to. 
 
    Mahak’s lips are cool on mine, but his hands are warm as he unzips my bulky jacket. I struggle to take it off until I realize I don’t need to. Once it’s open, Mahak goes right for my breasts, pushing up my sweater until they are free in their bra-less glory. And a little chilly. But Mahak goes to work warming them up for me. He cups them in his warm hands and takes a nipple in his mouth, tracing circles with his tongue before sucking it hard. Then he trails his tongue – that glorious tongue – across the hills and valleys of my breasts to reach the other nipple, where he repeats. 
 
    By the second trip across, I’m almost panting with longing. 
 
    “I could make you come like this,” he murmurs, looking up at me with those dark eyes. “But I don’t think you want to wait.” 
 
    I can’t think of what to say. He’s right – I’m so close to an orgasm from just what he’s doing to my breasts and the thought of Saturday night. But then his hand slips into my pajama pants and finding no underwear impediment, slides it between my legs. I open them shamelessly, recklessly, knowing that this is wrong but unable to care. I want him to touch me so badly – I let out a little cry as his fingers find the hard nub of my clit. I’m slick and wet as he pushes a finger inside me while rubbing me with his thumb. I cry out at how good it feels. 
 
    “This won’t do,” Mahak murmurs. Leaving my breasts, with both hands he slides my pants down, forcing me to lift myself as he pulls them down around my boots. Then with a quick tug, one of my boots is off, and he lifts my leg. I’m sitting facing him, pants around one boot, the other leg naked and propped against the back of the seat. And then he lifts me by my bum, leaning as close as he can, lifting me as high as he can. I brace my arms underneath me. 
 
    And then he begins to tongue me. 
 
    Over and over. Just like the other night, licking me from my ass to my clit, with broad strokes of this tongue, pausing in between to delve deep inside me with it. And then he takes all of me in his mouth and sucks. 
 
    The sensation is incredible. I’m trapped in the most uncomfortable position but don’t want to move an inch in case Mahak might stop. The only sound in the car is the lapping of his tongue against me and my cries. I’m moaning loudly as he continues to pleasure me, wiggling it inside me, between my lips, with firm strokes. 
 
    “You like this?” Mahak pauses to ask. 
 
    “Yes! Oh, please don’t stop!” I cry, and he obeys, concentrating on my clit with quick little flicks of his tongue. Then he darts inside me, thrusting in as far as he can go, before returning to my nub, circling it ever so slowly so that I’m crying out with frustration. 
 
    “More, please, moremoremore...” 
 
    Despite my request, Mahak deliberately slows, running his tongue between my lips with excruciating slowness, teasing me, again and again until he takes me fully into his mouth again. In an instant, I can feel my orgasm coming and he returns to my clit, licking furiously. I cry out as it crashes through me with a last lick of my clit. His mouth surrounds me as I push myself against him, not realizing I’m shouting.  
 
    Finally, he lowers me to the seat. “Oh, my God,” I burst out as I return to reality. “You shouldn’t do that!” 
 
    “Why ever not?” he says with a smug smile. “When we both enjoy it so much?” 
 
    “But… we’re in your car…” 
 
    “I agree, the setting isn’t perfect.” Always the perfect gentleman, Mahak helps me pull up my pants and locates my boot for me. “But I think I’m going to have trouble controlling myself around you.” 
 
    I adjust myself as best I can in the car seat and can’t stop from returning Mahak’s smile. “You know I can’t let you go to work like this.” I indict the rather large erection in his pants. 
 
    “I rather hoped you wouldn’t.” 
 
    Leaning over, I unzip his leather jacket first, then his pants. I have trouble with the button, but Mahak lets me manage it on my own. And then I pull him out of his silky boxers, marveling once again at the sheer size of his penis. “You know, you’re quite beautiful,” I tell him, running my fingers around the tip before grasping it with my hand. 
 
    “And I want your mouth on me,” he says in a low voice, pushing my head down to his lap. I eagerly comply, as it’s only fair, flicking my tongue around his tip before taking as much of him in my mouth as I can. He’s so big, I can only manage part of him, but I keep my hand the shaft, rubbing up and down to match the movement of my mouth. He tastes clean and cool, but he’s quite a mouthful. I do my best. 
 
    He’s pushing my head down while he thrusts upward, so there’s not much I have to do except keep him in my mouth with my hand around him. A low moan, almost a growl come from deep in his throat, and suddenly he pushes me down roughly, and his length makes me gag as I taste his juices exploding in my mouth. I swallow, continuing for a moment, before lifting my head and looking up at him. 
 
    Mahak is leaning back against the headrest with his eyes closed and an expression of pure satisfaction mixed with relaxation on his face. It brings a smile to my face. 
 
    “Thank you,” he breathes. 
 
    “It’s me that… you don’t have to thank…” 
 
    He opens those brown eyes and gives me a smile of such gratitude that part of me melts. “Melissa won’t do that,” he says. “I haven’t had a blow job from her since our honeymoon. Thank you, Jacey.” 
 
    So that’s why he likes doing this. 
 
    I get out of the car with Frodo, pleased but a little embarrassed by what happened. Mahak waves as he pulls away and I’m left facing his house, hoping fervently Melissa doesn’t look out the window. Did Joe know that was going to happen? Is that why he warned me? 
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    I can’t bring myself to go over to Melissa’s that morning after I drop off Hanna. There’s no way I can face her. Saturday night was one thing; what happened is common knowledge. But a morning quickie with Mahak, inside his car, outside his house? That just seems wrong, even for this neighbourhood. 
 
    Or maybe not. Maybe that’s how things are. Maybe once you get admitted to the playground, you get to play with whomever, whenever and where ever you like? I can’t bring myself to ask that, however. 
 
    So Tuesday and Wednesday I take a break from yoga, blaming Ben’s sniffles. But I’m back on Thursday. I haven’t ridden myself of the guilt of giving Melissa’s husband oral sex, but my curiosity about why she refuses to do it brings me back into the fold. 
 
    During our post-yoga coffee break, Melissa stretches languidly and leans against the counter in the kitchen. “I’m so tired this morning,” she complains, seeming pretty wide-awake to me. “Mahak was all over me last night. I hardly got any sleep at all.” 
 
    “You should have a nap then,” Paige tells her. 
 
    “I’d be thinking about him too much, and I’d never been able to sleep! He was amazing!” 
 
    That’s because he was with me the other morning and I blew his mind with the blow job, I can’t help but think in my head. Of course, I don’t say it aloud, but I’d like to. 
 
    “Did he go down on you?” I ask her. 
 
    The look of surprise on Melissa’s face is replaced by pure joy. “You want details?” 
 
    “You seem to want to give them.” Paige shoots me a questioning glance, and I shrug. “Well, she does. And maybe I’m a little curious.” 
 
    “Of course, he went down on me! Why wouldn’t he, and why wouldn’t I make him? He’s just so good at it. Plus, he really enjoys it.” 
 
    “Always good for both to enjoy it. And then, do you go down on him?” 
 
    I hear Paige snort beside me as Melissa’s happiness is wiped from her face. “No. I don’t do that.” 
 
    “Why not?” I ask, my bewilderment apparent in my voice. “He’s – look at him. He’s quite impressive. I would. Not that I’m saying I have – or I haven’t but… you don’t do that?” 
 
    “No. It’s degrading to women.” 
 
    “What?” Paige is aghast. 
 
    “Is that why you won’t give blow jobs? They’re degrading? How do you figure that?” Wendy demands. 
 
    “I just think they are,” says a now stone-faced Melissa. “Why should I have to lower myself to suck his dick? The only time I kneel for him is when this,” she gives her firm little ass a pat, “is facing him.” 
 
    “But if he likes it… he’s a man. They all like it.” 
 
    “And he does it to you,” Paige says. “That doesn’t seem fair.” 
 
    “I just don’t understand how you could think it’s degrading,” Wendy still wants to know. 
 
    “I don’t like the taste,” Melissa says in a huff. “Okay? It makes me gag.” 
 
    “You don’t have to swallow,” I tell her. 
 
    “Even the little bit of pre-come,” she shudders. “It really grosses me out.” 
 
    “Does he know this?” Wendy wonders. 
 
    “Of course not! I’m not about to tell my husband that something about him makes me want to throw up!” 
 
    “He might prefer to know the truth rather than you just flat-out refusing him with such a lame excuse.” 
 
    “It tastes different after a vasectomy,” Paige informs us. 
 
    “Really?” Melissa perks up. 
 
    “It’s still, you know. It’s not my favourite either, but it’s thinner somehow. Less like phlegm.” 
 
    We burst out laughing at her description of semen. “See?” Melissa demands. “Do you blame me for being grossed out?” 
 
    “It is a bit of an acquired taste,” I admit. “But it is only fair to give as well as receive.” 
 
    “Do you have a problem if we give him blow jobs?” Wendy asks hesitantly. 
 
    “Have you?” 
 
    “Well, yes,” Paige tells her bluntly. 
 
    “He asks for it?” 
 
    “No, we just… it just happens,” Wendy says, clearly uncomfortable with giving those details. 
 
    “What does he say?” 
 
    I’m glad Wendy has taken point on this one because I don’t feel comfortable talking about what happened in the car. At Tia’s is one thing. 
 
    “He thanks me,” Wendy says with an affectionate smile. “He’s really very grateful. It’s sweet. Jackson just sort of expects it, so it can get monotonous, but Mahak's always so sweet about it. It’s not every time, you know.” 
 
    “I’ve done it twice. I quite like to give blow jobs,” Paige says matter-of-factly. 
 
    “I don’t mind it either,” I say. “Not all the time, but when I do, it gives me a bit of a rush. I like knowing I have him completely in control.” 
 
    “The power,” Wendy giggles. “It’s a turn-on.” 
 
    Melissa’s head swivels between us as if she’s watching a tennis game. “So, you think I should give it another try?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    “Why don’t you both do it at once?” Paige suggests. 
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    Wendy asks us over for dinner again on Saturday night, and I have to ask just what that entails. 
 
    “Well, normally I serve salad and then some sort of main course,” she asks uneasily. “Is there anything you don’t like?” 
 
    “I didn’t mean that,” I hiss. “I meant after. Do we... you know...?” 
 
    “Getting really into this, aren’t you, Jacey?” 
 
    “No!” I scowl at the huge smile on Wendy’s face. “It’s just – I don’t know what to expect with you folks, that’s all.” 
 
    “Well, we save that for the nights at Tia’s,” Wendy assures me. “So if anyone else invites you over for dinner, it’s just dinner, okay?” 
 
    Who could blame me for asking? I know Dominic was wondering. It’s not as if he said anything, but I’m sure he wondered. And it’s not as if I’m really getting into it. 
 
    Or am I? 
 
    This time, it’s much more comfortable with Wendy and Jackson, and I have to marvel that I’m so at ease with them. It’s been less than a month since we’ve met them, and I’m acting as if I’ve known them for years.  
 
    Especially Jackson. 
 
    Jackson greets me with a big hug and a kiss on the lips, but it’s his smile and the impish gleam in his eyes that I like to see. All night, his hand is on my shoulder, my arm, my leg, his leg is brushing mine, he grabs me around the waist as he teases me... if I wasn’t into it, I think the constant touching would annoy me. There isn’t one point during the night he isn’t touching me. 
 
    And I’m okay with that. 
 
    And it’s not like Dominic minds. I remember what happened the last time we came over for dinner – Dom grabbing me as soon as we got home, the quickie in the kitchen. I have to admit, I’m looking forward to what tonight might bring. With both Dominic and Jackson. 
 
    After dinner and several bottles of nice wine, Wendy puts the girls to bed, with Dominic following with Hanna and Ben. Wendy suggests making a bit of a nest for him in their room so we can stay for a while longer, and Dom is quick to agree. This leaves me alone with Jackson on the couch. I’m sitting in the middle, with Jackson right beside me, his arm draped over the back so that his fingers are able to caress my neck, as well as play with my hair. We’ve been flirting all evening – all four of us have – but this is the only time I’ve been alone with him. I take a sip of wine and glance at him over the rim of the glass to find him staring unabashedly at my breasts. 
 
    “Do you like my breasts?” I ask him. 
 
    “I do,” Jackson replies, without looking up at me. He reaches a finger out and traces the V-neck of my sweater. “Did you have fun last week at Tia’s?”  
 
    I knew the subject would come up. We’ve been avoiding talking about the topic directly, but Jackson has been making inappropriate comments all night. I never thought he might begin the conversation while fingering the neckline of my sweater, however. With every run, his finger dips lower under the fabric, so that soon he’s grazing the tops of my breasts. 
 
    “I did,” I say slowly, distracted by Jackson’s attentions, despite myself. “It was... 
 
    interesting.” Jackson smiles. “Not sure if Mahak would appreciate being called interesting.” 
 
    “I said the evening was interesting. I didn’t say anything about Mahak.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t. Do you have anything to say about him?” 
 
    I bat my eyes at him. “I don’t kiss and tell.” 
 
    “No?” His eyes held mine as his finger dips into my cleavage. It feels cool against my warm skin. “That’s good. Some things are better left as a secret.” 
 
    “Like the fact, your whole hand is almost down my sweater?” I ask. 
 
    “I don’t think anyone needs to know about that, do you?” 
 
    As he waits for me to respond, his middle finger slides into my bra and grazes my nipple, which instantly hardens. “Would you like me to stop?” 
 
    I can only shake my head as his finger continues its journey. 
 
    “I’m going to set it up so that you get my keys next time,” Jackson surprises me by saying. “I don’t like that Mahak got you first.” 
 
    I laugh. “Is there some sort of pissing contest between the husbands?” 
 
    “No. No, but everyone’s always, “Oh, Mahak,” and getting all excited. I’m just as good as he is.” 
 
    “And what can you do?” I ask bluntly, amused by Jackson’s obvious jealousy. I wonder if it’s like this with all the husbands. “Other than this, which is quite nice.” One of Jackson’s hands is now down the front of my sweater, his fingers gently pulling my nipple. The other sits warmly on my thigh. 
 
    Jackson doesn’t answer, but his hand begins traveling up my leg. I’m wearing thin leggings under tunic sweater, and I can feel the heat from his hand against my leg. I glance towards the stairs where Wendy and Dominic took the kids upstairs. 
 
    “They’ll be a while,” Jackson says with a smile. “And you won’t be.” 
 
    “No?” I say in a strangled voice. 
 
    “No,” Jackson echoes as he leans forward and kisses me. 
 
    It’s not a long kiss – both of us are still aware of the others in the house – but it’s long enough for Jackson to pull me closer, positioning me so that my legs are draped over his. He finds the heat between my legs through my leggings with one hand and the other slides under my sweater and cups my breast. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see you naked,” Jackson mutters. “But that’s a little risky right now.” His fingers begin to explore the apex between my legs and I open them, giving him better access. I can’t believe how turned on I am. He’s barely touched my skin, but already my breath is coming in little gasps. I keep glancing towards the stairs. Maybe that’s what is adding to the excitement – the fact either Wendy or Dom could catch us at any moment. 
 
    Jackson’s fingers rub between my legs and I let out a little gasp as touches my clit through my pants. I know I’m already wet and wonder if he can feel it through the fabric. He uses two fingers, concentrating on my clit, making my breath come in jerky gasps. His other hand is on my breasts, kneading first one, then the other, toying with my nipples, pulling them almost to point of pain. 
 
    “I want to fuck you right now,” he murmurs. 
 
    I can’t speak. His fingers are working my clit at a vibrator pace, still through my pants, the friction of the material giving me an extra sensation I’m not used to. I must be wet through. I widen my legs as much as I can and press myself against Jackson’s hand. A little cry escapes me, and I bite my lip to keep quiet. I notice Jackson is rubbing himself against my leg, and I move my hand so that it’s trapped between my leg and his penis. I can feel the length of him – long and hard – through his loose fitting khakis and begin rubbing him through his pants. 
 
    I haven’t done this since I was a kid and I doubt it was ever more exciting than this. 
 
    Jackson buries his head against my chest, his fingers still at work between my legs and his other arm wrapping around my back to pull me closer. I keep rubbing him, the feel of his shaft against my hand getting me even more excited as I picture what I want him to do with it. I want him to fuck me. I want his fingers inside me, his mouth on my naked breast. I want... 
 
    “I’m coming,” I whisper in amazement. My hips jerk up as my orgasm hits, shudders racing through my body. Jackson whips his hand over my mouth to stifle my cries, his fingers rubbing my clit relentlessly even as the wave crests and I go limp in his arms. Then quickly, he’s on top of me, and I can feel his length as he rubs it against my covered pussy. Dry-humping has never been this good. I spread my legs, wrapping one around his back as I pull Jackson closer as he thrusts against me, happy neither of us are wearing jeans. 
 
    He’s as quick as I am; thrusting fiercely against me for a moment before stiffening with a low moan. And then just as quick he sits up. 
 
    “Just think what I can do when I have more time,” he tells me, grinning at my disheveled hair and clothes. I’m sure I have a glazed expression on my face, as well. 
 
    “Yes,” is the only thing I can say. 
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    On Sunday night, when I come back from walking Frodo, I’m surprised to find Tia in the kitchen with Dominic, quite comfortably sharing a bottle of wine. 
 
    “Tia just stopped by, and I made her have a drink with me,” Dominic tells me as I survey the scene. To give him credit, he immediately gets a glass out for me. 
 
    “Glad I didn’t go for too long of a walk,” I say lightly. She shows up as soon as I take the dog out? Isn’t that a little suspicious? Or maybe you’re just jealous that she didn’t come over to see you, little voice whispers. 
 
    After having such an impact on our first weeks here, I haven’t seen Tia since her party. I’ve seen her car drive in and out, and have even talked to the twins and April as they walk home from school, but Dom or I haven’t seen Tia. Or maybe Dominic has and he hasn’t told me. I have to wave that thought away. I’m not the jealous type, and I don’t want to start. It was just sex and Tia means nothing to Dominic, other than an overly friendly neighbour who conducts her private life as if she lives in a brothel. There’s no reason to be jealous. Not even because she’s smart, beautiful and really sexy with these gorgeous bedroom eyes that seem as if they’re slowly stripping your clothes off when she looks at you. I wonder how the kids at her school react to that little phenomenon. 
 
    “I’m so glad you’re home,” Tia turns those big brown eyes on me and I feel myself melt a bit. Despite not seeing her, it’s obvious my girl-crush is still evident. “I would have hated to miss you. It’s so nice talking to Dominic and finding out how the new job is going, but I wanted to see how you were as well.” 
 
    “It’s nice of you to drop by.” Dominic isn’t looking at Tia. Is it because he’s thinking about what happened between them? Is he remembering it? Is he wishing I’d do the stuff she did, and with another woman? Or is he just wishing I hadn’t eaten the last brownie before I went out so we could offer something to Tia? 
 
    “Are you having any problems with the school? I know the principal quite well, and I’ve always found her to be well-suited for the job. She’s strict but approachable. If you have any concerns, I’d be happy to mediate for you,” Tia says. 
 
    Dominic easily waves away her suggestion. “No, things are great. A couple of the kids thought they needed to test me the first week, but I think I won them over.” 
 
    “How did they test you?” As Tia leans forward, listening with interest, I pour myself a glass of wine since getting the glass for me was Dom’s only show of chivalry. 
 
    “Oh, the usual, talking back, attitude. A few of them almost had me convinced I had the names wrong, but the French teacher helped me with that.” 
 
    “You didn’t tell me that.” I didn’t try to sound accusatory, but I think it comes out that way. 
 
    “I thought I mentioned it. I told you about the wrestling match at the back of the class?” I seem to have a vague memory of that, and I nod, listening more closely as Dom tells Tia the story. 
 
    “You seem to have a firm handle on things,” Tia tells him admiringly when he finishes. 
 
    Firm handle? Was that some sort of inside innuendo? 
 
    “I like to teach,” Dom says. “Even the worst kids have some good qualities – you just might have to search for them a bit more. I think it’s the challenging ones that make it worthwhile.” 
 
    “I absolutely agree.” The two of them – teachers of young minds, purveyors of higher education – smile conspiratorially at each other. Of course with that smile, I think they’re beyond talking about schools. 
 
    “I should be going,” Tia says with feigned reluctance as if she’s having trouble tearing herself away from Dominic. Okay, maybe I’m more than sort of jealous. “But I wanted to make sure to give you this.” 
 
    The off-white card lies on the table in the shadow of Dominic’s wine glass. Neither of us moves to be the first to pick it up. 
 
    “I’ve sincerely enjoyed getting to know you both,” Tia is saying as I stare at the edge of the invitation. “You both are a wonderful addition to our little group, and I hope to see you both at our next gathering on Saturday night.” 
 
    I still don’t say anything, mainly because I can’t fathom how Tia can say that with a perfectly straight face. She’s sincerely enjoyed us. We’re a wonderful addition. The woman had sex with 
 
    Dominic – my husband – and she can actually sit here and invite us over to have sex with someone else and not even crack a smile. There’s no little glint in her sexy eyes or half-smile at the corner of her full lips. I can’t believe she can sit there and basically say I really liked fucking you the last time so why don’t you come over and we can do it again or someone else can try you on for size. Just come over and we’ll get it on. 
 
    “Thank you,” Dominic finally says. “We’ll – ah – check our schedule and let you know.” 
 
    “What schedule?” I snort. 
 
    “I also wanted to let you know that there’s been a ... query... about Jacey that I’ve been asked to bring to your attention.” 
 
    “What about me?” I instantly snap to the defensive. 
 
    “It’s nothing at all to be concerned about.” Tia immediately begins to soothe. “It was just a question about your willingness to experiment.” 
 
    “Experiment with what? What else are you folks into?” 
 
    “A few have been curious about just how exploratory and adventurous you could be.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” I turn to Dominic, who by the expression on his face, seems to get what Tia’s beating around the bush about. 
 
    “Who wants to have sex with her?” he asks with some level of resignation. 
 
    A smile touches Tia’s lips, making her look suddenly predatory, like some voracious cat, insatiable for more prey and eager to toy with it before it succumbs. “Everyone, of course. It seems the two of you are quite popular. But it seems Melissa has raised a question –” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say honestly. 
 
    “I said I would broach the subject, and it’s been broached. That’s all that will be said about it.” Tia reaches out to pat my hand. I almost pull away at the last second but let her smooth white fingers press into mine. She stares at me with those deep, dark eyes, full of compassion and care. How could I have ever thought she seemed less than honourable about this whole situation?  
 
    “I realize our relationships are unusual to you, but look at it from my point of view for a moment, Jacey, please. I’ve been married twice before, both leaving me with loss and heartache. I can’t bring myself to begin a new relationship and open myself up to more pain. Wendy and Jackson, Melissa and Mahak, and Paige and Colin are my closest friends in this world, closer to me than some of my own family and I consider myself incredibly lucky – as do they – that our friendship provides such love and support as well as satisfying physical needs. I speak for the others when I tell you that everyone treasures this involvement for what it can provide for them and if it wasn’t beneficial to everyone involved, then it would not continue. We can only hope it can provide some benefit to you both, but if it doesn’t, please don’t feel any pressure to join us. We want you to enjoy yourselves as much as we do, not be upset about how you should or shouldn’t react.” 
 
    I have no idea how to respond to that little speech. I only sit there, my hand curled around Tia’s and stare at her. I think she just said she’s in it for the sex, but the way she put it, made it sound okay. More than okay – like she has every right to have sex with her friends’ husbands. And her friends, too, for that matter. But I can’t be sure. It’s almost like she’s hypnotizing me with her eyes and soothing voice. 
 
    “We’ll be there,” I find myself saying. 
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    On Saturday, Tia’s house is again awash with food and drink. This time margaritas and Spanish-style tapas are on the menu along with tequila shooters complete with lime and salt. I haven’t done tequila shots in years. The last time had been before Dom when I was traveling through Europe. I think it was Nice or some other place in the south of France. That night was a blur, the name of the man I spent the night with long forgotten. Simon, Spencer – some English name. It had been an enjoyable evening for the most part. The next morning – not so much. 
 
    Despite the fuzzy memories of the spirit’s effect on me, I accept the first shot with no hesitation and move straight into the second. This party is a lot more relaxed, more like a fun-loving spring-break party rather than a sophisticated evening of sipping martinis. Or maybe it’s just me. I got through the first party without anything monumental happening, so I’m guessing I can do it again. 
 
    But with whom? Both Mahak and Jackson haven’t hidden the fact they want to be with me tonight. And Melissa? I’m not sure what I think about that.   
 
    Do I have any say about who I’m going to have sex with? Do I want to? 
 
    Joe is at the party. After three tequila shots in very quick succession, I head over to him. 
 
    “Finally decided it would be neighbourly to show up at one of these?” I ask. 
 
    “Had nothing better to do,” he replies and I think he’s probably telling the truth. “You’re looking lovely tonight.” 
 
    That catches me off guard. 
 
    And then it gets me thinking about what Joe is doing here and what I’m doing here and what if we end doing something together? 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Joe asks. “You look like a deer caught in the headlights.” 
 
    “Did you come here to have sex with me?” 
 
    Joe’s mouth opens a little, and he blinks, but other than that, I get absolutely no reaction. The guy is good. “Can’t say I’ve given it much thought,” he says slowly. 
 
    “You’re here, I’m here – why haven’t you thought about it?” 
 
    “You’re thinking pretty highly of yourself tonight, aren’t you?” 
 
    I flush. “I don’t think you should think about it.” 
 
    “Like I said, I hadn’t. But why not?” 
 
    I lower my eyes and lean a little closer to him. “I think it would be too much like cheating,” I whisper. I look up at him, and our eyes meet. I hate to say it because Dominic is standing not ten feet away, but my heart gives a weird sort of thump when Joe looks at me like that. “I like you, but I don’t want to like you like that.” 
 
    “And you think you would?” he says, his voice as low as mine. 
 
    “Don’t you think I would?” I hold his gaze until he finally clears his throat and steps away. 
 
    “Fine,” he says gruffly. “You better tell Tia.” I bite my lip and force myself not to watch him walk away. 
 
    I think I did the right thing. I know I did the right thing. If I – if Joe and I ever – I don’t think that would be a good thing. I like Joe. I find him very attractive – obviously – but I like him too. I’m drawn towards him, both because of his good looks but also because I think of him as a friend who could possibly be more than friendly if the circumstances were different. So it’s good I called him off. Or it would have been good if Joe’s intentions towards me were the same as my own. If they aren’t, then I probably just embarrassed myself a whole lot. 
 
    Just in case that’s how things are, I avoid Joe for a while. At the last party, we sat around eating and drinking and making not so comfortable small talk, but this time is different. It could well be the tequila, but everyone seems looser, less edgy. Or maybe it’s just me. I’m almost relaxed as I chat with Wendy and Paige. Of course, it’s probably just the tequila. 
 
    The ten of us end up sitting around the coffee table. There’s not enough room on the couch, so Paige and Jackson and I are lounging on the floor when the idea pops into my head. 
 
    “Hey!” I cry. “Let’s play Truth or Dare!” 
 
    “Yes!” Melisa shouts. “I haven’t done that since I was a kid. Of course, I never played the dirty version because I wasn’t that type of girl.” 
 
    “Well, you are now!” I give a bray of laughter. 
 
    “There’s a dirty version?” Wendy wants to know. 
 
    “Depends on the situation you find yourself in,” Dominic says. “If there’s a group of women sitting around wanting to play, the dirtier the better.” 
 
    “We should play Spin the Bottle,” Paige muses. 
 
    “Well, since the whole evening is sort of a Seven Minutes in the Closet game, I don’t think there’s much point,” I point out. 
 
    “Excuse me,” Mahak says in a huff. “It is much longer than seven minutes.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself,” Colin says with a laugh. 
 
    I’m beginning to get why they do this. These people have become my friends, whether I wanted them to or not, whether I’m sleeping with them or not. This is fun. 
 
    “Who wants to start?” I ask eagerly, looking around. 
 
    “I do, I do!” Melissa cries without giving anyone else a chance. “Dare! Dare me to do something.” 
 
    “Okay... I dare you to stand up and moon us. Or flash your boobs. What’s the consensus?” I ask. 
 
    “Boobs. Boobs. Boobs,” the men, led by my faithful husband, cheer. 
 
    And so Melissa stands up and whips up her shirt, proudly displaying a set of spectacular breasts. 
 
    “Please, nobody get me to do that,” Wendy begs, crossing her arms across her chest. “I can’t compete with those.” 
 
    “Yeah, that might not have been the best idea,” I agree. 
 
    “Aw, c’mon,” Jackson turns to Wendy. “You have beautiful boobies. You too,” he says to me with a smile, reminding me of our little interlude last weekend. 
 
    Jackson might be an interesting distraction. 
 
    “They’re awesome,” Dominic assures him. 
 
    “Most beautiful,” Mahak agrees. 
 
    “My turn,” Melissa interrupts. “Who wants to go?” 
 
    “Me,” Jackson says. “Give me a good one, girl. Dare me all you want.” 
 
    While Melissa dares Jackson to strip and run around the room, I find Tia looking at me. “This probably wasn’t what you had in mind,” I tell her apologetically. 
 
    “It’s lovely,” she assures me. “Well, maybe lovely isn’t the best word for it.” 
 
    “Fun, though,” I say, watching a bare-assed Jackson frolic around the room. 
 
    This goes on for some time. Not the Jackson frolicking, but the rest of the revelries. Seeing adults acting like horny teenagers is very liberating. Even Tia gets into the action, baring her breasts to a googly-eyed Colin and having a serious snog with Melissa, to the cheers of the men in the room. 
 
    “Now this is what I thought a key party would be like!” I crow, raising my glass to the room. 
 
    “Oh, really?” Melissa turns to me with a gleam in her eye. I’ve drunk too much to think anything of it until it’s too late. “Your turn. Dare.” 
 
    “Aren’t I allowed to pick?” 
 
    “You haven’t done anything yet,” Melissa taunts. She’s right. I started the game but so far I’ve managed to keep out of it, a feat I wasn’t even aware of until she commented on it. “It’s time you made up for it.” 
 
    “Whatever. Dare,” I tell her, thinking it can’t be all that bad. 
 
    “Kiss Joe.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Joe.” 
 
    “That Joe? I don’t think I can do that.” 
 
    “Why not? You’re all friendly-like every time I see you.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think he wants to kiss me.” 
 
    “Joe, do you want Jacey to kiss you?” 
 
    “I think it might be very neighbourly if she were to give me a kiss,” Joe says, which makes me giggle. 
 
    “Fine. One kiss,” I say, feigning reluctance as I crawl over to where Joe is seated on the couch. I haul myself up and kneel in front of him, with one hand on his thigh and the other touching his cheek. It’s very smooth, with just a hint of stubble. And he smells nice. “I’ll be very gentle,” I tell him with mock seriousness, hoping that it would conceal the thump of my heart. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” he says gruffly. I lean forward at the same time he does, and our lips meet with the barest of touches. Joe’s lips are as soft as I thought they would be. I’m just about to pull back when I feel his hand and the back of my head and his soft lips increasing the pressure, parting as he deepens the kiss. I make an involuntary sound deep in my throat as his tongue darts into my mouth. Leaning forward, I almost lose my balance and have a feeling my hand is now quite close to his crotch, but I’m not about to open my eyes to see. 
 
    “Woohoo!” I can faintly hear someone in the background. I think it might be Jackson, but my head is full of Joe at the moment. 
 
    “Your chick can get it on!” 
 
    I pull away, remembering that I’m kissing another man while my husband watches. I know Dominic has done his fair share of kissing tonight – he’s actually sitting quite cozily with Wendy on the couch right now – but this is different. I’m not sure how, but it is. 
 
    Joe is looking me as I back away and I have to tear my gaze away. “There. Happy?” I say to Melissa, trying to stop the tremor in my voice. It was just a kiss – a damn good one – but just a kiss. 
 
    “Yep,” she says smugly. “Now kiss me.” 
 
    “I’ve had my turn.” 
 
    “And you should have another one.” 
 
    “We don’t mind!” Jackson crows. “Kiss whoever you like! Try my wife next.” 
 
    I glance at Wendy and back to Melissa. The challenge is evident in her eye, and I’ve never been one to back away from a challenge. “Fine. Here I come.” 
 
    I’ve kissed girls before. Actually, only one girl, but it was nothing like kissing Melissa. When I pull myself to my feet, out of Joe’s lap, no less, and stand before her, I have a little frisson of fear. If Melissa is intense in her exercise regime, when she’s getting ready to make out with someone who’s not exactly into it, she’s downright scary. And it doesn’t matter if I tower over her by at least four inches and could probably bench her weight if I was into lifting anything heavier than Ben or a full wine glass. This is almost as bad as kissing Joe. 
 
    Melissa grabs my face with both hands and just as I think she’s going to smack on me hard enough to make my teeth ache, she leans up and gives me the softest, gentlest kiss ever. Maybe it’s because she’s a woman, but she has the softest lips imaginable. My mouth opens with surprise and she takes full advantage, darting the tip of her tongue inside and deepening the kiss. Her hands are still clamped on either side of my face with surprising strength so I couldn’t even pull away if I wanted to. Which I don’t, to my ultimate surprise. 
 
    But finally, amid cheers and catcalls from the others, Melissa abruptly ends the kiss, leaving me with my mouth open and eyes shut for a second. 
 
    “Good, eh?” She has the biggest, most satisfied grin on her face. 
 
    “Soft lips,” is all I can manage at the moment. I admit, my head is spinning a bit, whether it’s from kissing Joe or Melissa or the quantities of tequila I’ve consumed. 
 
    “Want to do it again?” I don’t know if she’s talking about now or later, but I know I’ve had my fill. I shake my head. “Who’s a better kisser?” she demands. 
 
    “I’m not getting into that.” I head back to the couch because I don’t think my legs are going to hold me up much longer. I can still feel the press of her lips against mine. Or maybe it’s the memory of Joe.  
 
    Tia stands up. “This was a marvelous way to let off some steam, but I think we’ll go ahead and begin, shall we?” She’s holding the bowl from last time, with the keys lying in a jumble at the bottom. I look at her with suspicion, wondering if those kisses are any indication who I’m going to end up with.  
 
    She delves into the bowl and rummages through the keys with an expectant smile on her face. “I think we’ll start with Wendy. Dominic!” she calls, drawing out his keys. That was a given, seeing as how they’ve been snuggling on the couch all night. I force down the jealousy and yes, the hesitation that this may affect the friendship, despite Wendy’s assurances to the contrary. 
 
    “Paige... and Mahak!” 
 
    “Melissa... and...” Is it my imagination, or is Tia looking directly at me, not Melissa? Even if she’s not, I shake my head. That is one scene I don’t want to get into. “...Joe!” 
 
    I’m not sure what I feel when I hear his name. But I almost miss my own name and then, after the pause, Colin. 
 
    “And I will be enjoying the attention of Jackson this evening,” Tia concludes, with a look at Jackson that would make any man’s blood begin to race. “Have a good night!” 
 
    Colin immediately comes over to me. “Hey, girlie!” His hug is more brotherly than lover-ly, and I don’t know if I’m glad about that or not. I like Colin. But I really like Paige, and she’s married to him. But clearly, she doesn’t seem to mind. I glance around to see Mahak lead her off down the hallway, much like he led me away last time. She won’t even remember she has a husband in a few minutes, let alone who he’s having sex with. 
 
    I give Colin a quick kiss. “Are we doing this?” I don’t watch the others leave the room. 
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    “So what's a nice guy like you doing in a place like this?” I ask Colin as I settle into the couch beside him. 
 
    “Isn't that my line?” 
 
    “I'm not one to perpetuate the typical male/female stereotypes when it comes to dating. Not that there's any dating involved. Or a real relationship. It's just sex,” I trail off, uncomfortable where my mind has taken me. 
 
    “That's not exactly true,” Colin says easily. “I consider you a friend, so that's a relationship.” 
 
    “You don't know anything about me.” 
 
    “I know you never wanted to move here, but slowly we're wearing you down, so you're starting to think it's not all that bad.” 
 
    “You've been talking to Dom.” 
 
    “Paige, actually. She thinks you're great.” 
 
    “I like her too. And Wendy. Melissa, though...” 
 
    Colin laughs. “Melissa's a little hard to take at times, but she's a good person. Seeing you two going at it was sexy.” 
 
    “I've never done something like that before. I mean, I have but –” 
 
    “You've been with a woman before?” 
 
    “Once, years ago but we were both drunk, and it was more of an experiment. I don’t remember much.” 
 
    “Isn't this just giving all of us a chance to experiment?” 
 
    I think about that. “I guess you have a point.” 
 
    Colin patted my leg. “Jacey, if you're not comfortable with this, that's fine. I'd be happy just talking to you all night. I think you're pretty cool.” 
 
    “Thanks. You're nice too.” 
 
    “For someone in the 'burbs?” 
 
    I laugh. “For someone anywhere.” 
 
    Colin shifts so he's facing me, his arm thrown over the back of the couch, his fingers lightly touching my bare shoulder. 
 
    “Wanna keep playing truth or dare?” 
 
    “Sure. Dare.” 
 
    “That's an easy one,” he smiles. “Kiss me.” 
 
    I lean forward and hold his face in both my hands. Colin's cheeks are stubble-free, and his lips look soft. I press my lips against them, parting them slightly. His lips firm and soon he's kissing me back, the tip of his tongue darting into my mouth as his arm slides around my shoulders, the other at the small of my back. I lean forward and stroke the back of his neck. 
 
    I love kissing, and kissing Colin is no exception. Especially since I know it won't lead anywhere unless I want it to. I'm beginning to think I may want it to. 
 
    Colin's hand is beginning to wander, running up and down my back as he kisses me deeply, and then to the side of my breast. I shift again and put my leg over Colin's so I'm almost sitting on him. He responds by cupping my breast with his hand and sliding his fingers over my nipple which springs to attention. I'm having difficulty catching my breath, so I pull back. 
 
    “Too much?” 
 
    “No, but I need to catch my breath. You're a good kisser.” 
 
    “You have amazing breasts.” 
 
    I laugh. “That's what all the boys say. So, your turn. Truth.” 
 
    “I thought I was allowed to choose.” 
 
    “Not this time. What’s your secret sexual fantasy? What’s something you’ve always wanted to try or have tried and can’t wait to do again or –” 
 
    “See you and Melissa kiss again.” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Seriously, that was really hot.” 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it, but seriously, I want to know what you want,” I say in a low voice. I’ve leaned back a little, but my leg is still over Colin’s. He shifts so that I am sitting on him and his fingers are tracing patterns on my back. It feels nice but distracting. 
 
    “What do you want?” he counters. I refrain from the obvious retort that I asked first and consider the question. 
 
    “I think I’d like a threesome, but with two men. And they don’t have to be together, just with me.” 
 
    “That’s a bit greedy, isn’t it?” Colin smiles. 
 
    “If they’d like to be together, I don’t mind, but if they don’t have the inclination, it’s fine too. I’m not opposed. It might be sexy, but it’s not something I need to see. I would just want them to pay attention to me.” 
 
    “What kind of attention?” 
 
    Maybe it was the kiss or the atmosphere in Tia’s where I know everyone is off enjoying each other, or maybe just the tequila, but I’m comfortable with Colin, almost recklessly so. I’m excited. I’m enjoying the anticipation. I’m not sure what is going to happen with Colin and the thought of what might is making me feel incredibly sexy. It’s different from when I was with Mahak. I had no say in that. He was going to give me pleasure, and that was the end of it, on his terms. With Colin, I feel in control. What happens will be on my terms. 
 
    “I like oral sex,” I tell him. “I like it a lot. But I like to give it too so I could do that while one was... fucking me.” 
 
    “Do you give good blow jobs?” Colin trails his fingers down my back to my thighs, and along my bum, pushing my skirt up a little. I put an arm on his shoulder and begin to stroke his hair, the other hand on his chest, which is very broad and firm. He might not be in Mahak's class for physique, but I can tell he’s in good shape. I’d like to see how good. I run my fingers down his chest to the bottom of his shirt, and let them creep underneath the fabric. 
 
    I smile. “I’ve never had any complaints.” 
 
    “What about two at once? Fucking you at the same time?” 
 
    “You mean, like the back door?” 
 
    “And the front door. At the same time.” His fingers are delving under my skirt now, along my bare outer thighs.  
 
    “Logistically I’m not sure how that would work. I haven’t seen enough porn. But I’m not opposed to that. I’ve tried it a few times, it’s okay. I have to be pretty excited though.” 
 
    “How excited are you now?” His fingers have reached the elastic of my panties, and he runs his fingers underneath. 
 
    “Is that something you’d want to do?” 
 
    “Right about now I want to do anything with you. But I’ve done it a few times. It’s… enjoyable. I can make it enjoyable.” 
 
    “I bet you can.” My breath catches in my throat as Colin’s thumbs begin to skim along the tops of my thighs, dipping between my legs briefly, only to return to my bum. 
 
    “What’s your favourite position?” he asks. 
 
    “From behind.” I can go into reasons about why that position is physically beneficial for a woman, but my mind can’t seem to form the words. All I can focus on his Colin’s fingers, where they’re going to go and where I want them to go. 
 
    “Me too. Why don’t you take these off?” I climb off him with difficulty and give a little shimmy as I take off my underwear. Colin moves so that his back is against the armrest and holds out his arms to me. Before I sit back down, I rid myself of my dress and unhook my bra. 
 
    “Wow,” he rewards me with an admiring stare. “You are… wow!” 
 
    I arrange myself on his lap, conscious of the tent in his khakis, and slip his thin sweater over his head. His stomach is flat and faintly defined, his chest spattered with a fair amount of hair. I tangle my fingers in it. 
 
    “Have you decided if we’re going to be more than just friends?” Colin asks, watching my fingers caress his chest. 
 
    “I think I decided that as soon as you kissed me. I think I want to kiss you again.” 
 
    “Go right ahead.” 
 
    So I do, but this time the kiss is deeper, more intense and even more enjoyable. I’ve ruled out the possibility of just sitting and talking with Colin tonight. If the way he kisses is any indication of what else he’s capable, I’m definitely going to enjoy myself. 
 
    He cups my breasts in both hands, using his thumbs on my nipples until I want more, and I push his head towards my breasts so he can take them in his mouth. At the same time, he moves his hand between my legs and I lift up to give him access. I’m already wet as he strokes me with two fingers and my breath catches in my throat as his mouth fixes on my nipple. That’s enough of me being in control. I’m ready, willing and eager for Colin to take over. 
 
    It’s as if he can sense my surrender and the moment I want more. Or maybe it’s because I’m unconsciously moving my hips against his hand as his fingers explore me. Colin gathers me in his arms like I weigh nothing and lays me on the couch, crouching over me for a moment to kiss me again, before moving down. He plants a kiss on my pussy. 
 
    “This is what you like?” he asks. Pulling up one of my legs and bending it at my knee, he buries his face between my legs and I let out a gasp as he takes my clit in his mouth and sucks hard on it, before rolling it with his tongue. He starts to kiss me, gentle butterfly kisses with flicks of his tongue on my lips and clit. The sensation is so sweet and gentle it’s almost unbearable. 
 
    “More, please,” I whisper, and he rewards me by sucking hard on my clit at the same time he thrusts his fingers inside. Then it’s back to the gentle kisses. I endure as long as I can until I ask for more again, and as his mouth finds my clit again, I suddenly explode around him with a harsh cry. As I’m coming against his mouth, Colin’s fingers are still between my legs and I can feel him probing my anus. As he sucks my clit again, he pushes a finger inside me, coated by my own juices. It feels good, and I moan softly to let him know I’m okay with it. He continues to lick as he moves his finger inside me, bringing me closer to a second orgasm until he lifts his head. 
 
    “Is this okay?” he asks breathlessly. I can only nod as he kisses my breasts and then my mouth before he gets up to grab his pants. He shows me the shiny square packet he pulls out of his pocket with a grin. “You sure?” 
 
    I nod. He positions me on my side before lying behind me, pulling my hips towards his, spreading my legs with one of his and fingering my ass again. 
 
    “I’ll be gentle. And quick,” he chuckles, replacing his finger with something firmer. I have a second to hope he’s not too big before I feel pressure and he eases inside me. There’s a flash of pain, and I gasp and then a feeling of fullness as he begins to move slowly against me. “Okay?” 
 
    “Yes.” I reach around and grasp his hip as he thrusts again. 
 
    I push back against him as he gets a rhythm, still slow but insistent. He lets out a low groan and reaches around to rub my clit as he picks up speed. My breath catches – he has one hand on my breasts, and the other between my legs and it feels good, so good, but I’m not quick enough. Colin gives a series of hard thrusts with matching groans and stiffens against me. But he stays inside of me, rubbing with his fingers as I come again, arching against him. 
 
    Neither one of us says anything as he pulls out. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he finally asks as I stand up to find my clothes. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I tell him, suddenly shy. 
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    The house is still quiet as we hunt for our coats and let ourselves out the front door. The night is clear and crisply cold, so much so that my nose hurts within moments of being outside. Of course, I’m not dressed for the cold weather, with only my thin leather coat and high-heeled boots, but I was just going across the street after all. 
 
    “Look at the stars,” Colin points up. “They’re so bright tonight.” 
 
    “Do you know that a star shines as a result of the thermonuclear fusion of hydrogen in its core releasing energy that radiates into outer space?” 
 
    “Uh – what?” 
 
    “Most of the stars we’re looking at are the Local Group, of which the Milky Way and the Andromeda Galaxy are both a part. You hardly ever see stars in the city,” I muse. “You don’t have to walk me home, you know. Our houses are right beside each other.” 
 
    “I’ll watch you walk,” he tells me, with the usual expression of awe/fear after experiencing my mental capabilities. 
 
    “Should I make it more interesting for you? You want me to wiggle my bum?” 
 
    “You do that. Thanks, Jacey, for tonight.” 
 
    When I go inside, I do my best to hush Frodo before the clickety-clack of his toenails on the floor as he jumps around wakes anyone. A quick run upstairs to check on everyone – Hanna is asleep on her back and snoring slightly, which I think is adorable and Ben is on his stomach, with fists clenched and his bum sticking up, which is just as cute. Talia is curled up on her side in the spare room, looking much younger than her fourteen years when she’s sleeping. She’s such a pretty girl with Tia’s dark hair and eyes. 
 
    “You’re going to be a heartbreaker, just like your mother,” I murmur, standing in the doorway and watching her sleep. I’ve never been one to interact much with teenagers since based on my experience most are selfish cretins, but I suspect I’m becoming fond of Talia. I also suspect I’m becoming fond of the inhabitants of Honeysuckle Court as well, which I never thought possible. I had fun tonight. Dare I even admit that I’m not hating living here as much as I thought I would? 
 
    Back downstairs, I grab the nearest coat and take Frodo out for his last pee. The poor dog must have been crossing a couple of legs from the way he darts outside, heading straight for a snow bank to relieve himself. The party went longer tonight. I like to think we actually enjoyed each others’ company, and had fun together, before getting down to the business of swinging and it’s all because of me. I’m so busy patting myself on the back I don’t hear the faint click of the door behind me. 
 
    I give Frodo a chance to sniff about before I take him inside. The night is cold but clear, and as Colin pointed out, there are hundreds of stars shining down. Just as my hands are beginning to get numb, I see Joe and Melissa leave Tia’s. I shrink into the shadows, hoping neither of them sees me and hiss to Frodo to come, but of course, he ignores me. I watch as Joe escorts Melissa home, but instead of continuing around the corner to his street, he heads straight for me. 
 
    “I know you’re there,” Joe calls as he approaches. Frodo jerks his head up and the sound of his voice and barrels over to him. “You can’t hide your dog.” 
 
    “I’m not hiding,” I tell him as he’s coming up the walk. He doesn’t say anything, but I know him well enough by now to predict the raised eyebrow, even though it’s too dark to see it. 
 
    “Bit cold out here,” he says as he leans against one of the posts. 
 
    “The stars are nice.” 
 
    “That they are.” We stand there companionably, gazing at the night sky until he turns back to me. “What was that all about tonight?” 
 
    “What was what?” 
 
    “You seeming to think all I want is to get in your pants.” 
 
    “That’s an interesting way to put it,” I say because I don’t know how to respond to that. 
 
    “Did you tell Tia not to hook us up?” 
 
    I shake my head. “I didn’t say a word to her.” Joe just stares at me, and I relent. “Maybe I might have used some eye gestures and a shake of the head, but no, I didn’t say a word.” 
 
    My heart is thumping as Joe steps closer, and I refuse to look at him until he tips up my chin with a very cold hand. “I think I should go inside now,” I whisper. Even with the height difference, his face is so close to mine. Close enough for him to bend down easily and kiss me. I can’t keep my eyes from straying to those lips and remembering how they felt when I kissed him earlier. Did I do the right thing not hooking up with him? Probably, since we’d still be at Tia’s if we had. If I more than a taste of Joe, I think I’d be there until I got my fill. 
 
    “You’re not going anywhere until I tell you what you need to hear.” 
 
    “Oh, please don’t! You’ll make it real.” 
 
    “You’re a beautiful woman, Jacey,” Joe says as if I hadn’t spoken. “Sexy as all hell, funny, smart. I like you a lot.” 
 
    “I like you, too,” I whisper, hardly daring to say the words. 
 
    “You’re a good mother, which I respect, and a good wife, which I respect even more. And that’s why, no matter what I think or feel about you, I would never let anything happen between us. “ 
 
    It takes a moment for his words to sink in. “Oh.” 
 
    “Even if you ever pulled out my key, that’s as far as it would go.” He stares into my eyes and even though I’m beginning to be very embarrassed, I can’t seem to look away. “My wife left me for another man, and I vowed I would never do such a thing to another man. Even if I felt differently, nothing would ever happen with us.” 
 
    “You feel... differently?” I’m not sure what Joe means by that, but the sinking feeling in my stomach leads me to think it’s not a good differently. 
 
    Joe taps my chin, then my nose with his finger before he steps away. “We’re friends, Jacey. Let’s keep it like that.” 
 
    I definitely don’t know what to say to that. I bite my lip, angry that my eyes are threatening tears. 
 
    “You should go inside now,” Joe suggests. He snaps his fingers at Frodo, still sniffing at snow banks, and the dog comes instantly, which of course he would never do for me. “Sleep tight.” 
 
    “Oh, I will,” I tell him without a noticeable tremor in my voice. “I had such a good time with Colin I’m sure I’ll sleep like a baby.” 
 
    I don’t know why I say that. I expect it’s to make Joe jealous but what’s the point of that when he feels differently? I’ve been around the block a few times, and I can tell when a man is interested in me and I can tell Joe Egan is as interested in me as Frodo is for making yellow snow, whatever else crap he’s telling me. 
 
    “’Night, Jace.” He steps backward down the walk, leaving me standing at the door with Frodo. 
 
    “Good night, Joe,” I tell him primly. I don’t even wait for him to disappear around the house and the path leading to his place before I let myself in. Or I would have let myself in if the door hadn’t been locked. I pat my pockets for keys, which are not there. 
 
    “Dammit.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    Oh, God, won’t he just go away? It’s bad enough I stooped so low with that crack about Colin and now I’ve locked myself out the house? 
 
    “My keys are inside, and the door is locked,” I tell him formally. 
 
    “Come over to my place,” he says right away.  
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “It’s too cold to wait outside, and you don’t know how long Dominic will be.” 
 
    “I don’t mind waiting,” I say, even though my frozen toes will no doubt mind very much. 
 
    “Don’t be stupid,” Joe says, trying to lead me away from the door. 
 
    “I thought you said I was smart.” 
 
    “Well, you’re not acting like it right now. I said, come on.” 
 
    “So forceful,” I mock as he takes my arm. “Were you like that with Melissa?” 
 
    “You can see to Tia’s from my living room,” Joe tells me, ignoring my jibe. “You can watch for Dominic and then come back. Talia’s still there, right? The kids will be fine, and they don’t need a frozen mother standing outside getting sick.” 
 
    He had a point, so I follow him reluctantly through the path between the houses. Joe’s house is blissfully warm, and I can feel my fingers and toes thaw as I take off my boots. I’m glad I put my feet in 
 
    them rather than Dominic’s slippers like I sometimes do waiting for Frodo to make go. But I leave my coat on for a quick getaway, even though Joe urges me to take it off. I also refuse to talk to him, standing silently in Joe’s living room. At the window, you can see clear through to Tia’s front door. 
 
    “You’re mad,” Joe says after a few minutes of uncomfortable silence. 
 
    “Why on earth would I be mad?” 
 
    “You... have a crush on me. I didn’t want that.” 
 
    “You make it sound so juvenile,” I sneer. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong idea.” 
 
    “Oh, you didn’t give me the wrong idea.” 
 
    I can tell he doesn’t know what to make of that. He is just a man, after all, so he’s probably thinking that he’s been barking up the wrong tree and that after all his heartfelt declarations, I don’t think of him like that, when in fact I do and think he really thinks of me like that. If that makes sense, which I think it does.  
 
    “There’s Dom,” I say as Tia’s door opens. “I’m going.” I move towards the door, but Joe stops me. 
 
    “Jacey,” he begins, but I stop him. 
 
    “Don’t. You were right, but I just think it’s sad that you’re so hung up on your ex-wife to let yourself feel anything for another woman.” Harsh, I know, but I’m pissed off. 
 
    “I’ll walk you back,” Joe says stiffly. 
 
    “Don’t bother.” And I walk out without another word. 
 
    I hurry along the path to catch Dominic before he goes in the house and make it there just as he’s unlocking the door. “Hey! 
 
    Where’ve you been?” he asks when he sees me. 
 
    “At Joe’s.” 
 
    “Really.” It’s not a question and he says it in a voice as cold as my fingers. 
 
    “The door locked behind me when I was out with Frodo. Joe was coming home and took me back to his place. You can see straight through to Tia’s from his window.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” He holds the door out for me but Frodo scampers in before either of us. I guess I’m not the only one who’s cold. 
 
    It was awkward since Dominic has obviously got the wrong impression, so to avoid any unpleasantries, I hop in the shower. I don’t need to deal with anything else tonight. 
 
    I feel myself relax as the water both warms me and washes away the touch of Colin. I wish it could also rinse off the embarrassment of the little scene with Joe. He was right about everything. I do – did – like him, but I love my husband, so there’s no point.  I’ve got so much running through my mind I don’t hear as Dominic comes in and suddenly seeing him makes me jump. 
 
    “Don’t worry, you’re safe with me,” Dom assures as he pulls the curtain back. 
 
    “Wendy enough for you tonight? Wait, don’t answer that.” 
 
    He doesn’t say anything, only reaches past me for the soap. “I’m not sure if I really feel comfortable with both of us in here with Talia asleep down the hall.” 
 
    “I’m sure the poor girl has slept through much more in that house,” Dom sighs. “You okay with everything tonight?” 
 
    “Sure,” I tell him with as much false joviality as I can manage. “It was fun.” 
 
    “I meant with Joe.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I don’t look at him until he gives a low chuckle. 
 
    “C’mon, Jace, I can tell you’re crushing on him.” 
 
    “No, I’m not!” I get the teacher look in response to that.  “Well, maybe a little. But nothing happened.” 
 
    I know.” 
 
    “Nothing would happen.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “How do you know?” I demand. 
 
    He chuckles again. “How long have we been married? I think I know you pretty well. Just like I know nothing happened or would happen. Besides, Joe’s a good guy. I trust him. He wouldn’t let anything happen.  Or if it did, he wouldn’t let it go too far.” 
 
    “As opposed to me?” Even when the words are coming from my mouth, I figure it’s the stupidest thing I can say. 
 
    “Do you really want me to go there?” Dominic says, with a faint smile but very serious eyes. 
 
    “I love you,” I tell him instead of replying to the question, which is smarter than any denying or admitting that question was leading into. 
 
    “I know.” He kisses me through the water spray. “I probably shouldn’t tell you, but I think I’d be worried about Joe if the situation was different.” 
 
    “If I didn’t love you?” 
 
    He shrugs and soaps his arms. “You’re in a good space now, Jace, and you haven’t always been. Even living here – which I know you hate – you seem happy.” 
 
    “I don’t hate it,” I admit. “I don’t like it much, but I don’t hate it. And I am happy with you. Nothing would happen with Joe, even though I do think he’s adorable when he wears his toque with the ear flaps.” 
 
    Dominic laughs and pulls me closer. I like the feel of our wet bodies pressed together. Apparently, Dom does too. I feel him press himself against me. “If something were to happen with the two of you,” he muses, “I’d want you to tell me. Saturday night would be one thing, but I get the impression you’re enjoying this.” 
 
    My mind flashes back to the scene with Mahak in his car, Jackson on the couch. 
 
    “We’re not used to this environment,” he continues. “I’m sure things happen.” 
 
    “And if they did…?” 
 
    “I love you. You love me. Things are good between us. Maybe this can make it even better. You know, maybe Wendy wasn’t enough for me,” he murmurs, nuzzling my neck. 
 
    “I know Colin wasn’t for me,” I giggle. 
 
    “I was really hot, seeing you and Melissa go at it like that.” 
 
    “We did not ‘go at it’!” I give him a shove, careful not to lose my own balance. 
 
    “It was hot,” he insists. 
 
    “Sorry to say, that will be the very last time you’ll see anything like that.” 
 
    “Really? I thought you said you loved me.” 
 
    “There are limits to that love. Don’t push your luck.” 
 
    “Should we bother getting out and getting dried off?” 
 
    “No,” I tell him, giving him a long, wet kiss with much more emotion behind it that I gave either Joe, Melissa or Colin that night. And as long as I can keep it up, I think we’ll be okay. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    12 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day Dominic takes Hanna and Ben with him to the grocery store, leaving me with a much appreciated quiet house. The quiet doesn’t last for long, however. Almost as soon as Dom’s car pulls out of the cul-de-sac, the phone rings. 
 
    “Will you come over for a minute?” Melissa asks without any preamble. 
 
    “Now? I’m actually not dressed...” 
 
    Melissa gives a low chuckle. “Perfect. Just come on over, the door’s open.” Without another word, she hangs up. 
 
    I can’t help but wonder what she wants, but I’m curious enough to head outside. It hasn’t snowed for a few days, so the sidewalk is still clear, but I still tuck my pajama bottoms into my boots so they won’t drag in the snow. It only takes a moment before my hand is on Melissa’s door knob which easily opens under my touch. 
 
    “Hello?” I call out. No one greets me, but I hear a faint – “Upstairs!” and follow the voice. “Melissa?” 
 
    “In here,” she calls, still not to be seen. The kids and Mahak are nowhere to be found either. I have a frisson of apprehension and hope they’re all not going to jump out and surprise me.  
 
    No jumping out, but I definitely get a surprise. “What’s going on?” I ask carefully as I approach what is clearly Melissa and Mahak's bedroom. The two of them are standing at the door. 
 
    “We’d like to spend some time with you,” Melissa tells me. She sounds like her usual self, but I notice the apprehensive light in her eyes. It’s odd for me to notice things like that, which is why I don’t run out of the house. 
 
    At least that’s what I tell myself. 
 
    “Last night…I thought maybe…” she continues. 
 
    “Would you be interested?” Mahak asks. I don’t have to ask what he means. I know what he means, what they want. And I only have a moment to figure out if I want that too. 
 
    Some people like to play games. I hear Joe’s voice in my head and immediately dismiss it. There’s nothing wrong with games. 
 
    Wordlessly, I nod, wondering if it’s the excitement or apprehension that’s making my stomach curl up into a ball. 
 
    “Come in,” Melissa says graciously, escorting me into their bedroom with a regal sweep of her arm. I have a moment of doubt and I wonder just what I’m getting myself into, and then I hear Joe’s voice again, warning me against Mahak. 
 
    Mahak has been nothing but straightforward with me, unlike some people. I have no doubt that he wants me and Melissa too. So why not...? 
 
    Melissa picks up a scarf and hands it to Mahak. This might be interesting. Then she briskly undresses me. I’ve never had a woman undress me before and I watch her curiously. She’s very efficient.   
 
    I stand naked and a little hesitant in front of Mahak, who takes my arms and runs his fingertips from my shoulders to my wrists before winding the scarf around them and tying it. “Too tight?” 
 
    “No. I don’t think so.” My breath is already coming quicker as I stare into his deep brown eyes. 
 
    “Why don’t you lie on the bed?” he suggests. How could I be so excited by a simple suggestion? And the way he touches me. 
 
    Carefully he helps me lay down with my head on the pillows and takes my bound arms and positions them above my head, so I’m grasping the wooden headboard. Mahak then ties the end of the scarf to the wood slat I’m hanging on to. “We’ll try the spread eagle position next time,” he says. 
 
    “Next time?” I have to wet my lips before I speak. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll enjoy this.  There will be a next time. ” His eyes gleam with promise, and I can feel the wetness between my legs. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about him, and what he did to me and the thought of a repeat performance is beginning to excite me unbearably. But where did Melissa go? After undressing me, she disappeared. Is this just Mahak and I...? 
 
    But then she steps forward, having rid herself of her tank and shorts. I can’t help but marvel at her body as she sits on the bed. “I’ve wanted to try this with someone, but no one but Tia was ever interested. Except for Molly. We had a very good friendship,” she says with a knowing smile. “I have a feeling you and I will be very good friends as well.” 
 
    “I’ve never...” 
 
    “You don’t have to do anything. Just relax and enjoy. And let us enjoy you.” 
 
    Mahak steps forward, also naked, his penis jutting arrogantly in my direction. My eyes travel his body hungrily, and I bite my lip. 
 
    “I want to begin,” Melissa says, moving up the bed so that she is lying next to me. 
 
    “Please. Be my guest,” Mahak says. 
 
    Melissa leans over and kisses me as she did at Tia’s, but this is more. That kiss was just a tease – this one is for real and I can honestly say a kiss has never affected me as much. Her tongue darts into my mouth as her lips press gently against mine, and it goes on for a least a minute as I lose track of reality and focus on Melissa’s mouth against mine. It’s only when I am conscious of hands on my naked breast as well as on my inner thigh that I remember what is about to happen. Or what I think is about to happen. 
 
    “All right?” Melissa whispers, her mouth hovering above mine. I can only nod, and her fingers begin to trace the sensitive skin around my nipple. At the same time, Mahak's fingers are tickling my inner thighs, moving higher, closer to the wetness before retreating to the skin behind my knees. I open my legs wider, shamelessly as Melissa’s mouth travels to my breast. She begins licking my nipples, first one then the other, giving both equal attention, but never sucking while Mahak cups my pubis with his hand, running his fingers against my lips but never parting them enough to touch my clitoris. 
 
    I endure the delicious teasing as long as I can but soon I’m aching for more. I arch my back, pushing my breasts against Melissa’s lips and lifting my hips towards Mahak's hand and give a strangled moan. 
 
    Melissa’s lips fix on my nipple and she begins sucking diffidently at first, then with a strong pull. Mahak's fingers finally delve deeper, and I gasp as he caresses my clit, slowly and gently, feeling the wetness and knowing how excited he – they – have made me. 
 
    This goes on for several minutes, the teasing touches from Mahak and Melissa alternatively licking and sucking my nipples, all the while cradling my breasts in her hands until suddenly it stops. I can’t help the questioning moan that escapes as Melissa lifts her head. 
 
    “Mahak,” she orders. “I need you.” Obediently, he removes his fingers from their soft stroking and moves away from me. 
 
    Bound, I can only watch as Melissa’s positions herself against the pillows beside me. “What?” I gasp. 
 
    Melissa turns her head on the pillow and smiles at me. “Watch.” She spreads her legs wide as Mahak lifts them, bending her knees, nuzzling his face between them. My breath leaves me in a gasp as Melissa begins to purr with pleasure. I can hear Mahak's tongue begin to lap against Melissa’s wetness. 
 
    That tongue. I want to feel his tongue against me. I want him to be doing that to me, but I’m forced to watch and listen to Melissa receive the pleasure. I shift fitfully on the bed, still tied to the headboard as Melissa’s breath begins to come in little gasps. 
 
    “So good,” she moans, stretching her arms above her so that she too, is holding the headboard. One of her hand's twines with mine, so that we’re holding hands as her orgasm clearly approaches. She begins moaning loudly, crying out with pleasure and thrusting her hips against Mahak's face. I’m torn between watching Mahak gather Melissa’s legs and lift her bottom to get better access to her clit, and Melissa’s face. Her eyes are closed and her face contorted with ecstasy. 
 
    Because her hand is still holding mine, I feel a connection between us. I can hear Mahak's mouth between her legs, alternately sucking her clit and licking her with long laps of his tongue. I can tell he’s using his fingers, his arm moving between her legs, making her cries louder as he joins with his own guttural groans, his own hips moving against the bed. Because I had been the recipient of that tongue, I knew what Melissa is feeling and I want it to. I want him to be touching me... I can’t help my own little cries, but they are drowned out by Melissa’s.  
 
    It’s as if I can feel her orgasm building inside her like a wave, pulsing from her core until it consumes her and she comes, shouting with pleasure as Mahak continues to lick her frantically, his fingers deep inside her as she rides her convulsions. 
 
    I come as well, a short, shallow orgasm that does nothing to satisfy me and only seems to frustrate me more. 
 
    Mahak lifts his head, and Melissa opens her eyes. “Thank you,” she says to him with a big smile. “Now, it’s your turn.” I think she’s speaking to him until she turns back to me, sliding her hand across my breast to my stomach. “It’s exciting to watch, isn’t it? Look how wet you are.” Her fingers slide between my legs, feeling my wetness and making me gasp as her thumb rubs my clit. “I’m going to make you come so hard and so fast you’ll be begging me for every chance you get.” 
 
    At that moment, I was ready to beg for it. 
 
    “I want to watch,” Mahak's deep voice says. Melissa crouches between my legs and Mahak stands behind her. 
 
    “Do you want it?” Melissa asks with a satisfied smile. “Beg.” 
 
    The small part of me holding on to reality doesn’t want to give her the satisfaction, but her thumb flicks against my clit again and I’ve had enough. “Please.” 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Please... make me come. Lick me.  Fuck me!  Now!” 
 
    “Me? Not Mahak?” 
 
    “You. Please....” My begging ends in a strangled cry as Melissa takes me in her mouth. 
 
    Her tongue is smaller than Mahak's, her fingers shorter, but it’s no less intense. She licks me with flickering strokes of that tongue, before diving inside me as far as she can, and sucks my clit with a strength that is surprising and makes me cry out in delight. 
 
    “I’m good too,” she says, the vibration of her words making even more of a sensation. She continues her rhythm, licking, her tongue darting inside then sucking me with ever-increasing moans. My cries join hers, rising in tone and loudness and I hear another, deeper groan. I open my eyes to see Mahak behind Melissa, with her ass in the air as she continues to tongue me as Mahak pounds into her from behind. Our eyes meet and he smiles at me, grabbing onto Melissa’s hips as he thrusts harder 
 
    “Oh, god,” I cry out. I can feel my orgasm coming like a freight train, roaring through me. Melissa uses her fingers, thrusting them inside me as I shove myself against her face. I cry out again, and again as the wave hits me, sweeping me down in a pool of sensations. It goes on and on, leaving me gasping and moaning and shuddering with pleasure. 
 
    When Melissa finally lifts her head, I’m as limp as a rag doll, and she has the biggest grin on her face. Mahak is smiling as well as he pulls out of her. 
 
    “I bet you’re glad you moved in now,” Melissa crows. 
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    I had a threesome this morning. 
 
    It’s only been a few weeks since Dominic moved me kicking and screaming into the suburbs and onto Honeysuckle Court and already I’ve made friends – an unheard of phenomenon for me.  And not only have I made friends – I’ve fucked their husbands, too.  
 
    And then, this morning, I was invited over to Melissa’s for a little play time, because I just seem like that type of girl. 
 
    I don’t understand how I’ve ever given the impression I might be into something like that; the threesome scene. Sure, there was once back in university where I made out with a girl but I had been really drunk and she had been really quick with her hands. But I must have something about me that screams ‘adventurous’ and ‘willing to experiment’ because both Melissa and Mahak picked up on it, and thought it worth an invite. 
 
    Even though I hate to admit it, given the inconsistency of my relationship with Melissa – sometimes she annoys me; sometimes I let her go down on me – I thoroughly enjoyed myself this morning. I enjoyed it so much I found myself agreeing to participate again at a later date. This isn’t something for Tia’s. It’s Mahak’s opinion we keep the little arrangement to ourselves, for whatever reason. 
 
    I’m fine with keeping it quiet, but I have to tell Dominic. 
 
    I wait until later that night when the kids are asleep and we’re in bed. And then I tell him everything that happened with Melissa and Mahak that morning. 
 
    “So, they just called you over? You hadn’t planned this?” Dominic asks skeptically.   
 
    “No. I had no idea. I didn’t even think I’d…that I might want…you know...” 
 
    “That you’d want a threesome with the two of them?” he finishes for me. “But you did.” 
 
    “I guess.” Having sex with Mahak or Colin during one of Tia’s parties is one thing.  Everyone does it, which makes it sound like I’m some sort of kid justifying playing hooky from school with his buddies, but it’s true. Tia has key parties. It’s how the neighbours describe the evenings where they enjoy each other’s company. Dom enjoys Wendy and Melissa and Paige and Tia, and I enjoy Colin and Mahak. And Jackson, only I haven’t had a chance to fully enjoy him yet. I engaged in a little dry humping on his couch one night when we were over there for dinner, but that was it. 
 
    I should be feeling guilty about this. I do feel guilty, but I should have more guilt. I cheated on Dominic. But when you look at it, we’re both involved in an arrangement where we are intimate with other people, so have I really cheated? Have I just took our arrangement to another level and somehow left him out? I should be consumed with guilt, only I’m not. And so I feel guilty because I don’t feel as guilty as I should.  
 
    “Has anything ever happened between you and Melissa before?” he asks. I’m amazed; Dominic doesn’t seem angry, just curious. And slightly amused. 
 
    “No! Never! But she asked Tia about me, remember? And Mahak…” Now that I have opened up the can of true confessions, I better finish it off. “The other morning…I was out walking Frodo and I saw him leaving for work…” 
 
    “Mahak? And?” Dom prompted. 
 
    “And we kind of fooled around in his car,” I say in a rush. 
 
    “Really? What exactly does ‘fool around’ mean?” 
 
    “Well,” I pick at a loose thread on the blanket, feeling my cheeks redden. “He kind of went down on me. In the car. Frodo was in the back seat, so it wasn’t that bad…” I’m shocked into silence as Dom laughs. 
 
    “You’re serious?” 
 
    “Yes…I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to, it just happened!” 
 
    “Wow.” I glance at Dominic, who is staring across the room, a stunned expression on his face. “You’re really getting into this whole thing. Is it because of Mahak? Are you…do you…?” 
 
    “No! It’s Melissa too, and Jackson that night we went to their place for dinner…” I trail off. “It’s not just Mahak. It’s not like I’m just interested in him.” 
 
    “No, sounds like you’re interested in everyone. What’s this about Jackson?” 
 
    “We kind of fooled around when you and Wendy were putting the kids to bed,” I admit. Again I’m shocked with Dominic laughs. 
 
    “So did me and Wendy,” he tells me. “Well, she kissed me and grabbed my crouch.” 
 
    “And here I am feeling guilty!” I cry. “You’re doing the same thing!” 
 
    “Once,” he corrects, holding a finger for emphasis. “And it wasn’t in a car or with two of them.” 
 
    “That just happened! I didn’t mean –” 
 
    “I think things just happen with these people,” Dominic muses. “We need to make sure we’re okay with it. I’m pretty sure you are.” 
 
    “I need to know you are,” I say, omitting my agreement with whether I’m okay with it.  It doesn’t seem right telling your husband you want to have sex with other people. It doesn’t mean I love him any less. 
 
    “What was it like?” he asks, his voice noticeably thicker. “With Mahak in the car.  Did you like it?”  
 
    “I…” I meet Dominic’s eyes and know in an instant he’s okay with things. He seems somewhat excited by it, in fact. “He pulled my pajama pants down. I wasn’t wearing any underwear. Then he sort of lifted me up and um, started kissing and licking me…there…”  Usually, I’m pretty articulate when it came to describing my sexual exploits to Dom but not today. 
 
    “What was it like with Melissa?” he asks. 
 
    “Well – you know. You know what she’s like. They tied me to the bed.” 
 
    “We did that before. You liked it.” 
 
    “I did. And I liked it this time. They tied me up and then Melissa started touching my breasts and Mahak had his hand between my legs, teasing me.” 
 
    Dominic reaches out and cups my breast. “These breasts? She touched them?” 
 
    “Yes.” Dominic rubs his thumb over my nipple which springs to attention. Just like the rest of me. I’m not sure what I expected by telling Dominic, but I don’t think it was this. 
 
    “She put her mouth on your breasts? Your nipples? You liked it.” 
 
    “Yes.” And I also never thought I’d want sex tonight, not after the intensity of the scene with Mahak and Melissa, but here I am, getting excited by my husband’s touch again. 
 
    I’m glad he can make me so excited. 
 
    “What next?” 
 
    “They stopped touching me. Melissa said she needed Mahak – I had to watch. She was lying beside me. I could hear everything. She held my hand when she came.” 
 
    “Did you like that?” Dominic’s voice is husky now. I know that look in his eyes and I think I must have the same look in mine. 
 
    “Yes. After Melissa came, it was my turn…she knew what she was doing. She used her fingers while she licked me – it felt good. And then Mahak got behind her and was fucking her…” 
 
    “While she was doing you?” 
 
    “At the same time.” I’m conscious of Dom’s hand under the blanket and I want to know what he’s doing. His other hand is still on my breast.   
 
    “You liked it. Melissa made you come, didn’t she?” 
 
    “I did. She did.” 
 
    “Get on all fours,” Dominic suddenly orders. He doesn’t have to ask twice. 
 
    I pull off my nightshirt and my panties as quickly as I can and position myself on the bed with my ass towards him, thinking he’s going to take me fast and hard, just like I like it, just like I want it, but he doesn’t. Not right away. 
 
    Instead, he lies on his back on the bed under me, with his face just below my pussy. My hot, aching pussy. 
 
    Dom grabs my hips roughly and pulls me down to his waiting mouth. There’s nothing gentle about it – he plunges his tongue inside me. And then with a flick of his tongue against my clit, he sucks it hard. 
 
    I cry out. 
 
    I don’t know if he’s trying to compete with Mahak or Melissa but he works me like a man possessed. It’s like he’s trying to devour me; his tongue as firm as a finger against my clit, inside my lips, inside me. His fingers thrust inside me, his thumb caressing my ass. I begin to rock against him, pushing myself against his eager mouth, but he holds me still so I can’t move.   
 
    “You like this,” Dom mutters, his voice muffled. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I gasp. “Please…so good…” 
 
    It’s never been this good with Dom. Oral sex has always been good, but this…this is amazing. His tongue greedily laps against my clit, sending waves of sensation through my body, and making me quiver with pleasure. When he takes it in his mouth, sucking hard with his mouth, he thrusts his fingers inside me roughly, and slides his thumb up my ass, working it all in unison, forcing me to stifle my cries with my face against the pillow. I can’t stop myself from crying out, too loud, I know, but I can’t stop. It feels so good… 
 
    His tongue is back against my clit, circling teasingly before lapping it with firm strokes. I can feel my orgasm building, rushing through my body relentlessly and I’m shouting out his name, my face against the pillow. Just as he takes my clit in his mouth, I explode with a scream, grinding my pussy against his face, as he shoves his fingers inside me, his thumb still up my ass. 
 
    My climax seems to continue forever because Dominic doesn’t stop. I come, again and again, my body shuddering and shaking but I’m unable to move with one of his hands clamped against my bum, the other inside me… 
 
    Suddenly he stops and with one move, slides from underneath me to behind. He shoves himself inside me without any warning and I pitch forward. Then he’s fucking me so hard the bed slams against the wall. 
 
    “Is this how he fucked her? Is this what you want him to do to you?” Dominic cries harshly. 
 
    “No…I want you,” I say, my face still against the pillow. My body is limp from the orgasms but it feels so good to have him hammering at me like that. I hear the smack of bodies, Dom’s labored breathing. I didn’t think he could fuck me any harder, but he does, gripping my hips so hard there will be marks from his fingers. 
 
    And then he spanks me, once, twice. Right on my ass. 
 
    I gasp with pleasure. A few more thrusts and I climax around him once again, my cries mixing with his animal groan as he fills me. 
 
    There’s no gentle caressing as he pulls out of me and I collapse on the bed. “What…?” I manage as I crane my head to look at my backside. “I think you left a mark.” 
 
    “Then everyone will know you’re a bad girl,” he says smugly, lying on the bed beside me. 
 
    “I guess you’re okay with things, then…” 
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    I’m a little hesitant going to Melissa’s Monday morning for yoga. I’m not sure how I’m supposed to act around her now. It was one thing when I fucked her husband and she fucked mine, but now that she has technically fucked me and Dominic wasn’t even in the picture… 
 
    Things are becoming more complicated. 
 
    But do they have to be? Dominic seems – well he seems fine with the knowledge of my little scene with Melissa and Mahak. My interlude. My ménage a trois.   
 
    To quote Katy Perry, I kissed a girl. And I liked it. 
 
    I’m not sure if that makes me bisexual or what. I’m not even sure if it means I like Melissa because I’m still not convinced I do. But what happened between us was something different, an opportunity to explore my sexuality, and that’s what this whole arrangement is about, isn’t it? At first, I saw it as adding a little excitement to an already entertaining sex life, but now it’s become more like seeing what else I can experience. 
 
    As I head to Melissa’s after dropping Hannah off at school, I’m thinking there’s not much else I can experience. 
 
    I am wrong. 
 
    Wendy and Paige are already there as Melissa lets me in with a big smile. She waits until my coat and boots are off and Ben is settled in Wendy’s arms before she drops the bombshell. 
 
    “So, Jacey, are you going to tell them what happened yesterday or do you want me to?” 
 
    My jaw literally drops to the floor. And since I can’t seem to find any words that can possibly fix this, I stand gaping like a fish trying to acclimatize to the sudden gush of oxygen before it dies. 
 
    “What happened?” Wendy says slowly, noticing my supreme discomfort. 
 
    “We had a threesome!” Melissa trills happily. “With Mahak! It was amazing! Wasn’t it Jacey?” 
 
    Wendy and Paige whip their heads around to me so fast I worry about whiplash. They both have expressions similar to mine on their faces. 
 
    “Really?” Paige asks. 
 
    I don’t normally blush but under these circumstances, I can feel the heat rise up to my face. Part of me is screaming deny deny deny but part of me knows there’s no point. 
 
    “I told you before, I don’t like to kiss and tell,” I say as calmly as I can to Melissa. 
 
    “Yes, but I thought you’d gotten over that.” 
 
    “No, not really.” 
 
    “How did that…what made you…?”  Wendy’s awkward starts and stops make me even more self-conscious. 
 
    “It just happened,” I mutter. 
 
    “It did not. Mahak and I thought the whole thing out. We look at this as an opportunity to explore our sexuality and Jacey seemed to be the most willing participant. Except for Tia, of course.” 
 
    The fact that Melissa used the same justification as I did doesn’t make me feel any better. 
 
    “You don’t think I’d be into something like that?” Wendy asks, seemingly affronted by Melissa’s observation. “Either Paige or I?” 
 
    “Would you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she retorts. “But you could have thought of us.” 
 
    “You sound jealous!” Melissa laughs. 
 
    “Are we jealous?” Paige turns to Wendy with amazement. 
 
    “I don’t know. But…maybe…” 
 
    Now it’s my turn to be amazed. “Really?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Wendy says with frankness. “I wouldn’t know what to do with a woman.” 
 
    “Neither did I,” I admit. “I’m still not sure I do. She…Melissa…” 
 
    “Did everything,” Melissa finishes. “With Tia, it’s a little more give and take, but seeing it was your first time, I gave you a free ride.” 
 
    “Did you…enjoy it?” Paige asks hesitantly. 
 
    “Of course she did!” Melissa is quick to answer for me, but Wendy and Paige wait for me to concede.   
 
    “I did. It was – I did.” The intensity of my orgasm watching Mahak pound Melissa while her mouth sent delicious sensations through my body had been truly amazing. Melissa’s touch, so sure but still gentle, leaving no doubt it was a woman pleasuring me, was something I had never experienced before. I’m pretty sure it’s something I want to experience again. 
 
    I’m not going to tell Melissa that, however. 
 
    “What happened?”  
 
    I can tell Paige is curious. I wonder if I would be if the situation was reversed. Would I sound as put out as Wendy did, that Melissa didn’t approach me? Would I want to know how it went down? Would I be imagining the scene when I was alone? 
 
    “Why don’t we sit down? I’ll get some coffee,” Melissa cozily invites before heading off to the kitchen. “Maybe we’ll save our exercise for later.” 
 
    “Where are the kids?” I ask stupidly, noticing how quiet the house is.   
 
    “Xander and Noemie are at Lily’s for a play date,” Wendy tells me. 
 
    “Who’s Lily?” 
 
    “Ann and Bill’s daughter. They – don’t worry about it,” Wendy smiles at my blank expression. “The kids aren’t here.” 
 
    “Except for Ben,” Paige points out. Wendy is still holding him, and by the lolling of his head, he won’t be awake for long. “He can’t understand what we’re saying.” 
 
    “What are we saying?” Wendy wants to know. “Did you really do it with them? And you liked it?” 
 
    “I did. And - I did.” 
 
    “Wow.” For the first time, Paige sounds impressed. I’m glad Melissa isn’t within hearing distance. But she soon returns, bustling into the living room with a tray of coffee, cream, milk, and sugar. She doesn’t even wait to give me a coffee. 
 
    “Did you love it?” she demands. 
 
    “I’m not sure I’d use the word love…” 
 
    “You loved it. You got off on the whole scene. I know, because I’ve been there. I remember my first time –” 
 
    “Let me just get one thing straight,” Wendy interrupts. “Are you a lesbian? Bi?” 
 
    “Who, me?” I cry. “It was just one time!” 
 
    “I enjoy women,” Melissa says as if I haven’t spoken. “I love men, but being with a woman is so different. Jacey’s the second woman I’ve been with. Her and Tia.” 
 
    “So Tia was your first?” I ask. 
 
    “I thought you were supposed to be smart. Yes, Tia was my first.” 
 
    “What happened? How did you and Tia…?” Paige asks. I’m not sure how I feel about the information Melissa is sharing, but I do know I have an uncontrollable urge to know more. From the expression on Paige’s face, she must feel the same way. 
 
    “It was just after we moved here,” Melissa began. “Tia’s second husband had died and she was seeing Joe off and on. I bumped into her on the street one night. I was upset because something Mahak had done – I don’t remember what it was. She invited me over to talk and I went. The girls weren’t there, and she poured me a glass of wine. We never ended up talking about what was bothering me, we just talked…you know how she is.  She’s so beautiful and –” 
 
    “Sexy,” I say before I can stop myself. 
 
    “Exactly. We drank a lot of wine and it was so easy to talk to her. It was so comfortable, and she kept touching me. Then she ran her fingers down my cheek and touched my lips.” Melissa mirrored the gesture I was picturing Tia making, tracing the outline of Melissa’s lips with a long finger. “Then she looked at me with those eyes, and told me how attractive she found me.” 
 
    “What did you say?” Wendy asks breathlessly. 
 
    “I thanked her. I didn’t know what else to say. This was before anything happened with all of us.  I didn’t know what to say. Then she asked if she could kiss me.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “I nodded. What other option did I have? Just her touching my mouth had turned me on so much. There was a fire and the room was warm with only a lamp lit. The wine…you wouldn’t have been able to say no. No one could have.” 
 
    “No,” I say slowly.  I can see the scene in my head.  I wouldn’t have been able to refuse Tia anything.  “Then what?” 
 
    “She kissed me. It was – you know what it’s like to have a woman kiss you,” she turns to me. To all of us. 
 
    “Gentle.” 
 
    “Soft. But intense.” Paige agrees. 
 
    “It’s like she knew exactly what I wanted.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Melissa pulls back with a smile. “I thought you didn’t like to share stories.”   
 
    “I thought…” I stammer, flushing hotly. I hate to admit, but listening to Melissa and imagining the scene between the two women has got me more excited than I’m comfortable with. 
 
    “Her hand was under my shirt before I knew what was happening. I couldn’t concentrate. I was so tense and nervous because I didn’t know what to do. I was fine with her kissing me, and then she started rubbing her thumbs across my nipples.” 
 
    I had to fight to urge to touch my own nipples. Paige shifts in her seat. 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe how turned on I was. When she touched me between my legs, I thought I was going to come on the spot.” 
 
    “What – what did she do?” Paige asks in a strangled voice. It might have been funny if I wasn’t so aroused myself. I can picture the two women touching each other. I can hear the sounds of their breath quickening, of little moans escaping. 
 
    That was Wendy. She sits rapt, listening to Melissa and I can tell she wants to touch herself. I know, because I do too. 
 
    “It was different than with Mahak,” Melissa continues in a dreamy voice. “Tia just didn’t put her fingers inside me; she explored me. It was like when I make myself come with my fingers. She knew exactly what to do. It was so quick, but I wanted it to last longer. I wanted to do it again.” 
 
    “Did you?” Paige wants to know. 
 
    “She let me do whatever I wanted, whatever I had wondered about. What a pussy tastes like, how a woman’s breasts feel, what it’s like when your fingers are inside when she comes. We played for hours.”  
 
    The room was quiet, broken only by me slurping my coffee. I had to do something or I was going to embarrass myself my rubbing myself into the quickest climax ever. 
 
    “So,” Melissa says, leaning back, her voice losing the dreaminess. Back to business. Please God, she isn’t going to suggest we start the yoga now, is she? “I have a proposition for you.” 
 
    “I think I’m afraid to hear it,” Wendy murmurs, but Melissa barrels on. 
 
    “I’m obviously more adventurous than you all are, which is good and bad. Good for me, because as amazing as Mahak is, I get the best orgasms when I’m with a woman. Bad though, because I only have Tia to play with. So, what I’m thinking is that I can teach you how to be with a woman. So we could all play.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” Wendy asks. 
 
    “Of course.  Sexual satisfaction is extremely important to me. After denying myself for so long, I’ve become a very sexual person, and it’s time to make up for time wasted. I think it’s a great idea.” 
 
    “You would,” Paige says under her breath. 
 
    “You don’t think it’s a good idea?” Melissa turns to her. “Haven’t you ever wondered what it was like? Did you not ask Colin what Tia and I got up to?” 
 
    “Well, yes,” she admits. “But I never thought…” 
 
    “Because you don’t know what to do,” Wendy finishes. “Same as me. I thought maybe – Jackson loves the idea, so I thought it might be good – but I’m too scared to try.” 
 
    “I can teach you!” Melissa announces proudly. “I think it’s a great idea. It’s a win-win for us all! And even for the guys, because they get to experience it more often and let me tell you – they love it!” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Paige is reluctant. “When would this all happen?” 
 
    “What about now? The kids are gone. I’ll put Ben in the playpen in the other room. Jacey? You must like the idea.” 
 
    She doesn’t give me a chance to answer. That’s how we begin Melissa’s Monday Sex Class. 
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    “Let’s begin,” Melissa says with a huge smile after she safely tucks a sleeping Ben into the kids’ playroom off the kitchen. We are in the living room, so there’s a half a house between us. Plenty of space. 
 
    “Wait!” I have a last moment of clarity. “I don’t know what to do. I don’t know if I’ll be into it.” 
 
    “You’ll be into it,” says a confident Melissa. 
 
    “Now, though?” Paige is aghast. “It’s morning!” 
 
    “Haven’t you ever had morning sex?” asks Melissa. 
 
    “I quite like morning sex,” Wendy muses.   
 
    I’m uncomfortably aware I am the catalyst of this little lesson, so there’s no way I can refuse. Did I want to refuse? I’m not sure about that. I think Wendy and Paige are attractive but I’m not sure I’m attracted to them. Then again, I never thought of myself as attracted to Melissa and look what happened there. 
 
    “So what do we do?” Wendy asks.  I think she’s ready to skip down to her skivvies right then and there. 
 
    “Have you ever kissed a woman?” Melissa wants to know. 
 
    “Not a kiss kiss,” Wendy admits. 
 
    “We’ll start there. Wendy, come here. Paige, go to Jacey.”   
 
    Paige and I look at each other and I know both of us are fighting the urge to giggle. But Paige obeys and stands awkwardly in front of me.   
 
    “Will you still respect me later in the morning?” she asks with a deadpan expression. 
 
    “I’m only friends with you because of your body,” I retort and we both burst out laughing.   
 
    “Sex is not funny!” Melissa scolds. “You can have fun having sex, but sex is never funny!” 
 
    Instantly I sober up. For the first time, I notice Melissa has plugged in her iPod. An old Cheap Trick song is playing – I Want You to Want Me. 
 
    Appropriate. 
 
    “Ready?” Melissa chirps as if she’s about to pull the trigger on a starter gun. “Start kissing.” 
 
    “Then what?” Wendy wants to know.  
 
    “Start touching each other,” Melissa instructs. “I’ll let you know as we go along.” 
 
    I have an image of Melissa barking instructions as she’s going down on Wendy but I shut it off. I have to get into this because if I begin to crack jokes, it’s not going to happen and Wendy and Paige really seem to want it. 
 
    Since when do I care about what other people want? 
 
    Without another word, Melissa reaches out and gently touches Wendy’s cheek before she leans forward and kisses her. It’s a brief peck and catches Wendy off-guard because she doesn’t even have time to close her eyes before Melissa pulls away.  
 
    “Okay?” she asks Wendy. Wendy can only nod before Melissa leans in for another kiss. This one is deeper, mouth open and I can see Wendy is quick to get into it. Her hands press against the back of Melissa’s head. 
 
    “Are we really doing this?” Paige whispers as we watch Melissa and Wendy kiss. It’s well on its way to becoming a make-out session. It’s kind of hot. 
 
    I’ve never admitted it to anyone but watching girl-on-girl in porn has always excited me. It has something to do with the level of comfort women have with each other’s bodies, but I know that’s not the only reason. Seeing a woman become excited, enjoying herself, is a turn-on for me. 
 
    “I’m afraid of what she’ll do if we don’t,” I whisper. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can.”  
 
    Melissa’s hand has moved from Wendy’s waist to her breast, over her T-shirt, cupping it with a gentle squeeze, before moving underneath the thin fabric. 
 
    “The kissing is supposed to be the easy part.” My mouth is dry and I can’t take my eyes off Wendy. Now’s she’s stroking Melissa’s back, her hand sliding underneath her tank top. I can see Melissa’s hand under Wendy’s shirt. 
 
    “You really liked it? Being with her?” Paige wants to know. Needs to know, from the expression on her face. 
 
    I nod reluctantly, turning back to Paige. “Yeah.” 
 
    That makes up her mind. “Let’s do this then. I want to see what all the fuss is about.” 
 
    I have a moment of real fear but then she kisses me. It’s too hard and our noses bump at first, but we soon find a rhythm. Paige’s lips are soft, her mouth is wide and soon we’re really kissing. 
 
    I want to say it’s a revelation and that I’m amazed at how good the kiss is. But it’s not – not at first. I’m too conscious of standing in Melissa’s living room, kissing my good friend Paige. The same Paige, who is married to Colin, who I had anal sex with only two days ago. 
 
    But then… 
 
    Paige gets into it. We find our rhythm. And then her tongue softly, hesitantly, darts into my mouth and it’s like an arrow to the groin. I draw her close to me, my mind still whirling about what to do next, and then Melissa’s voice stops me.   
 
    “Let’s undress,” she suggests. “It’ll make it easier.” 
 
    “Really?” Wendy doesn’t look convinced. But Paige is all over it, and soon she’s stripping off her clothes and standing naked in front of me. 
 
    “Ok, then,” I mutter and follow suit, albeit a little slower. But as the last piece is shed, Paige begins to kiss me again. She covers my lips with her mouth, soft, gentle at first, then intense. Her tongue darts into my mouth. So intense. I find myself with my hand caressing the back of her neck as her fingers trail down my back. We stand kissing for long moments until I think my legs might give out. I pull back, but Paige pushes me back onto the couch and joins me. We continue kissing – I love necking and it seems even more exciting and erotic with a woman. I’m nervous and excited and more turned on that I could imagine I would be in such a strange situation. 
 
    I lay back against the couch cushions, with Paige leaning over me, leaving her ample opportunity to explore my breasts. Her touch is insistent, but not rough. And there’s no wasting time. She moves her mouth to my breasts and it’s a bittersweet moment – I was enjoying kissing her but the feel of her lips against my nipple is exquisite. I gasp as she takes my nipple in her mouth. She sucks it just as firmly as a man, but it’s different somehow. Not better, but different. Soft licks, tiny kisses, her hot breath against the sensitive skin, cradling my breast against her mouth with one hand as she teases my other nipple with her thumb.  
 
    Paige is quick to move onto my other breast, teasing and licking with brief periods of sucking. I can hear the sound of my breathing increase, the noise of the clock on the wall. I can feel the smoothness of the leather couch against my bare back as Paige slowly runs her hand down my stomach. 
 
    Oh, God, am I really going to let her do this? 
 
    I don’t think I can bring myself to stop her, even if I wanted to. 
 
    I’m enjoying this, but I’m also curious. I want to know what it would be like to touch Paige. My hands have already found her breasts – full and firm, with large rosy nipples. I play with them with my fingers as she licks mine with cat-like flickers of her tongue. It’s difficult to concentrate on what I want to do when she’s doing that – I wish I was more comfortable knowing what to do, where to touch and how – but I’m hesitant. Apparently, Paige has no such qualms. 
 
    I shift on the couch, looking up for a moment as I do so. I see Wendy sprawled on the chair, her legs spread and bent at the knees; Melissa’s face buried between them. Wendy’s eyes are closed and I can hear her little cries, as well as the lapping sounds of Melissa’s tongue against her wet pussy. 
 
    I could come just watching them. 
 
    This is what I thought it would be like at Tia’s, all of us having sex together in one room. I had been pleased we had separate rooms but I’ll have to rethink that because watching Wendy, seeing Melissa pleasure her right there across the room, is an incredible a turn-on.   
 
    I run my hand ran quickly down Paige’s stomach, my long arms and new position making it easy to reach between her legs. Just like if I was making myself come, I tell myself, as I probe between her lips with a finger. She’s wet – so wet and it’s warm. Her lips are slick as I awkwardly rub a finger between them, then I find the nub of her clit and she gasps. 
 
    Here we go, I tell myself.   
 
    Like Melissa said when she told us about Tia, I let myself explore Paige, not wanting her to come quickly, but learning from her gasps and shivers what she likes. She shifts on the couch, her hand still on my breast, but I can tell it could be anything she’s touching. Her entire focus in on what my fingers are doing between her legs. 
 
    I slide a finger inside her, first one then another, testing the spongy wetness with a few thrusts. She likes that, so I continue, a little harder, rubbing my thumb against her clit at the same time. Paige moans, her body reacting with little jerks as I increase the pressure.   
 
    Maybe I do want her to come quickly because I’m not going to be able to wait. Wendy’s moans and cries fill the room. Paige is quieter but making her own noises. Surprised at my dexterity, I thrust my fingers inside Paige, still rubbing her clit with my thumb. Her leg is caught between mine as we lay entwined on the couch, and I can’t help but push myself against it, rubbing my pussy against it. Part of me wants to stop, wants to try something else, but there’s no stopping Paige. I can tell she’s coming, coming hard, her eyes closed, her face contorted in an expression of pure pleasure.    
 
    She comes with a loud cry, her body jerking with spasms. I keep my fingers where they are because I don’t know when to stop, hoping she’ll tell me when she’s had enough. She doesn’t, and moments later, she comes again, her pussy tightening around my fingers, her hips jerking against me. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she finally says, and I take that as my signal to stop. Melissa is still going down on Wendy and Paige smiles at me. 
 
    “I want to try that,” she says, looking over at them. 
 
    I’m too surprised to say anything in response; Paige doesn’t give me time to. After two orgasms, she moves with surprising swiftness. I’d still be curled up in a happy ball. 
 
    Kneeling on the floor beside the couch, she runs her hands up my legs. “Is this okay?” 
 
    I can only nod, as she lifts one of my legs, leaving me exposed and wanting. Wanting her mouth on me, her fingers inside me. 
 
    She pushed my leg back and kisses my pussy. Firm kisses on my lips, her tongue darting quickly, slyly between them, tasting the wetness. I can feel how wet I’ve become. Suddenly she spreads my lips with her thumbs and licks me. It happens so fast, but it’s what I want, what I need. I don’t want to be teased right now. This is new for me and I don’t want to be teased. I want this to happen now.  
 
    “So this is what it tastes like,” Paige murmurs. 
 
    She continues to explore me with her tongue and her fingers. Part of me wants to slow it down, to enjoy the sensations as long as I can, but I am so excited by Paige, by the sounds of Wendy, by the novelty of the whole experience that I just want to come. I can feel my orgasm building as Paige licks me, slowly, tasting every inch of me. Her tongue probes inside me, and I cry out. She replaces her tongue with her fingers, sliding two easily inside me, and I push against her, wanting more. Her mouth finds my clit again, licking quickly now, her tongue as firm as the fingers inside me.   
 
    “Don’t stop,” I moan, pushing her head against me. “Please…more.” 
 
    Paige takes my hard little clit, so swollen now, into her mouth and sucks it, thrusting deep with her fingers at the same time. I don’t want her to stop. She licks everywhere, not finding her rhythm, which drives me crazy in a good way. She licks me, with quick, firm touches of her tongue until I think I’m going to come, and then she starts with long, slow strokes, from my ass to my clit until I’m about to scream. I do cry out, unable to help myself. 
 
    That’s when she takes as much of me in her mouth as much as she can, sucking my clit, keeping her fingers moving inside me. Again and again, until I really can’t take it and I come with a harsh cry, thrusting myself against her, greedy for every last bit of her mouth. My orgasm roars through me, leaving me breathless and spent when Paige finally lifts her head. 
 
    “That was fun,” she says with a grin. 
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    But the teaching doesn't end there 
 
    I've just finished feeding Ben at Melissa’s when there is a knock on the door. After our girl on girl lesson was over, Wendy left to pick up Xander and I assume the knock was her bringing back Melissa's kids. Paige left as well. I wonder if she picked up on my sudden awkwardness with her. I'm sure it will pass but after Paige made me come, I wasn't exactly sure what to say to her. 
 
    Melissa has no such problems. She chatters away as I do my best to will Ben to eat faster so I can go home. I wince at the knock on the door, thinking it's Wendy, thinking about how not to comment on the way her face contorts when Melissa was between her legs and how the noises she made got me even more excited. 
 
    I can see things being awkward with at least three of us for a bit. 
 
    But it's not Wendy or kids at the door. It's Joe. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I blurt out as Melissa leads him into the kitchen. 
 
    “Melissa asked me,” Joe says, clearly as surprised as I am to see him. 
 
    I glance from Joe to Melissa. “Do you two have some arrangement I don't know about? Not that it matters whether I know or not. Or whatever you are doing together,” I say, tripping over my words in my haste not to let Joe know how the thought of them together is disconcerting to me. “But why am I here?” 
 
    Joe is clearly as uncomfortable with my question as I am. “I'm not sure,” he says slowly, looking at Melissa, who is wearing her usual self-satisfied smile. “Melissa asked for a favour. I didn’t know it had anything to do with you.” 
 
    “I called Joe over so I could practice my blow-job technique on him,” Melissa astounds me by announcing this so matter-of-factly. 
 
    “You’re joking! You don't do that? And… with Joe?” 
 
    “I thought you wanted me to fix something,” Joe says, moving towards the door. Melissa grabs his arm before he moves away too far. 
 
    “Technically, I do need help fixing something. Come on. What guy is going to say no to a blowjob?” 
 
    “Me.” Joe looks at her still holding his arm and then at me. I’m stunned at Melissa’s new desire to be the blow-job queen. 
 
    “Please. I need to practice and you’re the only one around during the day. I thought today would work since I've already –” 
 
    “But you don't do that,” I quickly interrupt, before she gives away what the four of us had been up to. I'm not sure I want to broadcast that. 
 
    “You convinced me,” Melissa says. “I like the idea of the power of it. What do you say, Joe? You can help me improve my technique.” 
 
    “You're joking.” 
 
    Melissa looks affronted at my comment. “No. I'm not. I never joke about sex.” 
 
    “Maybe that's the problem,” I mutter. 
 
    “I need to know how to give a good blow job,” Melissa persists. “I want to do it for Mahak.” 
 
    “Why don't you practice on your husband then?” A very good question from Joe, and one I was about to ask as well. 
 
    “Because I want to be perfect for him. I'm probably pretty good already but I need to practice. That's where you come in. You're available, you have a penis –” 
 
    “So nice of you to notice.” 
 
    “Plus you have amazing control.” 
 
    Is that a blush suffusing across Joe's cheeks? “I think I'll go now,” I say. Ben is playing happily in the high chair and when I move to pick him up, Melissa stops me. 
 
    “No, you should stay.” 
 
    “No, I shouldn't. I'm not into watching,” I say even though that's not exactly true. 
 
    “You can help me. Tell me what to do. I gave you instructions this morning so it's only fair. You seemed suitably appreciative then.” 
 
    Joe raises his eyebrows. I think he knows she's not talking about yoga. 
 
    “Please,” Melissa tries again. “Both of you. It won't take long. Or maybe it will.” She attempts to wink at Joe but Melissa is clearly not a winker because it looks like her face is having a spasm. 
 
    I glance at Joe, who shrugs sheepishly. He’s a man – of course he's not going to refuse. 
 
    “Come into the living room,” Melissa instructs, leading the way. “Do you prefer to sit or stand?” 
 
    “I'll sit,” Joe says politely, turning to follow her like a dutiful Frodo.   
 
    “You're really going to let her...” 
 
    “The way I see it, I don't really have a choice,” he says. “If I don't, she'll never stop nagging me. Or you. Best just to get it over with.” 
 
    “My thought exactly,” Melissa says. “You’re both taking one for the team. Everyone will benefit from my expertise. Come on, Jacey, tell me where to start.” 
 
    I follow Joe into the next room, wishing I was anywhere but here.   
 
    Melissa is standing in front of the couch where Paige and I had enjoyed ourselves. As Joe moves towards her, Melissa reaches a hand out to the front of his jeans and gives it a rub.“We'll have to get you going,” she says with a smile. 
 
    “It's not always instantaneous,” he replies wryly. 
 
    “Do you need me to help you with that?” I can't help but ask sarcastically.    
 
    “No, I'm good with this.” With business like movements, Melissa undoes Joe’s belt, his jeans, tugging them over his hips. “Let's take these all the way off,” she says. “It's not a good look with pants around your ankles.” 
 
    I have a sudden sense of vindication as Joe is being undressed by Melissa. He looks so uncomfortable. I'm glad I'm not the only one.   
 
    I do notice he wears gray boxer briefs. 
 
    “Sit,” Melissa instructs and Joe sits dutifully on the edge of the couch before I can get a good glance at his package. And yes, I was trying to get a good look. Melissa kneels before him and pushes him back against the cushions. “Relax,” she says. “I'm not going to bite you.” She turns to me. “I'm not, am I?” 
 
    “I'm sure some might enjoy that,” I say archly and smile at the expression of fear on Joe's face.   
 
    “So what do I do?” Melissa asks. 
 
    “Put him in your mouth. You know, no one ever taught me how to give a blow-job. It was just something I figured out myself.”   
 
    “Yes, but you were what – fifteen?”   
 
    “Please. Seventeen. So?” 
 
    “So you've had years to perfect your technique. I don't want to wait that long. You told me to do it –”  
 
    “I don't remember telling you to do to this.” 
 
    “You all said I should try it. And so I'm trying it, but I don't want to do it half-assed. You're not hard yet,” she switches her attention to Joe's penis. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” she demands. 
 
    “Questions like that.” 
 
    She narrows her eyes at him. “Why don't you put him your mouth?” I suggest, standing off to the side. 
 
    “Sit,” she says to me as she grasps Joe with her hand, looking a little like she's about to manhandle a lobster out of a boiling pot. “You're making me nervous standing there.” 
 
    “I had no idea you knew what nervous even was,” I say under my breath and sit beside Joe. But I misjudged, and I'm too close to him on the couch, so close I can feel him exhale as Melissa takes him in her mouth. 
 
    I don't know where to look, what to do with my hands as I sit there. I can't look at Melissa, in case Joe thinks I’m trying to sneak a peek. And I can't look at Joe. I don't want to see him enjoying having Melissa's mouth on him. 
 
    “So what do I do?” Melissa pulls back to ask. I look down before I can stop myself and see Joe's penis rearing up. It's large - long and thick with a glistening head.   
 
    I can't stop the sudden throb between my legs when I see it. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “I – what?” I wrench my gaze away from Joe's penis and find his eyes on me.   
 
    “What do I do? Just suck it or what?” 
 
    “Haven't you ever done this before?” 
 
    “Not for a long time. And it was over so quick that I never had a chance to, you know.  Play with it.” 
 
    “Play?” Joe asks in a strangled voice. “It's not a toy.” 
 
    “Lick it,” I tell Melissa. “Use your tongue. Suck it some, but make it enjoy being in your mouth. And then pull it out, pretend it's an ice cream cone.” 
 
    “Like this?” Melissa licked the tip and the side of the shaft with long, languid strokes.   
 
    “I don't know.” I reluctantly turn to Joe. “What do you think?” 
 
    “Good.” From the strained sound of his voice, I take that to mean very good. 
 
    Melissa licks him for a few moments, before taking him back in her mouth. I watch her head bobs up and down. “Use your tongue when he's in your mouth,” I suggest despite myself. “Cup his balls.” 
 
    “I can taste it,” Melissa moans, her mouth full. 
 
    “Get over it. Look what you're doing to him.” 
 
    Melissa looks up with Joe still in her mouth, eyes widening as she sees the expression on Joe's face. That’s when she really gets into it. 
 
    I’ve never been able to watch a man before he comes. Sure, when Dom and I are having sex, I’ll look at him, but usually, I’m not really concentrating on his expression. I can tell when Dom’s about to come by his breathing or the noises he makes. Joe doesn’t make any noises. Or at least he’s trying very hard not to. His breathing is deep and even, and if I didn’t know better, I’d say he’s not enjoying himself. But then every so often, his nostrils flare and his eyelids flutter, so I think he’s into it. I’m sure he is. After a slow start, Melissa seems to be giving it all she has. 
 
    After watching them for a few minutes, I can’t stop the giggle that bubbles up from my chest. I can’t believe I’m here in the instructor role. Melissa seems to be doing just fine on her own. 
 
    “You think this is funny?” Joe growls.   
 
    “No, it’s actually very uncomfortable for me,” I tell him. 
 
    I’m expecting him to tell me to go when he does the unthinkable. As he is sitting on Melissa’s couch, his penis firmly ensconced in her mouth, Joe reaches out and pulls me towards him. And then he kisses me. 
 
    My mouth falls open as he draws me close, and he takes full advantage. His mouth is hot and ready, his tongue darting inside my mouth. When we kissed at Tia’s it was more tentative and exploratory. This kiss – wow. There’s nothing tentative about it. 
 
    I instinctively pull myself to him as we kiss, but can’t get closer, due to Melissa enjoying part of his anatomy. It’s a little awkward kissing like this, but then Joe’s hand slides onto my breast and it’s not that awkward anymore. There’s too much of me for him to cup gently, and I don’t think Joe is into being gentle. Almost as soon as he touches me, his hand moves under my shirt and he’s teasing my nipple with his fingers. Even with everything that happened this morning, I’m still excited by his touch.   
 
    Joe groans against my mouth. “Is that all right?” Melissa asks. “What the hell are you doing?” 
 
    I pull away from Joe to see Melissa’s head pop up with a surprised expression on her face. Without a word, Joe removes his hand from under my shirt, pushes Melissa’s head back down, and everyone resumes. By this time, I’ve become too excited from a simple make out session and want something more. I make a little moaning noise of my own, and change positions so I’m kneeling on the couch with half of my chest pressed up against Joe. Once more he takes his hand away, but this time repositions it between my legs, down the front of my pants. 
 
    A sigh escapes as his fingers find my wetness. I begin to rock back and forth and his fingers slide inside me. 
 
    “You’re so wet,” he murmurs, his mouth against the sensitive skin on my neck. He thrusts two fingers inside me, the ball of his thumb caressing my clit at the same time. It doesn’t take long for my orgasm to build, and I cry out as his fingers increase in speed and pressure. I press myself against his hand, my arms cradling his head, his mouth against my throat. The sound of my wordless cries and Joe’s breathing fill the room. 
 
    Suddenly Joe stiffens against me, and I can feel his hips thrusts upward as he comes. But his fingers don’t stop and I come quickly against his hand, with his mouth on mine again, muffling my cries. 
 
    When it’s over, I pull back and Joe withdrawals his hand. I smile shyly at him. 
 
    “So how was that?” Melissa demands.   
 
    I was so caught up with Joe I almost forgot what she was doing. 
 
    “It was great,” Joe tells her, looking at me. 
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    Based on Dominic’s reaction the last time I confessed to extra-sexual activities, I wait again until we are alone and in bed to tell him about Melissa’s morning sex class. He crawls into bed wearing boxers and a ragged Guns n’ Roses T-shirt, with minty fresh breath and two days worth of stubble. I don’t mind the stubble but tonight I can’t help compare his scratchy-looking cheeks with the smooth softness of Paige from earlier. 
 
    Which means nothing, I tell myself. 
 
    “I think I went to that concert,” I say to Dom, plucking at the worn fabric of his T-shirt with my fingers.   
 
    “Who’d you go with?” he asks. 
 
    “This guy I was dating. He liked getting blow jobs more than sex.” 
 
    “Strange guy. But you do give good blow jobs.” He wiggles his eyebrows suggestively. 
 
    “Speaking of blow jobs…sort of, I guess. It was interesting at Melissa’s today. She decided it would be fun if we learned how to play with each other.” 
 
    Dominic looks confused. “Play what?” 
 
    “With each other; me and Paige and Wendy and her. So we’d be more comfortable having threesomes.” 
 
    “You’re joke – really?”   
 
    I think his jaw is about to hit the blanket. “Really.” 
 
    “So the two of you –” 
 
    “Four. Wendy and Paige were there too.” 
 
    “You and…” 
 
    “Paige.” 
 
    “You’re serious.” Dom has an expression of part fear, part awe and wonder on his face. “You and the girls there, just going at it. Getting each other off.” 
 
    “Well, yes. Is that okay?” I ask hesitantly. 
 
    “It’s a little late to ask that!” He shifts in the bed beside me and I have a frisson of fear this confession time won’t be ending as enjoyable as the first one. 
 
    “You’re mad.” 
 
    “No.” He shakes his head. “No, I’m not mad. Hell, how can any man be mad at that? The thought of you and them, all together – shit, Jacey, I’m hard just thinking of it.” I let him gather his thoughts, although all I want to do is reach under the blanket and see how hard he is. 
 
    “Am I enough for you?” he surprises me by saying. 
 
    “Of course you are,” I tell him automatically.   
 
    “Are you sure? Because I thought I was and then now you’ve seemed to embrace this new lifestyle change rather…exuberantly. Makes me wonder.” 
 
    “No. No way.” I touch his arm, not his cock like I really want to. If I touch that, this conversation will be over a lot quicker, but things won’t be resolved. “I married you knowing you would be the last man I was going to have sex with. I’m still okay with that.” 
 
    “But I won’t be. Maybe I’ll be the last but I won’t be the only one.” 
 
    “I thought you were okay with that. You wanted it too. This is an opportunity to explore our sexuality.” Oh, God, am I really quoting Melissa?   
 
    “You just seem to be doing a little more exploring than I am.” 
 
    “Are you mad at that?” 
 
    “I think more jealous,” he says slowly.   
 
    “You can have a foursome with the guys if you want,” I try and joke and Dom is quick to shake his head. 
 
    “Thanks, but that’s never been my thing.” 
 
    “Other stuff,” I say slowly, not really wanting to give him permission to behave like I’m doing, which makes me feel like a hypocrite. “If you want…” 
 
    “I don’t think I want,” he says and I breathe a sigh of relief. “You seem to be really getting into this – with Mahak, and now this girl stuff. You obviously have fantasies that you want to act on.” 
 
    “You’re my fantasy too,” I tell him in a small voice. “I want to do stuff with you, too.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Dom, this can go away if you’re not good with it. I won’t go near anyone, I’ll stop with the yoga, we’ll never talk to Tia again…” 
 
    “I don’t think we have to go overboard,” he smiles reassuringly. I’m shocked with how relieved I feel. “I’m okay with things – with the stuff at Tia’s and, I guess, even the stuff you’re doing on the side. Acting on your fantasies.” 
 
    “Do you have fantasies you want to act out on?” I ask carefully, thinking he’s going to tell he wants to do something with Tia. 
 
    “Being a fly on the wall when the four of you get together again!” he jokes. “I think all the husbands would agree on that.” 
 
    “I’m not sure if it would be the same,” I tell him coyly. I move slowly to him. “So, what do you want?  What’s your fantasy? And with who?” 
 
    The smile Dominic gives me melts my heart. “Well, with you, of course.” 
 
    “You’re just saying that.” 
 
    Dominic looks serious. “Jace, we started this thing with the neighbours and I’m pretty confident I could get anything I wanted from the wives, especially Melissa and Tia. But I love you and I want to be with you, before any of them. You really need to remember that.” 
 
    “I know that,” I tell him quickly, deciding against commenting on his inclusion of Tia. “And so do you. You’re always first on my list.” I lean over and kiss him briefly on the lips, then again, my hand lingering on his cheek, feeling the stubble. 
 
    “So what’s your fantasy?” I ask in a low voice. 
 
    Now he smiles his sexy smile, the same one that first got me into bed with him so long ago. “You’ve been a bad, bad girl.” 
 
    “I have. Are you going to punish me?” 
 
    “I’d like to.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” There had been a few spanks administered over the years but nothing close to BDSM. I can’t help but wonder how far Dominic wants to take this when he jumps out of bed. I watch him as he takes the belt from my robe hanging on the bathroom door. Then he grabs one of my scarves from the closet. 
 
    “Wanna try?” he asks suggestively, pulling the belt tight between his hands.   
 
    Dominic is right. No matter who I’m with, and what I do with them, I always want him the most. I hold out my wrists in response, a curl of anticipation beginning between my legs.  
 
    “Lay down.” He kisses me before taking my hands and pulling them over my head, tying the belt around my wrists and to one of the thick four posters on the corner of the bed. Then he gently places the scarf over my eyes and ties it as well. I’m lying down diagonally across the bed with my arms stretched over my head. The position isn’t uncomfortable but it takes me back to the scene with Mahak and Melissa. The belt is tight and I’m unable to move my arms and unable to see. I’m completely at Dominic’s mercy. Whatever he wants to do with me… 
 
    “Where’s your vibrator?” Dom surprises me by asking. 
 
    “My underwear drawer. Why?” He doesn’t answer. “What are you doing?” I ask. “I want you, not that.” 
 
    “It’s not up to you.  Looks like you have no say in the matter.”   
 
    I can’t see, but I can hear the drawer open and his moving back to the bed. I can feel his weight on the bed. “Dominic.” 
 
    “Don’t be nervous,” he tells me, pulling up my nightshirt and putting his hand on my pussy. “We need to take these off,” he says, flicking the elastic of my underwear with his finger. 
 
    “You’ll have to do it. I’m all tied up,” I try to joke. What’s he planning? The anticipation is making me even more excited and I push my hips up into his hand. 
 
    “You like being tied up?” he asks in a low voice, slowly pulling my panties down my legs. “You have no control of what’s going to happen.”  
 
    “No,” I breathlessly, as he puts his hand back between my legs. His fingers caress the cleft between my legs, never dipping deep enough to touch between the folds, but teasing my outer lips. 
 
    “You let Paige touch you here? Did you like it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper.   
 
    “Did she use her mouth?” His fingers are teasing my pussy, darting close enough for me to feel pressure on my clit but not touching it. I nod. “Did you like it? Do you want me to use my mouth?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” I open my legs shamelessly for him, aching for him to touch me. Being unable to move, unable to see has increased the sensations in the rest of my body. 
 
    Or maybe it’s just really turned me on. I like being teased. 
 
    Dominic’s fingers open my outer lips and I feel his breath against my wetness before his tongue flickers against my clit. Then it stops. “I don’t think I’m going to use my mouth right now.” 
 
    “Dominic…” His name is more of a moan and I push my hips upward, hungry for more. 
 
    “I love how easily you get excited,” he says in a low voice, closing my legs firmly and straddles my legs, effectively preventing me from them the way I want to, to allow him full access. I want him to touch me, with his fingers and tongue, to fuck me with the penis I can never get enough of.  
 
    “Do you like me teasing you?” he asks now, still cupping my pussy with his shy fingers, the other hand wandering up my bare stomach towards my breasts. They are still covered by my night shirt and Dom stops at the fabric, trailing his fingers along my rib cage but not going any further. “It feels good but it’s frustrating, isn’t it? It’s like when you tell me what it’s like with you and the others. I can picture what it was like with you and the girls. I can imagine what it was like with Melissa and Paige going down on you. I know how much you like it. I know you must have liked them doing it to you. I can imagine your face when you came with them, what you sounded like, and it gets me so hot, Jacey, I just have to fuck you, but it’s frustrating because I’m not there.” 
 
    I’m lying perfectly still now, hypnotized by Dom’s voice and the feel of his hands against my body. 
 
    “I’d like to have been there,” he continues. “I’d like to see you with their hands on you, the look on your face as you come with their tongue in your pussy. Right there,” he says as he flicks his finger against my clit, making my breath catch. “Licking right there, because I know you like that. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper. 
 
    “Do you want me to lick you there?” he asks conversationally. My legs are still closed tightly, and only one of his fingers can slide between my lips. He strokes my clit carelessly. 
 
    “Yes.”    
 
    “I might. Later. But not now. You can see what it’s like to be frustrated. Is this driving you crazy, Jacey?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    He leans over me and kisses my lips. “Not nearly enough.” 
 
    “Dom…”  
 
    He shifts so he’s no longer straddling me, and pushes my legs apart. I hear the sudden buzz of my vibrator. “This’ll be good, but it’s not what you want, is it? Let’s see how you feel about that.” 
 
    Before I can say anything, he opens me with his fingers, touching the tip of the vibrator directly on my clit. It’s turned up high, so the vibrations nearly make me jump off the bed. When I use it, I build up the speed slowly, I like to tease myself, letting the anticipation build. 
 
    This isn’t about what I want though. 
 
    Dom moves the tip around my clit, moving it in fast, tight circles, adding to the sensations from the vibrations. This isn’t what I’m used to but it’s good. I move my hips off the bed, and a moan escapes my lips.   
 
    “You’re going to come, aren’t you?” 
 
    I am. “Don’t stop!” The teasing has worked on me. I can feel the orgasm building so quickly, rushing up my legs as Dominic quickens his movements, rubbing the vibrator so fast against my engorged clit it’s almost painful. I don’t want to come this fast, but I have no choice. I climax with a loud cry, harsh shudders racking my body as the vibrator continues relentlessly.   
 
    “No! Please!” I gasp, as the sensations grip my body. Dom doesn’t stop and neither does my orgasm. 
 
    “You should make up your mind what you want,” he says. Suddenly, he thrusts the vibrator inside me and starts fucking me hard with it. The vibrations fill me, and my climax quickly begins building into another one. My hands pull against the belt, and I’m unable to see which only heightens the sensations. Dom continues to fuck me with the vibrator, pulling it almost out until the tip is teasing my opening, before thrusting it roughly back inside me. He does it again and again, picking up his pace and my hips begin moving on their own accord, meeting each thrust. I can’t stop my cries as my entire body strains upward towards him.   
 
    “I’m going to come,” I cry. “Don’t stop.” 
 
    But he stops for a brief moment, stops with the tip barely inside me, before pulling it out completely and rubbing it along my clit.   
 
    That touch sends my climax crashing through me, so intense that I scream, as Dom thrusts the vibrator back inside me.   
 
    He fucks me with it, again and again, my orgasm continuing and I keep coming, my body shaking. I lose track of how many times I come. I lose track of everything but the feeling of the vibrations and the hard smoothness inside me.   
 
    Suddenly it stops. Dom stops and pulls it out. The buzz vanishes, and the only sounds I hear are my ragged breathing and Dom’s breaths sounding harsh in the now-quiet room. I lay spent. 
 
    “That enough for you?”  
 
    I can tell from his voice he’s amused, that’s he’s enjoying himself. But I can’t summon the energy for a pithy response. 
 
    He doesn’t really give me a chance. He moves up the bed and grasps the back of my head, pulling it up. I can feel the tip of his penis against my mouth and I open it, taking him in, licking and sucking, like it’s the first taste of water after a long drought.  
 
    I can feel him thrusting his hips against my mouth and I take as much of him in as I can, using my tongue against his tip with no finesse but wanting to make him come as quick as I can. 
 
    It doesn’t take long before he fills my mouth his salty come as he cries out with a final thrust. 
 
    I swallow it as he pulls out, and then gently removes my bindings, rubbing my hands to bring back the circulation. 
 
    “Love you,” he says as he drops a kiss on my lips. 
 
    “Me too,” I tell him, but my eyes are closed and I’m almost asleep.   
 
    I forgot to tell him about Joe. 
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    It appears my husband has no issue with my little extra-curricular activities with the neighbours. I didn’t really expect that, but then again, I never really expected to become involved with any extracurricular activities, let alone with the neighbours. I never even expected to like them, let alone like having sex with them. 
 
    And I do. I can admit it. I’m enjoying this. I should feel like a slut but instead, I’ve never felt so desirable in my life. 
 
    I get a phone call from Tia Wednesday night during dinner, asking if I would mind dropping by after the kids were in bed.   
 
    “I feel like I’ve been summoned to the principal’s office,” I say to Dominic as I relay the request. “Have I done something wrong?” 
 
    He raises his eyebrows. “I wonder what Tia would classify as something wrong.” 
 
    “Do you think she knows?” I mouth since Hanna is at the table with us. 
 
    “I’m sure there’s not much around here that Tia doesn’t know about. Don’t stress, Jacey. She probably wants to have a glass of wine and get to know you better.” The gleam in his eyes suggests he doesn’t think the request is as innocent as it came across. And given my recent activities, I’m inclined to believe him. 
 
    I walk across to Tia’s house as Dominic is putting Hanna to bed. 
 
    “It’s lovely to see you,” Tia is all smiles as she opens the door for me. We’re wearing the same outfit – yoga pants and a loose long sleeve T-shirt, only it looks much more flattering on Tia. She really has an amazing figure, long and lean with just the right amount of curves. 
 
    I should stop thinking about her curves, I tell myself. But as I follow her into the house, I can’t help but check out her bum. 
 
    She takes me into the little den attached to the kitchen, which is good because I’m not exactly comfortable sitting on the couch where I had sex with Colin last Saturday.  It seems so long since then and so much has happened.   
 
    Actually, not much has happened – just a fair amount of sex. Different kinds of sex. A lot of sex.  
 
    Tia makes small talk as she pours me a glass of wine. I think my small talk is getting better these days. I guess moving here has helped with my socialization skills as well my sex skills.   
 
    Did I just think that? Is that what this has come too? Is it like a job resume – yes, I’m fairly proficient now with girl-on-girl action, comfortable with anal as long as I get the proper advance notice, but I am expert in blow jobs and most basic positions of intercourse. 
 
    I give my head a shake as Tia’s hands me a glass of chilled white wine. “We haven’t had much time to spend together,” she begins. “I hope you and Dominic will be able to join us next Saturday night.” 
 
    “It’s my birthday,” I blurt out. “Well, the Sunday is.” 
 
    “I didn’t know that,” she says with sincere delight. “Do you have plans?” 
 
    “Not really. I’m not much for birthdays.” 
 
    “Why don’t I get one of my girls to babysit for you on Sunday night and Dominic can take you to dinner?” 
 
    “Sure,” I say, surprisingly touched by her offer. “That would be nice.” 
 
    “I’ll text him, give him some restaurant suggestions and set up a time. I’m so glad! Do you know, Jacey, I’m so jealous of Melissa and the other girls getting to know you so well.” 
 
    My jaw drops. 
 
    “The morning yoga,” she continues.    
 
    “Yes, yoga,” I stammer, thinking I’ve covered my surprise. “I’ve never done that before.” 
 
    “Melissa told me all about the things you’ve tried. She’s very impressed with how quick you’ve taken to it.” 
 
    “Are we still talking yoga?” I have to ask.   
 
    Tia smiles. “Well, I was, but if there’s something else you’d like to discuss…” 
 
    “I’m assuming Melissa told you what happened.” 
 
    “She did. Does that bother you?” 
 
    “Other than the fact you seem to know everything that goes on around here? No, why should it?” I ask wryly. 
 
    “Jacey.” Tia smiles indulgently at me. “We’re all friends. Open and honest communication is how this arrangement works.” 
 
    “Okay then. Can you tell me something?” 
 
    “Of course. Anything.” Tia settles against the cushions. “Ask away.” 
 
    “What’s with you and Joe?” I don’t know I’m going to ask until the words pop out of my mouth. I don’t regret the question.   
 
    “Are you asking if I’m in a relationship with him?” 
 
    “No. Yes. I mean, I don’t think you are but there’s something there…” 
 
    “Are you attracted to Joe?” 
 
    “I’m asking the questions for now.” 
 
    “You are, and I think you are attracted to him. Joe is a wonderful man. Your observations are correct. I was in a relationship with him at one time. After my second husband passed away, I became involved with Joe.” I think that’s it until Tia drops the bombshell. “And his wife.” 
 
    “His…wife? Oh! Really?” 
 
    “They liked to play. I don’t think it was Joe’s choice, but at the time, he was willing to do anything for Michelle. She could be quite demanding.” 
 
    “I thought she cheated on him. Was that with you?” I ask, unable to temper my rudeness. 
 
    “No, it wasn’t. The three of us shared a consensual relationship for some time. There was no cheating. I was…Michelle called me her unicorn.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Unicorns are mythical creatures, believed not to exist. I was a single woman, able to give myself to both Joe and Michelle equally without the need of more of an emotional attachment. Michelle always said she never thought such a woman existed.” 
 
    I’m not sure what I felt about the image of Joe, his unknown wife, and Tia in bed together.  
 
    “Cute,” I say uneasily. “So what happened?”   
 
    “I thought the arrangement was satisfactory for us all, but unbeknownst to us, Michelle became involved with another man, someone from her work. Joe couldn’t forgive her, and she ultimately left him. It wasn’t a happy time for him.” 
 
    “I can’t see why it would be.” 
 
    “After Michelle left him, we found comfort with each other, but nothing more. We’re friends.” 
 
    “That’s all?” 
 
    “You are attracted to him.” 
 
    “So what if I am?” 
 
    “Jacey, there’s no need to be hostile. I’m not judging you. But I must ask; does Dominic know about Melissa and…?” 
 
    “Do you know everything?” I ask with an exasperated laugh. 
 
    “There’s not much you can hide on this street,” Tia says with a smile and I feel some of my hostility vanish. I take a sip of my wine. 
 
    “Dominic knows everything,” I tell her reluctantly. “And he’s fine with it.” 
 
    “Is he?” 
 
    “Yes. He’s…it’s helped us discover some things about our relationship,” I say, remembering how it felt to be tied to the bed the other night. 
 
    “Are you looking for someone?” Tia asks, this time surprising me with her bluntness. 
 
    “Are you offering?” 
 
    “Actually, I might be.” For the first time, I caught sight of Tia losing her poise. “I care a great deal about you and Dominic, and I’ve made no secret that I find your husband attractive.” 
 
    “So I didn’t imagine that.” 
 
    “No. But I’m sure you’re used to it by now. And you – you intrigue me.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “There’s an untouched well of sensuality inside you, Jacey. You’ve only begun to tap into it. I would love to help you explore it.” 
 
    I can’t seem to look away from Tia’s dark eyes. And I’m not sure what to say to her. “I don’t know,” I finally manage. “I don’t know if we would be into that.” 
 
    “Dominic seemed to enjoy it.”   
 
    I have no idea how she can say that without the least bit of smugness, but somehow she manages it. 
 
    “It was his first time. It’s every man’s fantasy but it’s not mine. I’d rather two men, actually. And I don’t think we need that in our marriage, either another man or a woman. No offense, but I don’t think I’d want it. Once in a while maybe…” 
 
    “Did you enjoy being with Melissa and Mahak?” 
 
    “I did.” The words come out in a whisper. Tia’s eyes seem to be searching my insides. “Why aren’t you a unicorn for them?” 
 
    “I don’t think such an arrangement would work, based on our personalities. It might be difficult since the three of us are all quite dominant in the bedroom. And Paige? Did you enjoy being with her?” 
 
    “Yes. This is why you know everything,” I try frantically to break the spell Tia seems to be casting on me. “People just tell you things, things they don’t mean to.” 
 
    “But I’m very interested in knowing about you. Did being with a woman excite you?” 
 
    “Yes.” The word comes out so quietly that I’m not sure Tia hears me, but then she places a warm hand on my knee and I’m sure she did.   
 
    “It excites me,” Tia says in a low voice. “I enjoy men as well, but the feel of a woman’s body, being able to provide enjoyment for her...” I nod, not wanting to speak or I might blurt out how much I want her to be giving me enjoyment right now. “Jacey?” I can’t take my eyes off her hand.  It’s moved to my thigh. “Can I kiss you?” Tia asks. 
 
    “Where – your girls?” 
 
    “They won’t be home for hours.” She moves closer, her dark eyes never leaving my face. Smoothly she takes the glass of wine out of my hand. “You can stop me at any time.” 
 
    I nod dumbly, knowing I’m not going to stop her or be able to, even if I wanted to. This must be how it happened with her and Melissa. And then I put any thoughts of Melissa firmly out of my mind. 
 
    Tia cups my face in her hands and presses her lips against mine. Her lips are dry and soft, and it’s me who opens my mouth first and who darts my tongue into her mouth. As soon I do that, Tia’s hands find my breasts and we’re off and running. 
 
    Once again, I’m into exploring. 
 
    Paige was almost clumsy in her inexperience, and Melissa was almost too experienced and seemed to be showing off. With Tia, every move is natural; the way her hand tangles in my curls to pull my head closer and the way her thumb brushes my nipple. Her hands are constantly moving as if they’re trying to reassure me. Her lips move from my mouth to my neck, and back.  It puts me into a dreamlike state, with her gentle caresses, the taste of wine on her lips and the warmth of the fire. Soon, she is undressing me, pulling my T-shirt over my head, unhooking my bra, tugging my pants down. I’m lying back on her leather couch, wearing only my panties when Tia stands before me and begins undressing.   
 
    I watch with half-closed eyes, admiring her breasts, which seem much fuller naked, and her flat stomach. Suddenly I reach out and trail my fingers across her taut skin, sending a shiver through her. “I’ve never…” I stammer.   
 
    “You don’t have to do anything,” Tia whispers as I sit up. 
 
    “I think I might want to.” I place my hands on her hips and pull her towards me, and then touch her pussy with a finger. She’s wet and warm as I stroke her gently, opening her lips with my fingers. I lean forward. Tia is a tall woman and her pussy is at the perfect height for me. I begin to tongue her tentatively, unsure of what I’m doing, but really wanting to try. I used my fingers with Paige but I want to give Tia the sensation I’m craving.     
 
    Tia opens her legs wider and I think I can hear her sigh as I press my face between her legs. I find her clit easily, and begin to lick her with cat-like strokes until I’m comfortable. Then I add a little wiggle, longer strokes of my tongue and find her opening.  I thrust in my tongue and smile as she moans.   
 
    By listening to her breathing and her soft moans, I can figure out what she likes. She likes me to lick her clit quickly, and then tease her by slowing it down. She likes it when I use my fingers, thrusting two of them inside her as she rocks her hips towards me. And when I suck her clit into my mouth, she cries out and pushes my head so I can take her deeper in my mouth.   
 
    That’s when she comes and I lick her gently until she stops quivering.   
 
    “That was…unexpected,” she says as I lift my head. “I never thought…” 
 
    “I wanted to try.” 
 
    “Amazing job,” she tells me with a smile, dropping to her knees in front of me. “And time for me to return the favour.” I lay back as she spreads my legs gently, bending one of my knees and pushes it up against my chest. Then I feel her tongue against me and close my eyes. 
 
    Mahak might have been a master at cunnilingus but Tia is a goddess. With Mahak, it was like he was trying to devour me all at once. With Tia, she’s savouring me like I’m her last meal and she wants it to last for all time. 
 
    I’m going to stop comparing them and just enjoy the sensations.   
 
    Tia explores my pussy like it’s a treasure map, leaving no stone unturned, using her fingers to carve her path, rubbing my clit with her thumb as she slips two fingers inside me, before exchanging her thumb with her tongue. She keeps her fingers moving inside me, even pressing her pinky against my anus as she tongues me, teasing my clit until I think I’m going to explode and then she changes, thrusting her tongue inside me, and using her thumb to rub my clit.   
 
    There are so many different sensations and Tia hits nerve endings that I didn’t even know I had. She strokes the length of my pussy, beginning with my anus, twirling her tongue, and then her finger around the puckered hole until I moan with delight that something that seems so wicked should feel so good. She focuses on my outer lips, kissing and sucking them, using her fingers to spread them open, leaving my clit unprotected and vulnerable before she attacks it with her tongue – probing and teasing and licking and sucking until I can’t take any more.  
 
    Her fingers are back inside me, thrusting deeply as she circles my clit with her tongue. I can’t help my cries, and I push her head down as I feel my climax building. Tia licks me with hard probes of her tongue and as she begins to suck my clit again, I explode around her mouth, coming again and again, the sensations crashing through my body. I don’t realize I’m screaming until it’s over. I also don’t realize Tia has her hand between her legs, rubbing herself to an orgasm just as mine subsides. 
 
    “Oh. My. God,” I manage weakly as Tia lifts her head, leaving me spent and boneless against the cushions. She smiles down at me and hands me my wine glass.   
 
    “Aren’t you glad we became friends?” 
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    “What happened?” Dominic asks as soon as I come in the door. He takes in my rumpled clothes and general disheveled appearance and laughs. “I think I know.” 
 
    “Why does everyone on this street want to have sex with me?” I demand. 
 
    Dominic gets up to wrap his arms around me, burying his face in my neck. “You’re irresistible. Umm, you even smell like her.” 
 
    “I do not! How do you know what she smells like?” 
 
    “Her perfume, Jacey. So? How was it?” 
 
    “I’m not telling you.” 
 
    “What happened?” he asks with concern. 
 
    “Honestly? It was like nothing I’ve ever experienced and if I start to tell you about it, all you’re going to want to do is fuck me and I just need a little rest right now, okay?” I say indignantly. For the first time, I can remember I absolutely do not need to have sex right now.   
 
    “I still want to fuck you even if you don’t tell me about it,” Dominic smiles at me. 
 
    “You really want me to tell you?” I sigh.  
 
    “Of course. But we can save it for another night if you like. You look all done in.” I let him lead me to the couch and sink into it. 
 
    “How did you survive a night with the two of them?” I shake my head in wonder and Dominic begins to laugh. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “You. You didn’t even want to move here, you freaked out when they asked us to play with them and started talking about church and divorce and cheating. Now, you can’t seem to get enough.” 
 
    “It’s their fault,” I whine.   
 
    “You could say no.” 
 
    “Why would I want to do that?” I grin, happy when he pulls me close. 
 
    “What am I going to do with you?” my husband wonders, dropping a kiss on my head. I cuddle up to him, content as always in his arms. 
 
    “Obviously, whatever you want. But just not right now. Maybe later, though.” I could possibly handle later. 
 
    “You’re insatiable!” Dominic laughs. “Were you always like this or did moving here bring it on? Is there something in the air?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. It’s always been like this with you.” 
 
    We sit quietly for a while, watching a rerun of Big Bang Theory, with Dom’s arms around me until the phone rings. “It’s Joe,” he says, checking caller id.   
 
    “You get it,” I say, comfortably nestled into his chest. 
 
    He doesn’t wait for a response before picking up the phone. I’m focused on what Sheldon is doing on the T.V. and only half-listening to Dom is saying to Joe, and jump when he says my name. “Jacey! Is that okay?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Joe made us a new shelf for the bedroom. He wants you to go check it out in his workshop tomorrow before he paints it.” 
 
    “Okay.” I completely forgot he was making us a shelf. But I hadn’t forgotten the day I pulled it off the wall, and Joe kissed my shoulder. And I didn’t forget that I haven’t told Dominic about what happened with Joe when Melissa was practicing with him. 
 
    I know I didn’t forget about that, but I have been trying to put it out of my mind.   
 
    “Sure, tomorrow afternoon. I’ll tell her.” He hangs up the phone and I can feel him look at me as I sit up. 
 
    “Go see the shelf at Joe’s tomorrow.” 
 
    “Ok,” I agree hesitantly. 
 
    “You’re not going to have sex with him too, are you?” He sounds resigned, but not angry. 
 
    “I have no plans to do so,” I tell him, which is the truth. 
 
    “Did you plan on having sex with everyone else?” he asks reasonably. 
 
    Good point. 
 
    “Don’t mess with Joe,” Dominic continues. “He’s a good guy. Not that Jackson and Colin aren’t good guys, but I always wonder how Joe came to be involved in this thing. He doesn’t seem the type.” 
 
    “Tia used to have threesomes with Joe and his wife on a regular basis,” I report.     
 
    “Really?” Dominic asks with amazement. “Never pictured that.” 
 
    “Neither did I.” I didn’t tell Dominic that I don’t really like that picture. Dominic’s right about Joe seeming different than the others, more stoic and honourable and focused. “I guess good guys need kinky sex, too.”     
 
      “You’re not planning on having sex with him, are you?” Dominic asks again. 
 
    “I told you I wasn’t. Do you not want me to have sex with him?” I counter. Maybe that would stop things, knowing Dominic isn’t accepting of this thing with Joe. Maybe if he had a problem with my behaviour with the others, I’d been able to say no, or at least avoid the situations I keep finding myself into. I mean, I went over to Tia’s for a glass of wine. And yoga at Melissa’s. I was walking the dog when Mahak intercepted me, for God’s sake! 
 
    “All I need to know,” Dominic says seriously, “is that you love me and that I’m enough for you.” 
 
    I kiss his lips. “I love you and I would happily have you as the last person I have sex with for the rest of my life if that’s what you want.” 
 
    “But that’s not what you want?” 
 
    I think about what to say for a moment, and finally, use what Tia said to me. “I’m tapping my inner well of sensuality. I’m exploring my sexuality. I didn’t know I wanted or needed to do this, but now it’s happening, I’d maybe like to continue. If you’re okay with things?” I finish, with a hesitant glance at my husband. 
 
    He kisses me back. “As long as you come back to me when you’re finished.” 
 
    “I always will.”        
 
    How did I end up with a man like him? 
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    The next day I leave Ben with Wendy after yoga as I went to check out my new shelf.  I tell myself it’s because a workshop isn’t the place for a baby rather than the fact I wanted to be alone with Joe. 
 
    I don’t want to be alone with him. 
 
    I don’t not want to be alone with him. 
 
    I’m not sure what I want when it comes to Joe. Yes, I am attracted to him, but I like him too. He is more of a friend than either Jackson or Colin. Mahak – I’m not sure how I consider him other than a sex god. But Joe – I liked him first as well as finding him attractive, where the others were about the sex, with the added bonus of friendship coming second if that makes sense. Dominic must sense that about Joe. Tia too, but she knows everything. I don’t think Dom is threatened by Joe, but he must know I’m a little confused. 
 
    It would be easier if I just stay away from Joe.   
 
    But here I am, knocking on the side door of the garage, where I know Joe’s workshop is, and tell myself nothing is going to happen. It would be better for everyone. 
 
    But it wouldn’t be as much fun. 
 
    The door opens. “Morning,” Joe says, holding it open for me.   
 
    As soon as I see him, all I think about is how it felt when he was kissing me with his hand between my legs. I know I’m in trouble. “Hi,” I manage.   
 
    Joe barely looks at me. “How are you?” he asks formally.   
 
    “That’s all you’re going to say?” I blurt. 
 
    “What would you like me to say?” he counters. “Is there something bothering you that you’d like to talk about?” 
 
    “Apparently you don’t,” I mutter. I didn’t know what to expect, but it’s not this. Did I think I’d fall into his arms and we’d continue what we started at Melissa’s, without the addition of Melissa? Maybe. Did I plan on having sex with him? No, I told Dominic the truth – I’m not planning on it, but based on my track record around here, I kind of thought Joe and I might end up horizontal at some point. Or vertical. Or something.  And, yes, I admit; I want that.  
 
    “Your shelf is over here,” Joe says, clearly not wanting to discuss the elephant in the room. Fine. If that’s the way he wants it, that’s fine with me.  
 
    His workshop is warm with sawdust on the floor and smells of fresh wood. I follow Joe, looking at everything he points out to me, unable to stop glancing at his ass. He’s wearing a flannel shirt tucked into faded jeans, form-fitting enough to hug his bottom without being tight.  I’m so tempted to grab it.   
 
    “Thank you for making us a new shelf,” I tell him politely after the tour.   
 
    “You’re welcome,” he replies just as polite, just as if he never brought me to orgasm with his fingers while getting a blowjob. As always, I’m unable to tell what he’s thinking. “I’ll paint it and put it up tomorrow if you like.”   
 
    “Thank you,” I repeat, shaking my head to stop thinking about being alone with him in my bedroom. Or the fact I’m alone with him now.  “You’re very talented.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “I admire how you can do things with your hands,” I continue. “Your fingers are very talented.” 
 
    A smile tugs at the edge of his mouth, indicating that maybe he is thinking about it too. “Glad you approve.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean the other day,” I say in a rush.   
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “You obviously don’t want to talk about it, so that’s fine. Fine with me,” I tell, him, everything in my tone suggesting the opposite. 
 
    “I don’t exactly believe you.” 
 
    “We – you…you and Melissa and then…” I stammer, not sure what I want to say. 
 
    “Jacey. It was an unusual situation and I acted on an impulse. Should I apologize about that? I really didn’t mean to upset you.” Joe seems sincere.   
 
    “No,” I mutter. “You didn’t upset me. You confuse me.” 
 
    “I honestly don’t mean to.” 
 
    “I don’t like being confused. I need to be able to figure out problems, clearly and rationally.” 
 
    “Am I a problem?” Joe asks. 
 
    “I don’t know. This arrangement – it’s logical when you think about it. It’s not unheard of for couples to look for excitement in their relationships and with the close friendships of those living on the street, it’s reasonable for them to turn to each other for this excitement.” 
 
    “Good to know,” he says when I pause to collect my thoughts. 
 
    “But you,” I continue. “I don’t understand why I feel this way. It’s not like I need more sex. I’m getting enough. I was getting enough, even before this started.” 
 
    “Not sure I needed to know that.” 
 
    “See? You don’t like the thought of me having sex with someone else, do you?” 
 
    “It’s not that. You can do what you like with your husband. Or anyone else. It’s none of my concern.” 
 
    I stare at Joe, wondering if I should believe him, but not sure if I do. “So it’s just me,” I say finally. “This makes things awkward. Not that they weren’t already heading that way. Most times when you get a girl off and then refuse to acknowledge the fact, it makes things a little uncomfortable.”  
 
    Joe winces. “Jacey,” he begins. “I don’t know what you want to hear.” 
 
    “Tell me you don’t want me,” I beg. “Then I can go home and lick my wounds and forget this ever happened.” 
 
    “I can’t tell you that.” Just as a wave of hope and anticipation begins to build, Joe crushes it. “But I can tell you nothing else is going to happen.” 
 
    “Why?” I ask stupidly, pathetically. 
 
    “You’re a smart girl. I don’t think you’ve thought of the consequences.” 
 
    “That’s the thing,” I tell him, touching him for the first time, feeling the firmness of his arm under my palm. “There wouldn’t be any consequences.” 
 
    “What you do mean by that?” 
 
    “My husband is very understanding. And very accepting.” 
 
    “Of what?” 
 
    “He realizes this arrangement has opened a side of me I’d like to explore. And he’s fine with it. He knows at the end of the day, I belong to him and I go back to him.” 
 
    Joe looks searchingly at me with his blue eyes. I can see the hesitation in his face as he contemplates my words. But I can also see the hunger in his eyes. I’m wrong about that. What’s going to win out? 
 
    I don’t wait for him to decide. I kiss him before he can make up his mind before he can say anything. I kiss him with all the longing I’ve had for him since I first met him.   
 
    But I’m not getting it from him. I pull back, my hands falling from his shoulders to his chest and toy with the buttons on his flannel shirt. 
 
    “I can't,” he says simply. But he doesn't push me away. I stand for a long moment, my hands on his chest waiting for him to continue, to explain or to kiss me but I get neither. 
 
    “Then what happened yesterday?” I finally ask, stepping away from him and from what is not going to happen. “You kissed me. You …” 
 
    “There were some extenuating circumstances yesterday.”  
 
    “I can't believe you went along with that,” I marvel. Sure I want to discover the reasoning behind his I can't comment but I also want to discover why he allowed Melissa to practice on him. But I’m not getting anything, only a shrug of those shoulders. “Come on. You must have a reason. Or is there some secret arrangement between the two of you that no one knows about?”  
 
    “That’s the second time you’ve asked about it.” 
 
    “I know you like secret arrangements.” I regret the words as soon as they’re out of my mouth. 
 
    “You’ve been talking to Tia,” Joe says flatly. 
 
    “She asked me if we’d be interested in something like that,” I admit, hoping the truth would defuse his displeasure of being talked about.  “I told her I didn’t think it was for us.” 
 
    “But everything else…that’s for you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I whisper. “But I thought…I don’t know what I thought.”  I stare into his blue eyes.  I see his face relax, and for a moment I think he’s going to make a move, and I lean forward.  Then it passes. 
 
    Joe takes a step away from me and clears his throat. I try to keep my face blank but I'm not sure I'm successful. “Don’t know much, do you?” 
 
    “Apparently not about you.  Usually, I can tell when a man is interested in me. Now I’m not too sure.” 
 
    Joe’s face softens when I say that and he reaches out to touch my arm. “Jacey, it’s not because there’s no interest. It’s not that at all. It’s because I don’t want to share you. It’s one thing if something happens at Tia’s – there’s nothing we can do about that. But for times like this – no. I don’t want you to be with me and leave and then I’d thinking you’re doing the same with the others.” 
 
    I don’t deny it. I can’t. “You want exclusivity?” 
 
    “Your husband might be understanding but I’m not. What happens at Tia’s is one thing. This,” he waves his hand around his workshop, “is another. And if things started with us, it would have to stop with everyone else. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “You would want me to be faithful to you? While I’m cheating on my husband with you?” I ask incredulously. 
 
    “Never said it made sense. And it doesn’t sound like you consider it cheating.” 
 
    “Is this because of what your wife did?” Joe’s face hardens again. “I asked, okay? I was curious about you.” 
 
    “You know that curiousity killed the cat.” 
 
    “Curiousity is the desire to learn or know more about something or someone. I never understood how that could kill a cat. Besides, I don’t have a cat and neither do you.” 
 
    Joe shakes his head at my logic, a faint smile hinting at the corners of his mouth. “Here’s your shelf. Like it?” 
 
    “So we’re done here?” 
 
    “I wanted to show you the shelf before I paint it.” 
 
    “And that’s the only reason I’m here.” It’s a statement, not a question and Joe’s back is towards me so I can’t see his face. I watch as he shrugs his shoulders. 
 
    “It’s not going to happen, Jacey. Maybe at Tia’s, if I’m lucky, but not here. And it shouldn’t have happened the other day.” He finally turns to face me, his face set and stoic. 
 
    “Extenuating circumstances and all.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “If I’m lucky. If you’re lucky? So you do want me?” 
 
    “Isn’t it enough that every other person on the street wants you?” 
 
    “No.” I manage to say that without breaking a smile. 
 
    “Would it make you happy if I admit that?” 
 
    “It would.” 
 
    “Then, yes, Jacey, I want you very much. But it’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “Except at Tia’s.” 
 
    “Except at Tia’s.” 
 
    I nod my head sagely like I’m actually agreeing with what he’s saying. Then I reach up and kiss him. For a glorious moment, he kisses me back. His arms wrap around me and he pulls me close. Our bodies meld together and I’m tempted, so tempted to take it further.   
 
    Then I pull away and untangle myself from his arms. “I think that’s a silly and unreasonable rule when we both want the same thing. You might enjoy denying yourself but I don’t see the point. I hope that ties you over until I’m allowed to pull out your key some night at Tia’s.” I head for the door, putting an extra wiggle in my walk because I know he’s watching. And wanting. 
 
    “The shelf looks great. Thanks.” 
 
    And then I leave. 
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    I don’t have sex with anyone else for the rest of the week because I’m saving myself for Tia’s. 
 
    I think it’s going to be Joe Saturday night. 
 
    I don’t have to know for sure, but he’s the only one I haven’t been with. Well, Jackson too, but after talking to Tia, I’m sure she’ll pull out Joe’s keys out of that crystal bowl for me. I can’t stop the tingle of anticipation in my stomach as Dominic and I walk over to Tia’s Saturday night after leaving Talia with the kids. 
 
    We meet Jackson and Wendy on the way. “Happy birthday!” she cries, giving me a hug in the middle of the snowy street. 
 
    “It’s not until tomorrow,” I protest as Jackson gives me a kiss full on the lips. 
 
    “But we’ll celebrate tonight,” he winks. 
 
    Once again Tia has a spread of food and drinks waiting for us. Tonight it’s a variety of savory appetizers that are making my mouth water. Tia greets us with glasses of pink champagne in her hands. 
 
    “I thought we’d like a treat since we’re celebrating tonight,” she says with a smile on her lovely face. “Happy birthday, Jacey!” 
 
    “It’s not until tomorrow,” I tell her, embarrassed as everyone holds their glasses up to me.  
 
    “But we’re celebrating tonight,” she says, echoing Jackson’s words with a knowing smile. 
 
    One by one, everyone comes over to give me a hug and a kiss and to wish me a happy birthday. I quickly tire of telling them it’s not until tomorrow and accept their best wishes with a murmur of thanks. 
 
    “You look lovely tonight.” Mahak is the last to come to me and holds me around the waist longer than he needs to. “Not a day over twenty-five.” 
 
    “Thanks.” I’m happy with the comment because I’m pleased to have finally lost enough of the post-baby weight to fit into my little black pencil skirt that hugs my bum. And I can’t help but be pleased by the way Mahak’s hand slides down my back to the body part in question either. I’ve paired the skirt with a sheer green patterned blouse and Mahak’s eyes linger on my lacy bra which you can see through the thin fabric. 
 
    “Lovely,” he repeats. “I’ve missed our morning visits.” 
 
    “Visits?” I parrot. 
 
    “Interludes,” he corrects in a low voice. “I found them to be very enjoyable.” 
 
    “Does Melissa know?” I wonder. “About the car?” 
 
    “No,” Mahak says. “I thought it might upset her. She might be jealous.” He grins wolfishly, easily reading my expression of surprise. “You don’t think I made the suggestion about the three of us, do you? As much as I enjoy…enjoying you… I must defer in this matter to my wife. I value my masculinity too much to make suggestions.” 
 
    “You think she’d cut off your balls?” I say with a smile. 
 
    Mahak flashes one in return. “I’m afraid to find out. I love her deeply but…” 
 
    “I know what’s she’s like,” I finish for him. 
 
    “In more ways than one. Regardless of her reaction, I would be perfectly happy if you were to pull out my keys tonight. I’d make it a very enjoyable birthday for you.” 
 
    “My birthday isn’t until tomorrow,” I explain impatiently.   
 
    Mahak makes a point of glancing at his watch. “I’m quite certain I could make it last until midnight. Think about it.”  
 
    I can’t do anything but think about it as I move away to refresh my drink. Tia joins me with the bottle. “You look like you could use this. Is Mahak being over-attentive?” 
 
    “I think he’s just being himself.” I take a sip of the champagne and the bubbles tickle as I swallow.  
 
    “So you’d rather not select him tonight?” she asks in a low voice. 
 
    “Do I have a choice?” 
 
    “Of course you have a choice, Jacey. It’s just that we’ve found it easier if it’s a more random selection, rather than intentional. Less hurt feelings that way.” 
 
    “I can see how that might be awkward.” 
 
    “Exactly. Like tonight, I’ve had several requests for your company and rather than burden you with having to make the decision, I’ll make it a random decision.” 
 
    “It’s not going to be random, is it, Tia?” I ask shrewdly. 
 
    Tia grins almost as wolfishly as Mahak. “I know you’ll enjoy yourself.” 
 
    So maybe it won’t be Joe. From the look on her face, I’m almost expecting to pull out Tia’s keys. Or maybe Dominic’s, and have Tia join us like she did with Dom that first night. But that was because there was an uneven amount of participants. Joe is here tonight.  
 
    Who is he going to be with? And why do I have a violent surge of envy towards whomever than might be? 
 
    Dominic slips beside me unawares. “You okay, Jace?” 
 
    “Fine. Why?” 
 
    “Expression on your face isn’t one I would expect at a celebration.” 
 
    “Tia wants a threesome with us,” I blurt out and watch a myriad of emotions cross Dominic’s face. Surprise, worry, excitement and a rather pathetic attempt at blasé.   
 
    “Really? She said that.” 
 
    “I told her I didn’t think we’d want something like that but I think she was thinking about here.” 
 
    “And you told her no…” 
 
    “I should have spoken to you first. Is that something you’d be interested in?” 
 
    “You don’t sound like you would be.” 
 
    “No. I don’t think it would interest me. Maybe the novelty of it –” 
 
    “And yet on Sunday…” Dominic comments wryly. 
 
    “I know. That was different. I’m not sure I could watch you with someone else. Do you think you could?” 
 
    “I hadn’t really thought of it that way,” Dominic muses. “I never really thought of it as an option.” 
 
    “I think it might be tonight,” I tell him. “I wouldn’t be surprised if Tia’s planning a trial run.” 
 
    “You don’t want that?” 
 
    “I don’t know what I want.” I do my best to avoid glancing over at Joe, but as soon as Dominic turns to greet Colin, my eyes stray to the other side of the room where Joe is standing talking to Paige. 
 
    Not long after, conversations are interrupted by Tia clinking her glass with a spoon to get our attention. “I’ll get on with the key selection in a moment, but I wanted to take a moment to wish Jacey a very happy birthday!” 
 
    “Even though it’s not until tomorrow,” Paige adds from behind me as they begin a chorus of Happy Birthday. I grin at her. “Tia decided against cake. Hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    “I don’t need cake. I barely fit into this skirt as it is.” 
 
    “It looks great. I, myself, don’t like to be too active after cake, so I think it’s a good idea. So, Wendy and I were wondering what to get you for your birthday,” she adds conspiratorially. 
 
    “You don’t have to get me anything,” I say automatically, even though I love presents. 
 
    “We wanted to. So we decided on something we thought you’ll enjoy doing. At least I really hope you will. You should really enjoy it.” 
 
    “I’m sure I will.” I look at Paige expectantly, waiting to find out what this enjoyable thing is. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll get it soon enough,” she laughs and nods toward Tia holding the crystal bowl aloft. 
 
    “Time for the keys,” Tia sings and thrusts her hand into the bowl. “First, we have Paige, with Dominic.” 
 
    Paige turns to me with a grin.  “Do you mind if I go have sex with your husband?” 
 
    “Have fun.” I wave to Dominic as he moves towards us, with a fresh glass of champagne in his hand for her. 
 
    “Wendy,” Tia calls out, wiggling her fingers inside the bowl. “And Joe.” 
 
    Wendy and Joe. If it couldn’t have been me, I’m fine with Joe being with Wendy, as much as I’m okay with him being with anyone. I wouldn’t have wanted him to be with Melissa tonight. 
 
    “And Melissa will join them!” 
 
    I glance over at Paige as my heart sinks a little. “Monday lessons paying off?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “But who –” A threesome would make it an odd number, I’m about to say. 
 
    “For Jacey’s birthday evening,” Tia begins, drawing it out teasingly. “Who should be entertaining her?” 
 
    “Me!” calls Colin from across the room. 
 
    “No, you’ve had your turn. It’s my turn tonight,” says Jackson. 
 
    “How about both of you?” Tia suggests, holding up both their keys. 
 
    “You once said you wanted two guys,” Paige says to me with a grin. “Happy birthday!” 
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    “You seem kind of surprised,” Colin says after the door shuts behind us. I haven’t been in this room before. There’s a wide, queen size bed with a chocolate brown duvet spread across it, and pillows heaped along the wrought iron headboard. 
 
    “Well, yes,” I admit, not confessing to the fact I’m more surprised about who wasn’t selected for me, rather than who was. 
 
    “It was Paige’s idea,” Jackson says, making himself comfortable on the bed. He brought in an open bottle of champagne along with his glass and sets it on the table beside the bed. “She thought you needed something special for your big day. Her and Wendy came to us.” He raises his glass to Colin. “I’m glad they didn’t go to Mahak.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I’d feel comfortable sharing with Mahak,” Colin admits. He grins at Jackson. “I’m still not sure how I feel about you here…” 
 
    “”We’ve obviously never done this before,” Jackson laughs. The alcohol he’s drunk gives his cheeks a warm glow. “But I’m up for anything.” 
 
    “Anything?” I say suggestively, looking between Colin and Jackson. 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want…”Colin quickly pipes up and I laugh. 
 
    “I don’t. I’m too selfish – if this is for my birthday, then I want it all for me!” I spread my arms wide. Jackson laughs as he reaches out to grab me, pulling me so I’m standing between his legs. 
 
    “This is all for you,” he assures me, before burying his face between my breasts. “But I think we’ll enjoy it too.” 
 
    “Hell, yeah.” Colin is behind me, his hands on my shoulders, running down my back.   
 
    “Let’s get her out of these clothes,” Jackson suggests, working the buttons on my blouse. 
 
    “I don’t want to be the only one naked,” I protest weakly. 
 
    “Oh, you won’t be, but gives us a chance to enjoy looking at you before we start feeling awkward seeing each other naked,” Colin says, helping Jackson take off my blouse. 
 
    “You’ve never seen each other naked before?” 
 
    “I think I’ve seen you in your underwear,” Jackson says to Colin. 
 
    “No – remember the hot tub that year Tia rented a cottage for New Years?”  
 
    “How could I forget that?” Jackson says appreciatively. 
 
    “I wasn’t there, so you’re not allowed to talk about it,” I tell them primly, as Colin unfastens my bra. 
 
    “Is that how you want to play this?” Colin asks. “You want to be the boss, tell us what to do?” 
 
    “No,” I say decisively.  “You’re both in charge.” 
 
    “You want to be our little play toy?” Jackson asks with a gleam in his eye. I nod. “That’s how we’ll do it, then.  Do you want us to be rough?” 
 
    “Not too much,” I say slowly, recalling how it felt when Dominic spanked me. “But I can do a little rough.” 
 
    Jackson nods and reaches around to unzip my skirt. He and Colin pull it off me, along with my lace underwear. As soon as I step out of it, Jackson cups my pussy. “I’ve waited a long time to see this, you know.” 
 
    Colin moves around to my side and turns my head towards him, just as Jackson slips a finger between my lips. “I love that you’re such a dirty girl,” Jackson says in a low voice, spreading my wetness around. They’ve only undressed me and already I’m excited. “You’ve made me wait to get a piece of this, and you’re going to have to pay for that.” He slides a finger inside me as Colin leans to kiss me. 
 
    Was this what it was like for Joe when he was kissing me and Melissa was giving him a blow job?  
 
    I don’t get much of a chance to think about Joe after that. 
 
    My body is twisted between the two. Colin moves so he’s in front of me, but off to the side as he kisses me on and on, one arm holding me close the other roaming freely across my breasts. His mouth trails down my neck and I take the opportunity to catch my breath, which is coming in quick little gasps from the attention of Jackson’s hand between my legs. He has two fingers burrowed inside me, thrusting rhythmically, while he rubs the nub of my clit with his thumb. I push my hips towards his hand as I grab the back of Colin’s head as his mouth moves to my breast.  
 
    I’m enjoying this – Jackson’s finger fucking and Colin’s gently nuzzling my breasts, but it doesn’t last long. Jackson stops abruptly. Before I can ask why, Colin pulls my naked body against him and I feel his hardness under his pants as we resume kissing, tongues darting into our mouths. I run my hands down his back, as he cups my buttocks with both hands. His arms are just long enough so that he can reach between my legs with his fingers.   
 
    I feel another hard penis, this time against my back. I reach around and feel Jackson’s naked thigh. One arm wraps around my waist and the other dips into my pussy again. Both of them have a hand between my legs and I can’t tell what fingers belong to who.  
 
    Nor do I care. 
 
    Jackson presses himself against me. “Should we fuck her like this?” he asks Colin roughly, as Colin’s lips move to my neck again. I gasp as both thrust a finger inside me. “Or get her on the bed?” 
 
    Colin steps back, leaving his hand against my pussy with Jackson’s. “We’ll fuck her in lots of ways,” he says with a wicked gleam in his eye.  
 
    With a sudden movement, Jackson pushes me onto the bed and I land on my stomach. Before I can roll over, Jackson grabs my legs and pulls me so that my knees are at the edge of the bed. Then he positions me so that my ass is in the air, legs stuck out over the edge.   
 
    “She has a nice ass, doesn’t she?” he comments. He lightly smacks me on my cheek before running a finger between my cleft into the wetness between my legs. “She’s all excited. Feel how wet she is.” 
 
    I crane my neck to look behind me. Colin has shed his clothes and is also standing behind me. His penis juts towards me, hard and ready. He fondles my ass as well, his fingers delving between my legs, rubbing, caressing. His fingers are still exploring when he leans down and puts his mouth on me. It’s sudden and unexpected; one second his hands are on my ass then his thumbs spread my lips and his tongue plunges between them, swirling and licking. 
 
    I gasp with surprise and pleasure. Suddenly Jackson is on the bed with me, on his knees in front of me. His penis is in his hand. 
 
    “Come on,” he says with a smile. “I know you want it.” 
 
    He moves so that I can take him in my mouth. He’s wide rather than long and I prop myself on my hands as I whirl my tongue around the tip. Behind me, Colin spreads my cheeks with his hands so he can take more of me in his mouth; I press my ass in the air and against him. His tongue is everywhere, teasing my clit, inside me, licking the length of me. My moans are muffled by Jackson’s cock in my mouth, and I bob my head as I take more of him in my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, that’s so good, baby,” Jackson groans, with one hand on the back of my head.   
 
    I barely hear what he is saying as I’m so consumed with what Colin is doing to me. He slides a finger inside me, two, then three, thrusting deeper, faster, while his mouth moves to my anus. He swirls his tongue around the puckered opening, pressing against it. It feels so good, and his fingers are moving harder, I can’t help but cry out.   
 
    “You like it. You like having both of us, don’t you? I can’t wait to fuck you.” I think it was Jackson who speaks but I can’t be sure. Colin’s mouth returns to my clit, licking and sucking incessantly, and I press back against his face. 
 
    “Please don’t stop,” I try to say, but it’s garbled. Jackson has a firm grasp of my head now and I can only move my head, up and down, sucking him hard as I start to come.   
 
    “Come on, baby,” Jackson urges. I don’t know if he’s speaking to me or himself, because as I erupt, Jackson comes in my mouth in jerky spurts. I swallow, even as my body shakes like I’m having convulsions from my orgasm.   
 
    Colin lifts his head and smoothes the curve of my ass with his hand.  
 
    “She’s got a mouth on her like a vacuum,” Jackson exclaims as he withdrawals from my mouth. 
 
    “Is that what you wanted?” Colin asks me. 
 
    “We’re not done with her,” Jackson protests.  He’s sitting on his haunches on the bed, still naked, still erect. I flop onto my stomach. 
 
    “Don’t I have a say when we’re finished?” I ask. 
 
    Both laugh. “Oh, Jacey,” Jackson admonishes. “I thought there was more to you than that!” 
 
    “She’s good for more. Aren’t you?” Colin turns me over on my back, running his hands over my stomach to my breasts. He is stiff and standing to attention. There’s no way I could say this is finished even if I wanted to.  And I don’t, not by a long shot. 
 
    Colin helps me shifts along the bed so my legs aren’t dangling over the edge. Jackson moves so I’m lying between him and Colin, who has crawled up beside me. Colin leans over and kisses me again. I can taste myself on his mouth. His hands find my breasts as we kiss; at least I think they’re his hands. It could be Jackson, but as I feel fingers caressing my inner thighs, I decide Colin is on my breasts.   
 
    I’m kissing Colin as Jackson traces patterns on my thighs and through my pubic hair and the sensation of having two men touch me is incredible. I’ve never really given much thought to the logistics of having a threesome, but I knew I wanted to experience two men touching me at the same time. And it’s not like one man isn’t enough for me – God knows, Dominic has proven to be too much for me to handle on more than one occasion – but it’s something I’ve always wanted to try it. And now I am. 
 
    Colin moves from my lips down along my neck, dropping little kisses until he reaches my breasts. He goes straight for the nipple, rolling it with his tongue, his fingers teasing the other until he takes it in his mouth. I give a little cry as he gently bites it, before sucking it. 
 
    Meanwhile, down below, Jackson’s fingers are exploring my pussy. As fond as I am of them, neither Colin or Jackson has the smoothness of Mahak, but at least Colin showed a little more gentleness. Jackson’s fingers have no finesse as he thrusts inside me, rotating like some sort of screwdriver, which is strangely pleasurable. I reach down and grasp Colin’s cock as Jackson’s thumb finds my nub. He circles it while his fingers thrust inside me. 
 
    “Ah, I need to fuck you,” I hear Jackson say.   
 
    His fingers disappear and I hear the rip of a condom wrapper. Colin has moved to my other breast as Jackson takes my legs, bends them at the knee and pushes them apart so he can enter me. I knew he was big when I had him in my mouth, but can’t help but let out a gasp at his size when he pushes inside me. He’s thicker than I’m used to and there is nothing gentle about that first thrust. Or the consecutive ones. He pushes my legs farther apart, holding onto the sides of my ass and begins to fuck me. Hard. Again, there’s not much finesse but it feels so good and I’m not complaining. 
 
    “Just like that,” I groan, holding onto Colin’s head as he tongues my nipples and manhandles my breasts. 
 
    Jackson stands between my legs fucking me hard and fast, all the while keeping up a running commentary. “Oh, yeah. Your pussy is so hot. I could fuck you all day. I can’t believe how –” 
 
    “Do you always talk so much?” Colin wonders, lifting his head from my breast. 
 
    “I’m a talkative guy. I find it helps the performance. What do you think, Jace?  Should I keep talking?” 
 
    “Don’t stop…anything…” I manage to get out. Despite the weight of two people on the bed, Jackson’s thrusts are so fierce the bed is hitting the wall. 
 
    “You like it like this, don’t you? I knew you were a dirty girl. Colin, get her to suck your dick while I fuck her.” 
 
    “I want to fuck her.” 
 
    “Wait your turn. I want to make her come.” 
 
    Colin snakes a hand down my stomach, easily finding my clit with his finger. He begins rubbing it in slow circles without Jackson noticing. The pressure of his finger adds to what Jackson is doing to me with his cock…it feels incredible.   
 
    I don’t think I ever want to go back to just one man! 
 
    “Stop it,” Jackson cries, finally noticing what Colin is doing. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop?” Colin asks me. 
 
    “No! Please, don’t…oh God.” I can’t stifle my cries as incredibly Jackson begins to fuck me even harder. Colin moves, keeping his finger where it is, and Jackson pushes my legs to my shoulders, bending me in half and leaving my pussy wide open for Colin’s fingers. I’m grabbing Colin’s cock like a lifeline, trying to rub along the shaft with my fingers, but so distracted I can’t manage more than a few strokes at a time. He continues to move his fingers around my clit with no rhyme nor reason, just trying to stay out of Jackson’s way. 
 
    The orgasm hits me before I’m even aware of its approach. I cry out as my muscles clench and waves of sensation fill every inch of me. 
 
    “Your turn,” Jackson says, sliding out of me even as I’m still gripped with shudders. He hands Colin a condom. “I want to do her ass while you fuck her. Get her on top of you.” 
 
    I end up being maneuvered to straddle Colin who lies on his back, and instantly his cock is inside me. I need a minute, I want to say, but the two of them are so busy with the how and the what of it, that I get my moment of reprieve.   
 
    Jackson pushes me down so I’m chest to chest with Colin and my ass is slightly elevated, which is the position he needs. Using my wetness, he uses it as a lubricant on my ass, massaging it in, slowly working a finger inside me and then two. When I offer no resistance, he removes his fingers, pressing his cock against my puckered opening. Slowly, almost gently he pushes inside me, ever so slowly. He’s so thick, it’s a little uncomfortable at first but Colin rubs my back as he continues his own thrusts upward and I do my best to concentrate on that. With a final grunt of effort, Jackson is inside me and feeling of fullness is added to the uncomfortableness. It’s not unpleasant. 
 
    I do my best to remain still as both men thrust inside me, or rather Jackson does. He’s gentle – for him – but insistent, with both hands holding my hips. Colin moves slightly, which is frustrating because all I want to do is grind into him. Jackson increases his speed and I gasp as a wave of pain mixed with pleasure washes over me. But it’s not long; with a final thrust, Jackson comes with a groan.   
 
    “She’s all yours,” Jackson says as he pulls out, giving me a pat on my ass.   
 
    As soon as he’s out, I sit up and start to move, using my muscles to give Colin the ride of his life. 
 
    “Ah, yeah,” he moans. His eyes are half closed and he’s got such a smile of satisfaction on his face, I start feeling a little smug. As I really start to move, Jackson cups my breasts from beside, teasing my nipples with his fingers. This is what I wanted – this was the fantasy I’d hoped for. I reach down and put a finger on my clit and start rubbing myself.   
 
    Colin’s cock feels so good inside me, as does Jackson’s hands on me, but I want it harder.   
 
    “You go on top,” I instruct suddenly. 
 
    “From behind?” 
 
    I nod and dismount. “What do I do?” Jackson wonders as I position on all fours again. 
 
    “Watch,” Colin says with a grin in his voice as he gets behind me. 
 
    “It won’t take long,” Jackson grumbles. 
 
    “Not for me,” I tell him happily as Colin once more slides inside. “Hard, please.” 
 
    “I thought we were supposed to be in charge?” Colin complains teasingly. 
 
    “I want a turn.” 
 
    “Give the lady what she wants,” Jackson instructs. 
 
    This time Jackson begins rubbing my clit as Colin takes me from behind, both hands on my hips, thrusting as hard as he can, just like I like it. I’ve already come twice, but I can feel another orgasm build instantly, slowly but surely. I can only hope Colin can hold out that long. 
 
    And he rises to the challenge like a master, giving me exactly what I need while Jackson’s hand rubs my pussy. I close my eyes and cry out as it’s harder, faster, more than I can handle.   
 
    “I’m coming,” I gasp. “Don’t stop – more, more…” 
 
    I cry out then, as it hits me, wave after wave of pure pleasure, of the best sensation, making me shiver and shake, every muscle in my body clenching. 
 
    Colin comes at the same time, with a low grunt as the only indication. “Holy shit,” he gasps, still but remaining inside me. 
 
    “Happy birthday, baby!” Jackson laughs as Colin slides out and I collapse on the bed.  “Hope you had fun!” 
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    The night is clear and cold as I take Frodo out for a final walk before bed. I take my usual route, not expecting to see Joe, not knowing what to say to him if I do. 
 
    There’s no snow to shovel, and he’s not out. I can see lights in his house, a warm glow from Tia’s as well. Melissa’s is still lit up as well, but there are only a few lights on a Wendy’s. Paige’s house is in darkness. 
 
    Who would have thought I would be interested in whether my neighbours were sleeping? Who would have thought I would ever care? 
 
    They are more than just neighbours now – they are my friends. I’ve shared something totally unexpected with each and every one of them and I can honestly say I’m truly glad we moved here. I know Dominic is happy with our arrangement and I am too. 
 
    As I move past Wendy’s house, I see a fresh sign stuck in the snow in the front yard of the house next to hers, where the Demato’s live. 
 
    Lived. It’s a For Sale sign. 
 
    New neighbours. 
 
    I smile. 
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    “This is getting to be a habit,” I say to Mahak as I slide into the front seat of his car. 
 
    “A good one, I hope,” he smiles at me, all white teeth and dark eyes. 
 
    Mahak and I have been ‘accidentally’ meeting in the mornings. He leaves for work about the same time I’m walking Frodo. It hasn’t quite been a weekly event, but pretty close. This is the fourth time? Fifth? 
 
    “At least it warmer,” I say.  It’s the end of April and I only need to wear a hoodie when I walk the dog rather than the layers that protected me for months from the frigid suburban winters. I can’t find any scientific proof it is colder living this far from the city, in the far reaches of suburbia, but it certainly seems like it. 
 
    “Are you cold? I’ll be happy to warm you up,” Mahak says. I let him take me in his arms, kissing my neck, his warm hands reaching for my breasts, braless under my pajama top. 
 
    Fooling around in the front seat of Mahak’s car, early in the morning isn’t the most romantic thing. We both know why we’re here in the car. There are no necessary preliminaries.  
 
    But it still continues to be exciting. Mahak is…very talented. 
 
    His talented fingers make their way into my pajama pants. Wasting no time and finding no impediment like underwear, Mahak begins stroking me. There’s no time to waste. He does have to go to work, and I do have to get home with Frodo. Dominic knows about my little rendezvous with Mahak, but I don’t think Melissa has been told, at least not by me. I don’t want to know what she’d say about it. I think maybe – 
 
    Then I stop thinking as Mahak finds my clit.  
 
    He thrusts a finger inside me as his fleshy thumbs circles my clit. These days when I leave to take Frodo for his morning constitutional in the morning, I’m excited already, not knowing if Mahak will pull up beside me in his pretty white car. Even if I wasn’t, Mahak knows my body and has the ability to bring me halfway to orgasm in a matter of moments. I’m already wet and my breath is beginning to hitch in my throat as he plays with me with his fingers. 
 
    “I do like your pussy,” he says in a low voice, reluctantly removing his hand and helping me pull down my pants. He adjusts his position in the driver’s seat and I prop myself up with my hands as he leans over. Oh, his tongue… 
 
    This is why I keep coming back. And coming and coming… Dominic might be good at oral sex but Mahak is a true master. I’m moaning before he even touches me with his mouth. Knowing how much I enjoy it, Mahak teases me a little – kissing my inner thighs, running his tongue lazily over my lips with the barest flick against my clit – but I’m having none of it this morning. I impatiently push his head down and give a sigh as he goes to work. 
 
    Propping one of my legs against his seat, Mahak lifts my hips higher and his tongue plunges inside me, again and again, like a small penis while his thumb rubs my clit. And then he starts to lick me. There’s no teasing me now. Mahak uses strong strokes against my clit and I can’t stop from crying out. I only get louder as he sucks on my clit, thrusting two fingers inside me at the same time. 
 
    “Please! Don’t stop,” I pant. I feel an orgasm beginning already. Part of me wishes I have longer to enjoy the sensations, but most of me can’t wait. I press my pussy shamelessly against his face as the waves of pleasure crash over me, and my cries startle the dog waiting in the back seat. 
 
    “That was quick,” Mahak says with a smug smile as he lifts his head. 
 
    “Yes, well, you’re good at what you do,” I retort. 
 
    “So are you.” He waits until I pull up my pants, but doesn’t let me catch my breath before helping me lean over with my head in his lap. He’s hard and ready and I smile as I unzip his pants. Melissa might have relented on her no-blowjob rule, but he still comes back to me. For Mahak, I’m always happy to reciprocate.   
 
    He’s so big. I twirl my tongue around the head of his thick cock, but Mahak must be in a hurry this morning and pushes my head for me to take him in my mouth.   
 
    It doesn’t take him long either. I like to think it’s because of my prowess. I know for a fact Mahak has excellent stamina. 
 
    “See you Saturday night?” Mahak asks after we both have everything pulled up and tucked in. 
 
    “Saturday night,” I agree as I open the door. “Have a good day at work.” 
 
    “I always do after I see you in the morning. Have a good day, Jacey.” 
 
    He drives away after I pull Frodo from the back of the car and wave goodbye. At first, the dog complained about me interrupting his walk, but he’s gotten quite comfortable with the situation.  Just like me living here. 
 
    Saturday night will be another party at Tia’s where a group of neighbours have sex with each other. Not all at once, and not all together. It’s not an orgy. It’s a key party; an evening where friends get to play with each other in the privacy of Tia’s home. 
 
    If you’d asked me a year ago if I could ever see myself in this situation, the answer would be a resounding no. Dominic and I have always had an active and exciting sex life; before him, I’d experienced enough in my life to make a lesser adventurous woman’s toes curl. I never imagined I’d be living the swinging lifestyle.   
 
    And it’s not just Tia’s parties. Mahak and I have our little arrangement; he and his wife Melissa also enjoy my company from time to time. Tia and I have been known to get comfortable after a glass or two of wine. And then there was the time with Jackson, and then Melissa’s ‘session’ with all the wives… 
 
    And Dominic knows all about it. And he’s fine with it.  In fact, he quite likes me coming home and telling him all about what I get up to with the neighbours.   
 
    I have the best husband.    
 
    I can go home and tell Dominic about what happened and he’s going to get all excited… 
 
    “Was that your husband?” a voice says. 
 
    Frodo barks and I just about fall over. I didn’t notice anyone on the street with me as Mahak drove away and then all of a sudden this little person appears in jogging gear beside me. 
 
    “Who are you?” I ask bluntly. Okay, rudely, but she scared me. 
 
    The person in question is short; tiny; minuscule compared to me. Or maybe she just looks small because she’s wearing the latest in Lululemon running attire, and it’s skin-tight. And there are no wobbly bits showing anywhere. 
 
    “I’m Emma,” the tiny munchkin says brightly. “We just moved in.” She gestures to the house Mahak had parked in front of while he was servicing me. 
 
    The new neighbours. 
 
    The For Sale sign went up in front of the Demato’s house at the end of January; it only lasted a week before SOLD replaced it. There have been a few sightings of the new neighbours since they bought the house, but no one has officially met them. We had seen the moving truck invade our quiet cul- de sac last weekend but Melissa and Tia must be preoccupied because neither one had made the suggestion yet for us to pay them a visit to welcome them to Honeysuckle Court. It had only been a few days, though. We had been moved in for weeks before they came to visit us. 
 
    And look where that got us.  
 
    But why do I have to be the first one to greet them? 
 
    “Oh. I’m Jacey,” I say after an uncomfortable pause. I think I’m getting better at being social, but it’s still not my strong suit. “Jacey Hess. I live there.” I pointed to our place three doors down, still dark except for the front light. 
 
    “Hi, Jacey,” Emma says a little too perkily for my liking. And then she takes my hand to shake, the hand that is still warm from holding Mahak’s penis. “And that was your husband in the car? He’s so good-looking!” 
 
    “No. No, that was Mahak. He’s Melissa’s…someone else’s husband. He was…we were…we’re friends. Just friends. We’re all friends here. I was just saying good morning.” 
 
    Emma eyes me suspiciously and I think what I was doing with Mahak must be written all over my face. Then she smiles cheerfully at me. “I’m glad everyone is so friendly. I love neighbourhoods where you can call on anyone for a cup of flour or a chat across the fence.” 
 
    “You can definitely do that here,” I tell her. 
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    I don’t have a chance to tell Dominic about my tryst with Mahak until that night. It’s better that way. Dominic tends to get a little …exuberant…after I give him my reports and I wouldn’t want him to be late for work. He’s a teacher at a nearby school.    
 
    Dominic has returned from taking Frodo out for his last pee of the night. I can’t help but wonder if there’s anyone he’s meeting during his late night walks, but quickly disregard the idea. Dominic is happy to participate during the parties at Tia’s and I’m sure if the opportunity arose with Wendy or Tia, he’d make the most of it, but most of the time I think Dominic really gets off hearing about how I get off with our neighbours. Plus, with the exception of Melissa, I doubt anyone could compare to me. I realize that makes me sound disgustingly arrogant about my bedroom skills, but I know my husband. I know what he likes. And as unconventional as it is, I really think likes me fucking the neighbours. 
 
    “You were quick tonight,” I comment to Dominic when he’s getting ready for bed.  “Frodo usually takes forever for me.” 
 
    “You were a while this morning,” Dominic says with a grin. “Bump into anyone we know?” 
 
    “Yes,” I say reluctantly. Dom might enjoy hearing about what I get up to, but it’s never easy to tell your husband what you’re doing with someone else’s husband. 
 
    “Mahak?” I shrug as a reply. “And how was Mahak this morning?” 
 
    “Fine,” I say shortly. 
 
    “C’mon, Jacey,” Dominic laughs. “We have a deal!” 
 
    “But are you sure,” I demand. From all accounts, Dominic is fine with the arrangement, but I still have a need to confirm from time to time. “Are you sure you’re okay with me…doing what I do…with the other husbands?” 
 
    “And women. Don’t forget the women,” Dominic sings. I make a face and he comes over to where I’m standing at the window and puts his hands on my hips. “Look, Jace, if there is ever a time where I’m not okay with this time, then I’ll tell you. Or if there’s someone I don’t feel comfortable with you being with. Other than that – go for it.” 
 
    “Go for it,” I echo with a lot less enthusiasm than Dominic. 
 
    “Sure. Why not? We’re not hurting anyone. You obviously have a need –” 
 
    “I’m happy with you. I’m perfectly satisfied with you,” I interrupt. “I don’t need –” 
 
    “Yes, I know,” Dominic reassures me, patiently, like he’s speaking to five-year-old Hanna. “You have a desire to be adventurous. And I’m okay with that. It’s not hurting either of us and you have to agree, it’s made things with us, just a little bit better.” 
 
    “They were fine before,” I tell him staunchly. 
 
    “I know they were,” he agrees. “But things are just that much hotter with us now, aren’t they?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I say slowly and Dominic laughs.   
 
    “Oh, baby, just feel how okay I am with it,” he tells me, taking his hand and placing on the ever-growing bulge in his jogging pants. 
 
    “Hmm,” I raise an eyebrow as I feel his hardness, stroking him through the material.  “You seem to be taking a very firm stance on things tonight.” 
 
    “I’m very rigid in regards to my decision. Very inflexible.” 
 
    “I can be flexible,” I tell him coyly. 
 
    “I know you can. Wanna show me how much?” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” I pretend indifference as Dominic slides his hands down the back of my pajama pants. The same pants I was wearing with Mahak this morning. I really should have thrown them in the laundry hamper, I think to myself as Dominic kisses me. And then I stop thinking about anything but the feel of my husband’s lips on mine. His hands caressing my bare ass – molding, squeezing, pressing me against him.  I wonder what he has in store for me tonight. Dominic has always been a good lover but after I – when I tell him things – he’s a lot more forceful. Aggressive.   
 
    And I like it. 
 
    “So what did he do to you this morning?” Dominic asks into my neck, punctuating his words with nips of his teeth against the sensitive skin. 
 
    “Same as before,” I tell him blithely and yelp as one of Dominic’s nips is a little harder. “He went down on me. He gave me oral pleasure,” I say, quoting what Mahak had said to me once.   
 
    “You like oral pleasure.” 
 
    “I do.”  
 
    Dominic suddenly spins me around so that I’m facing the window. I lean on the low dresser in front of it as he pulls down my pajamas. Our house is on the curve of the cul-de sac and close enough so it’s possible for our neighbours to see into the window, especially since I haven’t closed the curtains. Anyone could see me like this, with Dominic standing behind me and guess what we’re doing. 
 
    The thought doesn’t disturb me. 
 
    The streetlights illuminate the area, but there are no lights on in the houses. No one is awake to see us. 
 
    “Do you want me to give you oral pleasure?” he asks, sliding his hand between my legs. 
 
    “Yes. Please.” 
 
    “I don’t think I will,” Dominic says absently as he thrusts two fingers inside me. “I don’t know what I’ll do to you. I might not even let you come. How about that? Would you like that?” As he spoke, he was still using his fingers inside me, but suddenly pulled them out and rubbed them along my clit hard enough to make me shiver. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’d like me to make you come.” 
 
    “Yes. Please.” 
 
    “But you already came with Mahak. And I haven’t. So to be fair…” 
 
    Dominic often goes for a bit of punishment after our True Confessions sessions. 
 
    “How many times did you come?” 
 
    “Just…once.” His fingers moved quickly and relentlessly and if he thought I’m not going to come tonight, he has another thing coming. 
 
    “What did he do to you?” 
 
    “He licked me…and used his fingers.” 
 
    “Like what I’m doing?” Dominic pushed his fingers inside me again. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you like that?” 
 
    “I’d like it if you lick me,” I say before I can stop myself. 
 
    Dominic slapped my ass. 
 
    “I don’t think you have a say in this,” he says. “Do you?” 
 
    “No,” I gasp as he slaps me again.   
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” he says, almost as if he’s speaking to himself. “Did he fuck you?” 
 
    “No. He doesn’t.” 
 
    “Only when his wife watches.” 
 
    “No. He watched us.” 
 
    “That’s right.” Suddenly Dominic moves his hand and thrusts his cock into me, hard enough to make me gasp. “I’m sure he’d like to fuck you. Everyone wants to fuck you.” I don’t know how to answer that so I don’t, concentrating on the sensation of Dominic driving his cock into me with enough intensity to bang my hips against the dresser. I don’t tell him to stop though. “But you’re mine, aren’t you? You’ll always come back to me.” 
 
    “Yes – oh, God, Dominic!” He thrusts into me slowly, deliberately; pulling out so that just the tip of his cock is inside, and then ramming it in again. He’s teasing me because he knows I want it hard and fast but there’s no point telling him what I want. He’s going to take me however he wants to and I’m going to let him. 
 
    I’m half -sprawled on the top of the dresser and I grip the edges as Dominic drives into me harder. And harder. His hands grip my waist and the force of his thrusts lift me up to my tiptoes. I can hear his grunts mixing with my cries and do my best to keep my voice down. He’s going to make me come whether he wants to or not! 
 
    I’m facing the window as Dominic fucks me. Suddenly I notice a light goes on in the Demato house. The new neighbours’ house. I see a figure in front of the window. It’s small and I can see her blonde hair. Emma. They obviously haven’t hung their curtains yet. 
 
    “Dom…someone could see us. Look.” I point towards the window.   
 
    Then drop my hand when Emma’s husband joins her. At least I assume it’s her husband but you really can’t tell around here. The two figures combine into one… 
 
    Looks like we have something in common with them. 
 
    She – Emma – has her back against the window and as I watch, he – I don’t know his name – picks her up. Her legs wrap around his waist. 
 
    “They’re having sex!” I cry. 
 
    “So are we, if you haven’t noticed,” Dominic grunts, and slows. “Do you want to close the curtains?” 
 
    “I don’t want you to stop,” I tell him. “Just leave it. Maybe they’ll like it.” 
 
    I like it. I can’t see Emma’s face and I don’t think I want to, but I like watching them together. I can’t see him either, but he’s tall and built. There’s no way Dominic could hold me like that, but I wonder if the new neighbour could? I wonder if he’ll – they – will be invited to Tia’s? 
 
    And then I stop thinking about anything but Dominic. 
 
    He picks up speed and drives into me as hard as he can. “Make yourself come,” he orders me and I don’t have to be asked twice. My hand finds my clit and I rub it between my two fingers quickly. Dominic feels so good inside me, but I can tell he’s not going to take long. I know I’ll need a little help. 
 
    Is he making Emma come? Does she make noise?  
 
    I keep my eyes on the window, rubbing myself. I can feel the orgasm coming, and I can feel Dominic’s too. His thrusts are harder, deeper. I’m at the edge, the cusp. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I beg him, stroking myself desperately. And then I come, hard enough that I give a little scream as surges of sensation flood my body. Dominic gives one final thrust and empties himself inside me with a growl-like groan. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” I tell him, resting my head on my arms. “You’re going to kill me.” 
 
    “But it would be a fun way to go,” he laughs. He stays inside me for a moment longer, hunched over and wrapping his arms around me. I feel his lips on my back. “Maybe we should move.” 
 
    “They’re still going at it.” I lift my head so I can see the neighbours, still against the window. 
 
    “We shouldn’t watch.” 
 
    “Probably not.” But we both stay like that, being voyeurs. “I’ve never watched anyone before.  At least not like this.” 
 
    “Me neither. Do you like it?” 
 
    “I’m not sure.” 
 
    He finally pulls out and stands up. I feel exposed after he moves, so I pull up my pants but continue watching out the window. 
 
    “Jacey, stop,” Dominic tells me. “What if they were watching us? Would you like that?” 
 
    “They might have been.” Reluctantly I move away from the window. I’m not sure why I feel such a fascination with watching two people make love. I was in the room when Mahak was with Melissa and when Melissa and Wendy were together but that was different because I was involved as well. Emma and her husband couldn’t see me and I wasn’t a part of it. 
 
    I guess it’s another thing I haven’t experienced yet. 
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    I meet the husband a few days later. 
 
    I’m coming back from Melissa’s where we indulged in a morning of yoga. Just yoga. As I walk up the front walk with Ben in my arms, I catch sight of another runner swinging onto the cul de sac and I pause for a moment, wondering who it is.   
 
    And then I notice the body on him. Tall and muscular with the broadest shoulders I’ve ever seen. He’s – wow. I stop in my tracks and once again stare unabashedly at my new neighbour.   
 
    How did that little person get a guy like this? 
 
    “Hey!” He raises an arm in greeting and even the dark spots of sweat on his shirt can’t dissipate his hotness. Is that a word? How about sex on a stick? Not since I first met Joe did I ever feel such instant attraction to a man. Meeting him in person is as good as watching him have sex. 
 
    I’m not letting myself think about Joe. It’s too complicated right now.   
 
    Actually, it’s not. I want to have sex with him. He wants to have sex with me. He refuses to act on his wants. Therefore, he is stupid. 
 
    Childish, maybe, but it’s all I’ve got right now. 
 
    “Hi,” I call in response to the sexy running man. “Welcome to the neighbourhood.” 
 
    Only a few months ago I would have never thought about welcoming someone anywhere, let alone into the neighbourhood which I greatly resented moving into. See how I’ve changed from living here? I’ve become polite and I have sex with the neighbours. 
 
    I hope Tia invites him to the next Saturday night! 
 
    “Thanks. Nathan Poole,” he introduces himself, walking across the yard. Most of the snow has disappeared but the lawn is still brown and muddy in patches. He extends a hand when he reaches me, first wiping it on his shorts with a grin. “Shouldn’t be too sweaty.” 
 
    “It’s – no. Hi. Jacey Hess. Your neighbour,” I say stupidly. At least it sounds stupid in my head. 
 
    “Who’s this little guy?” Nathan asks, catching Ben’s foot. 
 
    “My son, Ben.” Why do I sound so dumb around him? He’s just a man – an extremely well-built icon of hotness, but still, just a man. 
 
    “He’s cute.” Nathan’s grin widens. “Looks just like you.” 
 
    “Really? I don’t think it’s a compliment when you say a child resembles the parent of the opposite sex. Are you inferring I look masculine, or Ben is feminine looking? In any event, I don’t think he resembles me at all. We may have the same facial structure but his eyes are much narrower and…” I trail off as I notice the expression of bewilderment on his face. “Sorry. I tend to babble at times.” 
 
    “I just meant, that you’re cute, too,” Nathan says sheepishly. 
 
    “Oh. Oh!  I – uh, so you’re a runner. You run.” This is getting embarrassing, even for me.   
 
    “I am. I do. I’m a firefighter,” he says after an awkward pause, when it’s apparent, I can’t think of anything else stupid to say. 
 
    “Oh? That’s – I feel very safe, then, with you living here.” 
 
    “Think you might need a rescue in the middle of the night?” he asks. His grin is very cute, and there’s even a dimple nestled in his cheek.   
 
    “Do you flirt with everyone?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” Nathan laughs. “I’m in the firehouse for twenty-four-hour shifts, with no one but guys to talk to. When I see a pretty woman, I like to make the most out of it.” 
 
    “I thought I was cute.” 
 
    “Can’t you be both?” 
 
    “Bunnies are cute. Flowers are pretty. I am neither.” 
 
    “What about sexy moms with babies? Oh, wait, isn’t that what a MILF is?” 
 
    “Mother I’d like to fuck. But Mr. Fireman, we hardly know each other.” 
 
    Nathan smiles at that, a slow easy smile that makes my stomach turn over. The grin indicated harmless flirtation, which I’m fine with once I manage to remove the stupid sticker from my brain, but that smile… 
 
    That smile says possibility. 
 
    “Well, we’ll have lots of time to get to know each other with us living here now, won’t we?” he says. 
 
    “We will? We will. It’s a very neighbourly…neighbourhood. Everyone is extremely friendly. I’m sure we’ll be over with cookies and stuff to welcome you soon.” And with a little white card inviting them to the next Saturday night play-time. I hope. 
 
    “Cookies are great. I like cookies.” 
 
    “Your wife? I think I met her a few days ago.” There’s that stupid sticker back. Why did I mention the wife? “At least I talked to her for a minute.” 
 
    “Em? Emma. She said she met someone, but I guess you didn’t get into names.” 
 
    “I’m not always good with names and small-talk,” I tell him bluntly. 
 
    “You’re pretty good with me,” he says.   
 
    “That’s because you’re flirting. I can handle male attention and interest much better than introductions and inane conversation about the weather.” 
 
    “Looks like it’s a nice day today, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I burst out laughing when he says that, startling Ben. Nathan joins in. “I think I’ll like living here,” he says admiringly. “I wasn’t really into moving out here to the ‘burbs.” 
 
    “Neither was I!” I cried. “I hated the thought. There’s nothing out here.” 
 
    “But the people are nice. You said that they’re neighbourly.” 
 
    “They are on this street. I don’t talk to anyone else. Except for Joe, I guess. He lives on the street behind us. He’s a – I’m not sure what he is. Carpenter, painter, makes furniture. He does everything. If you need someone to do anything around your place, he’s your guy.” 
 
    “I do,” Nathan says, suddenly serious. “There are lots of little things I’ve noticed. Did you…” he pauses. “Did you know the people who lived here?” 
 
    “The Demato’s? Not really. They weren’t really that social. Or at least they weren’t with me. Or maybe it was me who wasn’t very social,” I laugh. “We only moved in at Christmas.” 
 
    “Lots of turnover on this street.” 
 
    “Not really. Just us. And now you.” 
 
    “What’s your – I’m assuming you have a husband, but I guess I shouldn’t make that assumption. You could be a single mom. Or have a wife, now that’s it legal.” 
 
    “I could have a wife.” 
 
    “Do you have a wife?” 
 
    “I don’t,” I relent. “I have a husband and his name is Dominic. He’s a teacher.” 
 
    “So is Emma. She’ll want to meet him.” 
 
    “Maybe the four of us…” Never once in all our years of marriage, have I ever initiated anything with another couple. What would Dominic think? “Maybe we could do something. Do you have kids? Oh, my God, how did I end up sounding like a suburban housewife all of a sudden?” I moan. 
 
    “You don’t,” Nathan assures me. “But, sure.  That sounds great. I’ll tell Emma, and we’ll figure out a night. It depends on my schedule. And no, we don’t have kids.” 
 
    Unlike most married couples with no kids, there was no yet dangling on the end of the sentence. I pat myself on the back for noticing. 
 
    “That’s fine. Kids are…we have a daughter, too. Hanna. She’s in kindergarten.” 
 
    “Emma loves kids. I like them.” 
 
    “You sound like me. I like my kids, not so much other people’s.” 
 
    “Exactly. I’m sure I’ll like yours, though,” he says with a grin. “He seems low-maintenance.” 
 
    “Wait til he wants something,” I promise, jiggling Ben in my arms. He must be tired. In the last few months, he’s gone from being whiny and crying when he needs a nap, to growing quiet until all of a sudden he falls asleep. Yes, Ben is the definition of a low-maintenance baby. 
 
    “Well, look,” Nathan says. “As much as I’ve thoroughly enjoyed chatting with you, I’d better get in the shower.” 
 
    “Yes, you’ve been a very dirty boy,” I say with a deadpan expression. A fleeting expression of concern crosses Nathan’s face and I smile to show I’m teasing. 
 
    “I can be,” he says lightly. 
 
    “Really? Better get in there, then. Nice to meet you,” I tell him, backing up the walk. 
 
    “You too, Jacey Hess. I’m sure I’ll be seeing lots of you.” 
 
    “I already have. FYI, you might want to think about closing your curtains sometimes.” 
 
    Nathan’s mouth drops open and I immediately regret saying that. Why would I tell him I’ve been spying into his bedroom? 
 
    And then he smiles. “What’s the fun of that? And just so you know, it goes both ways.  Miss pink panties. 
 
    Now it’s my turn for my mouth to fall open. 
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    Tia invites new guests to the party Saturday night. 
 
    But they are not the new neighbours. 
 
    She asked us about it last week when she came over with her little white cards to invite us. She sat at the table and had a glass of with us and all I could think about was how she wanted to be our unicorn. She wanted both of us – together. She thought the three of us would be a good fit.   
 
    But I had told her no, we didn’t need the extra excitement in our marriage. God knows, moving to Honeysuckle Court had proven to be exciting enough! But being around Tia, looking into her dark eyes and remembering how it felt to be with her was making me doubt myself. Maybe a little more excitement would be okay. 
 
    As Dom and I walk across the street to Tia’s, I can’t help wondering what excitement tonight might bring. We’ve been playing with our neighbours for a few months now and while it’s definitely more comfortable than it was when we first joined in, there’s still a lot of excitement. 
 
    “Who do you think these guests are that Tia told us she was inviting?” Dominic asks as we head up Tia’s front walk. “Have you heard anything about them?” 
 
    “They’ve come a few times,” I tell him. “Before us.” 
 
    “I guess there was a before us,” he muses. “I like to think we’ve made things a little more exciting since we’ve moved in, though. Especially you, from what I hear.”   
 
    He gives me a wink as we reach the door. And that’s the kind of husband I have. He’s fine with whatever I do, and whoever I do it with, as long as I report back to him, with lots of details.    
 
    “Jacey!” Tia greets us with outstretched arms as she opens the door. “And Dominic! So glad you could come over.” Tia brushes her lips over mine before hugging me warmly.  “Come in. Everyone is here and I want you both to meet Declan and Nathalie.” 
 
    I paste a smile on my face as I follow Tia into the living room. I don’t like meeting new people. I have finally gotten comfortable with the people on the street, helped out, I’m sure, by having sex of some sort with most of them, but I’m not good with new folks.   
 
    Unless I have sex with them, I guess. Which is always possible. 
 
    The thought makes me smile as Tia leads us to the group clustered in the middle of the room, all holding glasses filled with wine. What’s an evening of playing with your neighbours without alcohol? Paige meets my eye and gives me a grin. She’s standing next to a stranger. One of the guests Tia invited to join in the fun. 
 
    “This is Declan,” Tia announces. 
 
    My first thought of Declan is that he is a big boy. Dominic is only an inch or so taller than I am, and Declan towers over us both, with shoulders broad enough to withstand the weight of several weeping women. Not that anyone is weeping over him. In fact, Paige looks quite pleased to be standing in his shadow.   
 
    Declan steps forward to take Dominic’s proffered hand. “Dominic Hess,” he introduces himself. “My wife, Jacey.” 
 
    “Great to meet you.” Declan smiles at me and I’m surprised to find myself returning the smile so easily. It might have a little to do with how attractive he is. I’m struck at first by the bright blue eyes, which are actually twinkling at me, and a smile that is both sexy and warm. And then I notice he’s old, or at least older than the rest of us. Considerably older. But really good looking, like Liam Neeson or Sean Connery good looking. 
 
    “I’ve known Declan for years,” Tia is saying as I’m checking him out. I don’t think it’s rude of me since there is that possibility I might be enjoying his company in the most carnal of ways later that evening. And besides, he’s totally checking me out. And despite never being into older men, I find myself pulling in the belly and pushing out the chest as his eyes travel over me. There’s a first time for everything, especially with this group.   
 
    “And this is Nathalie,” Tia continues, as a woman strolls over to us. My first thought about Nathalie is that I want to look like her when I grow. I’ve always thought Tia was the sexiest woman I’ve ever met, and now I’m not so sure.   
 
    Nathalie is as tall as I am, with a tumble of dark curls like my own, only hers are streaked with gray. Her eyes are dark and sleepy looking and she smiles at me appraisingly as she holds out her hand to me. It takes me a moment to take her hand because I’m distracted by her body. 
 
    “You have amazing breasts,” I blurt out. Silence falls as everyone realizes what I’ve said, and then laughter, Declan and Nathalie included. 
 
    “Seriously,” I tell her. “And I don’t normally say that. I think they’re better than mine, and mine are really good.” 
 
    “Yes, I can see that,” Nathalie tells me admiringly, with a hint of a French accent in her voice. The rest of her body is just as good – curvy but clearly fit, and shown off to its advantage in a clinging, low cut dark red dress. And she’s older, at least in her fifties. I’m beyond impressed. 
 
    “Leave it to Jacey to make sure her breasts are the centre of attention,” Melissa says drily. I know she’s just jealous of them and ignore her. 
 
    “As they well should be,” Declan says, holding out his hand to me.  “Let me get you a drink so I can bend over and admire them more.”  And he leads me away before I can say anything else. 
 
    “Sometimes I say things I should keep to myself,” I tell Declan as he pours me a glass of wine. 
 
    “Your thoughts about my wife’s breasts are definitely something you should never keep to yourself,” he reassures me with a smile. “They are quite lovely, as are yours. But I think I’ll need a closer look to really be able to compare them.” 
 
    “That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?” I ask as Declan clinks my glass with his. “You know what happens at these parties?” 
 
    “What happens at these parties, Jacey?” 
 
    “Tia selects a man’s keys for each woman, and they go into the bedroom and…” 
 
    “Play?” Declan arches an eyebrow. “That’s probably the best term for it.” 
 
    “If you know what’s going on, why did you want me to describe it? You’ve obviously been here before and I’m sure you’ve …played… with some of the others.” This intrigues me and I’m not opposed to turning around and asking whoever he had been with for details. Melissa would undoubtedly tell me everything I wanted to know about him. Declan is older than anyone I’d ever been attracted to, and I am attracted to him. It’s not usually instantaneous –it was with Mahak but took a little longer for Jackson and Colin. As for Joe…again, I’m not thinking about Joe right now. I’m focused on Declan; on how tall and broad he is and what nice eyes and smile and how good he smells, and wondering if the rest of him is just as big… 
 
    “Your take on things is very refreshing,” Declan says and I hope he can’t read my thoughts. “Tia told me a lot about you. She enjoys your perspective and bluntness. You and your husband are the most recent recruits?” 
 
    “Dom and I moved in just after Christmas.” 
 
    “Tia works fast,” Declan nods. “The way she talks about you, I thought she had known you for a lot longer.” 
 
    “Tia talks about me?” 
 
    “Of course. She told us all about you and Dominic.” 
 
    “Are you – why are you here tonight?” That comes out ruder than I intended but I don’t think Declan minds. 
 
    “To meet you, of course,” he says slyly. 
 
    “No, seriously. How do you know Tia?  Have you been to her parties before?”   
 
    “A few,” Declan says. 
 
    “What about the age factor? Is that why you don’t come very often?” 
 
    “I’m only sixty-four, Jacey, and trust me, I can still come fairly often.” 
 
    It takes me a moment to realize what he’s said. “Oh. Well, then I guess I should apologize for my comment on your age. Sixty-four isn’t old at all.” 
 
    “I like to think it isn’t,” Declan smiles down at me. He looks amused rather than annoyed. “No apologies necessary.” 
 
    “It’s just that I don’t have any experience with older men,” I explain. 
 
    “And would you like to?”  
 
    “I would expect an older man would have more experience; a wealth of familiarity and knowledge about certain sexual situations that a younger man might not, but you’d also have to factor in the age causing a possible lack of lack of energy, stamina, and vigor during lovemaking.” 
 
    “Trust me. I’ve never had any complaints. At any age.” 
 
    “That’s good to know.”  
 
    “We live in Montreal and like to see Tia when we come to Toronto, which isn’t as often as we like,” Declan explains. 
 
    “Do you both ‘see’ Tia when you’re here?”  
 
    I’ll give Declan credit – he doesn’t even blink at my inappropriate questions and comments. Tia must have warned him about me and my mouth. 
 
    It’s only been recently that I’ve been aware how I often speak before I think. I’ve always done that, and never been concerned with the reaction, but lately, I’ve started to think maybe I should employ some sort of filter on my brain so I don’t blurt out everything. I guess that’s what happens when you start to care about people. 
 
    “Yes, both Nat and I enjoy Tia’s company,” Declan says diplomatically. “And we always like to meet her friends.” 
 
    “So you’ve met everyone before.” 
 
    “Some…” he trails the word, both of us knowing exactly what we’re referring to. “It’s always nice to meet new people, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I never thought so until we moved here,” I say truthfully. 
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    I’m still struggling to make small talk with Declan when he looks over my shoulder with a big smile. Not that it’s difficult to talk to him; I do find myself enjoying his company, not to mention those eyes and craggy features, but I am aware I do lack certain social skills and small talk is still tough for me. 
 
    “There he is!” Declan calls. I glance to see who has stolen Declan’s attention from my cleavage. 
 
    Joe. 
 
    “You know Joe?” I ask stupidly. 
 
    “That’s how we met Tia. Through Joe’s ex, Michelle. Did you…” 
 
    “I’ve never met her. I know about their arrangement. Tia and Joe and Michelle,” I explain in response to Declan’s blank expression. “Did you not know about that? Because since you and your wife seem to have a similar association…” 
 
    “Yes, I’m aware of Tia’s relationships,” Declan says with a chuckle. “It’s never really been brought up quite like that, however.” 
 
    “Sometimes I need to filter my comments.” 
 
    “Please don’t. I think it’s charming. You’re charming. Now, you said you don’t have any experience with older men, but Joe would be a least ten years older than you. Does that mean…?” 
 
    “I’ve never had sex with Joe,” I say carefully, which is the truth. I glance over at Joe again, who is laughing with Nathalie. I feel a nasty surge of jealousy in my belly. 
 
    “But you’d like to,” Declan says softly. “Let’s go speak to my wife.”  
 
    Declan put his hand on the small of my back and steers me over to where Joe was standing with Nathalie, Jackson, Mahak, and Paige. The older woman is clearly enjoying being the centre of attention. 
 
    Jackson throws an arm around my shoulder and pulls me beside him, away from Declan. I haven’t seen him much since my birthday. That was the night of the threesome – Colin and Jackson and I.   
 
    That was my second threesome; third if you count what happened with Melissa and Joe.  Maybe they’re getting to be a habit. 
 
    It still surprises me how any of this is becoming a habit. 
 
    “How’re you doing?” Jackson asks, kissing the side of my head. 
 
    “I wondered if Declan would monopolize you all night,” Mahak says, smiling down at me with dark eyes that could eat me up, something he’s been doing a lot of recently.  
 
    “I would like to,” Declan murmurs. If it isn’t for Joe standing in front of me, refusing to meet my eyes, I would be very intrigued by his comment. But I don’t like waiting for Joe to acknowledge me. 
 
    “Hello, Joe,” I say curtly. 
 
    “Jacey.” 
 
    Nathalie is the only one who notices this exchange. I can’t understand why no one else can see it – I feel as if I’m a live wire vibrating with electricity whenever I’m with Joe. And I can’t turn away from him. But Nathalie observes it and I know she does because she touches Joe’s shoulder, running her slender fingers slowly down his arm to his hand. 
 
    Possessive? I think so. 
 
    “You don’t have a drink,” Nathalie says to Joe.   
 
    It’s gratifying that Joe turns away from me with difficulty. “Haven’t yet had a chance to get one.” 
 
    “Come, let’s get one for you,” she instructs, and he allows Nathalie to lead him away. I watch him leave, remembering the feel of his lips on me, his hand between my legs. 
 
    It shouldn’t be like this. I should be able to have sex with these men, and then move on. No emotional attachment other than friendship. It should be just sex.      
 
    Maybe if I had sex with Joe, it could be like that. 
 
    “You’re looking as lovely as ever, Jacey,” Mahak says to me. 
 
    I’ve had sex with Mahak; I’ve fooled around with him in his car and I’ve had a threesome with him and Melissa. It’s just sex with Mahak so there’s no awkwardness and heated glances between us. 
 
    Okay, maybe Mahak is giving me a heated glance right now, but I don’t think he knows any other type of glances. 
 
    “Are you enjoying your morning walks?” Mahak asks with his smirk. “Now that it’s getting warmer out?” 
 
    “Yes, they’ve been very enjoyable,” I return politely. I wonder if any of them realizes we’re not talking about the weather.  
 
    Joe returns, with a drink in hand and Nathalie trailing him. “I think Tia’s almost ready to begin,” she reports. 
 
    “It’s been a while, Nathalie,” Mahak says to her now, with his heated look. He really doesn’t know how to look at a woman any other way. I sense Joe staring at me, but his attention is on Jackson when I glance at him. 
 
    Declan’s warm hand touches my elbow. “Would you mind?” he asks in a low voice, leaning down so I feel his breath on my neck. He inclines his head to the door of the living room. 
 
    “Sure,” I say, allowing him to lead me away from the group. He must know the house because he takes me to the only secluded spot on the main floor, right outside the laundry room. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I can’t help but ask. I don’t know this man so I don’t know what to expect from him. But that doesn’t stop the tendril of anticipation curling in my belly. I have a feeling Declan does things a little differently than my other husbands.  
 
    The other husbands. They’re not mine. 
 
    Maybe they are in a way. My husbands. 
 
    “I would like you to take off your underpants,” Declan surprises me by saying. This is different. 
 
    “Excuse me?” I sputter. 
 
    “I’m going to enjoy fucking you later and I’d like you to start thinking about what it’s going to be like,” Declan says matter-of-factly. “I’d like to think of you with nothing on under your skirt.”  
 
    “How do you…did you say something to Tia?” I demand. I’ve always suspected Tia of rigging the key pulling and this is proof! 
 
    Declan shakes his head. “Tia knows what I want.” 
 
    “And you want me?” 
 
    “Doesn’t everyone?” Declan smiles at me. “Don’t you want me? Shall I give you a taste?”   
 
    Before I can respond, Declan pushes me back against the wall. We’re hidden in case anyone walks down the hall with an urge to put something in the washing machine. He puts those big hands on my hips, firm enough so it would be an effort to move away from him. If I want to move away from him.  
 
    And then Declan kisses me. 
 
    Immediately I know I’m absolutely correct about an older man having the knowledge of a woman and the wealth of experience a younger man wouldn’t. I have never been kissed the way Declan kisses me – like he’s devouring me, but savouring every mouthful.  
 
    I’m happy to admit my stomach still flips over when Dominic kisses me even after our years together but sometimes it’s more of a slower flip. But still a flip, like riding a roller coaster.   
 
    With Declan, it happens right away. My stomach flips, my breath leaves my lungs and my knees weaken – all the good stuff. It’s instantaneous with Declan, just like it is with Joe. But maybe better. 
 
    Declan’s hands move from my hips to my waist, then one slides up my back, to the nape of my neck under my hair. My arms are boneless and can barely find the strength to reach up to his arms. Suddenly I’m pressed against him. Did Declan pull me against him so I can feel his hardness or did I push myself against him for the same reason? 
 
    He pulls my leg up so he can press even closer to me and slides his hand along the back of my thigh, under my skirt, slowly, tantalizingly, scraping his nails against the skin.  His big hand cups my bottom and a finger slips under the lace of my underwear.   
 
    Declan pulls back ever so slightly. “Will you take them off?” he breathes, his lips still against mine. 
 
    “Uh huh,” I manage to reply with my mouth still open, my eyes still closed. 
 
    “Will you like Tia to pull out my key for you?”  
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    He presses his lips against mine again, this time sliding his tongue into my mouth. I can honestly say I don’t care much about keys right now. I’m ready for Declan to take me anywhere he wants right now. 
 
    “There you are,” a voice says.   
 
    Declan has me pinned against the wall so I can’t move. My only hope is for the floor to open and swallow me up because it’s Nathalie standing before us, smiling at her husband with his hand up my skirt.   
 
    “Enjoying yourself already, my love?” she asks him. 
 
    “Jacey needed some persuading,” Declan replies without moving away from me. I put my hands on his chest as if to push him away and Nathalie notices.   
 
    “Don’t mind me, my dear.  I knew you were his target as soon as you walked in the door. I’m only jealous that I don’t get a chance with you.” 
 
    “No one is here now,” Declan says.   
 
    Nathalie cocks her head to the side. “True. Tia wants to begin, but she certainly can’t start without us. But I don’t want to keep them waiting…maybe just a kiss?” Without waiting for a response, Nathalie comes close enough to touch my cheek. Declan shifts a little, still holding my leg with his hand still inches from my pussy. “May I?” 
 
    “Ok?” Like I have a choice. They can do whatever they want to me right about now. 
 
    Nathalie leans in and kisses me. Her lips are softer than Declan’s and a little gentler but that’s about it. It’s just as good. 
 
    Especially when Declan moves his hand so it’s cupping my pussy. 
 
    “You need to take these off,” he whispers. 
 
    Nathalie finally pulls away before I begin to embarrass myself. Declan’s arms around me are the only reason I’m still standing. 
 
    “Lovely,” Nathalie says, smiling at me. “Just like I thought. You are delicious. I might have to pay you a visit before I go back to Montreal.” 
 
    I nod dumbly. Declan removes his hand and lowers my leg and I sink against the wall. 
 
    “Has your husband ever seen you with a woman?” Nathalie asks. 
 
    “No.” Although I’m not sure of anything right about now, not even my own name. 
 
    “Mmm,” Nathalie says with a sly smile. She touches my lips with her finger. “We’ll talk. Enjoy my husband. He’s magnificent.” 
 
    “Now, Nathalie,” Declan chides. “How will I live up to that?” 
 
    “It’s easy for you, my love. Now, let Jacey catch her breath and come along back to the others,” Nathalie orders. 
 
    “Let’s just take these off,” Declan reminds me. 
 
    I slip off my underwear obediently. Declan takes it from me with a smile and folds it neatly and puts it into his pants pocket. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” is all I can think of to say and follow them back into the living room, wondering what is in store for me tonight. 
 
    Tia is standing with the crystal bowl full of keys when we come back into the room.  She sees me with Nathalie and Declan, and a pained expression darts across her face. She moves towards me. 
 
    “Don’t tell me they’ve convinced you,” she says to me in a soft voice. 
 
    “Convinced me of what?” I ask, still a little dazed by Declan and the intensity of Nathalie’s kiss. 
 
    “You didn’t like my suggestion,” she reminds me. “About the three of us.” 
 
    “They didn’t suggest anything.” Did they? Nathalie said something about a visit? Was Dominic included in that suggestion? “Are you…jealous?” 
 
    Tia closes her eyes for longer than a blink. “Of course not,” she says finally, making it seem that she is jealous. But why? “Declan and Nathalie are a wonderful couple and I’m sure you’ll enjoy any time you spend with them. Now, let’s begin.”  Turning her back on me, she moves to the front of the room. “Welcome everyone,” she cries, her smile back in place. “Are we ready to begin?” 
 
    “What was that about?” Dominic whispers in my ear. 
 
    “I have no idea,” I shrug.   
 
    Declan is standing across the room from us, beside Nathalie and Joe. I know Joe is going to end up with her, just as I know Tia will pick Declan’s key for me. I wonder who Dominic will get. 
 
    “And for Melissa tonight – she will be enjoying the company of…” Tia pauses as she fishes a familiar set of keys from the bowl. “Dominic!” 
 
    “Your first repeat,” I grin at my husband. “Have fun.” 
 
    “You too.” He kisses me on the forehead and moves over to where Melissa has a huge smile on her face. That’s nice. She’s looking forward to him. 
 
    My name is the third one Tia calls and as predicted, Declan is selected for me. As I watch him move across the room towards me, I notice how graceful he is for such a big man. 
 
    I wonder if he’ll be graceful in bed. 
 
    I wonder if he’s big all over. 
 
    Declan also kisses me on the forehead and moves to stand behind me. “I’m excited,” he murmurs, leaning down over me. “Are you? Let’s check.” 
 
    Before I can respond, he slides a hand down the back of my skirt where he encounters bare bottom, as my underwear is now safely in his pocket. His arms are so long and his hands so big that it’s easy for him to reach between my legs. I stifle a gasp as his finger nudges my clit. 
 
    “Yes?” he breathes. I open my legs as he slips his finger inside me. “I think so.”  
 
    We stand at the back of the room, with Declan slowly fingering me as Tia pairs up the others. Colin and Wendy, Mahak and Paige, and Jackson with herself. 
 
    Just as I’m getting really excited by Declan’s finger play, Tia puts Joe with Nathalie. I knew it was going to happen but it doesn’t stop the pang.  
 
    Joe glances over at me once. I’m not sure if he knows what Declan is doing, and his eyes don’t linger. Then they are gone. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” Declan tells me and removes his finger. I’m ready for more than just a finger, so I follow him to a room upstairs. 
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    Declan ushers me into the room and as soon as he closes the door behind us, his hands are on my waist again and he pulls me against him. 
 
    “Did you like what I was doing to you?” he asks, running a hand up my leg and cupping my pussy. His finger slides inside once more. 
 
    “Yes,” I gasp, surprised at his speed. No small talk here. 
 
    “And you like this?” His thumb rubs my clit as he moves another finger inside me. 
 
    “Yes!”  
 
    “This is why I asked you to take off your underwear. “ 
 
    “It’s a good reason.” 
 
    “But you hesitated.” 
 
    “Because…because no one had ever asked me to do that before.” 
 
    “Will you hesitate if I want to fuck you in a new position?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Don’t hesitate when I ask you something. Do it.” 
 
    There was an authority in his voice that I am unaccustomed to. 
 
    I think I like it. 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “Put your hands on the bed. Bend over,” he instructs me. 
 
    I do as he asks and Declan pulls up my skirt. “Mmm,” he says, running his hands along my thighs and ass. “Lovely ass.” 
 
    And then he spanks me. 
 
    It’s not that hard but I cry out anyway, partly in shock and partly with excitement. 
 
    “Next time, do as I ask,” Declan orders, spanking me again. 
 
    “Next time?” I hang on to the wooden footboard as he hits me once more. 
 
    “Oh, lovely Jacey, I will definitely want a next time.” Two more slaps and I’m sure my ass is bright red. “Kneel on the bed. Head down.” 
 
    I scramble onto the bed, surprised at how excited I am. Dominic has spanked me a few times during sex, but nothing as deliberate as Declan’s actions. I have never been one for BDSM, but you never know. 
 
    I kneel on the bed, head down, ass up, waiting for the sting of his hand. Instead, Declan spreads my cheeks and I can feel his breath between my legs an instant before his tongue.   
 
    I moan as he begins to lick me. I can’t help it. To be in such a vulnerable position, knowing I’m letting him have full control of me…His tongue swirls and dips, tiny licks of my clit, his pace quickening along with my breathing. Then he’s tracing a line between my clit and my asshole, lingering there; probing with his tongue and then his finger. I feel his tongue inside me, to be replaced by his fingers as his mouth finds my clit again.   
 
    The silence in the room is broken only by the sounds of wetness and my ragged breathing.   
 
    Declan’s hand is warm on my ass and I spread my legs as much as I can to give him better access. I cry out as he sucks on my clit at the same time as his finger pushes into my ass. Then he lifts his head. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I moan. His fingers thrust inside my pussy. They seem to be everywhere. 
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “What do you want me to do to you?” 
 
    “Lick me. Please! Make me come.” 
 
    “Are you close? Do you think you’ll come soon?” Two fingers thrust inside me inexorably, another probing my ass. Then the thrusting stops and Declan rubs my clit, tiny circles increasing in speed. “Will you be a good girl?” 
 
    “I’ll do whatever you want,” I cry, desperate for the release I can feel approaching. 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Yes! Anything!” 
 
    In one swift move, Declan flips me over onto my back and pulls my hips off the bed so only my shoulders are on the bed and my legs are over his shoulders. I have a moment to marvel how quickly I get in this position, and then Declan’s tongue is in my pussy again. 
 
    I can feel my orgasm barreling down on my like the stereotypical freight train but I’m in no condition to think of another metaphor. Declan licks and sucks, leaving no part of my pussy untouched. I cry out, again and again, pushing against him as he holds me up. 
 
    And then he stops. 
 
    “Please,” I shout, on the verge of an orgasm. 
 
    “Will you do anything?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Will you let my wife fuck you while I watch?” 
 
    “Yes!” Even if I hadn’t been excited by Nathalie earlier, I would still agree to anything right now. 
 
    “Good girl,” Declan purrs and resumes with his tongue. I press down his head with both my hands, desperate he does not stop again. It doesn’t take long. His tongue licks me with frenzied flicks as his fingers thrust inside me again, hitting my g-spot at just the right time. My cries turn to screams as my orgasm crashes into me, again and again as Declan continues, sucking my clit relentlessly, holding me up as I convulse. 
 
    Finally, he stops and lowers me to the bed. I lay back, thoroughly spent. 
 
    “How did you like that?” Declan asks politely. 
 
    I can only give him a weak smile and a thumbs-up. 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” he tells me. 
 
    “What? Where are you going?” 
 
    “To get Nathalie. You promised,” Declan reminds me. 
 
    “But…now? I thought you meant later.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “No time like the present. This is what she wanted.” 
 
    “But… she’s with Joe…” 
 
    Declan smiles at me. “Won’t that be fun?” And then he leaves.  
 
    Panicked, I sit upright. Part of me wants to run out the door, and part of me wants to stay right there in the bed, waiting for Declan to come back with Nathalie. But what about Joe? Is he coming? Will he watch? Will he…do I want him to watch me with someone else?   
 
    The door opens. 
 
    Declan comes in with Nathalie, both with big smiles on their faces. “Hello, my dear,” Nathalie says, moving to the bed and sitting down beside me. “Look at you. Declan didn’t even bother to undress you.” 
 
    I don’t reply because I’m too busy looking at Joe standing in the doorway. 
 
    “Is this what you want?” Joe asks me. 
 
    “Of course it is!” Nathalie responds for me. “It’ll be just like it was with Michelle. Only better, because it’s Jacey, and just look at her. Don’t you want to eat her up?” 
 
    “I just did,” Declan says and Joe winces. 
 
    “Come on, Joe,” Nathalie chides. She leans forward and kisses me lingeringly. Joe or no Joe in the room, I kiss her just as passionately. I can feel her hands on my breasts. “Beautiful,” she breathes. “Let’s get you out of these clothes.” 
 
    Nathalie undresses me like a child. I can tell from Joe’s expression he’s just as torn as I am – desire mixed with discomfort. I half expect him to run out of the room any moment. 
 
    Nathalie has me naked in mere moments and gently leans me against the pillows. “You don’t have to do anything,” she tells me. “This is what I like. Just lie back and enjoy.” 
 
    I give Joe one last final look.  He’s standing at the foot at the bed watching Nathalie run her hands across my bare breasts. Suddenly it’s not awkward any longer. I want Joe here. I want him to see what he’s missing.   
 
    Nathalie’s lips are against my breast and I raise my hand and stroke her hair. She gives a little purring noise, the sound vibrating against my sensitive skin. Even after my orgasm, I’m still aroused by her touch. I moan as she flicks her tongue against my nipple. 
 
    “Beautiful,” Declan says as his wife licks and sucks at one of my breasts and then the other. Her fingers trail down my stomach and I open my legs for her to explore. She gently strokes my pussy, refusing to touch my clit, just slipping her finger between my lips. But soon her gentle caress isn’t enough. I arch my back and push against her hand. 
 
    “Use your mouth,” Declan instructs. “She likes that. But take off your clothes first. 
 
    Like me earlier, Nathalie obeys. I pull my legs up and drop my knees so I’m spread for them all to see. 
 
    “Touch yourself,” Declan says to me. 
 
    “I want her to.” 
 
    “Didn’t you learn your lesson about doing as I ask?”  
 
    I touched myself obediently as Nathalie quickly undresses, stroking my pussy and circling my clit the way I like to. Nathalie watches me as she sheds her clothes. So does Declan.   
 
    And Joe. 
 
    Joe stands there watching me play with myself. As much as I want Nathalie’s touch, I want Joe as well. I want him to touch me like he did the day at Melissa’s, but more. I want more of him. 
 
    But I want Nathalie as well. And Declan. 
 
    When Nathalie undresses, she positions me in the middle of the bed so my legs are hanging over the end and she stands between them. Sliding her hands up my legs, she pulls them up and spreads them like I did before. With both hands on my inner thighs, she opens my lips with her thumbs, stroking them gently, barely nudging my clit. 
 
    “Use your mouth,” Declan orders, clearly in charge this evening. 
 
    “Please,” I echo.   
 
    “I give the instructions here,” Declan informs me. “If you continue to demand, I’ll have to punish you.” 
 
    “Punish her, Declan,” Nathalie says, looking at him with a gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “Next time,” he tells her. 
 
    With all the talk of punishing and next times, I’m becoming almost unbearably excited. Joe and Declan are standing behind Nathalie, Declan absently caressing her ass with one hand as they watch her stroke me. I whimper as she crouches over my pussy and blows gently on the exposed area. 
 
    “We could have so much fun with you,” Declan muses. “Have you had her?” he asks Joe. 
 
    I open my eyes to see Joe staring fixedly at me. 
 
    “No,” he says shortly. 
 
    “Sorry old friend, but I don’t think it’s going to happen tonight,” Declan tells him, slapping him on the shoulder. “But my wife has certainly missed you.” 
 
    That’s when Nathalie begins to lick me so I don’t hear Joe’s response. 
 
    Nathalie uses her thumbs to keep my lips spread and begins to tongue me; little teasing flickers with no rhyme nor reason except to tease me. Then she uses her lips like she’s kissing me, everywhere but my clit, the one place I’m desperate for her to touch.   
 
    It’s like she’s French kissing my pussy. I’ve never experienced this before. 
 
    It feels really good. 
 
    Finally, after I begin moaning aloud – but not demanding, as per Declan’s orders – Nathalie lays her tongue along my clit and leaves it there, heavy and tortuous. I lift my hips off the bed then and begin to whimper. 
 
    “Stop playing with her, my dear. She’s more than ready,” Declan says mildly. 
 
    “But it’s fun,” Nathalie pouts. 
 
    “But I don’t think I can wait much more,” he says, just as Nathalie plunges her tongue inside me and I cry out.  
 
    The teasing is over and Nathalie begins to tongue me with abandon. For once, there are no fingers involved but she doesn’t need them. She probes me with her tongue, hard and fast, licking my perineum with long strokes before moving to my clit. Circling it slowly at first, then faster. I can feel my tiny bud swelling. 
 
    And then she sucks it hard and I almost scream. 
 
    And then she starts from the beginning, teasing me, kissing me and I cry out with frustration. 
 
    My eyes are closed, arms to the sides, gripping the bedspread and I arch my back, trying to give more of my pussy for Nathalie to explore. I’m so caught up in the sensations she’s creating in my body that I don’t notice Declan on the bed beside me. Suddenly he grabs my head and lifts it. 
 
    He’s kneeling on the bed with his cock in his hand. “Suck it,” Declan orders. 
 
    I give a quick glance at Joe. As I watch, Joe thrusts into Nathalie from behind her, still with his eyes on my face.   
 
    “Now,” Declan says, and pulls my head to him. I open my mouth hungrily and take him in at the same time Nathalie begins to suck my clit again, so my cries are muffled by Declan’s cock. 
 
    He’s as big as I thought he would be, easily reaching the back of my throat. It’s not the most comfortable position but I give it my best, raising up and twisting my torso so I can take in as much of him as I can. He keeps a hand on the back of my head as I move my mouth along the length of him. And then I forget about my discomfort as Nathalie begins to lick me faster. 
 
    I know Joe is fucking her but I can’t see and don’t know if I want to. I can tell because Nathalie begins to moan as she’s licking me, giving me an extra vibration. I’m doing the same thing with Declan’s cock in my mouth and I wonder if it’s giving him a buzz as well. 
 
    And then I stop thinking as I feel my orgasm building.   
 
    Nathalie’s tongue is back inside me, thrusting in and out like a determined little penis. But I want her to suck my clit, but have no way of telling her that with my mouth full. I reach down and find the back of her head with my hand and press, hoping she’ll get the message. 
 
    She doesn’t. She begins licking me with long strokes like she’s trying to prolong things. I’m way beyond prolonging though. I can feel myself start to come, close to the edge but not there yet. I cry out with frustration, still with Declan’s cock in my mouth as she continues to lick me. 
 
    “Now, Nathalie,” Declan tells her, somehow aware of my need. 
 
    And she obeys, bringing her hot, hungry mouth back to my clit and sucking it hard. 
 
    I explode with the sensations, crying out again and again as the convulsions race through me, arching up so my back is off the bed, pressing Nathalie’s head against my pussy. 
 
    Declan pulls out of my mouth as I finally collapse on the bed. “My turn now,” he tells me.   
 
    Nathalie moves to the side of me, still bent over and holding the end of the bed. Joe is still behind her, thrusting deeply, without making a sound. I watch his face watching me. 
 
    Is he wishing he was fucking me when he’s inside Nathalie? 
 
    Declan moves to where Nathalie was and yanks me down the bed by my legs. I’m spent from the power of my orgasm and let myself be manhandled. Declan has me off the bed, bent over in the same position as Nathalie in no time.   
 
    “You taste delicious,” Nathalie tells me, as Joe continues fucking her. “Get ready. He’s a big boy.” 
 
    Her warning is a moment too late and I cry out as Declan plunges roughly into me. He is quite large and fills me completely. There’s nothing gentle as he grasps my hips and thrusts in and out, hard and fast, the way I like but he’s so big that there’s pain mixed with the pleasure. 
 
    Nathalie takes my hand and kisses my fingers. 
 
    I can only imagine what we must look like, bent over the bed holding hands as Joe and Declan fuck us. They are not in sync; I can tell Joe is smoother and slower from Nathalie’s moans and gasps. As for me, it feels so good but Declan is so big. Almost too big. 
 
    And then he begins to thrust so had my feet leave the floor. I can tell by his growling groans he’s getting close and from Nathalie’s little whimpering cries she is too. Joe doesn’t make a sound. 
 
    “Now,” Declan shouts. 
 
    That’s when Nathalie lets go of my hand and reaches over and between my legs to finger my clit. It’s just enough stimulation added to the feeling of Declan’s thrusting so when Declan comes with a roar, and Nathalie joins in with her cries, I manage to come as well, a shallow, weak orgasm, but still, I come. I hope Joe came as well. 
 
    I wonder if we’ll be able to ever talk about this night. 
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    “You met him.”  Melissa greets me at the door the next day with her usual directness.   
 
    “You met him too,” I retort, thinking she’s referring to Declan. 
 
    Declan, who I’m still thinking about two days later. 
 
    Declan, who kissed me goodbye with the promise of a return visit.   
 
    Declan, with the sexy wife I want just as much as I want him. 
 
    But Melissa isn’t referring to him. 
 
    “The new neighbours. Both of them. Why is it always you who gets the good stuff?” 
 
    “I’ve no idea.” I push past her, looking for the others. 
 
    “Well? What was he like?” she demands, trotting after me. “Tell me!” 
 
    “I will if you give me a chance to have a coffee. And there’s no sense telling you and then having to tell the others, although if I tell you then you’ll just repeat it to them, and I’ll have to end up clarifying things or it will be more like a game of Broken Telephone that Hanna plays…” My little tirade is successful in keeping her mouth from moving and gets me into the kitchen where the smell of coffee fills the air along with the chatter of Paige and Wendy. 
 
    Not for long. 
 
    “She met them!” Melissa announces my arrival. 
 
    “Of course she did,” Paige says with a smile and none of the rancor in Melissa’s voice. 
 
    “It was a few days ago,” I say defensively. “It was last week.” 
 
    I don’t think I’ll tell them about watching Nathan and Emma have sex. I think I’ll keep that to myself. 
 
    “You need to tell us these things,” Melissa cries. “We tell you everything.” 
 
    “Sometimes more than I need to know,” I remind her. 
 
    “Like how I practiced my blowjob technique on Dominic on Saturday. He was really impressed with how I’ve improved. I’m sure he told you.” 
 
    I close my eyes, trying to rid my brain of that mental picture. “I’m sure he didn’t.” Even though Dominic did want to know everything that happened with Declan at Tia’s.  Dominic likes to know details, so I told him. And then he wanted to try out the positions. But I made no request for him to tell me about his evening and he didn’t offer. It’s about the only thing that isn’t fair and equal in our home and I’m okay with that. 
 
    “So?” Wendy demands, with the ability to insist I tell her something without irritating me like Melissa does. “Back to the new neighbours. Although I would like to know about Declan,” she adds with a smile. 
 
    Declan. 
 
    “Neighbours,” I say, wrenching my mind back from the bedroom. “She’s little. And perky,” I tell them with a scowl, sitting down and accepting the coffee Wendy thoughtfully pours for me. Paige takes Ben out of the car seat for me and pops him in the playpen in the corner of the kitchen, full of Max’s old baby toys. It is nice of Melissa to set up a play area for him, ruining the painstaking order of her kitchen. The playpen is the only thing without a chicken adornment. 
 
    I guess Melissa’s not that bad. 
 
    “Yes, we know perky isn’t your thing,” Paige says with another grin. She smiles more than anyone I know. 
 
    “What’s wrong with perky?” Melissa wants to know. “I’m perky!” 
 
    “So. Little and perky,” Wendy says after the pause where we all pretend to ignore Melissa’s words. “Cute, I’m sure.” 
 
    “Very.  Like a little Lululemon model. But I guess models aren’t normally short. I think the height requirement must be at least 5’9 and she – Emma – isn’t. She isn’t classically beautiful either, or attractive in an adorable puppy sort of way…” 
 
    “Got it,” Wendy interrupts.  “But what about him.” 
 
    “Nathan. He’s hot,” I tell them decisively. “He’s a fireman.” 
 
    “Oooh!” The collective sigh has me nodding along with them. 
 
    “Yes. Very attractive. And seems nice enough. Very flirty.” 
 
    “That’s high praise from you,” Paige says appreciatively. “He must be a keeper.” 
 
    “I’m not about to keep him. Although if I had the chance to keep him in my room without Dominic finding out…” Paige is the first to give a hoot of laughter. She gets me better than anyone else. 
 
    They pepper me with questions but since there isn’t much more I can tell them, we move on to yoga. 
 
    “So what did you think of Declan?” Melissa asks me later when we’re back seated around the table. I’m surprised she makes it through the entire yoga session before pouncing on me. 
 
    “Are we going through this again? I told you before, I don’t kiss and tell.” 
 
    “But that time it was my husband you were kissing. Declan doesn’t belong to any of us,” Melissa points out. 
 
    “We don’t need details,” Wendy says in a wheedling voice. “But he was your first older man, so what did you think?” 
 
    Even Paige looks eager to hear my opinion on Declan. “Fine,” I relent. “He was…surprising,” I begin slowly. I’m not sure if I’m supposed to tell them about Nathalie and Joe joining us. I think I’ll keep that little tidbit to myself. I didn’t even tell Dominic. 
 
    I’m not sure why I didn’t tell him. 
 
    “That’s it!” Melissa bursts out. 
 
    “Surprisingly amazing,” I concede.   
 
    “That’s more like it,” Paige smiled. “If we gave him to you, at least you should enjoy yourself.” 
 
    “What do you mean, you gave him to me?” I wonder.   
 
    “Tia won’t admit it, but she knows exactly who is going to end up with whom. Notice we never get the same guy two weeks in a row? She must plan it out, put the keys just so,” Wendy tells me, pushing the sugar closer to me on the table. “Both Paige and I told her you deserved a night with Declan, and you got him.” 
 
    “I didn’t,” Melissa announces. “Why should you get all the fun? Next to Mahak, Declan gives the best head for any man I’ve ever known.” 
 
    “He was pretty talented in that department. But I think Dominic can hold his own against anyone.” 
 
    Paige pats my arm. “Never compare your own husband with those you play with. I thought you’d learned that by now. Dom’s in a little box over here,” Paige mimes holding a box in her hands and moves it away from me. “He’s yours, and what you two do together is special and private.” Another box in front of her. “Everyone else is here, all jumbled together.” 
 
    “That would be like a five-way,” Wendy says with a gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “Can we stop talking about how Jacey gets all the fun for a minute so I can tell you about my Valentine’s Day,” Melissa interrupts rudely. 
 
    “That was months ago,” I point out. 
 
    “Yes, but we haven’t talked about sex in a while, so I waited. It’s not something you can bring up in regular conversation.” 
 
    “Obviously Melissa doesn’t feel the need to compartmentalize,” Paige points. “Everything is open for discussion with her, even romantic evenings.” 
 
    “There was absolutely nothing romantic about this evening,” Melissa exclaims. “We went to an orgy! At least I think that’s what it was.” 
 
    “Really?” I’m interested despite myself.   
 
    “What happened? Who was it for? Was Mahak with you? Were you all together?” Wendy asks with confusion and more than a note of eager interest in her voice. 
 
    “It was for Mahak’s boss, Will, at his gorgeous place on the lake, for his birthday. He was older, like Declan, and just as sexy.” Melissa puts her arms on the table, leaning forward so we're all focused on her. 
 
    “So what happened?” Paige says impatiently when Melissa pauses. 
 
    “They all took turns with me,” she tells us in a breathless whisper. 
 
    “Whaaat?” Wendy gasps. 
 
    Melissa, wide-eyed with excitement, nods her blonde head. “It was for his birthday and they brought me in as a present for him. It was in this room with a huge pool table and we sat around drinking for a bit, and finally, Mahak’s boss takes off my dress and plops me on the table. There was four of them that took turns playing with me –” 
 
    “They all had sex with you?” I wonder. I’m not sure how I feel about this. One part of me is slightly grossed out, and the other is intrigued and slightly jealous Melissa got to experience this. 
 
    I have changed since moving here! 
 
    “No, just oral. Lots and lots and lots of oral.” Melissa shivers. “So good. This one woman had a tongue ring and this other one used ice and –” 
 
    “Wasn’t that cold?” Paige interrupts. 
 
    “Pain and pleasure,” Melissa tells her condescendingly. “They’re into a whole bunch of stuff. I got to come once with his wife. She used the ice. She was all pouty until she got her turn with me. And then after he strapped me to the table and used a riding crop before he fucked me.” 
 
    “Riding crop to - oh, ok.  I get it.” For a minute I pictured Melissa being fucked with a riding crop.    
 
    “Sounds kinky,” Wendy says. 
 
    “Definitely. I’ve never experienced something like that before.” 
 
    “And you liked it?” Paige wants to know. 
 
    “What was Mahak doing while you were off being enjoyed?” I want to know. 
 
    “I loved it! The whole time Mahak was watching and then he and the tongue ring woman started going at it with another guy.” 
 
    “Mahak and another guy?” Wendy laughs. “I can’t see that.” 
 
    Melissa shakes her head. “She was going down on him, the other guy was doing her. You get the position?” She turns to me.  “You’ve had a threesome, so you should get it.” She smiles smugly. “At one time there were two guys sampling me, so that means I have, too.” 
 
    “If you’re in some sort of competition with me about sex experiences, I think you have me beat, hands down, from the sounds of that night,” I tell her. 
 
    “There’s no need to compete with each other,” Wendy, ever the mediator says. 
 
    “Why not? This is all a game and a little competition makes everything even more exciting,” Melissa says, 
 
    “I’m not competing with you about how much sex I have!”  
 
    “Of course not, you’d never win. I adore Dom, but he can’t compare to Mahak’s stamina and libido,” Melissa says matter-of-factly. 
 
    “I think she might be right,” Paige says. “I know Colin can’t compete with him, and he’s nothing more than a little bunny sometimes.” 
 
    “You’re comparing him to a rabbit?” Wendy laughs so hard she almost spits out her mouthful of coffee.  
 
    “You know – fucks like a rabbit,” Paige is quick to explain, but I’m already laughing at Wendy’s reaction. “Not that he’s anything like a rabbit.” 
 
    Paige leaves Melissa's at the same time as I do. We slowly cross the end of the cul de sac. Maybe if I was more of a perceptive judge of human character I could tell she has something on her mind, but I'm not.  I have no idea until Paige opens her mouth. 
 
    “I need a favour,” she says. 
 
    “From me?” 
 
    “That’s normally the reason I would ask you.” 
 
    “What does it entail?” A small part of me knows that isn’t the correct response. “Okay, sure,” I try again. “We’re friends, so of course.” 
 
    “I need you to have sex with my husband.” 
 
    “I’ve already done that. I thought you knew. Why did you just roll your eyes at me?” I demand as I catch her in the act. 
 
    “Because sometimes I can't believe how a genius like you can be so dense,” she says with an exasperated grin. 
 
    “You want me to have sex with Colin and I already have. If you’d like me to do it again with him, you need to bring it up with Tia, because she's the one who decides that, even though she says it’s random. It can’t be random. The odds of me pulling Dominic's key is one in five and it’s never happened, even though we've had more than six parties so –”  
 
    “I want you to have sex with him outside Tia's.” 
 
    I stop in the middle of the street. “Why?  Is that even allowed?” I hedge. 
 
    Paige gives me another smile. “Jacey, I know what you’re up to.” 
 
    “What exactly do you know?”   
 
    “I know you and Mahak have this car thing going on. Wendy told me about her and Dominic one night you guys were over there, so I'm sure something happened with you and Jackson. I think you and Tia...” 
 
    “There really are no secrets on this street.” 
 
    “Not everyone knows. I just listen more than others. And see what's going on. I'm not judging you...” 
 
    “So you don't do this sort of thing outside Tia’s?” 
 
    “Colin and I don’t. But mainly because the situation has never come where we would.” 
 
    “And now you want a situation?” 
 
    Paige resumes walking. “You know that job interview I went on a couple of weeks ago? I had sex with him.” 
 
    “During the interview? Is that legal? Is that supposed to happen during interviews, because I've been on a lot, and I’ve never had sex with anyone.” 
 
    Paige tells me about her sexy dentist then, with enough details to carry us to my front door and thoroughly impress me. 
 
    “Wow. I would never have thought...” I stop myself. “No, I would have thought. You’re a very sensual woman. Why wouldn’t you be so turned on by your first lover that you’d do him in a dentist chair?” 
 
    “It was either that or the floor,” she confesses. “I’m not sure the chair would have been my first choice but I’m not into floors and his desk was too messy.” 
 
    “I’ve never done it in a dentist’s chair.” 
 
    “And I’ve never done it in a car. I really don’t think it needs to go on your bucket list.” 
 
    “We didn’t exactly do it in the car,” I tell her. 
 
    “I’m sure I can imagine exactly what went on with you and Mahak. Which is why I thought you could help me.” 
 
    “By having sex with Colin. Because you were with Sexy Dentist. Did you get the job, by the way?” 
 
    Paige shakes her head. “I told him there was no way I could work for him.” 
 
    “No, I agree. You can't really do that sort of thing when there are patients around. So you want me and Colin because you feel guilty.” 
 
    “No, not really. Sure, I feel a little guilty but Colin said...” she trails off. “I’m sure he never thought I’d actually do it. No, I want you to seduce my husband to even the playing field. I had something on the side, he can have something on the side.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t you let him pick his own side?” 
 
    “Don’t you want to have sex with my husband?” Paige demands. I’m not sure if she’s pretending to be affronted or not. 
 
    Of course, I agree. 
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    I’m spying on the new neighbours again. 
 
    It’s not exactly spying. If I’m in the bedroom and happen to look out our window into their window and someone happens to be there… 
 
    Who am I trying to kid? 
 
    I’m spying. When I know Nathan is home – if his SUV is in the drive, he’s home – I constantly make excuses to run upstairs and see if he’s in their bedroom. There’s nothing accidental about it because you really have to make an effort to be able to see. The houses are close, but they do live 3 doors away but it’s the angle and the pie-shaped lots that make it possible. But I’ve managed to catch sight of him on more than one occasion. 
 
    I’ve seen Nathan changing twice - he goes straight upstairs when he gets home from the fire station - sleeping, hanging a picture, and having sex three times. The sex wasn’t that exciting – once they started by the window but all three times most of the excitement took place horizontally on the bed. I don’t know the new neighbours, but based on what I’ve seen, they’re not that exciting. 
 
    Except for one afternoon. 
 
    Ben is taking a nap and I’m putting away laundry. I like doing laundry. It’s mundane and repetitive, but it’s one of the household chores I’m good at. Dominic never has to look for clean socks. When I carry the pile of T-shirts and underwear over to the dresser by the window, I naturally look over to see if anyone is in the window at the new neighbours. 
 
    Nathan is standing there, looking straight back at me. 
 
    I jump and then give an embarrassed little wave. So now he really knows I look. I’m a peeper. I’m a voyeur. 
 
    Nathan waves back. With the other hand, he’s holding a towel around his waist. 
 
    Oh, my. 
 
    I can’t see too well, but what I see is pretty nice. Just as I suspected from our brief meet the other day, Nathan is built. 
 
    I wave again. Then I stand staring, unsure if I should walk away. 
 
    Nathan holds his hands up to his bare chest like he’s trying to cover himself. He has a big smile on his face. I shake my head and motion for him to move his hands. 
 
    He poses coyly for a moment, then gestures to me. I’m confused for a minute before I finally understand – he wants me to take off my shirt too!  
 
    This is a man I’ve barely spoken to, who I know nothing about. He lives three houses away. He’s my neighbour and he wants to see me naked? 
 
    Why not? I’ve done it before and more. Maybe it’s a good way to get to know them. 
 
    Disregarding the little voice in my head saying this is kinky, I pull off my shirt quickly and unhook my bra, standing in the window with my hands on my hips. I know my breasts look good – they are full and firm and men love them. Nathan is no exception.  He gives me a two-thumbs up from the window. I laugh.  
 
    With hand signals and facial expressions, I can tell Nathan wants me to touch myself. I bring my hands to my breasts and squeeze them, making exaggerated expressions of pleasure. 
 
    “Oooh! Aaah,” I cry, even though he can’t hear me. 
 
    And then I start fingering my nipples, tugging and rolling them between my fingers and don’t have to fake the arrow of desire shooting into my nether regions. 
 
    Nathan is staring at me with a rapt expression, nodding the whole time, which excites me more. 
 
    It doesn’t take much these days. 
 
    Nathan motions for me to continue but I stop instead hold out my hand. “You first,” I say aloud, holding he can read lips from this distance. I pantomime taking off the towel. 
 
    And he does. 
 
    My breath catches in my throat. Dominic has a good body. Frequent workouts ensure Mahak has an even better one. Nathan on the other hand… 
 
    Nathan is amazing. 
 
    Broad shoulders, muscular chest tapering to a narrow waist. Abs without a hint of beer and wings extra padding. One of those V indentations at his hips. And his cock… 
 
    It rears up to say hello. Welcome to the neighbourhood, Nathan! 
 
    I give him a thumbs-up sign and a big smile, which he returns. And then he motions for me to keep undressing. I have no problem continuing this little play, but the dresser is in front of the window so even if I take off my pants, there would be nothing for him to see. 
 
    So I pull the dresser away from the window, leaving enough space to squeeze behind it. Quickly pulling off my jeans, I stand in front of the window so Nathan can see me, turning and posing and giving a little shriek when my bare ass touches the cold pane of glass. 
 
    Nathan cheers and claps, showing his appreciation with every part of his body. 
 
    We both stand at our windows, naked, staring at each other. It gets awkward pretty quickly. 
 
    What next? 
 
    With a big smile on his face, Nathan reaches down and grasps his cock with his hand. 
 
    So this is how he wants to play? 
 
    I hop on the dresser, spreading my legs open with my hands. Nathan nods eagerly, so I run my fingers along my inner thighs. He keeps nodding and smiling and getting me excited. 
 
    This is definitely new for me. I’ve touched myself in front of men during sex but never have I masturbated while being watched. 
 
    Why not? 
 
    Pulling a leg onto the dresser beside me, I spread my legs as wide as I can, giving Nathan a clear view. Then I drop my hand into my pussy. 
 
    Nathan’s mouth falls open. 
 
    I can’t believe how aroused this has made me. My finger slides in and I’m surprised at the wetness. I add another and thrust in and out, watching Nathan’s face the whole time.  And then I look at his hand slowly stroking himself. 
 
    He really wants to play. 
 
    I move my fingers to my clit, circling slowly, deliberately while I watch Nathan. 
 
    This might be something I’ve never tried before, but I’m liking it! 
 
    I rub my clit with my fingers as I play with my nipple with the other hand. My fingers move faster and my breath catches. I give a low moan. 
 
    I hope Nathan doesn’t take long because this is going to be quick. 
 
    Abandoning my breast, I lean back on my arm and really start to work my pussy.   
 
    I thrust my fingers inside me as deep as they can go and then move to my clit, rubbing it slowly at first, then faster. And faster as I feel the buildup begin. I start to make little-moaning noises, knowing Nathan can’t hear me but he should be able to tell from my face what’s happening.  
 
    Nathan has a firm on his cock and he strokes it steadily. I watch him, wondering what it would be like inside me. I thrust my fingers inside, pretending they are his cock and that he’s fucking me, right here on the dresser. 
 
    I’m going to come.   
 
    I go back to my clit, rubbing it hard and fast, my hips arching forward, my legs spreading even wider, imagining Nathan fucking me with that cock. I cry out as I can feel the waves rising, rising and I rub myself faster as my orgasm hits. I curve forward, convulsing from my seat on the dresser. I open my eyes just in time to see Nathan with his eyes closed, holding a wad of Kleenex in his hand as he comes as well. 
 
    No cleanup necessary for him.  
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    Just as I walked down the stairs after my little interlude with Nathan, the door bell rings. 
 
    Oh, God. Is it him? Is he here to continue, does he want a taste of the real thing? I hold my breath as I open the door. 
 
    It’s Joe. 
 
    Joe dressed in jeans and a simple T-shirt, which makes him as appealing as naked Nathan.   
 
    I think I have it bad for Joe. 
 
    “Hi,” I manage to say. “What’s up?” 
 
    Joe lifts the shelf he is carrying to shoulder level. “Ok to put the shelf up?” 
 
    “Sure,” I tell him. Did I push the dresser back in front of the window? Is there any evidence upstairs about what I was doing with Nathan? Not exactly with him, but sort of doing stuff at the same time? “Come on up.” 
 
    Joe follows me up the stairs and I’m conscious of what my ass looks like in my jeans. Is Joe staring at it? Does he like it? Does he want to touch it? 
 
    Will he touch it? 
 
    How can I be asking myself that if I just got off? Am I that insatiable? 
 
    Maybe? 
 
    Because regardless of what happened with Nathan, when Joe walks in my bedroom, all I can think of is throwing him down on the bed and climbing on top of him. 
 
    “Same place?” Joe asks. For a moment I think he’s talking about in front of the window, then I realize he’s referring to the spot on the wall where the shelf had been. The former owners had done a shoddy job attaching it to the wall, and I had managed to rip it off, damaging the wall in the process. Joe has fixed that and refinished the shelf as well, giving it a new paint job. And now he is here to reattach it to the wall. 
 
    And that is the only reason he is in my bedroom. 
 
    As he gets to work, I glance wildly around the room to make sure I put everything in place, that there is no indication of what I was doing up here not ten minutes ago. If he had come a few moments sooner… 
 
    “What did you think of Declan?” Joe surprises me by asking. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What did you think of him? Simple question.” 
 
    “Of him personally or what you witnessed in the bedroom? I guess you didn’t see all of it, though. You and Nathalie –” 
 
    “Him personally,” Joe interrupts.   
 
    “He seemed nice enough. But since I didn’t spend much time with him outside the bedroom, it’s hard to form an opinion on him. I take it you don’t wish to discuss what happened in the bedroom?” Joe still has his back to me and I notice he back stiffens when I ask him that. Yes, he brought up the subject of Declan but he obviously has limits of what he wants to discuss. 
 
    “Do you?” he asks slowly. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you normally discuss what happened with others?” 
 
    I think about that for a moment. “Not really. Melissa tries to talk about things. But I feel a little more comfortable with them. I’m not walking on eggshells when they are around.” 
 
    Joe turns, one hand holding the shelf on the wall. “I make you uncomfortable?” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “I don’t mean to.” 
 
    I throw up my arms with exasperation. “What do you expect!? There’s this thing going on between us that you barely acknowledge but must be obvious to everyone. And you won’t do anything about it!” 
 
    Joe takes his time responding; carefully nailing one side of the shelf into the wall before he says anything. “I don’t think it’s obvious,” he finally says. 
 
    “Well, everyone knows we’re the only ones who haven't yet…you know. I’m not sure if they know you’re the only one I really want to.” 
 
    This time he nails the other side a little quicker then puts his hammer down and turns to face me. “Want to what?” 
 
    “Do you need me to spell it out? Because I will.” 
 
    My heart skips a beat as Joe takes a step towards me, then another. And then he’s standing in front of me. He hooks his fingers into the belt loops of my jeans and gives them tug. I fall into his arms and my mouth meets his.  
 
    I hope I closed the curtains. And if I didn’t, then I hope Nathan doesn’t find a reason to go into his bedroom. 
 
    This isn’t my first kiss with Joe and I hope it’s not my last but it has to be the best. His arms are around me, his hand fisted in my hair, his mouth conveying what he hasn’t been able to tell me – this man wants me. 
 
    Badly. 
 
    There’s no holding back from either of us. My kiss is as deep and as passionate as I can make it, wrapping my arms around his shoulders, pushing my body against his. I can feel his hardness and I’m about to slide my hand down the front of his pants when I feel his hands travel down my back and then under my T-shirt. He pushes the fabric up along with his hands until he finds my breasts. Tearing my lips away from Joe’s, I yank at my shirt, pulling it over my head once again this afternoon. 
 
    Joe touches my breasts with his fingers, tracing the edge of my bra, the boring, nude coloured one I need to wash. This is really going to happen with Joe. It’s really going to happen and I’m wearing the wrong underwear. It’s really going to happen just after I got all kinky with the naked neighbour. 
 
    I don’t really care about either of those things right now. Especially when Joe slips a hand in my boring bra and fingers my nipple. And then he bends his head and nuzzles the tops of my breasts, kissing them softly, running his tongue along my cleavage. 
 
    This is really going to happen. 
 
    And then Ben wakes up.   
 
    He doesn’t just wake up. He wakes up with a howl that threatens to shake the foundation of the house. 
 
    “Oh no,” I breathe. “Little bugger.” 
 
    Joe runs his fingers across the swell of my breasts one last time and drops a kiss on the right one. “Go get him.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    ‘I don’t think he’s going to give you a choice. I’ll finish here and get on my way.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to go.” My arms are still around his shoulders but Joe is doing his best to break free of my grip. 
 
    “I don’t think you have a choice.” He kisses my lips softly and manages to free himself. “Jacey…” 
 
    “Don’t you say this is a bad idea!” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” 
 
    “No. It isn’t. And if we ever get a chance, I will definitely show you how good an idea it is.” I stomp out of the room to fetch my howling child and am mollified by the one word Joe calls after me. 
 
    “Promise?” 
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    Paige invites us over the next weekend with the guise of letting Hanna try out the new trampoline Colin bought for the boys. We are invited for late afternoon, to stay for dinner.   
 
    Sometime in those few hours, Paige expects me to have sex with her husband. 
 
    I don’t have a problem with having sex with Colin. I’ve done it before and it was very enjoyable. And somehow I understand her rationalization for wanting me to do it. I’m not sure what that says about Paige’s reasoning though. 
 
    I like Paige. And I like Colin. There’s never been an opportunity for just the four of us to get together and Dominic was glad to get the invitation. He likes to socialize. He likes to make friends. 
 
    I suppose I’ll have to tell him why we were invited over. Let’s see if I can first manage to get Colin alone. This isn’t something to do in front of the kids. Although Paige’s twins are so hyper they might not notice. They’d think it’s some game and want to join in. 
 
    It’s not as difficult as I expect to get Colin alone, thanks to Paige. The four of us are in the backyard watching Hanna and the boys jump on the new trampoline like orangutans. Dominic has just given in to Hanna’s request to come jump with her. Hanna likes playing with boys – Melissa’s Max has quickly become one of her best friends – but Drew and Theo are older and might possibly have some hyperactivity disorder. I suspect she wants her father on the trampoline with her for protection. 
 
    I stand with Colin and Paige idly chatting. I think I’m getting better with small talk. At least it’s getting easier when I like the people. Colin finishes his beer and calls to Dominic if he wants another.  
 
    “What about you, Jacey? Time for a drink?” When I agree, he continues, “Beer, wine, Scotch…” 
 
    “Why don’t you go in with Colin and see if there’s anything in there you like?” Paige suggests. She gives me a covert wink. “I’m going to have a jump myself.” 
 
    “Sure,” I say slowly. If this is what she really wants… 
 
    I follow Colin into the house as Paige climbs aboard the trampoline. “That’s a good idea for the kids,” I tell him.   
 
    “Dom’s going to want one,” Colin replies with a laugh. “It’s fun for grown-ups too.” 
 
    “I think you could have a lot of fun with it,” I look out the kitchen window at Paige and Dominic laughing and falling over, surrounded by the three kids. “Maybe without the kids, though.” 
 
    Colin raises an eyebrow. “Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?” 
 
    I shrug and give him a coy smile. “You’d have to get the right bounce going.” 
 
    “I think it might be more complicated than that!” 
 
    “I think you could handle it.” 
 
    Colin looked sideways at me as he pulled 2 beer bottles out of the fridge. “Are you flirting with me, Mrs. Hess?” 
 
    “I’m certainly trying to!” 
 
    “Why, Jacey. I never knew you cared.” 
 
    “It’s been a long since I’ve pulled out your key, Colin.” I glance at him from under my cast down eyelashes. 
 
    “Maybe we’ll have to see what we can do about that next time we’re at Tia’s,” he says, depositing the beer bottles on the counter and wrapping his arms around me. We’re standing in front of the window but off to the side, so we can see into the backyard but no one can see what we’re doing. 
 
    “Maybe we don’t have to wait that long?” I suggest. I wrap my hands around his biceps – Colin has very muscular arms – and lean in to whisper in his ear. This also allows me to press my breasts against his chest. “I’m not wearing any underwear.” 
 
    “Really?” It’s cute the way Colin’s voice cracks on the word. I’ll have to thank Declan for the idea. 
 
    “You could check.” Colin’s hands automatically head south. I am going commando under my denim skirt, only because I took off my panties when I used the washroom earlier. The bit of fabric is tucked into my pocket, along with a condom I brought over. Boy Scouts have nothing on me. 
 
    Colin’s hands slide under my skirt, up my thighs and he grabs my bare ass with both hands. “Nope. Not finding anything here.” 
 
    “Now, why would I leave off my underwear?” I muse, tapping my cheek with my finger and running my other hand across the front of Colin’s shorts. 
 
    “Are you for real?” Colin exclaims. I can’t tell if he’s angry or delighted and I whip my hand away just in case. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’m just not used to hot women grabbing my dick in my kitchen.” 
 
    This time he sounds happy at the thought. Surprised, and happy. 
 
    “It’s because it’s such a hot dick,” I whisper, returning my hand to his crotch. 
 
    I swear I’ve heard better dialogue in a porno.   
 
    “But Paige and Dom are outside…” Colin says with dismay. 
 
    “Outside,” I repeat, using both hands to unbutton his shorts. “You can be quick, can’t you?” 
 
    “Seriously? Now?” 
 
    “I've missed you, Colin. It’s been a while.” I’ve got hold of him now. His penis is still flaccid but I can feel the definite potential beginning. 
 
    “Jacey…I don’t want to say stop…” 
 
    “Then don’t. Dominic won’t mind. And neither will Paige. I’ve had her outside Tia’s as well. Did she tell you about that?” 
 
    “She said…she might have mentioned it…” Colin is growing harder by the second. His hands are still on my ass and finally, he remembers that as he began massaging me. “Your ass is so hot.” 
 
    “You like my ass? You know, your wife is hot. The way she touched me…the way she fucked me.” What I’m doing is working on Colin, plus getting me excited as well. The idea of his thick cock sliding inside me is a pretty good idea right now. “I bet you’d like to see that.” 
 
    “I would.” 
 
    “Maybe we could arrange that.  I think she’d be up for it. She seemed to enjoy herself.  I know I did. I got to have her, and now I want you. Do you want me, Colin? Do you want to fuck me? Right now?” The heavy cock pulsing in my hand told me his answer but I still want to hear it from him. 
 
    “God, yes,” he groans. “Where? How?” 
 
    I spin away from him and turn to the counter, my back to Colin. With a quick move, I pull my skirt up so my ass is showing and bend over and spread my legs. “Right here works. Come on, Colin. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard and fast. Make me come. Right here.” 
 
    I don’t have to ask twice. I had him the condom. 
 
    Colin’s shorts are around his ankles along with his jockeys and his hands are on my hips before I’ve had time to position myself comfortably on my arms on the counter. I can see the other still on the trampoline outside. 
 
    “If this is what you really want,” Colin mutters, plunging inside me without any finesse or foreplay. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” I whisper huskily. 
 
    And fuck me he does.   
 
    What he may lack in stamina, Colin more than makes up for with technique. He thrusts with sort of rocking, rolling motion; pulling back so only the tip of his cock is inside, then slamming the length into my pussy. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” I groan, resting my head on the counter before realizing I have to be the one keeping watch. “Just like that.” 
 
    I push back against him, meeting his thrusts, standing on my tiptoes to get a better angle. With one hand I hold on to the edge of the counter and the other I slide to my pussy, fingering my clit. I know Colin doesn’t last long and while this feels very good… 
 
    “Oh, God,” a little cry escapes me, despite my attempts to be quiet. 
 
    …I’m going to need a little something extra. 
 
    Colin continues to plunge into me, low groans mixing with my soft cries and the sound of slapping bodies filling the room. I rub my clit furiously, feeling the beginning of an orgasm build in my core. Colin’s groans are getting louder, so it won’t be long for him. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I breathe. “I’m almost…” 
 
    Colin increases his tempo, his thrusts slamming the front of my thighs against the counter. I can’t keep quiet now, no matter how hard I try. I can feel it in the pit of my stomach, racing through my arms and legs, making me cry out. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Colin roars, making a final thrust and then I’m joining him, coming with a half-whimper, half moan, still rubbing my clit as the tremors rock my body. 
 
    “That’s what you wanted?” Colin asks, his voice hoarse. 
 
    “Apparently,” I mumble, sinking my head back down. Doing favours for friends can be fun. 
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    Tuesday night I assemble at Tia’s with Wendy and Melissa and Paige and we march on the new neighbours at exactly 7:15. My contribution is cookies, which Hanna helped me bake after school. I’ve never been part of a welcome wagon, nor have I ever wanted to welcome neighbours. I’m still not sure if I want to welcome these ones. 
 
    Nathan, yes; at least after our little bout of exhibitionism the other day. I’m not sure about Emma. She opens the door with a smile. 
 
    She’s very perky. And cute, with short blonde hair in an angled bob grazing her chin. There’s no evidence of running gear this time but the jeans and tank top she’s wearing show everything to their advantage. I’ve never seen such defined arm muscles in a woman. 
 
    She’s practically as flat as a boy, though. 
 
    Emma seems delighted to see us stop by, seriously welcoming us with open arms. I’m not sure if she has many friends or she’s always happy to see people but she hugs us. All of us. I’m not a big hugger, either. And this is before Tia introduces us. It’s interesting how she does it; name, house number, husband and something that defines our house. 
 
    “I’m so glad you stopped by,” Emma says gleefully, ushering us into the kitchen to drop off our assorted Tupperware containers. “I’ve meant to come by and introduce myself but I haven’t had the time.” 
 
    “I heard you’re a teacher?” Tia prompts. 
 
    “I am, but how did you know?” Emma wonders, narrowing her eyes. 
 
    I passed that little bit of information along, but it’s Paige who answers with her wide smile. “There are no secrets here.” 
 
    “That works if everyone is nice and friendly like you seem to be. Cookies!” Emma exclaims, peering into the clear container I brought. “I’ll have to hide these from Nathan. He’ll take them into the station and share them with the boys there and leave none for me. What kind are they? Chocolate chip?” I nod because it seems the thing to do, but Emma continues. “I have a great recipe for them; gluten-free, made with quinoa flour and dark chocolate. I’ll pass it along to you.” 
 
    “Oh dear, are you gluten-intolerance?” Tia asks, glancing at our offerings, which I’m pretty sure are all made with some sort of wheat product. 
 
    “Oh, no,” Emma assures us. “I just like trying new recipes. Taking out the wheat from my diet does seem to help with my digestion but I can’t seem to give it up entirely. It’s fun to try new foods though, isn’t it? ” 
 
    Cookies made from quinoa doesn’t sound fun to me. 
 
    “And where is Nathan?” Melissa wants to know. “We need to meet him as well.” 
 
    I’m sure that’s only because I told them he was hot. 
 
    “He’s at work,” Emma says sadly. 
 
    “And he’s a fireman?” I think Wendy almost licks her lips at the thought. 
 
    “It’s like you know everything about us,” Emma says, again narrowing her eyes at Wendy. She snaps to attention at the sign of Emma’s displeasure. 
 
    “Well, Jacey met Nathan the other day,” she says, throwing me under the bus. 
 
    “Oh,” Emma turns her attention to me. “That’s right. Nate told me he met you.” Her eyes rake over my body and I find myself standing straighter and sucking it all in. What else did he tell her? 
 
    “I’m sure you heard everything about me,” I offer. I seriously hope not. 
 
    “I heard quite a bit but I’m sure there are some secrets my hubby forgot to mention. He is a man, you know, and they can be quite forgetful.” I’m sure Emma wouldn’t be smiling like that if Nathan had told her everything. 
 
    “They can be,” Melissa commiserates. 
 
    “And you’re Melissa; with the tall, dark and handsome husband who drives the white Lexus?” Emma asks. “Although I’m just guessing he’s tall. Looked pretty handsome.” 
 
    “Have you met Mahak?” Melissa asks with surprise. 
 
    “I’ve seen him a few mornings when I’m out for a run. He’s always in his car, though. And that’s when I met Jacey as well – she was saying good morning to him one day before he went to work.” 
 
    I stop breathing. I can hear Paige’s intake of air as well, but that’s the only response. Melissa smiles cheerfully at Emma. “Mahak is very friendly with all the wives on the street.” 
 
    “He’s the best,” Paige says truthfully. 
 
    I resume breathing and glance nervously at Melissa. I don’t think Mahak ever told her what was going on between the two of us during our morning visits. In fact, I’m sure of it.I brace myself. 
 
    My turn, Melissa mouths at me. I think I have an idea what that means. 
 
    “That’s so great you are so friendly with each other!” Emma actually claps her hands. “Do you socialize? Other than baking cookies together?” 
 
    “We do quite a bit together,” Wendy says with a straight face. “Along with our husbands.” 
 
    “Well, I really hope you’ll let Nathan and I come play with you,” Emma says as I choke back a laugh, hiding it behind the guise of a sudden coughing fit. 
 
    “That would be lovely,” Tia says, with a wide smile. “In fact, Melissa…” she glances at Melissa, who steps forward. 
 
    “Why don’t the two of you come over Sunday morning for brunch? Everyone will be there and it will give Nathan a chance to meet everyone. We can get to know you.” 
 
    “That sounds wonderful!” Emma claps her hands with delight again. “Thank you so much. What can I bring?” 
 
    “Just yourselves.” 
 
    “Oh, no! I’ll bring my lemon-cranberry muffins with the 12-grain flour. I mix the flour myself, you know. It’s just a little healthier than plain white flour.” 
 
    “Don’t go to any trouble,” Wendy suggests. 
 
    “Not at all. I like to. And we’ll have to return the invitation and have you and your menfolk over here some evening. I’ll check Nathan’s schedule.” 
 
    “That would be lovely,” Tia tells her. 
 
    We make our escape soon after. 
 
    “Do I want to know how you’re saying good morning to my husband?” Melissa asks in a low voice, grabbing my arm to hold me back. 
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    “I’ll need a turn too, you know. That’s how it works. You can’t have one without the other.” She smiles suggestively at me and I have a vision of her head between my legs. 
 
    “Okay,” I reply slowly, not to seem too eager.  
 
    “She seems nice,” Melissa says loudly, letting getting go of my arm to catch up with the others.  “Too bad the husband wasn’t home.” 
 
    “Does this mean they’ll be invited to your place,” I ask Tia as we’re walking away from the house, far enough so Emma can’t hear in case she’s listening. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Tia says slowly. 
 
    “Jacey says he’s s hot,” Paige points out. 
 
    “Yes, I’ve seen him and he is attractive, and so is she but I’m not sure how they would respond to an invitation,” Tia muses. 
 
    I glance over at Tia.  “How did you think Dom and I would respond to the invitation?”  Melissa gives a snort of laughter. “What’s that for?  I wasn’t – I didn’t…before…” 
 
    “You jumped into things pretty quick,’ Melissa says. “After the surprise – ‘you have orgies!?’ she mocks. 
 
    “I didn’t say that!” 
 
    “You did bring up that word,” Wendy says with a grin. “You were a little shocked.” 
 
    “Do you blame me?” 
 
    ‘Of course not,” Tia cuts in, checking us as effectively as if we are children. “And that’s why I’m hesitating. I could see your potential, Jacey, but I’m not I can say the same about Emma.” 
 
    “Maybe she just needs a little help to bring it out of her,” Paige suggests. I’m not sure if she’s saying that to be nice or because she wants to get her hands on Nathan. After hearing about her sexy dentist, I think it’s probably Nathan. 
 
    I’m still surprised at Paige’s interview exploits and her request for me to take care of Colin, but maybe I shouldn’t be. Being involved in this type of lifestyle has changed me – rather quickly – and it’s not unexpected for Paige to undergo a similar transformation, especially since she has been involved for longer than I have. Look at Melissa, with her tales of the Valentine’s Day taste test. 
 
    I wonder if something like that – some event – has happened to change Wendy? 
 
    “I think we should invite them,” I say to Tia. I leave it at that, uncertain if I want to share my thoughts, but Tia looks over, giving a nod like I should continue. “We’ve all changed because of this, done things outside our comfort zone and I don’t think it’s a bad thing.” 
 
    “How has it changed you, other than you getting to have sex with my husband?” Melissa asks drily.  
 
    “Don’t forget mine!” Paige chimes in with a smile, reminding me about last weekend. 
 
    “It’s made me more adventurous,” I say in a rush. “Which means I’ve become more courageous.  I know what I want and I’m not afraid to ask for it. And it’s not just sex. I went into to Home Depot last week to pick some things for the garden. If I had done that last year – well, I wouldn’t have because I didn’t care less about gardening back then– but if so, I would have made Dom go because I didn’t know what I needed and didn’t want to ask. But I walked up to the guy in the store, told him exactly what I needed, argued with him for a bit and left with what I wanted.” 
 
    “Did you have sex with him, too?” Melissa asks bitchily.   
 
    “No. I decided against it.” 
 
    “Melissa, stop,” Tia says. “Jacey is making a good point.” 
 
    “Would you have gone to that party on Valentine’s Day if you weren’t also allowed to sleep with Jacey’s husband?” Wendy points out, making up for her teasing remark earlier. 
 
    “I had no idea what was going to happen before I walked in,” Melissa retorts. 
 
    “But Mahak would have never taken you if he didn’t realize you’d be comfortable with the situation,” Paige says. “And you’re comfortable with the situation because you’re much more adventurous now, because of Tia. You’ve changed. We all have.” 
 
    “I’m not taking credit for this,” Tia raises a hand in protest. 
 
    “You came up with the idea,” Wendy says. 
 
    “You’re our queen,” I say simply. “Queen of kink.” 
 
    “I am, aren’t I?” Tia says, her smile widening with delight. “So you think Emma is in need of a transformation as well?” she asks me. 
 
    I’ve never mentioned to them what I witnessed through the open curtains. Emma and Nathan have an active sex life. But so did Dominic and I. And now it’s even better. 
 
    “I think it’s made me a stronger person,” I tell Tia slower. “It’s given me more power if I can call it that.” 
 
    “Emma’s a Type A personality,” Wendy says. “I think she might have enough power already.” 
 
    I shake my head. “There’s something missing. I think it would be good for them. You can always ask, right? What’s the worst that can happen?” 
 
    Tia looks at me but doesn’t say anything. “We can be the laughingstock of the rest of the neighbourhood if everyone knew what we were doing,” Paige says instead. 
 
    “Why would people laugh?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you? If you knew what your neighbours were up to behind closed doors?” 
 
    “Not anymore.” I smile at them. “I’d want to join in.” 
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    Saturday night I go on a date. 
 
    With my husband. 
 
    Hanna is invited to her first sleepover, for her friend’s birthday. Dominic drops her off at 5 pm and we’re to pick her up at 10 on Sunday morning before going to Melissa’s for the meet-Emma-and-Nathan brunch. It’s the longest I’ve been away from her. 
 
    “Five five-year-olds attempting to sleep together in the same room,” I say to Dominic as I get dressed. “Sounds hell.” 
 
    “Didn’t you have sleepovers as a little girl?” he asks. 
 
    “Two, and one was only because the girl’s mother made her invite me. She didn’t want me to sleep over and she told me several times.” 
 
    “That’s not nice,” Dominic says sympathetically. 
 
    “Girls aren’t nice. At least the ones I knew.” I shrug indifferently. “It’s better when I learned how to be a bitch.” 
 
    “And that’s something you needed to learn?” It takes a moment for me to realize Dominic is teasing me. 
 
    “Yes,” I told him, moving to where he was buttoning up his shirt and wrapping my arms around him. “I did a good job learning to be a bitch, and aren’t you glad? Especially when I boss you around and tell you what to do in bed.” 
 
    “I thought you were the one who liked me to do that to you?” His hands automatically reach for my breasts but I dance away with a laugh. 
 
    “We’ll have to see about that.” 
 
    “Now?” he asks hopefully but I shake my head. 
 
    “No, we have to drop Ben off with Wendy. And you made reservations, didn’t you?” 
 
    When Wendy discovered Hanna had a sleepover, she offered to take Ben for the night, giving Dominic and I a much needed night to ourselves. Even I recognize the thoughtfulness of her gesture. 
 
    “Does that mean I’m going to have to look after her kids some night?” I ask Dominic as we walk across the street to Wendy’s. 
 
    “I think you with five kids to watch would defeat the purpose of giving her a relaxing night out,” Dom says. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, it would stress me out leaving you with someone else’s kids,” he tells me truthfully. 
 
    “Hey, I protest, before rethinking things. “You’re probably right. I’m not a kid person. I like ours. I like you,” I tell Ben, who is peering at me from over his father’s shoulder as we head to the door. 
 
    “And that’s all that matters.” 
 
    It was relatively painless to leave Ben, although I pretend it’s more difficult than it is, mainly for Wendy’s sake. She went on about the first time she left her kids and how upset she had been and how she had cried throughout the entire movie. Ben doesn’t seem to mind me leaving him, so why should I? He’s comfortably ensconced in Wendy’s arms and barely turns his head to me as I drop a kiss on his head, with its recent eruption of dark curls. I feel a momentary pang at being ignored – me, the woman who birthed him – but it passes as Dominic and I head out for a night sans kids. 
 
    It has been a while since Dominic and I have been out on our own and it’s fun. Not only is Dom a good husband and father, but as a person, I still enjoy his company. I like Dominic and I think that’s a good thing for a married couple. You always love the person, but it’s when you don’t like them that you get into trouble. I love Dom with all my heart and I still like him. Even though I am committing what many would regard as sins, I still like him. That’s not the reason I do it. 
 
    So why do I? I love my husband and we have a healthy and exciting sex life. Why do I feel the need to have sex with almost every person I’ve met since we moved here? Maybe it’s my personality. Maybe I’m a sex addict.   
 
    Maybe I’m just having fun. Wouldn’t you if you could get away with it? I’ve got permission to explore any fantasies and satisfy myself completely with whoever I like. Wouldn’t you if you could? 
 
    Dominic waits until we’re almost finished dinner to bring up the subject. I knew he would. I would have, only I can’t think how to broach the topic. We have many conversations about many things and tonight is no exception, but whenever we have a moment alone, the subject we always return to is our neighbours and what we’re doing with them. 
 
    “Are you still okay with everything?” Dominic begins. 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    “I asked you first.” 
 
    Proof that we still like each other. Reluctance to be the first to admit we still want to play with the neighbours.  
 
    “I guess so,” I tell him slowly. “If you are.” 
 
    Dominic nods. “I think so. That’s pretty bad, isn’t it? I love you so much, but I want to have sex,” he whispers the word so no one will overhear. “With other people. And I still love doing it with you.” 
 
    “Monogamy isn’t natural,” I explain to him. “It’s only something culture and society have constituted, evolving because of the need for paternal care of offspring. And extra-marital relationships are universal in six different cultures. So it’s not bad. Lots are people are doing it.” 
 
    “In different cultures,” Dominic nods. 
 
    “And right on our street.” 
 
    He smiles at me. “You’re obviously fine with our arrangement.” 
 
    I shrug. “I am and I refuse to feel guilty for it. I love you and that will never change.  But right now, at this stage of my life, I have a desire to explore and be adventurous. The way I look at it, not everyone has that chance, but if you do, why not go for it? It won’t be forever. I’m sure in a few years my breasts with sag and I’ll start to look my age and no one will want me.” 
 
    “I’ll still want you,” Dom says as he takes my hand. “I won’t care what you look like.” 
 
    “And that’s why I love you. Because you have poor eyesight. That and because you’re going to take me home now and fuck me just like I like.” 
 
    “Jacey?” My mouth falls open and I turn slowly in my chair, hoping whoever is standing there didn’t hear that.  
 
    It’s Nathan and Emma and I have a feeling they did. 
 
    “Hi,” I manage. 
 
    “Hey,” Nathan says in a friendly voice. “Thought it was you.” 
 
    “We wanted to come over and say hello,” Emma gushes. 
 
    “Hello,” I say again. Then after a pause where Dominic is looking expectantly at me, “This is my husband.” 
 
    “Dominic Hess,” he says, rising in his chair as he extends his hand to Nathan. 
 
    “Nathan and Emma Poole. The new neighbours on the street.” 
 
    Comprehension registers in Dominic’s face. “It’s great to finally meet you. Sorry I haven’t been over to introduce myself yet.” 
 
    “Your wife has been over, along with the other ladies of the ‘hood,” Nathan tells him. 
 
    “That’s right, she mentioned that,” Dominic says casually like we didn’t discuss the visit in detail, as well my thoughts on whether they would be invited to join our gatherings at Tia’s. 
 
    “Aren’t you – don’t you work at Our Lady of Perpetual Peace,” Emma cuts in. 
 
    Recognition dawns on Dominic’s face. “You took over for Patty’s grade six class!” 
 
    “I did! I started last week.”   
 
    Dominic and Emma are almost giddy with excitement when they discover Emma is covering for a maternity leave at the school Dominic works at.   
 
    I raise my eyebrow at Nathan. “I guess they work together.” 
 
    “At least they have something in common, too,” he says with a smirk. I frown at him, but the sparkle in his eye changes it to a smile. He is very cute. 
 
    “Now I’ll have someone to sit with in the staffroom,” Emma says in what can only be called a flirtatious tone. 
 
    “I would have tried to sit with you even if you weren’t my neighbour,” Dom tells her with a twinkle in his eye. 
 
    They are definitely flirting, even though Dominic is still holding my hand. 
 
    “That’s cool you two are at the same school,” Nathan says. My head is exactly level with his crotch and I have to look up at his face to avoid staring. I haven’t seen him lately.  At least not in that way. There’s no way I can be jealous or upset with the twinkles and the smiles between Emma and my husband when I have pretty good authority what her husband looks like when he comes. 
 
    “We don’t want to interrupt,” Emma is saying and I wrench my thoughts away from Nathan standing with cock in hand. “But we’re just heading home and wondered if you wanted to join us there for a drink.” 
 
    “You can come over whenever you’re through here,” Nathan adds, with a glance at me. 
 
    I look at Dominic and shrug. “We don’t have anyone waiting at home,” Dominic reminds me. “Kids are both out for the night.” 
 
    “Sure,” I agree and Dominic has a quick expression of surprise flit across his face. Normally it takes me a lot longer to decide to socialize with someone. “We’re going to get the check in a minute.” 
 
    “Great!” Emma squeaks. “We’ll meet you at our place. You know where we live!” 
 
    “It’s etched in my mind,” I murmur, but Nathan hears me and flashes me a grin. 
 
    They leave and Dominic calls the waiter over. “You sure,” he asks suspiciously. “It’s not like you to want to hang out with someone you’ve only met.” 
 
    “I’ve been trying a lot of new things lately,” I tell him seriously. “I need to work on my social skills.” 
 
    “But I thought you wanted to go home so I could have my way with you.” 
 
    I grin at him. “Maybe we could go over to their place and have our way with them!” 
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    We don’t have our way with them. But we do drop off the car and walk over to Emma and Nathan’s when we get home. 
 
    “Where did you move from?” Dominic asks after we have drinks and the preliminary chit-chat is over and we’ve moved on to the serious, get-to-know-you small talk. We’re sitting in the living room, which seems completely unpacked and put together and they’ve only been moved in a couple of weeks. I still have boxes taped shut in the basement with items I have no idea what to do with, and we’ve been in the house over four months. The layout of the house is almost the same as ours except they have a bigger living room and a smaller kitchen. I have no doubt the upstairs is the same, which I don’t want to think about. I refuse to even look at the stairs because then my mind wanders upstairs and the image of a naked Nathan in his window, cock in hand. 
 
    I don’t think there is ever going to be a good time to mention that little fact. I need to erase that image so I don’t blurt it out. It’s been known to happen. 
 
    Emma names the next town, also a suburban mecca full of subdivisions similar to ours. “There were too many kids,” she complains. “I like kids. I’m a teacher. But there’s a problem when you can’t pull out of your garage for fear of running one over. They were wild and I got tired of it.” 
 
    “Some of the older kids were getting into petty vandalism,” Nathan explains. “And it seemed like I was the only one who ever caught them doing it.” 
 
    “This seems like a much nicer neighbourhood,” Emma adds. 
 
    “The kids don’t run loose yet,” I say. 
 
    Emma looks at me warily. “Do you have kids?” 
 
    “Two. Hanna is five and Ben is eight months.” I glance around and see no evidence of children. “You don’t.” 
 
    “I have no desire to have children,” Emma says bluntly like she’s making an opening statement and expects a rebuttal. Nathan rolls his eyes. 
 
    She isn’t getting much of a reaction from me. “I was like that too. We weren’t together very long before I got pregnant with Hanna. And then we got married.” 
 
    “You begged me to marry you,” Dominic teases. 
 
    “I didn’t. I asked once, very nicely. My mother wanted to know I was going to be taken care of before she passed away and I did all I could to grant her wish.” 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you asked me,” Dom smiles at me and takes my hand. 
 
    “It was a good decision,” I tell him. “And that’s the story of us. Even though you didn’t ask for it.” 
 
    “The Coles’ notes version,” Dominic adds. “How long have you been married?” 
 
    “Longer than you,” Emma tells us. “We got married when I was twenty-one.”  
 
    “What’s that – two years ago?” I ask. Emma looks absurdly young with her tiny little body. 
 
    She glances at Nathan, who dutifully steps up. 
 
    “Seven years in May,” he informs us.   
 
    “Isn’t that a blue Rodeo song,” Dominic muses. “I used to go see their concerts at Ontario Place when I was a kid.” 
 
    “Me too,” Nathan cries. “I grew up in the west end.” 
 
    “North York,” Dominic tells him. 
 
    “Leaside,” I add. I look over at Emma. 
 
    “Mount Forest,” she says primly. “I would never live in the city.” She doesn’t appear as young when she states that. Her eyes harden and her lips tighten and I can see what Emma will look like when she gets old. Then it’s gone. 
 
    “Which is why we’re in the ‘burbs,” Nathan explains patiently. 
 
    “Where did you meet?” Dominic wants to know. 
 
    “Waterloo, of all places. I went to visit a friend when at school –” 
 
    “Girlfriend,” Emma corrects. 
 
    “Soon to be ex. Emma lived in the same residence as she did and I bumped into her.” 
 
    “Literally bumped into me. He was wandering around the girls’ floor wearing only his underwear in the middle of the afternoon. It was quite the talk of the floor.” 
 
    “I needed the bathroom and I forgot where I was,” Nathan says sheepishly. “She pointed me in the right direction and would have banished me if she could. Then we ended up at the same party that night and got to talking.” 
 
    “With the girlfriend there?” I ask. 
 
    “Yeah, well, she was well on her way to being the ex by then,” Nathan shrugs. 
 
    “We got married the next summer,” Emma supplies. 
 
    “When you were still in school?” Dominic wonders. 
 
    “I had another year to go. But we were in love and knew we were right for each other. Can I get you another beer, Dominic?” Emma interrupts her story as she notices Dom’s empty glass. 
 
    “Better refill Jacey’s wine,” Nathan adds. 
 
    Emma glances at my glass. “Goodness. I don’t drink that much. Or that quickly. I’ll be just a minute. Talk amongst yourselves.” She hurries into the kitchen. 
 
    “She refused to have sex with me,” Nathan says in a low voice as soon as Emma is out of earshot. “That’s why we got married so young. I was twenty-four and driving an hour every weekend for a hello kiss. Em’s dad is some freaky religious guy and she grew up thinking sex is a sin. She’s getting a bit better now but back then she convinced me there would be absolutely no action unless there was a ring on her finger. Not that it was a bad thing marrying her,” he adds. “Em’s great.” 
 
    “She seems sweet,” Dominic agrees. “She’s off to a good start at the school.”    
 
    “She really likes it there so far.” 
 
    They continue to discuss Emma and all I’m thinking is how she’s never going to go for playing with the neighbours at Tia’s. Too bad. Nathan is something else. 
 
    “Do you work?” Emma asks me, returning with a tray with beer poured in glasses for the boys and the bottle of wine for me. She tops me up and I do my best not to wince. It’s white zinfandel – the same pink wine I used to get extremely drunk on when I was in my twenties and have refused to touch for years because it’s so sickly sweet. But I’m doing my best to be socially polite so any liquid assistance is appreciated, regardless of the colour.  
 
    “Maternity leave,” I say shortly. 
 
    “What are you on leave from?” she persists. 
 
    “IBM,” I tell her reluctantly. 
 
    “You’re like an I.T. person? I thought they would all be geeks with pocket protectors,” Emma asks. 
 
    “Jacey’s one of the biggest geeks there is,” Dominic says fondly. “She is super smart and works in the think tank figuring out problems too vast for us mere mortals. What were you working on before you left, Jace?” 
 
    “The economic ramifications of e-technology on a global scale. The time before that was how to make the individual components of a computer more cost-effective so that they could be more easily sold in third world countries,” I recite dutifully. “I’m like a project manager.” 
 
    Emma’s mouth has fallen open. “You’re like…” 
 
    “She’s brilliant. Genius I.Q,” Dominic says proudly. 
 
    “I’m a math teacher,” Emma tells me weakly. 
 
    “I couldn’t be a teacher,’ I say magnanimously. 
 
    The conversation moves on to Nathan’s firefighting skills, which impress me. It’s interesting seeing the dynamic between the two of them. They clearly adore one another but are so different. Emma is so straight-laced and concerned with the impression she is making where Nathan is all laid-back charm. I can’t help thinking of how they would make out with the rest of the street and whether Tia will deem them worthy of an invite. 
 
    Why does Tia make the decisions? 
 
    Why can’t I invite them? That thought only lasts a moment and then I disregard it. I don’t want that responsibility on my shoulders. And I’m not even sure if I’d want them to come. We’ve only just met Emma but I can see she would have issues with the arrangement. Nathan, on the other hand – the image of him at the window holding his cock refuses to leave my mind. He’d have a great time with so many to choose from. I think I’d have a great time with him. Melissa would eat him up. 
 
    But Emma… 
 
    I’m not used to thinking of other people. 
 
    It’s a tolerably good time but Dominic makes us leave just after ten when Emma can’t hide her yawns. 
 
    “I’m up so early,” she explains as she walks us to the door. “It’s hard for me to stay up much past ten, especially when Nate is at work.” 
 
    “I get a lot of sleep because of her,” Nathan says. 
 
    I wonder if I go home and open the curtains, I’ll be able to watch them having sex. Not that I know that’s what they’re going to do. I know that’s what I want to do. 
 
    “We’re really looking forward to getting to know everyone tomorrow,” Emma says when we’re preparing to leave. “It was so nice for Melissa to have us over. Is there anything we should know about the neighbours?” 
 
    Dominic meets my eyes and I can see he’s trying not to laugh as well. “Nope, not really,” he says fighting to sound casual. “They’re a good group. You’ll have fun getting to know them all.” 
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    Once again my amorous intentions are thwarted. Instead of going home and crawling naked between the sheets, I agree to walk Frodo with Dominic. “It’s a nice night,” is his reasoning. “And we can never leave with kids to walk him together.” 
 
    So we’re out walking headed for home, holding hands with Frodo’s leash looped around Dominic’s wrist when Tia’s front door opens. “I thought that was you,” she calls. She’s wearing silky pajama pants in a light gray colour that seems to glow in the moonlight. “Come and join me for a drink.” 
 
    Dominic looks at me; I can tell he wants to accept. “Sure,” I say, for the second time this evening. It’s not that I don’t want to spend time with Tia, it’s that I do want to spend time with my husband. I wonder if we could do both. 
 
    Do I want to? Tia might just be making an innocent invitation to us. But it is 10:30 at night; most folks are getting ready for bed, not offering to crack open a bottle of wine. And it’s Tia. Who offered to be our unicorn. What better way to give yourself a trial run?  Get me drunk, when I’m already in the mood because I’m thinking of how good sex with my husband is going to be tonight. 
 
    “I’ll take the dog home and be right back,” Dominic offers, taking the leash from my hand. “You girls go start without me.” 
 
    I didn’t say a word about that. “Where are the girls?” I ask instead as I follow her into the kitchen and watch as she pulls a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc from the refrigerator.  
 
    “The twins are a sleepover party and April is with my sister for the weekend.” 
 
    “I didn’t know you had a sister.”   
 
    “Yes, she’s older. Never married. She loves the girls but prefers one on one time with them, so every month or so one of them heads to her place for the weekend. They enjoy it.” 
 
    “It’s strange that I don’t know about your family,” I say slowly. 
 
    “Why is that?” Tia asks with a strange smile, handing me a glass of wine. “It’s not like I talk about them a great deal.” 
 
    “Yes, but…”  I’m having difficulty understanding how it is that Tia has become such an integral part of our life, but I know so little about her. “It’s just that it’s something I should know,” I finish lamely. 
 
    “It’s quite alright, Jacey,” Tia says in a way that suggests she knows exactly what I thinking about. “Just because we share an intimate relationship doesn’t mean we need to know everything about each other. I don’t even know where you’re from originally. I know you moved from Toronto, but is that where you were born?” 
 
    “I lived there my whole life. Until we came here.” 
 
    “Do you miss it?” 
 
    “I did at first, but now that we’re settled here, I look back and wonder why I missed it. I was happy and we had friends, but we didn’t have – we didn’t have this. Not this – playtime with the neighbours, but…I’m not sure how to describe it. It’s not something I’m used to.” 
 
    “Community,” Tia offers, motioning for me to sit on the couch. I don’t want to think about how I did more than just sit on that couch the last time I was here alone with Tia.  “We all share a friendship, but it’s something more, isn’t it. That’s why I enjoy it so much. It’s not just the sexual satisfaction for me, but the companionship from all of you.” 
 
    “I like the sex,” I tell her bluntly. “I’ve never been one who spent much effort on friendships.” 
 
    “But that has changed, hasn’t it? You’ve changed. Not in a bad way,” Tia hastens to reassure me. “But you definitely have changed in a few ways since you moved here. You say you’re not one to spend much effort on friendships yet I see you with Paige and Wendy and even Melissa and it’s obvious that you share a close relationship with them.” 
 
    “I think it’s mandatory when you’re sleeping with a woman’s husband.” 
 
    “Maybe so, but you seem happy about it. You’re content in their company.” 
 
    “I guess I am.” 
 
    “Even with Melissa. I see you biting your tongue at times, to stop yourself from saying something that might hurt her.” 
 
    I frown at the observation. “I don’t think I care about hurting her but I’m able to stop myself from saying things that others might consider inappropriate. I call it using my filter.” 
 
    “Always a good thing to use,” Tia smiles and leans forward to touch my glass with hers. “You’ve changed sexually, as well.” 
 
    “That’s a given.” I roll my eyes. “But I like to think I was always a bit adventurous.” 
 
    “I’m sure you were. But now…even tonight. When I suggested a relationship with you and Dominic and myself, your first reaction was to refuse. But now, only a few weeks later, you’re contemplating it. You’ve given it some serious thought. Even before you came here tonight.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” I ask. There’s no point in bluffing with Tia. She has this uncanny and even frightening way of reading my mind.   
 
    Tia gives a delicate shrug. “It’s the way you look at me now. You’re wondering what it would be like. What would change between you and Dominic? What would change with you and me? Would there be jealousy and how would you deal with that?” 
 
    I don’t say a thing because Tia has picked up on all my fears. “I can assure you, there needn’t be a reason for any sort of jealousy. Our relationship – if there is to be one – would begin and end in the bedroom. I would have no impact on your marriage.” 
 
    “But you would.” 
 
    Tia shakes her head. “But it wouldn’t be in a negative way. At least I hope not. I find the two of you very attractive, Jacey, and I’m very intrigued by you. I thought I’ve made that clear.” 
 
    “Oh, you have. But I don’t understand what’s in it for you?” 
 
    “I enjoy being with both men and women and I’m not currently, or probably ever be looking for a relationship. So this would give me the satisfaction I want, without the emotional upheavals. I already care about the two of you, so the framework has already been established.” 
 
    “And that’s all you want?” 
 
    “That’s all I’m looking for.” Tia is holding my gaze when I hear a soft knock on the door and then Dominic’s voice.   
 
    “I let myself in…hope that’s okay.” 
 
    “It’s fine, Dominic. Come in. The girls aren’t here so no need to be quiet. There’s wine in the fridge – help yourself.” 
 
    I can’t hear his reply. I can’t seem to look away from Tia either. “Is that why you invited us over tonight?” I demand. “So something would happen?” 
 
    Tia shakes her head, a sly smile at the corner of her mouth. “Not at all. Of course, I’d hoped something, possibly might happen , but that wasn’t my intent. I like you, Jacey and I like Dominic. I enjoy spending time with you. It’s as simple as that.” 
 
    “So if I leaned over and kissed you right now, and left it at that, you’d be fine with it?” I demand. “You wouldn’t expect anything else?” 
 
    To say Tia looks surprised is an understatement. I can see her throat move as she swallows in an almost-audible gulp. It’s that swallow that prompts me to put my glass on the table beside me and lean over and kiss Tia’s full mouth. Her lips are cool and taste like wine and her tongue darts into my mouth as I touch her cheek with my hand. 
 
    “I didn’t really expect you to start without me…” Dominic says in a strangled voice. 
 
    I continue kissing Tia for another minute before I pull away and look at my husband standing in the doorway, holding the bottle of wine and a glass. “Is this okay?” I ask. 
 
    “Uh – yes! But I thought…you said…” 
 
    “I’ve thought about it,” I say casually, my hand still caressing Tia’s cheek. “I’ve been thinking about it,” I correct. “And this won’t mean I’m saying yes, I want that sort of relationship. I still don’t know about that. But I thought – I thought it might be fun.” 
 
    “Fun,” Dominic echoes, his eyes glazing a bit. “Sure.” 
 
    “Why don’t we go upstairs?” Tia suggests. 
 
    “No, here,” I tell her. 
 
    “Whatever you like. Dominic, would you like to join us?” 
 
    “Uh, sure. Why don’t the two of you just continue on and I’ll join in whenever.” 
 
    I press my lips against Tia’s and don’t answer him. 
 
    Kissing Tia is like eating a sundae – you know it’s not good to have one too often but sometimes you can’t help yourself. I’ve spent the evening in a heightened sense of sexual anticipation and I’m done waiting. If it wasn’t Tia, to would have been someone else. Nathan is lucky I left him in one piece. 
 
    Tia’s lips are firm and her tongue is busy darting into my mouth before I can get too comfortable. Her hands are on my breasts, under my shirt. 
 
    “Let me help you with that,” I hear Dominic say as if from a distance. Then his hands are on my back and I pull away in time for him to pull my shirt over my head. Tia’s mouth is back on mine as my husband takes off my bra.   
 
    My husband is undressing me in front of a woman. I’ve had threesomes before but never with Dominic. 
 
    Can I do this? Am I really going to do this? 
 
    Dominic moves behind me on the couch and I can feel his hands sliding my skirt up. I know it’s him and not Tia because her hands are on my breast as she takes a nipple into her mouth. Dominic’s finger burrows under the elastic of my underwear with difficulty and I squirm because I want him to feel my wetness but the positioning isn’t working. 
 
    “This isn’t working,” I say aloud. 
 
    Tia’s head pops up from my breast, an expression of dismay on her face. “You’re changing your mind?” Dominic says from behind me. 
 
    “No, the position,” I say, pushing Tia away from me so I can stand. “And I’m taking off the rest of my clothes.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Dom says with delight as I pull off my skirt. Both he and Tia join me and soon our clothes on in a heap on the floor. 
 
    Tia lays on her back on the floor, her head at one end. She motions for me to come to her, running her hand along my leg as I hesitate, wondering where she wants me. And then I figure out she wants me to straddle her so she can work my pussy with her mouth.   
 
    I crouch over her and she maneuvers me so that I’m on all fours over her, my pussy over her face low enough for her to reach up with her tongue. But she doesn’t touch me yet. 
 
    “Dominic, from behind if you like,” she suggests. I’m not sure what she means until I feel Dominic’s hands on my hips and his cock pushing inside me. Once in, he waits until Tia lowers me to her mouth. 
 
    Dominic fucks me as Tia licks my clit. I close my eyes and enjoy. 
 
    Tia’s tongue starts slowly, as does Dominic as they both work out their rhythm. I have nothing to do but try and keep my balance, keeping as still as I can. And enjoy. It’s like being fingered when you’re being fucked. Only better. 
 
    Tia picks up speed and Dominic’s thrust becomes harder and faster but controlled since he’s trying not to disturb Tia. I drop my head and look underneath me when Dominic moves a hand; I see it between Tia’s legs, fingering her in time with his thrusts. 
 
    They must have done this before. It’s too well-orchestrated for a first-time thing. 
 
    The thought doesn’t deter from my excitement, especially as Tia begins to suck my clit. As soon as I feel her mouth surrounding it I come so fast I cry out with surprise. 
 
    But neither of them stop. The sensations continue with each thrust of Dominic’s cock, every lick of Tia’s tongue. They keep it up until my cries fill the room, mixed with the sound of slapping bodies and the wet noise of Tia’s tongue. 
 
    I can tell Dominic is getting close from his breathing. He thrusts hard so my pussy is rocking against Tia’s mouth. I begin to move as well, pressing backward against Dominic and then against Tia’s mouth. 
 
    The surprise orgasm I had will be nothing compared to what is building inside me now. 
 
    Tia begins to come, her moans and cries vibrating my pussy, even more, sending me over the edge once more. I cry out harshly for Dominic, wanting him to come as well. He complies; thrusting hard a few times and then goes rigid, with his own cry. 
 
    So that’s what it would be like with Tia and Dominic.  
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    The next morning we go to brunch at Melissa’s. 
 
    Nathan and Emma have been invited and Emma shows up with so many Tupperware containers and covered plates she can barely make it through the door. From the beginning, Melissa and Emma get along like a house on fire, which is surprising to me because it seems like Emma would be more of a threat to Melissa competitive nature.   
 
    Or maybe she’s looking at her like a conquest. 
 
    Speaking of conquests, Joe is there. 
 
    I haven’t seen him since the afternoon he came by the put up the shelf. Now there isn’t any snow to shovel, I miss seeing him during Frodo’s walks. It might be better this way; I’m sure it would be beyond awkward if I was to hop in Mahak’s car with Joe standing by.   
 
    Would I pick Mahak over Joe? 
 
    I glance up to see Joe across the room talking to Colin and Nathan but looking at me. He gives me a ghost of a smile and turns away. 
 
    No. 
 
    “Have you and Joe ever got together?” Paige asks in a low voice. I hadn’t even seen her coming to stand next to me. 
 
    “No. Not really. Sort of,” I hedge. 
 
    “How do you sort of get together?” Paige asks with her customary grin. “Oh, I forgot.  You don’t give details.” 
 
    “Unlike you, Mr. Sexy Dentist.” 
 
    Paige’s smile turns lascivious. “How could I not tell you? I’ve never done something like that before.” 
 
    “And are you planning on another check-up? I don’t blame you if you do, but I would like to know if you’ll be needing me to take care of your husband.” 
 
    “You didn’t mind, did you?” Paige asks worriedly. 
 
    “That’s not a fair question, you know. If I answer yes, I look like a bad friend and indirectly insult your husband. If I say no, I look like some sort of sex-crazed housewife.” 
 
    “Let’s say, horny housewives, because that’s what we all are!” She clinks her coffee cup against mine with a grin. “I know you liked having sex with my husband. How could you not?” 
 
    “Guilty,” I admit with a rueful grin. 
 
    “Do you think we’ll be adding new recruits anytime soon?” Paige asks, nodding her head in Emma’s direction. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I say slowly. “We were over there last night. We bumped into them when we were out for dinner and they invited us back for a drink.” 
 
    “And…” 
 
    “And I think it was the first time I’ve been invited into someone’s home for a drink and it was just for a drink!” 
 
    Paige laughs out loud. “Ah, Jacey. You are my God. Goddess, I guess. I want to be just like you.” 
 
    I glance curiously at her.  “Really?” 
 
    “You’ve got it all and I’m jealous. Hot husband, amazing sex life…” 
 
    I find Dominic in the crowd. “I am pretty lucky.”    
 
    “But you have to get together with Joe!” 
 
    I turn back to Paige. “It’s never happened at Tia’s. I don’t know if it ever will.” 
 
    “You know you don’t need Tia’s. I know you don’t need to wait until Tia’s.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s different with Joe.” 
 
    “He’s the only one you haven’t. Plus, he’s got it bad for you,” Paige says drily. 
 
    “Don’t say that. It makes it more difficult. The others…” 
 
    “…love you, and think you’re awesome but don’t love love you. Joe…but Joe is amazing. Really. Really really.” 
 
    “I’ve sort of got that impression…” 
 
    “Who’s Joe?” chirps a little voice beside me. 
 
    Paige and I whirl around to see Emma standing behind me. People should start wearing bells around me so I can hear them coming. Emma is so small she can sneak through a crowd without anyone noticing. 
 
    “That’s Joe,” Paige points across the room. 
 
    “How is he amazing?” Emma demands. 
 
    “He’s a really good carpenter,” I manage with a straight face. 
 
    “Really good with his hands,” Paige says with a smirk. 
 
    “He can build anything,” I add, frowning at Paige who gives me another grin. 
 
    “He’s good looking,” Emma notices. “There are a lot of attractive men on this street.” 
 
    “That there is,” Paige agrees. 
 
    Emma is standing beside me. She is quite small and I am not and apparently, she is hidden where she’s standing because Wendy apparently doesn’t notice her when she rushes up to us. 
 
    “That Nathan is hot hot hot! I can’t wait until they get an invite to Tia’s! I just want to get my hands on him and have him put out my fire.” 
 
    I freeze. So does Paige. Emma peeks out from the other side of me. “What happens at Tia’s?” 
 
    Wendy’s face falls. “Oh fuck,” she whispers. 
 
    Once again the women sit around the table, the men vanishing with the kids, this time taking them to Paige and Colin’s for a jump on the trampoline.  
 
    I wonder if there was a signal for the husbands to disappear back when the wives explained to me how we had moved into a neighbourhood of swingers. There was definitely one today. Paige went to Melissa, who went to Tia and then to Mahak. After the plates were cleared of food – making it a very awkward fifteen minutes or so with Emma – Mahak said loudly he wanted to see the trampoline and of course, all the kids wanted to go. Quickly the house emptied, leaving the wives sitting around the kitchen table. 
 
    Emma glances from face to face, looking confused and a little pissed off. “Is there something I don’t know about?” We all look at Tia, Wendy a little abashed for letting the cat out of the bag early. “You said something about Tia’s. I don’t mind if you’re planning something we’re not invited to, but why would you want Nathan there?” Emma continues. 
 
    “We were hoping to invite you,” Tia says slowly, “But we were waiting until we got to know you a little more.” 
 
    “To see if we make the cut?” Emma says bitterly. “I’ve got a hot husband, so he’s okay?” 
 
    “To see if you would be open to joining us. Our gatherings are not the norm,” Tia explains. 
 
    “What’s so abnormal about them?” 
 
    “Every so often, I host a party where we look for…companionship from others. Not our normal partners,” Tia says patiently. 
 
    I think she said the same thing to me way back when. 
 
    Emma looks at each of us, finishing with me. “You said there was nothing to know about the neighbours,” she accuses. 
 
    “It’s not something we just blurt out,” I say coolly. 
 
    “I can see why. You’re swingers. You have orgies!” 
 
    “No. It’s not an orgy. An orgy is a sex party where guests engage in promiscuous or multifarious sexual activity of group sex,” I recite. “Did you know in ancient Greek religion an orgy was a secret nightlife cultic congregation overseen by an orgiophant?” 
 
    If Tia gets to reuse, so do I. 
 
    “Thank you, Jacey,” Tia says. 
 
    “I thought the same thing when they told me,” I add. “But it’s not an orgy.  It’s more like a key party.” 
 
    “It’s a sin,” Emma hisses, courtesy of her ultra-religious upbringing. “You’re married and you’re sharing husbands with each other? Do you want to have sex with my Nathan? And you think it’s okay for me to have sex with your husbands’?” She’s back to looking at me. “With Dominic…” 
 
    Am I imagining the interest that lights up Emma’s eyes? 
 
    “And Mahak, and Colin and Jackson. And Joe, as well,” Paige adds. 
 
    “We care a great deal about each other, and treasure the relationships we share. But we also realize it’s not for everyone. If this is something you can’t abide with, the only thing we ask –” 
 
    “Who says I can’t abide by it?” Emma interrupts. “This is something you all do?” 
 
    “Yes,” Tia says. 
 
    “When is the next one?” Emma shocks us all by asking. 
 
    I guess they are in.  
 
    I don’t know who is more surprised – Emma or the rest of us. 
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    Joe stops by a few days later. 
 
    He didn’t call and I’m not expecting him. I’m still wearing my yoga pants and a T-shirt covered in Ben’s cereal he flung at me when he managed to grab the spoon as I was feeding him. 
 
    “Hello, Jacey,” he says when I open the door. He has to speak over Ben’s wailing. 
 
    “Hi. Sorry about the noise. I’m trying to get him to sleep.” 
 
    “Sounds like you’re succeeding.” 
 
    “He’s decided he doesn’t need to nap. I say he still does. I’m going to win.” 
 
    Joe raises an eyebrow. “I didn’t realize motherhood is a competition.” 
 
    “Everything is a competition around here.” I open the door wider. “Are you coming in?” 
 
    “Not if this is a bad time.” 
 
    “No, he’ll quiet down in about five minutes.” It’s awkward between us. I suspected it would be but I hoped it wouldn’t. Too much has happened between me and Joe for us to go back to the friendship we began with. And I’m not sure if either of us is ready to progress further. I want it; he wants it. But he wants more than just a neighbour to play with. He wants me to stop being with everyone else, too. 
 
    And I’m not sure if I want to do that. 
 
    Look at what happened with Colin last weekend. What’s happens with Mahak on an almost weekly basis. I’m enjoying myself and I don’t know if I want it to stop. What if he’s not worth it? 
 
    “Are you here to talk about what happened?” I ask as soon as he steps through the door. 
 
    “Did you want to talk about what happened?” 
 
    “Did you know it’s rude to answer a question with a question?” 
 
    “I don’t mean to be rude.” 
 
    We stand staring at each other for a long minute. I have no idea why he’s here, and by the expression on his face, I’m not sure Joe does either.  
 
    “You were right,” he says. 
 
    “I’m always right,” I say, which is my automatic response whenever Dominic says that. “About what?” 
 
    Joe tilts up his head and I notice the silence. “Baby fell asleep.” 
 
    “Just like clockwork. Mommy knows best.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    Silence from Ben, silence between us. And then Joe moves. 
 
    He takes a step forward, and then another, grabbing the back of my head with his big hand and drawing me towards him. I’m too surprised to resist. Even if I wanted to. His mouth meets mine and I think I sigh. 
 
    Joe kisses me, both hands cradling my head, tangled in my hair. My arms go around his waist, and I press my hands against his back, feeling the muscles under his shirt. He kisses me on and on, his lips firm but gentle, his tongue darting into my mouth. I can do nothing but kiss him back and try to stay on my feet. A few times I feel myself beginning to sway.   
 
    And then Joe releases me. “There,” he mutters as he steps away. 
 
    My arms clench around him but I let go at the last minute. “What was that for?” 
 
    “You came into my home and did that to me. I thought I’d return the favour.” 
 
    “What? You came over here just to kiss me?” 
 
    “You’re complaining?” 
 
    “No. No! It’s just that…” Arguing with Joe isn’t going to get me anywhere. The man wants me – I can feel it. And I want him too. “Let’s just do this. Let’s just get it over with.” 
 
    “I have no intention being something you just ‘get it over with.’” 
 
    “You come over here, kiss me like that? You want me as much as I do – I can tell.” Joe simply shrugs. “You are the most frustrating man!” 
 
    “Possibly,” he says with a hint of a smile.   
 
    “You want to play dirty…” I taunt him. “You asked for it.” 
 
    With a lightning quick move, I pull the cereal-covered T-shirt over my head and unhook my bra. As it falls to the floor, I slip off my pants and underwear at the same time. 
 
    I stand naked before Joe. Right there at door in front of the stairs. 
 
    “Tell me you don’t want me. Because you can have me. Right now.” 
 
    Joe stares at me for longer than he should need to; long enough for me to begin to feel a little embarrassed standing naked in front of him, a little offended it’s taking him so long. And a little bit stupid. 
 
    “Fine,” I say, my voice tight with anger when I’ve had enough. I reach down to snatch up my clothes. “You’ve made things very clear here.” 
 
    But then he’s bending down with me, and grabbing my wrist instead of my pants and his face is so close to mine I notice his eyes are blue instead of gray. I can’t read the expression on his face as we stand but then I don’t need to because he kisses me and I close my eyes. 
 
    I’ve thought about what it would be like when it finally happened with Joe and me, because I knew it would happen one day. I thought it would be more like making love than fucking; Joe would be soft and tender and romantic. I thought he would take the time to express his true feelings for me whatever they were, and we would have pillow talk afterward discussing things.  
 
    It’s not like that at all. 
 
    Joe isn’t rough when he kisses me, but there’s not much gentle about it. He kisses me like a man; like a hungry man. Like a man who has been pushed just a little too far. I guess that’s my fault but I’m not complaining. 
 
    His hands are on my breasts, molding, cupping, squeezing as he kisses me. It’s like he’s devouring me. Like he can’t get enough. I know I can’t get enough of his mouth, his hands. I touch every part of him I can, tugging off his shirt so I can have his skin against mine. When he finally breaks free so I can yank it off his back, I pull at his waistband to get rid of his jeans. After he kicks them off, he takes me in his arms again, but instead of resuming, he walks me back to the stairs. I don’t know if he means to get me all the way upstairs, but I trip on the third stair and sit down. We don’t make it any further. 
 
    Joe crouches in front of me and his mouth finds my breast, his hand delving between my legs, finding me hot, wet and ready. I lean back, my head on the landing, my hands gripping his bare shoulders. His fingers slide inside me, his lips teasing at my nipple. 
 
    But soon – too soon – Joe stops. I have a moment of frustration as he pulls away, only to open my eyes and find him kneeling on the floor in front of me, pulling my legs open and my hips forward so he can taste me. For the first time, I make no sound as he plunders me with his tongue, his fingers. I can hear my ragged breath as he explores me with none of Mahak’s finesse but a whole lot more passion. I pull up my legs as far as I can, throwing one over Joe’s shoulder and feel his hands on my ass. 
 
    It’s good – so good – but as I feel my orgasm building quickly, I want more. “Come inside me, please,” I say huskily, moving my leg and pulling his shoulders. Joe doesn’t wait for me to ask twice. He quickly moves above me, still lying up the stairs with my ass on the edge. There’s a moment where he looks at me questioningly, just before he enters me but the moment is gone as I reach up and kiss him, tasting myself on his mouth and he thrusts inside me. 
 
    This isn’t making love – Joe fucks me on the stairs, fucks me hard. I wrap my legs around his hips as his socked feet fight for traction on the hardwood floor. It’s nothing what I imagined it would be like with Joe. 
 
    It’s better. So much better. 
 
    The sensation of his cock thrusting inside me. The touch of his hands on my ass, pulling it against him as he thrusts. The feel of his breath as he buries his face in the crook of my neck and the sound of his own labored breathing in my ear. The press of our bodies together. 
 
    I come too fast. I want to enjoy it the feel of him inside me longer, much longer. I’ve had too many fantasies with Joe and I want to savour the real thing. But despite the utter uncomfortableness of fucking on the stairs, the build up is fast and furious and relentless.   
 
    I come all at once, without even realizing I’m about to. I come with a single cry and as I tighten around him, Joe comes as well, pulling out at the last second and spilling onto my stomach. 
 
    “Sorry,” he mutters, pulling away from me. “I didn’t have – I’ll clean you up.” I watch in amazement as he pads bare–assed with his socks still on, into my kitchen. He returned with the roll of paper towel and a wad of damp tissue in his hand. Without a word, he wipes my stomach clean, and then gently dabs it with the wet cloth. 
 
    “Thanks,” I whisper as he returns everything to the kitchen. I’m still sitting on the step as he comes back to me. I watch as he pulls on his pants before sitting beside me. 
 
    “What does this mean?” I ask him. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he shrugs. “But this was what you wanted.” 
 
    “I did. I do. But Joe…”  
 
    I want you, I need to say. I don’t want this uncertainty that I’m feeling now.   
 
    But I don’t say anything. Neither does he. We sit on the stairs for long minutes, before Joe finishes dressing. Then he leaves. 
 
    It finally happened with Joe. But I don’t know what’s going to happen now. 
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    Joe doesn’t come to Tia’s on Saturday. I’m not sure why, but I have a good guess and I think it’s about me. I’m not sure how I feel about that. 
 
    It finally happened with Joe and me. 
 
    I have to admit, it wasn’t what I expected. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but like some things you want and wait for, the end result is a bit of a let-down.   
 
    Not that I’m disappointed by Joe. It was good. Really good. But I – it’s hard to explain.  I’ve had so many fantasies about him and then it happened – right there on my stairs. And now I just don’t know what to think. 
 
    I hope it happens again. After it does, I’ll be able to figure things out. 
 
    But tonight Joe isn’t here so there’s no sense dwelling on things. On what we did and what we might do again… 
 
    Nathan is there. Nathan and Emma. Not Joe. 
 
    Emma corners me at Tia’s as soon they get there. She has a huge glass of wine in her hand and her eyes are bright with excitement – or fear. I’m not sure which. 
 
    “What’s going to happen here?” she demands of me.   
 
    I look around for Paige or Wendy or anyone to come rescue me. I’m the last person she should be talking to about this. “You’re going to have sex with someone other than your husband,” I tell her flatly. “I thought you understood that.” 
 
    Emma rolls her eyes at me. “I know that.  I mean – how? Who? How I do I know?” 
 
    “It’s supposed to be random,” I tell her, happy to have an easier explanation to provide. “Tia puts all the boys’ keys in a bowl and then calls one of our names and then picks a set of keys.” 
 
    “So I’ll have no idea. But I need to know! If I’m going to have sex,” she actually whispers the word, so I know she’s more scared than excited, “I need to know something about him!” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this?” I ask her. “You don’t have to.” 
 
    Emma closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. “I need to do this,” she says. Her hand is shaking a little, enough to have me worry about her wine. 
 
    “Do you want me to hold that?” I ask, reaching for her glass. She shakes her head and drains half her glass. “That might help. Or it might not.” 
 
    “I’m a prude,” Emma tells me bluntly. “My sexuality is repressed because of my upbringing. I was told sex is wrong wrong wrong. Nathan has tried so much, and I think I’ve gotten better –” 
 
    “You looked like you were doing okay,” I blurt out before I can stop myself. She probably had no idea I have watched them having sex. Why would I say that? “I mean…” 
 
    “Nathan tried to get me to watch you, too,” Emma says, surprises me once again. “I couldn’t do it.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” I guess it’s only fair that Nathan watched us too, but the thought leaves me a bit unsettled, and I’m not a prude like Emma claims to be. She’s handling this quite well. 
 
    “I thought this would help me open up. Nathan is – he’s amazing. He’s everything I’ve ever wanted.”  
 
    It’s sweet how her face softens when she talks about him. It makes her look years younger like she’s the pure twenty-one-year-old marrying the love of her life. 
 
    “But you can work on things together,” I suggest. 
 
    “It would take too long. I’m tired of being this way, of looking at sex as something I have to endure.” 
 
    “It shouldn’t be like that.” 
 
    “I know. It’s good, but if I were more adventurous it would be better, right?” she looks earnestly at me. 
 
    “That’s what happened to me,” I tell her truthfully. “Dominic and I were great before, but now…Wow. Just wow.” 
 
    Emma nods her head decisively. “I want wow. Nathan deserves wow. I need to do this for him.” 
 
    “No, you need to do it for you,” I correct. 
 
    “For us,” Emma relents. “Besides, I think he really wants to.” 
 
    “Ok, then. Tia will probably put you with Mahak,” I tell her, glancing around the room at the husbands assembled. “That’s who I had my first time. He’s – amazing,” I whisper. “You’ll definitely enjoy yourself. Just relax.”   
 
    I don’t know what other advice to give to someone completely freaked out about having sex with someone other than their partner. 
 
    “Relax,” Emma echoes. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Afterwards, have sex with Nathan as soon as you can,” I suggest. “Like tomorrow morning. You’ll still be excited about being with Mahak and it will carry over with Nathan. It’ll be great, better than ever with Nathan. Or it should be. You can’t let yourself think about what Nathan did. Don’t let yourself get upset or jealous. Just don’t think about it.” 
 
    “Relax. Don’t think. Have sex tomorrow. Who do you think Nathan will be with?” 
 
    “Probably me,” I tell her honestly. I don’t know for a fact, but without Joe here…I really think Tia will put me with Nathan. 
 
    “You,” Emma says nervously. “That’s good and bad. Don’t be too good, okay?” 
 
    “”I’m not sure how not to be,” I say slowly. 
 
    “You know what I mean.” 
 
    “Not really. But don’t think about us – what we’re doing or did or anything. Just think about how much fun you’ll have with Mahak. His tongue…” 
 
    “Really?” Emma squeaks. Then she drains her glass of wine. 
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    “I’m glad it’s you,” Nathan says after I lead him into a bedroom. I’ve never taken the lead on these evenings and so I’m not really sure which room to use. I wait until everyone is paired up – or three-ed up in the case of Paige, Melissa, and a very excited Jackson – and then head to an unused room upstairs. Dominic waves as he and Wendy slip into one of the basement rooms. 
 
    “I thought it might be,” I admit. “Tia likes to say it’s random but I think she picks and chooses.” 
 
    “Did you ask for me?” he asks with a cocky smile. 
 
    “No. I did not. But I think I might be the reason you’re here.” 
 
    “So I should thank you.” 
 
    “Why don’t you wait and see before you thank me for anything?” 
 
    “I think I know what I’m in for,” he says, still with the cocky grin. 
 
    “Oh, really?” I ask archly.   
 
    “So what do we do?” Nathan wonders. “Just start going at it?” 
 
    “And that is why you are here. First,” I give his chest a little push with my fingers.  “You need to take some clothes off.” 
 
    “What about you?”  
 
    “You’re asking too many questions.” I pull his polo shirt up and Nathan has to help me get it over his head. Then I unbutton his khakis and pull them down to his ankles, leaving him standing in only gray boxer briefs. I step back and gaze admiringly at him.   
 
    “How come you get to be the boss?” Nathan asks, kicking his pants away. 
 
    “I don’t know. I just feel like it.” I slide my hand onto his crotch, feeling him harden and grow beneath my hand. “Are you complaining?” 
 
    “Hell, no.” 
 
    I keep my hand where it is and lean up to kiss him. Seeing Nathan in all his full frontal glory in the window that day is nothing like being able to see him close up.   
 
    And touch him. 
 
    There nothing tender about the way I kiss him. I rub my hand along his length, and move my other hand up his stomach, across his chest. His skin is soft without any hair marring the expense and I can feel the muscles firm beneath the surface. Nathan is really something else. 
 
    We don’t kiss very long. I want something else in my mouth. 
 
    I pull back and his briefs soon go the way of his pants. His cock juts up, long and lean; more length than girth. Makes no difference to me. Still fully dressed, I kneel on the floor before him. 
 
    “Whoa,” Nathan groans softly as I take him in my mouth. There’s no foreplay, no licking or touching or stroking. I just take him all in.  
 
    His hands find the back of my head, my hands grasp his hips. I try and relax my throat as I take him deep. His cock is so hard and so long I grasp the base and slide along in time with my mouth. Still with him in my mouth, I tease his tip with my tongue and then suck hard. Nathan groans. 
 
    I continue for a few minutes until his grip on the back of my head tightens and he begins to thrust his hips. And then I pull away just enough. 
 
    “I’m going to stop now.” 
 
    He groans in response. 
 
    “And I want you to lie in the middle of the bed.” 
 
    By the time I stand, Nathan has done as I ask. I watch him watch me as I quickly shed my clothes. And then I kneel on the bed, straddling him and crawl up his body, using my mouth and tongue and fingers as I go, exploring every part of him. 
 
    “Jeezus, Jacey,” Nathan says hoarsely as I reach his inner thighs. I tickle his balls with the tips of my fingers, caressing the softness where his legs join his hips. I spend a few minutes teasing and tickling with my fingers without ever touching his cock. Then suddenly I lick it from base to tip with one firm stroke before working the tip with my tongue. Just as Nathan’s hand reaches for my head again, I move, straddling him so that my pussy is pressed against his length. I have to stop myself from grinding myself on him. 
 
    I use both my hands on his chest; beginning with his hips, those chiseled abs, I run my hands over him. When I reach his shoulders, I lean forward so that my breasts are hanging over his face and brush my nipples against his mouth. He takes the bait, grasping the sides of my breasts and pushing them together so he can run his tongue between the two. 
 
    “I like that,” I tell him softly as his tongue traveled from my cleavage to the swell of my breast.   
 
    “I like these,” he says before taking a nipple into his mouth and teasing it with his teeth. 
 
    It feels so good but I want more. I pull away and drop a kiss on his mouth still reaching for my breasts. Then I continue to crawl until I’m crouched over his face. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he groans, grasping my hips. I stay where I am, just far enough so that Nathan’s tongue can reach with the barest of flicks, teasing both of us, but I soon tire of that. I lower myself and gasp as his tongue plunges into me.   
 
    I try to control the rhythm of Nathan’s mouth but it becomes more and more difficult and soon he has a hold of my hips so that I can’t rock against him. He licks the length of me with firm strokes of his tongue and when he finds my clit and begins to suck it, he thrusts his fingers into me at the same time.   
 
    I cry out as his fingers find my G-spot almost immediately. 
 
    As Nathan plunges his fingers inside me while sucking my clit, I begin to come, feeling the rush of pleasure race through me, only to moan with frustration as his begins to lick me again, strong, firm strokes of his tongue, this time letting me rock against him.  
 
    I grasp the headboard with my hands and throw my head back. He finds my nub with his tongue, circling it quickly before sucking it again and I explode above him with a sharp cry. 
 
    Nathan doesn’t give me a chance to move; suddenly he slides out from under me and is behind me as I’m still quivering from my orgasm. 
 
    “Condoms in the drawer,” I gasp. 
 
    I’ve never known a man to put a condom on so quickly. In no time, Nathan is pushing my head towards the pillows and forces himself inside me from behind.   
 
    “My turn,” he says, thrusting roughly. He’s so long it’s almost painful, but as he drives in and out my pussy, I forget the pain, focusing on the pleasure, how good it feels as he fucks me roughly. Grasping my hips, he pulls me back against him so that we’re rocking together hard enough for the bed to hit the wall. 
 
    It feels so good I press my face into the pillow to muffle my cries, which are quite loud. He continues, managing to increase his speed and intensity so that the bed is pitching forward at an alarming rate and I feel the beginning of another orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, God! Don’t stop,” I cry, turning my head from the pillow. 
 
    “I want to make you scream. Tell me you like it,” Nathan orders. Now he’s firmly in control and I can only endure the fierce pummeling, helpless in the throes of such pleasure.   
 
    “Please! It’s good – so good.” 
 
    “Tell me you love it. Do you love me fucking you like this?” 
 
    “Yes! I love it! Don’t stop fucking me!” My cries are loud, the bed is hitting the wall with an unmistakable rhythm and Nathan fucking me feels so good that I couldn’t care if we are heard. “Yes! Yes!” I cry as his hand snakes between my legs and he teases my clit between his fingers. It’s all it takes to send me tumbling over the edge and I come with a scream that he must approve of. 
 
    With a toe-curling groan, Nathan comes as well, finally stopping his furious thrusting. 
 
    “Next time I’ll show you how good it can be when I’m in charge,” he tells me, dropping a kiss on my shoulder as he slides out. 
 
    Next time? I can’t wait. 
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    I ask Wendy if she can watch Ben this morning for me. 
 
    “Got something on?” she asks slyly, almost like she knows what I have planned.   
 
    “Maybe.” Even after everything Wendy and I have been through together (and that foursome at the pool was something together), I’m still not one to kiss and tell, especially when I’m not sure what I’ll be kissing. Or maybe I should say who. 
 
    “I’ll take Ben if you take Xander this afternoon. Or do you think that will give you enough time?” She gives me a wide, knowing smile. 
 
    Paige has already disappeared into her house. The three of us attend Melissa’s morning yoga class, which isn’t my favourite thing to do, but I can’t deny it’s given me a noticeable increase in my flexibility as well as new knowledge of the female body.  
 
    I wonder if I can use either of those perks this morning. 
 
    Xander has a lot of energy, as displayed by the little legs scurrying after Paige the moment Wendy’s head is turned. I’ve looked after him a few times for Wendy and I always come away exhausted. I wonder if it’s a boy thing, and look down at Ben nestled contently in my arms with dismay. I hope he stays quiet and still like this for a long time. 
 
    “I honestly have no idea if that will give me enough time,” I tell Wendy after she retrieves her son where he’s banging a passable drum roll on Paige’s front door. “Why? What are you doing this afternoon?” 
 
    “I asked you first,” Wendy says slyly. 
 
    “Actually, you didn’t. You asked if I have something on, which I obviously do if I’m asking you to watch Ben for me.” 
 
    “And…” Wendy prompts, squinting into the sun. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “What are you doing this morning?” she articulates the words in case I’m having trouble understanding her. I’m not. It’s quite clear what Wendy is asking. I just don’t really want to tell her.  
 
    But Wendy isn’t moving despite the sun in her eyes, and she hasn’t yet agreed to look after Ben. I have no choice. 
 
    “Declan and Nathalie are in town and they asked if they could stop by,” I say reluctantly. 
 
    “Ah! Stop by,” she echoes with a knowing smile. “I never got details about what happened that night at Tia’s, you know.” 
 
    “Did you actually think you would?” 
 
    Wendy reaches over and plucks Ben from my arms. He goes to her easily with a gummy smile, which is soon hidden by his cramming a fist in his mouth. “No. And maybe I don’t want to know. Makes it that much more of mystery for the day when it will be my turn. Now, I’ll take him so you can go and do what you need to do.” 
 
    “Thanks. And I’ll take Xander this afternoon. What –?” Wendy obviously doesn’t share my qualms about giving too much information. 
 
    “Nathan’s coming over,” she chirps and practically giggles. 
 
    “Re-ally!” I feel a pang of envy, sharp and sweet but quickly fading. Wendy happily told me about how she invited Nathan over to swim one afternoon. I was under the impression that Nathan and I had a connection, with our window watching escapades, and maybe we do, but the way this arrangement works, Wendy is free to connect with him, too.  
 
    We’re swingers. 
 
    Or to be more precise, my husband Dominic and I are in involved in a polyamorous relationship with our neighbours. Tia organizes things, and Melissa and Mahak, Paige and Colin, Wendy and Jackson and most recently, Emma and Nathan take part. We have gatherings at Tia’s once a month or so, but recently, there’s been a flurry of extracurricular activities going on.  
 
    Like with me and Joe. 
 
    It was only once, but it still gets me excited when I remember what happened. 
 
    I force myself to stop thinking of Joe as I hurry home. Yes, I feel more than a little guilty leaving Ben in the more than capable hands of Wendy, and the fact I’m choosing sex over spending time with my child that morning, but its Declan… 
 
    And Nathalie. 
 
    They’ll be here soon.   
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    “Come in.” I open the door wide to Declan and Natalie and step back. Nathalie enters first and as she passes me, she kisses me full on the mouth. Declan follows, with another kiss. 
 
    “It’s lovely to see you, my dear,” Nathalie tells me after we’re in the living room. I’m uncomfortable. I don’t entertain without Dominic. He’s the one with the manners and the social skills in this relationship. I just stand there and look cute. 
 
    “Can I get you something?” I ask after too long of a pause. 
 
    Declan chuckles. “I recall that small talk is not your forte, so let’s just jump to the main event. What I would like best of all, is seeing you naked, with my lovely wife’s head between your legs. Think you could handle that?” 
 
    I look him directly in the eye. “Why don’t we go upstairs?” 
 
    Nathalie chuckles. “There’s no hurry. His little blue pill means we’ll have hours of fun.” 
 
    I glance quickly at Declan. I know he’s at least twenty-five years older than I am, and since his performance was perfectly satisfactory the last time we were together at Tia’s, I wouldn’t have thought he might need a boost.   
 
    “I don’t take it all the time,” Declan explains as if he can read my thoughts. 
 
    “I wouldn’t have thought you’d need it,” I tell him truthfully. 
 
    “Morning sex isn’t usually my thing.” 
 
    “I quite enjoy it,” I say. 
 
    “Is there any time of the day you don’t enjoy sex?” Declan wants to know. 
 
    I give the question some serious thought. “Not really.”  
 
    I expect flirting and foreplay but this works better for me. I’ve been in a constant state of arousal since Nathalie emailed about dropping by a few days ago but didn’t want to say anything to Dominic about it. It’s not that I won’t tell Dom about this – he likes to hear about my adventures – but planning it out like this makes it seem pre-meditated. I’d rather it was impromptu. Impetuous. 
 
    Like it was with Joe. 
 
    Don’t think about him, I order myself as I lead the way upstairs, but it proves to be an impossible task. I’ve been doing nothing but think of him since Joe and I finally made love. 
 
    We didn’t make love. We had sex. It was good but not that good. I thought it would have been better. I wanted it to be better. It was good but…it was quick. I wanted to savour it. I wanted him to fully enjoy what I had to offer, not go at it on the stairs because he couldn’t keep it in his pants until we got upstairs. 
 
    Or maybe it was my fault. I was the one who was naked first.  
 
    Don’t think about him, I repeat. Don’t think about why I haven’t seen Joe, talked to Joe; why didn’t he come to Tia’s on the Saturday night after it finally happened. 
 
    I don’t even know what to call it. 
 
    “So this is where the magic happens?” Nathalie asks as they follow me into my bedroom. 
 
    “Yes,” I say shortly. I’m excited about the possibilities here, but it’s making me tense. I’ve had threesomes before, and I think I’m pretty good at it but Nathalie and Declan intimidate me. I don’t know what to expect. With Nathalie and Declan, it’s like I’m being pulled off the playground league and thrust into the majors without warning. This couple are pros. While I usually don’t have issues with my self-esteem, I’m nervous about measuring up. 
 
    I’m also thinking about Joe. 
 
    “Will Joe be joining us?” Nathalie asks casually, running her fingers along my dresser. I can’t help thinking how glad I am I tidied up this morning, so it takes a moment for me to realize she’s asking me, rather than Declan. 
 
    “No. No. Why? Why would you ask that?” 
 
    “Because I know you two have a bit of a thing and I know he enjoyed our play time before. No bother. I’m happy it’s just you.” 
 
    “We don’t need to talk about my boy Joe,” Declan says as he moves closer, cupping my cheek with his big hand. “Soon, you won’t be talking about anything. You are certainly something, you know that?” 
 
    “Something what?” I ask guardedly. 
 
    “Something incredible.” He kisses me then, soft and gentle as if he knows I’m nervous and wants to reassure me.   
 
    It works. I relax and enjoy the feel of his lips on mine. Nathalie stands behind me, and as Declan deepens the kiss, his tongue darting to meet mine, her soft hands begin to stroke my back, my hair, my hips. When Declan slides his arm around my waist, I can feel Nathalie’s hand slip into his and press against my back. 
 
    “Beautiful,” Nathalie murmurs, pressing her body against mine.   
 
    Declan trails his lips to my neck. “She is,” he whispers, his breath tickling me. One hand is still clasped with Nathalie’s against my back, and the other moves between our bodies, to the bare skin of my collar bone. He begins stroking my neck, his fingers dipping under the collar of my T-shirt to the top of my breasts as he moves his lips along the sensitive skin behind my ear, under my jaw. 
 
    Even with his gentle caresses, I feel a tug between my legs and an ever growing curl of arousal. My nerves forgotten, I press my lower body against Declan. He responds by returning to my mouth with a kiss that has lost all the gentleness. His hand pushes aside my hair and grasps the back of my head to deepen the kiss. My arms wind around his neck. 
 
    “Declan,” Nathalie says softly from behind me. “Let’s move this to the bed.” 
 
    His lips still on mine, Declan tugs me forward. Pressed against his body with my eyes closed, I’m at his mercy to get me safely to the bed, even though it’s my room. I’m dazed by Declan’s touch, so different from our earlier time together. He was more forceful at Tia’s, taking full control of me.   
 
    I don’t want control but the tenderness is nice. Unexpected. 
 
    We reach the bed, the three of us doing some strange maneuvering to get there without separating but once Declan backs into the footboard, he releases me with a sigh. 
 
    “Nathalie will undress you,” he says, settling on the end of the bed. 
 
    Like a well-choreographed dance, Nathalie slides in front of me, keeping touch with my body at all times. They have obviously done this before, many times. 
 
    How many times? 
 
    Even with all my extra-curricular with neighbours, I’m nothing but a novice when compared to these two.   
 
    Nathalie slides her hand under my T-shirt, pushing it up with her palms. I raise my arms above me like a child as she pulls it over my head. Soon I’m naked and lying in the middle of the bed. 
 
    Nathalie pulls out something red from her bag. “Do you like to be tied up?” she asks in a low voice, holding the fabric tight in her hands. 
 
    “Sometimes…” 
 
    “I’d like to tie you up. Would that be all right?”   
 
    Declan is settled in the chair beside the bed watching Natalie take charge. “Okay.” I don’t want to sound too eager but I’m already bubbling with anticipation at the sight of the ties.   
 
    Nathalie settles me comfortably on the bed and quickly binds my arms above my head. “I’m going to blindfold you, too,” she says without giving me a chance to respond.  The fabric covering my eyes gives the room a reddish glow. I can still see the shadow of Nathalie hovering above me so I close my eyes and let my other senses take over. 
 
    “And I’m going to put this in your mouth…” 
 
    Being gagged is new for me, but I don’t protest as Nathalie gently ties a scarf around my mouth, settling between my lips. 
 
    They may be gentle, but I’ve lost any control I might have had over the situation. I tell myself to relax, that I can trust them. This is what I want. 
 
    I didn’t know I wanted to be blindfolded and gagged, but it’s something new to try. I can trust Declan and Nathalie. They know what they’re doing. 
 
    I hear clothes rustling and the odd murmur from Declan and then something that sounds like kissing. And then nothing for a few minutes as I lay impatiently on the bed until Declan groans. 
 
    “Nathalie’s sucking my cock,” he informs me. “Her mouth feels so good.” 
 
    “I want some,” Nathalie interrupts him. “I want to feel your mouth on me.” 
 
    “So demanding. Lay down on the bed beside Jacey, then.” 
 
    The bed shifts as Natalie lies beside me. I can smell her perfume; hear her breathing and then a soft moan. I picture Declan’s head between her legs, tonguing her clit. If I strain, I can hear the sound of wetness. 
 
    The only thing I can do is lay there and listen, imagining if Declan was touching me. The feel of his tongue, his fingers inside me… 
 
    “Right there, Declan, oh, don’t stop…” 
 
    It’s frustrating. I tug on the ties across my wrists and shift on the bed. I even moan softly, as a little reminder that I’m still here.  
 
    “Your tongue…oh, Jacey, you won’t believe the things he’s doing with his tongue – right there! Oh my god! Just – don’t stop, please…” 
 
    By the sound of Nathalie’s cries; harsh, throaty moans, she’s close to coming. I’ve always thought the sounds a woman makes during sex is erotic, but never more now when I can’t see what’s happening. My hips move in response, and I pant through the gag.  
 
    This is becoming extremely frustrating. For a moment I wonder if it’s possible for me to come without either of them touching me. 
 
    “Declan! Harder now, don’t stop, don’t stop… 
 
    Nathalie’s cries fill the room as she comes, the bed shifting from her jerky shudders. At the sound of Nathalie’s final harsh cry, I let out another low moan, muffled by the gag in my mouth. 
 
    “Your turn?” Declan asks. 
 
    “Uh huh.” I nod wildly, unabashedly widening my legs and thrusting up my hips. 
 
    “Oh, you do want it.” The bed shifts again as Nathalie rolls over. I feel hands on my breasts, toying with my nipples. 
 
    The fingers are soft, the hands small. Nathalie. 
 
    Hands on my thighs, pressing them wider apart. Declan. He cups my pussy with his big hand, a finger sliding slowly into my wetness, and then stopping. “Do you really think it’s your turn now?” he asks solemnly.   
 
    Nathalie’s breath is hot against my nipple. I want to push her head down to feel her mouth against it, but I can only strain against the bonds tying me to the bed. 
 
    “She’s frustrated,” Nathalie says, amused. 
 
    “I’m sure she is. But completely helpless,” Declan says, stroking my thighs with one hand, the other still between my legs. “We can do anything we want to her. I could make love to you all morning, right beside her, and she wouldn’t be able to do a thing. Do you think that’s a good idea, Jacey?”  
 
    I shake my head frantically. 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you? Fuck you so hard and so good you’ll dream about it for days. So the thought of me inside you will make you so excited that you’ll have to touch yourself. You’ll have to make yourself come when you’re thinking about me. All. The. Time,” he whispers. “Does that sound like a good idea?” 
 
    I nod my head, my hair scratching against the pillow. After the last time, it was days before I could get Declan out of my thoughts. If my hands were free now, I would be touching myself, or making him touch me. 
 
    “He’s that good,” Nathalie tells me. “I love the feel of his cock inside me, more than anything else. Except for his tongue. I always want his mouth on my pussy. It feels so good. Do you want that?” 
 
    I nod my head, thinking about how his mouth felt that night at Tia’s. A tiny moan escapes. 
 
    “I thought you were going to punish her?” Nathalie asks her finger tracing circles around my nipple. Declan probes idly between my legs. 
 
    “You don’t think this is punishment enough,” Declan laughs. “Come and suck my cock again, please.” 
 
    Nathalie’s touch vanishes as she moves down the bed. “Oh, my love,” Declan groans. “That feels so good. And you are just as wet as Jacey is.” 
 
    He has his finger in my pussy at the same time he’s touching her. I groan with frustration, unable to see or say anything, but desperate for more. I arch my hips again. 
 
    “Greedy, aren’t you? Don’t you think I should pleasure my wife again?” 
 
    I give an anguished moan in response.   
 
    “Can you tell I’m rubbing her clit?” he asks conversationally. “Do you want me to do that too?” 
 
    I nod my head against the pillow. “Yes! Please!” I cry around the gag. 
 
    “Do you think I could make you both come at the same time? With my fingers? Like this?” Declan flicks a finger against my clit and I practically leap off the bed. “My love, keep doing that. Your mouth…” Slurping sounds fill the room. 
 
    I remember Declan’s cock. His thick, heavy cock, so big it was almost painful. 
 
    I want it inside me. I imagine him fucking me; bending me over the bed and taking me from behind, hard and fast as his finger begins to quickly rub my clit. 
 
    It’s going to be so fast. I’m so turned on. 
 
    I can hear Nathalie’s moans, muffled around Declan’s cock, sounding like she’s close to coming. I don’t need any incentive to hurry up. Just as Declan increases the rhythm of his fingers, I explode with a cry, thrusting my hips against his hand as I come. 
 
    “You were supposed to wait for Nathalie,” he chides, removing his fingers even as I’m still shuddering. I cry out with frustration again. “Now you’ll have to wait.” 
 
    Thankfully, Nathalie comes again almost immediately.  
 
    “More,” I beg. The words are so muffled by the gag I’m not sure Declan can understand me.  
 
    “You’re not very patient, are you, Jacey?” Declan says. “I think you might need some punishment next time. We’ll have to come back.” 
 
    I give a strangled cry through the gag, thinking this is over for the day. I’m not nearly satisfied enough. Declan must sense it, or from the expression on my face because he laughs. “But don’t worry, my lovely little Jacey. We’re not through here yet. Turn over.” 
 
    I twist the ties and I immediately roll over on my stomach. Nathalie bound my wrists together with a scarf, before tying it to the headboard to allow movement. Declan’s hands help me into a kneeling position, before pushing my head back into the pillow, leaving my ass in the air. “Now you,” he muses and I feel the bed move as Nathalie adjusts. “I want my cock in your mouth when I tongue her. That way it’s nice for everyone. Not that it wouldn’t be nice just watching you like this,” Declan continues, his big hands roaming across my ass. “Knowing you’re so excited…so ready for me. You’d let me do anything, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    I nod, feeling any semblance of control I might hold over myself, vanish. I would let him do anything to me. I would have no choice.   
 
    “You’re so wet,” he murmurs, slipping a finger inside me. “I can’t wait to taste you.” 
 
    “Do it!” I scream through the gag. 
 
    “You little minx,” he chides, slapping me gently on my ass. Then he spreads my cheeks and I can feel his tongue probing, pressing. Licking and tasting. 
 
    My body shudders in response as he begins to assault me with his tongue. Demanding all access, Declan strokes me from ass to clit, over and over again, before he thrusts his fingers inside me roughly, urgently licks my clit. 
 
    He is good. 
 
    My cries are loud and frantic, increasing every time Declan adjusts his touch. Being tied, bound and gagged and in such a vulnerable position only adds to the excitement. 
 
    He laps the length of me again, this time probing my puckered asshole. “I want this,” he murmurs, so close I can feel his lips move against me. “And you can’t do a thing about it.” 
 
    I stiffen as his finger replaces his tongue, pushing inside me. Declan is very large. Even as excited as I am, it’s going to hurt. 
 
    “But I want this more,” he continues, his lips moving back to my clit, leaving his finger thrusting into my ass. I can handle his finger. I like his finger. 
 
    He gives a hard suck of my clit, and I give a half-scream, the pleasure rocking through me. Declan continues, sucking my little nub like I would suck a cock until my orgasm rushes through me. I push myself against him, loud cries filling the room. 
 
    He doesn’t stop, doesn’t even pause. There is a finger up my ass, fingers inside me, thrusting roughly, tongue on my clit as my spasms ricochet relentlessly through my body.  
 
    I scream through the gag and he finally stops, leaving me panting and spent. “Now you just wait here,” Declan tells me. “Nathalie has been so very patient. Unlike you, greedy girl,” he adds with another gentle slap on my ass. I collapse onto the bed and I can hear him and Nathalie moving about the bed. 
 
    She’s beside me on the bed, probably in the same position as I had been, except for being tied up. 
 
    A gasp from Nathalie and a low groan from Declan as he thrusts inside her. 
 
    I want him inside me. Despite the orgasms, I want more. I want Declan to fuck me, his thick cock slamming inside me, like what he’s doing to Nathalie. He’s fucking her right beside me. I want him inside me.  
 
    I am a greedy girl. 
 
    But I’m powerless to do anything but listen as Declan fucks Nathalie, slowly and rhythmically. Nathalie gasps and cries out, murmuring instructions and encouragement as he increases in speed. 
 
    It seems like forever until Nathalie finally cries out with pleasure and I’m twitching with frustration, unable to touch them or myself. 
 
    I hear the unmistakable rip of a foil condom wrapper. 
 
    “The good thing about these little blue pills,” Declan tells me, as he hauls up my hips so that I’m back on my knees with my head still on the pillow. Nathalie remains beside me. “I can last forever, having my cock sucked, or fucking on and on…and on.”  
 
    I gasp with a mixture of pain and pleasure as Declan thrusts inside me without warning. 
 
    “But you, my little Jacey, you and Nathalie have excited me so much this morning that I’m not going to go on and on as much as I’d like. I would love nothing better than to stay in your beautiful pussy, fucking you endlessly for the rest of the day, but I’m not sure it’s possible.” 
 
    I give a harsh groan at the thought of that. Declan slowly thrusts in and out, so slowly that it’s maddening. I want him to slam into me, hard and fast, making me scream… 
 
    “I think I’ll be okay, but just in case, Nathalie is going to help you out.” 
 
    Her fingers are between my legs, fumbling for my clit as Declan begins to give me exactly what I want. He drives into me with such force the bed begins to rock and I groan with pleasure.   
 
    It doesn’t take long before I can feel another orgasm building. Declan’s cock, Nathalie’s fingers relentlessly rubbing my clit and then Declan begins fingering my ass again… 
 
    “This is how you want it,” Declan grunts as his thrusts become even harder. “This is how you like it.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” I cry through the gag. “Don’t stop…oh God…please don’t stop!” My words are indecipherable but Declan understands. And then I explode once more, my cries turning to screams as Declan continues to fuck me inexorably until with an earth-shaking roar, he empties inside me. 
 
    “Thanks for the lovely visit,” Nathalie smiles after she unties me, leaving me lying spent on the bed. 
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    “So how was it?” Dominic asks that night when we’re in bed. 
 
    “How was what?” I ask like I’m not still completely satiated from the morning with Declan and Nathalie.  
 
    Mainly Declan this time. The man is truly amazing. Just thinking about it… 
 
    Maybe I’m not as satiated as I thought. Just thinking about him is getting me excited and it was only this morning that I had multiple orgasms. Just like Declan predicted. 
 
    “It was nice,” I add. 
 
    “Nice?” Dominic bursts out. “The man is a legend, comes all the way from Montreal for you, and all you can say is it was nice?” 
 
    “Who says Declan is a legend? And he didn’t come just here for me,” I protest. 
 
    “I’m sure you were a good part of the reason,” he grins at me. 
 
    “You’re okay with that?” I ask with concern, rolling over in bed to look at him. 
 
    Dominic rubs my arm. “Babe, we’ve been through this. I know you like to play more than I do. You have a lot more opportunity as well because apparently everyone thinks you’re as awesome as I do. And I’m okay with this, as long as you save something for me.” 
 
    “And tell you about it?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I kind of like that part.” 
 
    “Seems a fair deal,” I murmur. “As long as you’re sure.” 
 
    “Are you? Still okay with the arrangement?” 
 
    “I am if you are.” 
 
    “I asked you first.” 
 
    I reach over and kiss my incredibly understanding and tolerant husband. “Yes.  I still like it.  But I like you the best.” 
 
    “You better. Now give me the details,” he says eagerly. 
 
    “What do you want to know?” Dominic raises an eyebrow. “Ok. They tied me up, covered my eyes, and gagged me.” 
 
    “Really? We’ve never tried that.” 
 
    “I never thought I’d want to. It was – different.  And then they left me there on the bed and Declan made Nathalie come.” 
 
    “But you couldn’t see.” 
 
    “I could hear them.” 
 
    “Did you like that?” I nodded even as he asks, remembering my excitement grow, listening to Nathalie’s cries, the sound of Declan’s mouth between her legs.   
 
    “He used his fingers and made both of us come…and then his mouth on me…” 
 
    “Are you getting excited telling me?” Dominic asks. Without waiting for my response, he reaches under the covers to find the warmth between my legs. “Yep. Tell me more.” His finger probes, sliding over my clit as I open my legs for him. 
 
    “When he was tonguing me, Nathalie had him in her mouth.” It’s becoming difficult to concentrate with Dominic’s insistent fingers. 
 
    “Did he fuck you?” he asks in a low voice. “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “He did her first, and made me wait.” 
 
    “Sounds like he likes to tease.” I nod. “You like that, don’t you.” His fingers slow with his words and I give a groan of frustration. “You don’t want to be teased tonight?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What do you want? How did he fuck you?” 
 
    “From behind,” I gasp, as Dominic plunges his fingers inside me, before returning to my clit, circling it as I press my hips against his hand.   
 
    “You’re going to come soon, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Don’t stop!” I gasp. His fingers continue to rub me and I close my eyes as the sudden orgasm rips through me. 
 
    “That was quick,” Dominic says he moves on top of me. “I will be too.” 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t mind,” I gasp as he drives inside me for a few thrusts, before pulling out. “Don’t stop.” 
 
    “I can never stop with you,” Dominic tells me as he pulls my legs up and pushes them against my chest. “It doesn’t matter who you’re with. I love you, Jacey. And I want you constantly.” 
 
    “Me too.” I sigh as he enters me again, gentle at first, but then with more passion, pressing my legs against my chest as he thrusts inside me. I grasp his ass with one hand as I snake my other one around the back of his neck, pulling him in for a kiss. 
 
    His mouth is on mine as he comes inside me. 
 
    I like our life. 
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    “So how was it with Declan and Nathalie?”  Wendy asks with a sly smile as she hands me a glass of iced tea. 
 
    It’s a hot June day, with only a week to go before school lets out for the summer, a perfect day to hang by Wendy’s pool. Her son Xander is in the water, happily surrounded by an inflated character from Cars and wearing water wings.  His head isn’t going anywhere under the water.  Ben is a few feet away in the shade of a tree, content in the walls of a playpen filled with toys.   
 
    I avoid looking at the steps leading into the pool, the site of our foursome that night.  I’m not embarrassed that it happened, but thinking about it still gets me a little excited.   
 
    I know it gets Dominic turned on.  He keeps bringing it up and bugging me to try and get us another invite. 
 
    Even though Wendy and I shared that experience – and much more – I don’t really like her knowing all of my personal business.  Or Paige, who is sitting beside me, listening to everything we say.  I’m sure Wendy told her about the visit because she doesn’t seem surprised.  Luckily Melissa isn’t there yet or I’d never have heard the end of it. 
 
    Yes, I am in this arrangement with them, but it doesn’t mean I have to tell them everything I do. 
 
    Besides, I’m worried they might be jealous. 
 
    “Nathan mentioned he saw their car,” Wendy says, looking sheepish. “He, um...I guess he can see in your bedroom window?” 
 
    “Nathan?” Paige asks. “Why are –” 
 
    “He watched, didn’t he.” It's not a question. 
 
    “He said the two of you...” Wendy began defensively before trailing off. She gets up to throw a ball to Xander and we watch as he attempts to throw it into the floating basketball net. “Jackson wants him to play basketball. He thinks he’s going to be tall.” 
 
    “I thought it would be hockey,” I muse. 
 
    “Jackson loves basketball,” Wendy confirms. 
 
    “Let’s talk about Nathan’s balls instead, shall we?” Paige says in a low voice. “Just what is going on with you and our newest neighbour, Wendy? This isn’t the first time you’ve mentioned him and I’m getting the impression that there might be more.”   
 
    “Nothing,” Wendy says, evading our eyes. “It was just a couple of times.” 
 
    “But when? It wasn’t at Tia’s,” Paige asks, confused. “Because he was with Jacey that one time…” 
 
    “I bumped into him one morning and invited him over for a swim,” Wendy says with a sigh, caught in the act. 
 
    “And did you do much swimming?” Paige asks politely. 
 
    “Not really, no,” Wendy admits, her cheeks flushing. “He’s…” 
 
    “Young,” I grin. 
 
    “And adventurous,” Wendy adds, looking grateful at my intervention. 
 
    “But what about Emma?  She doesn’t seem the type for all this,” Paige says.  “She seems pretty straight-laced, kind of sex in the missionary position and that’s about it.” 
 
    “You seem pretty straight-laced too,” I tell her.  
 
    “Yes, but I don’t remember the last time I had sex in the missionary position,” she laughs. 
 
    “Me neither,” Wendy agrees. “Jackson likes me on top.” 
 
    “Last night,” I admit when it’s obvious both of them are waiting for my response. Maybe talking about it isn’t a bad thing. It might be a bonding experience. 
 
    I’m not sure I need more of a bonding experience with Wendy and Paige, however. 
 
    “But he pushed my legs up…I don’t mind the missionary, really.” 
 
    “Neither do I,” Paige says. “But Colin likes it from behind.” 
 
    “Does he ever.” Wendy rolls her eyes. 
 
    “Yes, well, as long as he gives me what I want, I’m happy to do whatever position, style, whatever that he likes,” Paige says, focusing her attention on her glass. 
 
    Apparently, bonding doesn’t go as far as discussing anal sex. 
 
    “Why don’t women talk about anal sex?” I ask aloud. “And blow jobs. Before I met you, no one I knew would admit to giving a blowjob. Every woman does it – why not just admit it?” 
 
    “Shh,” Wendy chastens me. 
 
    “It’s not like either one of them can understand us. I’m sure Xander understands gender roles but nothing like anal sex.” 
 
    “I don’t want him to start repeating it,” she says. 
 
    “Colin would love that!” Paige laughs. 
 
    “I’ll do my best to keep my voice down,” I promise. “We are all in for bigger worries when the kids figure out we’re not ‘normal neighbours.’” I use my fingers as quotations around the word normal. 
 
    “I really don’t want to think about that,” Wendy says sadly. 
 
    “Let’s go back to talking about sex, then,” Paige says eagerly. “Xander’s on the other side of the pool kicking up a storm and won’t hear a thing.”  
 
    “I wonder if Melissa is still afraid of giving a blow job,” Wendy ponders. “I never understood that.” 
 
    “She’s not afraid of anal, apparently,” Paige tells us conspiratorially. “If we’re being honest here – I don’t mind it. And Colin always makes sure I’m excited before he tries. It’s not every time. But enough of that. We were talking about the young Nathan, weren’t we? He likes to watch?” 
 
    “Apparently,” I say drily.   
 
    “Well, he started telling me about how he’s watched you and Dom and I was worried that you didn’t know, but he said you watch him too…” Wendy says defensively. “I let him watch me.” 
 
    I shake my head. “I’m learning a lot about the two of you today. Yes, I’ve been known to peek at Nathan through the window, but it sounds like he might have done more than just peek yesterday.” 
 
    “He didn’t give me any details,” Wendy assures me, but the way her eyes skip away tell me she’s not being entirely truthful. “But I have to thank you.” 
 
    “Thank Jacey for you and Nathan getting it on?” Paige wonders. 
 
    “Whatever he saw going on in your bedroom – Xander, stay in this end, please.” 
 
    “Which I’m sure he told you all about,” I mutter. 
 
    “It’s not like I haven’t seen it before,” Wendy says defensively. 
 
    “Am I the only one who hasn’t been with Declan and Nathalie?” Paige cries. 
 
    “I was referring to Jacey,” Wendy smiles at her. “Whatever Nathan saw got him really excited. I mean – really.” 
 
    “How many times excited?” I find myself asking. This kissing-and-telling is turning out to be fun. 
 
    “Three times excited,” Wendy says with a huge grin. 
 
    “For you or for him?” Paige demands, leaning forward in her chair to look past me at Wendy. 
 
    “Him. I actually lost count for me,” Wendy giggles. 
 
    “Damn!” Paige mutters. “I need a turn with this boy. When’s Tia having another Saturday night? It’s been a while.” 
 
    “Melissa told me she thought it would be next weekend,” Wendy informs us. 
 
    “Where is Melissa? I thought she was coming over too. I don’t know if I can wait that long.  ang on – what are you doing not waiting? Since when have you got something going on the side with anyone?” Paige asks. 
 
    “Jacey does,” Wendy points out. 
 
    “This was a special occasion.” 
 
    “Then what’s Mahak?” Wendy demands. “Your morning quickies in the car? What do you call that?” 
 
    “Fun?”  I suggest. “Better than coffee?”   
 
    Paige laughs with me. 
 
    “So why can Jacey do that and not me and Nathan?” Wendy asks Paige. 
 
    “I can’t be the first one to have...things...other than what happens at Tia’s place,” I add. 
 
    “Things?” Paige raises her eyebrows. “You’re really calling it that. You make it sound so appealing. So much for the genius I.Q.”   
 
    “I’m a numbers person.” 
 
    “So it’s easy for you to count how many times with everyone?” Paige continues to tease. 
 
    “I don’t know what to call them. Flings? Interludes? Coitus with men other than my husband?” 
 
    “And women,” Wendy chirps. 
 
    “Dominic knows about them,” I admit. “So it’s not like I’m sneaking around.” 
 
    “I’m not sneaking around!” Wendy protests. 
 
    “Do Jackson and Emma know?” Paige presses. 
 
    “It might not have come up yet,” Wendy admits. 
 
    “That sounds like sneaking around to me.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” I ask with confusion. Wendy isn’t doing anything I’m not, so I don’t understand Paige’s scolding tone.  
 
    Paige sighs and Wendy looks away. “No one told you about Molly and Jason?”   
 
    “The people who lived in our place and who had a predilection for poultry?” I shudder. It took a long time and a lot of broken nails to scrape the chicken border off the wall in the kitchen. “What about them?” 
 
    “Wendy and Jason had a special sort of friendship,” Paige explains. 
 
    “Didn’t all of you? They were involved with Tia’s parties, weren’t they?” 
 
    “This was on top of that,” Wendy admits. 
 
    “Kind of like you and Joe –” Paige begins. 
 
    “What about me and Joe?” I interrupt.  
 
    “Except you haven’t had sex with him,” she finishes. 
 
    “What about Joe and I?”   haven’t told anyone about Joe and I. Not even Dominic.   
 
    “The two of you sort of have a thing,” Paige hedges. 
 
    “It sounds great when you call it that,” I say sarcastically. “We’re friends.” 
 
    “You’re friends with Jackson too, but he doesn’t look at you the way Joe does. Actually, if I wasn’t getting my share on the side, I definitely would not like the way Jackson looks at you,” Wendy laughs. 
 
    “I don’t understand. How does he look at me?” 
 
    “Like he wants to eat you up.” 
 
    “So does Colin,” Paige says. “And Mahak.” 
 
    “Oh, he’s the worst,” Wendy agrees. “But that’s probably because he gets to on a regular basis.” 
 
    I look at Wendy with amazement. She’s not usually one for crass innuendos.   
 
    Paige laughs at my expression. “That’s true with Mahak. But do you have any idea how sexy you are? I never even thought about being with a woman until you showed up.” 
 
    “Should I be flattered?” 
 
    “You should.” 
 
    “Thanks. I think Tia is sexy,” I admit. 
 
    “She’s too intimidating,” Paige confesses. “I’d feel too awkward with her like she’d be telling me what to do, and what I did wrong.” 
 
    “She’s not like that when you’re with her,” Wendy tells her. “She’ll let you take charge.” 
 
    “But she definitely knows what she’s doing,” I add. Wendy and Paige whip around to face me. 
 
    “When did you?” Wendy demands. 
 
    “Who haven’t you had sex with yet?” Paige wants to know. “Just Joe?” 
 
    “Um…Emma? Same as you.” 
 
    “Yes, but before you and your sexy breasts and hair showed up, most of these events of copulation took place at Tia’s. In a controlled setting. You just get to go out all willy-nilly and have sex with everyone,” Wendy says, with more than a trace of envy in her voice. 
 
    “I like copulating.” 
 
    “That’s obvious!” 
 
    “No, I like the word. And coupling. Conscious coupling. And how can hair be sexy?” “Non-monogamous conscious coupling would be better,” Paige corrects me. 
 
    “That’s true. That’s what we can call it.” 
 
    “Too scientific,” she shakes her head. 
 
    “You need to explain about Wendy and Jason.” I return the conversation back to the original topic. I suppose my encounter – my conscious coupling – with Declan and Nathalie was the original topic, but I’d rather discuss Wendy than give out details. Even though I’ve been quite free with them today and it hasn’t done any harm.   
 
    “Jason developed feelings for her,” Paige explains as Wendy looks sheepishly into her glass of iced tea.   
 
    “You’re that good, are you,” I tease. 
 
    “Of course,” Wendy smiles. “It’s not my fault.” 
 
    “Molly wasn’t happy about it. She had a jealous streak to begin with, which made for some drama.  lot of drama. This sort of relationship probably wasn’t a good idea for them,” Paige continues. 
 
    “And this is because you and Jason had something on the side?” 
 
    “He took paternity leave. We spent some time together. The kids had the same nap schedule.” 
 
    “Makes it handy. And then he fell for you? Like fell in love with you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Wendy admits sadly. “We never talked about it. All I know is that one night after Tia’s, they had a huge fight. My name was apparently brought up –” 
 
    “A lot, or at least that’s what Melissa says,” Paige chimes in. 
 
    “ –  and that was the last time they went to Tia’s. They split up a couple months later.” 
 
    “That’s sad.” 
 
    “It was. They were a nice couple.” 
 
    “So what you’re saying is that you don’t think extra coitus is a good idea?” I ask. 
 
    “I definitely don’t think it’s a good idea to call it that,” Paige laughs. “But it depends on the couple. You and Dom seem okay with it? He doesn’t mind?” 
 
    “He likes me telling him about it,” I reply after a pause.   
 
    “Ah!” Paige says with a big grin. “That makes it interesting. But,” she turns to Wendy.  “We don’t really know Nathan and Emma. You don’t know what they can handle. I think you should be careful with that.” 
 
    “Don’t be too good,” I tell her. 
 
    Wendy breathes on her knuckles and rubs it on her chest. “I don’t know any other way to be,” she smirks. 
 
    “Are we complete and utter sluts for doing this?” Paige wants to know. 
 
    “No,” Wendy and I say in unison. “We like sex,” Wendy adds. “We might be bad parents to talk about this in front of our kids, though.” 
 
    “We’re good parents. At least I am, because Ben’s asleep and definitely too young to understand a word of what I’m saying. The definition of a polyamorous relationship means loving more than one,” I explain. “We agree to accept that it’s okay to engage in a sexual relationship with others as long as it’s satisfying and consensual.” 
 
    “You make it sound so normal,” Paige bemoans. 
 
    “It’s an alternative lifestyle. There’s nothing wrong with it.” 
 
    “I’m glad we all found each other,” Wendy says shyly. “What are the chances of that?” 
 
    “But maybe we wouldn’t be like this if it wasn’t for each other.”  
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    The next night Tia stops by. 
 
    “Dom’s just putting the kids to bed,” I hold the door open for her.  “But come in and have a glass of wine with me.” 
 
    I would never have made such a casual invitation to anyone a few months ago. My social skills have certainly improved since we moved here. 
 
    “How are you?” Tia asks, sitting at the table as I fetch a glass for her and a new bottle. Dominic and I had shared a bottle with dinner, but I felt confident another glass won’t hurt. 
 
    “Good,” I tell her. 
 
    “I heard Declan and Nathalie stopped by the other day.” Tia smiles at me expectantly. 
 
    “They did.” I pour the wine and sit across from her without further explanation. 
 
    “Declan seems fond of you.” 
 
    “Is that what you call it? Declan is…” I pause, unsure how to describe Declan. Amazing lover?  Sexy as hell? “He’s a big boy,” I finally manage. 
 
    “That he is. Did Joe join you for the visit?” 
 
    My eyes widen at Tia’s question. “That’s –” 
 
    “Incredibly personal and none of my business,” Tia apologizes. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I tell her because that’s what I’m supposed to say. “Everyone seems to want to talk about Joe these days.” 
 
    “Is that so? Did something happen between the two of you? Any problems?” Tia continues when I don’t immediately divulge the details of our afternoon together. I’m still not sure of Tia’s relationship with Joe and whether we would be something he would confide in her about. 
 
    I think I called Joe and I we. 
 
    It doesn’t change the fact I haven’t told. I don’t feel like having everyone on the street know my – our – business. They talk about me enough as it is. 
 
    I guess I do give them something to talk about. 
 
    Maybe it still feels like unfinished business. Yes, I had sex with Joe. But now– what next? I’m not sure what it means. If anything. 
 
    “I haven’t seen him recently,” I say carefully, sipping my wine. 
 
    “He’s gone to visit his son Finn,” Tia surprises me by saying. “I wonder why he didn’t say anything to you.” 
 
    “Joe doesn’t need to tell me anything about what he does,” I say defensively. 
 
    Tia smiles knowingly. “Jacey, I can tell you and Joe have a special bond.” 
 
    “We’re friends.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, you are. And I’m here tonight to see if you are ready to be more than friends.” Tia slides a white card across the table to me.   
 
    The anticipated invitation for Saturday night. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” I tell her, even though I do. I’m just not sure how to respond. 
 
    “I’m asking if you’d like me to pull out Joe’s keys for you Saturday,” she says simply. “He’s the only one you haven’t been with.” 
 
    “I haven’t been with Emma either,” I say wildly. 
 
    “Would you like to?” 
 
    “Not particularly. I don’t think she’d be into that.” 
 
    “Perhaps not at this time,” Tia agrees. “I thought it might be nice for you and Joe to consummate your relationship. But I wanted to ask you first.” 
 
    “Thanks. But I thought the choices are all random.” 
 
    Tia gives me a knowing smile. “Jacey. I know you don’t believe that.” 
 
    “Maybe it should be.” 
 
    “So you’d rather me not pull Joe’s keys for you?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” And I didn’t. Yes, I want a do-over with him. I think we both deserve that. There had been so much anticipation about us finally being together and then when it happened…it wasn’t bad, it just wasn’t…it was good. It just wasn’t what I expected. 
 
    But do I want a do-over at Tia’s? There, it would be public knowledge and everyone will feel the need to ask, to comment, to share stories. 
 
    But then everyone would know, and I wouldn’t have to keep lying about it. 
 
    “Sure,” I finally say trying to sound casual. “Like you said, he’s the only one I haven’t.” 
 
    “You’re still enjoying the arrangement we have?” Tia surprises me again by asking. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t it?” 
 
    Tia runs a finger around the edge of her glass. “Some have difficulties with the emotions that may develop,” she begins before I cut her off. 
 
    “Like Molly and Jason? Paige and Wendy were talking about them the other day.” 
 
    “I wasn’t referring to them, no.” 
 
    “Then who?” I ask with curiousity. 
 
    “Myself.”  
 
    “Oh.”  I don’t understand at first, and then I start thinking that maybe Tia’s telling me she has feelings for me… “Are you in love with me?” 
 
    Tia brings a hand to her face to hide her smile.  “No. Although I do adore you, Jacey, it’s just not like that.” 
 
    “I just thought…” 
 
    “Nothing about you. There was once…when Joe and I and Michelle were still together and the three of us enjoyed a relationship. I’ve never spoken to Joe about this, but I think once, maybe more, both of us would have preferred to be together. I’m afraid Michelle picked up on this. She left him soon afterward.” 
 
    “Are you saying you’re to blame for Joe’s wife leaving him?” 
 
    Tia sighs. “No. Michelle was a difficult woman to live with and to love. I’m surprised they lasted so long together. I knew they would never have the happily ever after that Joe deserves but I’ve always wondered if I was the reason the break came when it did. If I was, that last time we were together, might have been the final straw.” 
 
    “Why don’t you ask him?” Tia looks up at me and I shake my head with a smile. “Sorry. Forgot who we were talking about. I can’t see that he would think that,” I say slowly. “Because if he blamed you for some reason – not that you’re to blame. They were the married couple; you were only the add-on.” 
 
    “Add-on?” 
 
    “Whatever you call it. The extra. Unless you gave them an ultimatum or something like that, I can’t see it being your fault. And I’m sure Joe doesn’t think so because then there would be resentment towards you and I’ve never got a sense of that. Not that I know him all that well.” 
 
    “I think you know him better than anyone, except for me,” Tia tells me. There’s a glow at her words.   
 
    “I can’t see him blaming you. It’s not him. Joe would always take responsibility for his actions. If anything, he probably thinks he pushed his wife away.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Tia says with sincerity. “I lived with that for a long time and you’ve finally made me feel better.” 
 
    “What was she like?” I wonder. “Joe’s wife.” 
 
    “She was a lot like you,” Tia surprises me by saying. 
 
    “I thought I heard voices,” Dominic interrupts, entering the kitchen with a big smile as he catches sight of Tia. 
 
    “How are you, Dominic?” Tia asks, offering him her cheek. “I stopped by to invite you both over for Saturday night and Jacey was sweet enough to offer me some wine.” 
 
    “Sounds like a good idea,” he winks at me. “Ben was asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow,” he says, pouring a glass for himself and settling at the table. “Hanna needed two stories.”  
 
    “Because you’re a softy and will give them to her,” I say automatically, but thrown by Tia’s assessment that I am like Joe’s ex-wife. What does that mean? Is that the only reason he’s drawn to me? Does he see me as a second chance with her? 
 
    Tia and Dominic begin chatting about teaching related topics and I sit quietly, letting their conversation flow around me, my thoughts on Joe. 
 
    He went to see his ex-wife. 
 
    I know him better than anyone. 
 
    I’m going to be with him on Saturday night. In front of everyone. They will know and this way, I won’t have to lie about being with him. 
 
    I don’t have to tell anyone details, including Dominic. He never asks me what happens at Tia’s. 
 
    I’m going to be with Joe again. 
 
    The thought makes me nervous as well as excited. 
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    I’m not surprised to find Joe at my door the next afternoon.   
 
    Ben and I are on the floor playing a rousing game of Crash-the-Blocks-with-the Car, making so much racket that it takes at least two doorbell ringings to alert me we have a visitor. I’m happy I’m not one of those high-maintenance women who won’t allow a man to catch sight of them without full makeup and perfect hair because I am so far from perfect that it’s not even on the page. I’m a mess but unfortunately, I think Joe has seen me look worse. It’s a good thing I’m not out to impress him.    
 
    I’m also surprised at how my heart makes a little leap when I see him standing there, like a fish making a last dash for freedom out of a boat. “Come in,” I invite him, trying not to appear like I’m admiring him in his tight white T-shirt and jeans. As good as he looks, Joe doesn’t seem to have dressed to impress me either.   
 
    He gives me a nod and enters but stops short when he sees a toddling Ben. 
 
    “He’s walking?” 
 
    “Just started last week. He’s not that steady yet but he’ll be running soon.” Ben defies me by falling back on his diapered bum with a plop and a giggle and begins crawling at his usual breakneck speed. “He knows he can get where he wants faster at a crawl.” 
 
    “You need gates on the –” 
 
    “Stairs,” I finish. We both stare at the bottom of the stairs, where we first had sex, and which is now barricaded by a white baby gate. “First thing we did. That, and now all the cupboards are locked. I can’t get into anything.” 
 
    Joe’s face creases into a smile. “Smartest person around and can’t get into the baby locks?” 
 
    “Apparently they’re genius proof.” 
 
    I watch as Joe watches Ben crawl around the living room. He smiles more at Ben than he does at me. “Do you want something?” I finally ask. Joe gives me a bemused expression. “Not that,” I say quickly. 
 
    “Not what?” 
 
    “Whatever you’re here for.” 
 
    “I came to see you,” Joe says politely. 
 
    “You did?” I can’t keep the surprise out of my voice, which seems to make Joe even more uncomfortable. “Do you want some coffee? Something to drink?” I ask awkwardly.  
 
    “Are you inviting me in for a social visit?”  
 
    “I think I’m trying to, but it’s not working out like it should. Social niceties don’t seem to be natural for me. Everyone is always, come in, take whatever you want and stay forever and I’m not accustomed to being like that. I’m trying though,” I add defensively. 
 
    “You’re doing very well. I’d love a Pepsi.” He follows me into the kitchen, stopping first to wave to Ben who’s examining a few of his blocks strewn over the floor from the crash. Ben gives Joe a toothy smile before cramming the block into his mouth. “Is he okay in here?” 
 
    “As long as the basement door is shut. He’ll follow us, though. He’s like a dog, follows me everywhere. Frodo hides from him. Poor thing is tired of Ben trying to climb him.” 
 
    I pull two cans of Pepsi from the fridge and add glasses, and ice for good measure. “Why did you come and see me?” I ask bluntly as I place the glass in front of him. 
 
    Joe holds up the glass with a half-smile. “I was thirsty and in need of caffeine.” 
 
    “Ha. You went to see your son.” 
 
    “And I’m happy to see the grapevine is alive and well.” 
 
    “Tia told me. She was here last night with an invite for Saturday.” 
 
    “She stopped by my place as well.” Joe glanced at the ice cracking in his glass. “Is that what you want?” 
 
    He finally meets my eyes and I have a flash of what his expression looked like when he was inside me. Lust, desire, tenderness... 
 
    “Do you?” I know he’s referring to the possibility of Tia putting us together. My breath catches in my throat at the thought. The feel of him between my legs, his mouth... 
 
    “Do you always answer a question by asking one?”  
 
    I blink at Joe’s words, brought back to reality. Will it always be like this? Will I always desire him, dream about him, emotions and memories so easily able to produce excitement within me? I thought it might help if I had him but it’s only made it worse.   
 
    “I like knowing the outcome before I commit.” A heavy silence greets my words. “I thought it might make it easier,” I finally say slowly, “You don’t?” 
 
    “I didn’t say that. I like to keep my personal business private.” 
 
    “Am I your personal business?” I whisper, thinking those words have never sounded so sexy. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “Who’s answering a question with a question now?” I think I need to make things a little less heavy, less saturated with unspoken implications. “How can I be your private personal business when this is a group thing?” Joe doesn’t respond and I plunge onward. “I haven’t told anyone about what happened. Not even Dominic.” 
 
    “Do you tell him...everything...?” Joe asks warily. 
 
    “Not about what happens at Tia’s.” 
 
    “You tell him about the others?” 
 
    I stare at him, wondering who he knows about, what he thinks about it. With the others, I’ve done well keeping the guilt in check because I know how Dominic feels about it. But with Joe... 
 
    Why should I feel guilty? What is really going on between us that I should have this emotion where I want to apologize for having sex with the husbands on the street? 
 
    I don’t understand. 
 
    “I don’t tell him about you,” I admit. 
 
    “Would he be upset?” Joe sounds concerned and I’m quick to reassure him. 
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    “But you don’t know,” he presses. 
 
    “We’ve never discussed you.” That’s a lie, but I don’t want to tell Joe how Dominic asked how I felt about him, how I didn’t like the concern in his voice.  
 
    Joe nods but I can tell he’s not satisfied with my response. “I know Declan and Nathalie were here to see you the other day.”  
 
    “The grapevine is alive and well,” I say lightly. “Is that a problem?” 
 
    “That I heard about it?” 
 
    “That they were here.” 
 
    There is a long pause as Joe watches Ben crawl into the kitchen. “I don’t know,” he says finally. “I didn’t think it would be.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” I ask, holding my hands out. “You’re the one that’s been doing this arrangement for years, you and your wife and Tia, and who knows who else.” 
 
    “I never wanted to be involved with other people,” Joe tells me slowly. I have the feeling he’s never told anyone this before. “It was Michelle’s decision and I went along with it because I didn’t want to lose her.” 
 
    “Why did she leave?” I ask. 
 
    “Michelle liked variety. Not just sexually,” his voice dropped with the word, and he glanced around for Ben. 
 
    “He doesn’t understand what we’re saying,” I smile at him. 
 
    “You never know,” he says defensively.   
 
    “When he starts saying sex sex sex I’ll blame you,” I tease. Then I return to serious. “Did she leave you for someone else?” 
 
    “She met someone else, yes, but that wasn’t the only reason she left.” 
 
    “Because of Tia?” 
 
    Joe looks startled. “How did you know?” 
 
    “Tia talked to me about it. She thinks it was her fault, because of something that happened one night between you. She didn’t go into details,” I add hastily. 
 
    “It wasn’t Tia – not entirely. Michelle thought things were getting too serious between the three of us. She thought we were getting boring,” he says ruefully. 
 
    “That’s not the word I’d ever use to describe an arrangement like that,” I tell him. 
 
    “Exactly.  Michelle was jealous. She thought I had feelings for Tia.” 
 
    “Did you? Do you?”  
 
    “Of course. I have always cared about Tia. This can’t be casual for me. I can’t be the man who blindly gets involved with a woman without emotion. I’m not that man.” 
 
    “I never thought you were.” 
 
    “I care about everyone involved.” 
 
    “Even Melissa?” I tease. 
 
    Joe rolls his eyes. “Even Melissa.” 
 
    “But Michelle thought you were too emotionally attached to Tia?” I press, eager to continue. I sense Joe doesn’t open up very often and I don’t want to shut him down. I want to find out more, as much as I can so I can understand him better. 
 
    Then maybe I can understand why I feel this way about him.  
 
    “That’s what she said. She was jealous.” 
 
    “She thought you preferred Tia.” 
 
    “She thought Tia preferred me over her,” he corrected. 
 
    “Oh. That’s awkward.” 
 
    “Michelle needs to be the centre of attention. If she was still here, this arrangement would never work out. She wouldn’t have been able to handle it.” 
 
    “She would have gone at it with Melissa?” I guess. 
 
    “Not Melissa. She wouldn’t have been able to handle you.” 
 
    “Me? Tia says I’m a lot like her.” 
 
    Joe cocks his head. “Maybe a little. Your confidence, your attitude. The way you don’t take shit from anyone.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you swear,” I marvel. “Careful Ben doesn’t hear. He will pick up on that.” 
 
    Joe smiles. “Michelle was very selfish,” he continues. 
 
    “And I’m not?” 
 
    “That selfish. You would never take the kids from Dominic like Michelle did.” 
 
    “You must miss him. Finn.” 
 
    “Every minute. It was nice to see him.” 
 
    “Was it nice to see Michelle?” I ask bluntly. 
 
    Joe doesn’t answer and a jolt of fear clutches my heart, even though I’m not sure what I should be afraid of. 
 
    “She wants to come back,” he finally admits. 
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    Joe doesn’t say much after dropping the bombshell about Michelle and it isn’t until after he leaves the thought of his ex-wife returning begins to really bother me.   
 
    I have no claim to Joe. I know that.  And I want him to be happy, but the thought of Michelle coming back to him is evoking emotions akin to jealousy in me. There’s no reason for me to be jealous. 
 
    Joe and I – there’s really nothing to explain. There is nothing between us. Except there is. 
 
    I’ve been drawn to him like the typical moth to a flame since we first moved here, and I’ve never understood the pull. He’s attractive in a strong, sexy, down-home, good-old-boy type, but that’s not my type. I’ve always gone for flash and charisma; and because of my anti-socialness, I need someone who is outgoing and who can push me out of my shell. Dominic is perfect for me in every way, and I’m not questioning that fact, but I can’t stop questioning why it’s Joe that I’m fixated on. It should be Mahak or even Jackson.   
 
    But it’s Joe. 
 
    We’re friends and I can be myself around him. I respect him and his opinion. I find him intelligent and well-read despite his lack of conversation. He’s quieter than I am. I find him incredibly sexy, like Boromir in Lord of the Rings. Dominic always thought it strange I preferred him over the heroic Aragon. Boromir might have been second fiddle to Aragon, but he was there, dependable and marching to his own drum. He was stoic and steady, but ready to rise up for you. 
 
    I like his passion. 
 
    Like that afternoon at Melissa’s when she was practicing her technique and Joe couldn’t control himself around me. 
 
    When I kissed him in his workshop. 
 
    When we finally had sex on the stairs. 
 
    And now – finally – we’ll be paired up at Tia’s. 
 
    So what happens to Saturday nights at Tia’s if Michelle comes back?   
 
    Nothing good. Joe said the arrangement wouldn’t work out if Michelle was here, so that would mean I would never be able to see him. We would never... 
 
    I’m surprised how much the thought bothered me. 
 
    But if Michelle came back, that would mean Joe could have his son back. 
 
    I’m not one to be intimidated by others, especially not women, but for some reason, the thought of Michelle makes me nervous. 
 
    But even if Michelle comes back, she’s not here yet and I’m excited when Saturday night finally rolls around.   
 
    “You look nice,” Dominic tells me as we step out the door. Tia’s daughter Talia is watching the kids again tonight. When she arrived, she immediately went up to read a bedtime story to Hanna so it’s easy to leave. 
 
    “Thank you.” I’m wearing a white sundress and sandals and I’ve straightened my hair, which is always a time-consuming challenge. Especially when Hanna saw me do it and insisted on me using the straightening iron on her unruly curls as well. My arms still ache, but my hair flows down my back like a thick brown sheet. 
 
    “Tia said she’s having it in the backyard tonight. But there’s no pool or hot tub,” he grins at me. 
 
    “That’s a good thing.  What would the neighbours say if they saw all of us in the hot tub?” 
 
    “Considering most of us will already be there...” 
 
    “Colin saw us that night at Wendy’s,” I tell Dominic. “So did Nathan apparently.” 
 
    “You’re kidding! That makes it uncomfortable,” he says with a grimace.  
 
    “I don’t think it should. Paige didn’t seem to mind.” 
 
    “Why would she?” Dominic asks as we cross the street to Tia’s. 
 
    “Well, because Colin came back to bed and...” I give a little shrug and Dominic laughs. “Sorry, but I didn’t get details for you.” 
 
    “I wonder what it would be like hearing what it’s like for the others?” he muses. “I don’t know if I’d enjoy it as much.” 
 
    “Why don’t you just stick to me?” I suggest.  
 
    “My dirty girl,” he says, and runs his hand over my ass to give it a squeeze, just as Tia opens the front door. 
 
    “Nice to see you both tonight,” Tia welcomes us, noticing Dominic’s hand on my ass. She gives me a wink as she lets us in. 
 
    We gather on the deck attached to the kitchen, which Tia explains Joe built for her as she passes out strawberry daiquiris. It’s a beautiful June evening, warm with only a hint of humidity in the air and I enjoy it, a group of friends talking and laughing together. For once I see this arrangement as more social than sexual. I like these people; I care about their lives. 
 
    It’s a different sentiment than what I’m used to. 
 
    “I can’t believe it’s the last week of school next week,” Paige says as the wives stand together. 
 
    “Can’t wait!” Emma giggles with a clap of her hands. “Two months off. I’ll finally be able to join your morning workout classes.” 
 
    “But we’ll have our kids,” Melissa says with a frown. “You have two months off and I’m sure you don’t want to spend any time with our kids.” 
 
    Dominic will be home, I suddenly realize. He has been talking about our summer plans for weeks, but I didn’t think of what it would mean to have him home during the day.   
 
    No more visits from Joe...or Nathan...or anyone else, for that matter. Hanna will be in camp for a few weeks, but Dominic has plans that involve him never leaving the house.  There’s been a list on the fridge of things he wants to get accomplished. 
 
    It’s not a bad thing to have Dominic home during the day, I quickly decide. 
 
    Then Joe walks in. 
 
    He’s wearing khakis and a blue polo shirt tucked in, handsome and well-dressed compared to Jackson and Nathan in their shorts and T-shirts. 
 
    Although Nathan does look good in anything...and nothing. 
 
    I watch Joe as Jackson comes over with a tray of daiquiris and interrupts my view. “Hello, lovely ladies,” Jackson says. “Take another drink. I make ‘em strong and sweet, just like me.” 
 
    “Just like I like them,” Paige tells him, taking a drink from the tray.   
 
    “I shouldn’t. They’re too strong. I’m starting to giggle from just the one,” Emma says with a grimace on her pretty face. 
 
    “Then definitely have another,” Jackson says, pressing it into her hand. “I love to hear a woman giggle when she’s with me.” 
 
    “Except for when she’s laughing at you,” Wendy teases her husband. 
 
    “Who laughs at me?” Jackson demands, failing to look put out.    
 
    “No one here,” Paige assures him. “No one would laugh at our strong and sweet Jackson.” 
 
    “Maybe you’ll get to find out tonight,” Jackson leers at her. “Or you.” He turns to Emma and wiggles his eyebrows. “Or both of you?” 
 
    “I can’t,” Emma squeaks. “Not...” 
 
    “You couldn’t handle two of us,” Wendy tells Jackson with a laugh. “Now, go away so we can talk about you,” she orders. 
 
    “About how good your butt looks in those shorts,” Paige adds, prompting Jackson to give a wiggle as he walks away. 
 
    “You’re flirting with my husband,” Wendy points out. 
 
    “When don’t I flirt with your husband? And your husband,” Paige nods at me. “And yours, and yours...” 
 
    “And you are all okay with that?” Emma asks warily. “The flirting and the comments and innuendos?” 
 
    “That’s the fun part of it,” Paige tells her. “I like that the best.” 
 
    “Better than the sex?” Melissa asks incredulously. “You must be doing it wrong.” 
 
    “The sex is good too,” Paige pacifies her. “Especially with Mahak.” 
 
    “I would hope so,” Melissa huffs and I hide my smile. 
 
    “The flirting makes me feel young and carefree, and not like the mother of twins who broke their bunk beds this afternoon. Speaking of which, I have to see if Joe can fix it because it’s beyond Colin. He looks good tonight,” Paige finishes with a sly glance at me. 
 
    “Why are you pointing that out to me?” I ask her. 
 
    “Because I betcha tonight’s the night!” She gives me a wide, knowing smile as she walks away, leaving me shaking my head. 
 
    “What does she mean by that?” Emma asks. 
 
    “Joe is the only one Jacey hasn’t been with,” Wendy explains when I don’t answer.   
 
    “So you’ve been with all of them?” Emma queries incredulously. “All of you...have been with all of them.” 
 
    “This has been going on for a while, you know,” I tell her. 
 
    “But you’ve only been living here for less than a year. How often are these things?”  
 
    Emma is nervous. I thought after the first time she would have accepted things and lost her nerves, but she’s still as skittish as a cat around water.  
 
    “You don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to,” Wendy tells her gently. 
 
    “Oh, yes she does. I want a shot at her husband tonight.” Melissa grins wolfishly at Emma. 
 
    “You’ll scare her,” Wendy hisses. 
 
    “You’re scaring me. It’s fine,” I turn to Emma to reassure her. “You had fun with Mahak, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Of course she did,” Melissa speaks for her. 
 
    “And it wasn’t weird with Nathan?” I continue. 
 
    “No. It was fine.  But what if –” 
 
    “He loves you. He wants you. Nothing about the two of you will change. This is just variety and excitement and sex. Fun,” I tell her, watching her closely until she nods her head. 
 
    If it’s just fun sex, why am I thinking about Joe so much? 
 
    After a while, Tia appears on the deck with her crystal bowl of keys. My heart begins to race. Will she really pick Joe’s keys for me? Is this going to happen tonight? Will this be the do over I want? 
 
    “Are we ready for tonight?” Tia asks with a smile as we close in around her. Her hand is slowly stirring the keys and they rattle against the side of the bowl. “First off, for Melissa...” she draws out a set of keys. “Nathan!” 
 
    “Told you so,” Melissa hisses at me. 
 
    “Should I be afraid for him?” Emma whispers to me, which makes me laugh so hard I don’t hear Tia call Jackson’s name for Paige. 
 
    Wendy is paired with Colin, and then Tia calls out my name. I try and breathe normally, even though it seems to take forever to pull out one of the few keys left. 
 
    It’s because she’s trying to pick Joe’s keys and Dominic’s keep getting in the way. 
 
    I smile when I see that, and then laugh at the expression of consternation on her usually serene face. But she finally manages. 
 
    “Joe,” she calls out, her eyes shining at me. 
 
    “Told you so,” Paige says over her shoulder.  
 
    “And for Emma,” Tia continues. “Dominic.” 
 
    “Is that okay?” Emma asks me with a worried expression. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I assure her. “You’ll have fun.” 
 
    “But we work together?” 
 
    “And after next week you’ll be off work for two months. Plenty of time to get used to meeting him in the hall and not thinking about how he saw you naked. He doesn’t have to see you naked,” I add with a grin. “You can keep your clothes on if you want.” 
 
    “You’re teasing me,” Emma accuses. 
 
    “I think I’m trying to. I’m never sure if people get it.” 
 
    Dominic moves through the group as Tia picks Mahak’s keys for herself. “All set?” he asks Emma. 
 
    “Jacey says by September, it won’t be weird at work,” Emma informs him. 
 
    “It won’t be weird on Monday,” he assures her. “Finish your drink.” 
 
    “And get another one,” I suggest. “Have fun.” I quickly kiss Dominic and leave him with Emma. Let him deal with her nerves. My husband is better at calming people than I am. I don’t understand why Emma has attached herself to me. I’m not the sort who takes people under her wing. 
 
    “Jacey.” My thoughts are interrupted by Joe’s voice behind me. 
 
    I turn and see him smiling at me. My heart melts a little, and then a little more when he holds out his hand.  I take it without a word and he leads me to the stairs. 
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    “How many bedrooms does Tia have in this house?” I wonder as Joe leads me down the hall upstairs. 
 
    “Quite a few. I put some partitions up in the basement to make a few more,” Joe says. 
 
    “I’ve been down there. I haven’t been here,” I muse as Joe opens a door. It’s a small room, sparsely decorated with a bed and a chest of drawers. But the bed is filled with white and navy pillows, matching the navy duvet. 
 
    “This is where I stay when I’m here,” Joe explains. 
 
    “But you live on the next street?” 
 
    “A few years ago Tia got into the habit of asking me to stay over a few times a month, for her and for the girls. She said it was comforting to have me around. Who am I to say no?” 
 
    “You don’t say no much to Tia, do you?” 
 
    “Or you.” 
 
    I catch my breath as Joe turns to me, cupping my face in his hand. “This is what you want, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Don’t you?” I whisper. 
 
    “I want you. You know that. But I like to keep my personal business private like I said. But since I can’t say no to you...” 
 
    And then he kisses me.   
 
    I’ve felt the passion between us when Joe kisses me, but tonight it’s different. Before, our kisses were fast and uncoordinated and gawky, like we’ve been dumped overboard clutching a life-preserver in the middle of a dangerous sea. This time, the kiss is simple and sweet, still with enough heat to scorch my fingers. Joe kisses me, and I kiss him and it’s like we fit together flawlessly. My arms go around his neck; he draws me close and strokes my hair. it’s the most perfect kiss... 
 
    ...and then it gets even more exciting. 
 
    Joe’s hands caress my back, my bare shoulders, my arms. Then he’s pushing my hair off my neck and trailing his lips along the sensitive skin, all the way down to the top of my dress.  He shoves the shoulder straps out of the way so he can kiss my shoulder. The feel of his tongue makes me shiver. His hungry lips search for skin to devour. 
 
    It’s all I can do to hang on and try to keep my balance. 
 
    “I can’t find the zipper,” I finally hear Joe mutter. I had no idea he is searching how to get my dress off. 
 
    “Here.” I push him away with shaky arms and show him the zipper under my arm. Joe’s hand covers mine as we pull down the zipper together, and then he helps me step out of it. There’s a moment when he stares at me standing before him in my strapless bra and panties where he’s admiring, appreciating me. The desire is evident in his eyes. Whereas Mahak looks at me like he’s a wolf and I’m his prey, it is like Joe has a feast set before him and he’s deliberating where to begin. He wants it all. 
 
    Then he reaches for me again.   
 
    Joe easily unclips my bra as he’s kissing me, and his hands move to my bare breasts. 
 
    The feel of my bare skin pressed against him isn’t enough. I want more of him. I need to feel more of him.  
 
    I pull up Joe’s shirt, reveling in being able to touch his tight stomach and muscular chest. Once I have the shirt up over his head and thrown on the floor beside my dress, I run my hands over his torso, admiring the smooth skin, the sprinkling of chest hair, the firm, and powerful arms. I kiss his shoulder as I yank on his belt buckle. 
 
    Joe keeps trying to kiss me as I’m undressing him, pulling me close, stroking my breasts but I keep the distance as I wrestle to get his pants off. Once they’re off, I take a moment to stroke the hardness straining his boxer briefs before I tug them off. 
 
    He’s naked before me and now it’s my turn to admire and appreciate. I want to touch everywhere, all of him, from the tanned arms and back to the whiteness of his bare ass. I take a turn around his body, my fingers the only contact with his body, darting out of his grasp as he reaches for me. And then I press myself against his back with a teasing smile, stroking his chest with both hands, on to his stomach and then dipping lower.  
 
    That’s when Joe grabs me and we tumble onto the bed. 
 
    The kisses last forever. I love the feel of his mouth against my skin and miss it a moment after he moves it, only to gasp as his finds a more exciting place to put it. My hands are everywhere, touching every place I can reach, kissing him frantically like he’s about to be stolen away from me. 
 
    But when Joe’s mouth finds my breasts it’s like time slows and calms. I give a little sigh as his lips tug on my nipple, first one and then the other, his tongue trailblazing through my cleavage. He spends long moments on my breasts, his hands on my waist but soon I want more. My hands begin to wander again, touching everywhere. If I stretch my arm, I can touch the tip of his cock with my fingers. 
 
    Joe waits until it’s almost unbearable for me; he knows I’m eager for more, by the little moans and gasps his lips and tongues cause and the way I arch my back whenever he moves his hand.   
 
    And because I tell him so. 
 
    “Please...more...” I plead softly when I really can’t bear it any longer.   
 
    Is that a chuckle I hear? It feels like Joe’s smiling as he leaves my breasts and begins to kiss his way down my body; under my heavy breasts, running his tongue along my ribs, smoothing his hand along my waist to my hip, while he kisses my belly button. Slowly, like he’s got all the time in the world, ignoring the fact his touch is turning me into a seething mass of desire. But finally, his mouth is between my legs, his hands pushing my thighs apart.  I draw up my legs as his tongue finds me and I cry out with relief. 
 
    Joe is deliberate and methodical; using his tongue and fingers, he tastes me, explores me and my moans turn to louder cries as his touches become more insistent. His tongue is everywhere, his fingers quick to follow. I cry out as his tongue probes inside me, to be replaced by thrusting fingers as his mouth returns to my clit, licking and sucking, making me clutch the covers with my hands as my hips press up against him. 
 
    “Joe...please...don’t stop...oh, Joe...” 
 
    His fingers thrust into me as he tongues me relentlessly and I can feel the build up growing within me, spreading through my body until I explode with a loud cry, my hands against the back of his head. 
 
    I sink into the bed as the spasms stop and no sooner than I do, Joe is above me, his mouth finding mine. I can taste myself as his tongue darts into my mouth, and his hands spread my thighs wider. 
 
    “Condom,” I gasp, wrenching myself away from him, sensing he’s about to enter me. Joe pulls himself to the chest of drawers and takes out a foil square. Before he can put it on, I’m on him, taking his cock in my hands and kissing the tip. Then I take it in my mouth, right to the base. I bob up and down along the length, reveling in the taste and feel of it until Joe pulls at my shoulders and pushes me back onto the pillows. 
 
    I’ve never seen a man put on a condom so quickly. 
 
    Then he enters me, thrusting in just as quickly but gently, moving slowly within me so I can get used to his size. 
 
    Joe is quite large.  
 
    Once I begin to move with him, matching his thrusts, Joe picks up speed and intensity.  The feel of him inside me is incredible, different from anyone I’ve ever been with. 
 
    This is what I thought it would be like. 
 
    Joe takes his time; I take my time. We enjoy the touch of each other, the feel of hands against skin, lips against each other. Joe’s continuous thrusting, filling every inch of me, is sending me soaring. His hands tangle in my hair before I grasp them and he pulls them up over my shoulders as he thrusts deep within me. I meet every thrust with one of my own. 
 
    “Please don’t stop,” I plead, feeling another orgasm building. “Don’t stop...ever...always want you...” 
 
    “Jacey,” he gasps. 
 
    “No!” I cry out, louder as the sensations suddenly rush through me. “Yes!  Now, please. Oh, Joe!” 
 
    “Jacey!” he cries as he comes within me with a final thrust. He lies on top of me for long minutes, until he rolls off.  Then he holds me for a long time. 
 
    That was vanilla sex. 
 
    That was making love. 
 
    I’ve never called out another man’s name. 
 
    I don’t know what to do about it. 
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    It takes a few days for me to recover from Joe. 
 
    It’s not that anything bad happened, only that I can’t stop thinking about him. Never since the first time with Mahak have I been so distracted by another man’s touch. I think of Joe at night, when I wake up in the morning. I look for him every time I’m outside, from any window that gives me a vantage point of his house. 
 
    I’ve got it bad. 
 
    This is what Joe was afraid of. 
 
    Wendy saves me, and Melissa, although she’s not aware of it. 
 
    The day before school lets out for the summer, Melissa takes Ben and Xander along with her kids to the library for story time. Listening to stories is the one guarantee of Ben staying still, a novelty that continues to delight Melissa. 
 
    “I can sit with him and cuddle him and he doesn’t try to break free like my kids,” she told me a few weeks ago after she first suggested taking him with her. “It’s nice to have a baby to hold again.” 
 
    “You can have him anytime you like,” I said to her, and since then Melissa has had a date with Ben for story time at least once a week. 
 
    After Melissa takes him for their afternoon outing, I’m deciding what to do with my free time. I want to call Joe or go over to his house. I want to see him, touch him, feel his body against mine again, but I’m afraid to. 
 
    There’s something serious between us and it scares me. 
 
    My willpower is fading fast when Wendy calls. 
 
    “Come over for a swim,” she invites. “But don’t bring a suit.” 
 
    “It’s the middle of the afternoon,” I remind her. “I’m not really into public displays of anything during daylight hours.” 
 
    “Only when you’re in a car?” 
 
    “That’s still not public. No one can see inside.” 
 
    “Well, I doubt we’ll be doing any swimming,” Wendy laughs. I hear a voice in the background. 
 
    “Who’s there?” I ask suspiciously. 
 
    “Nathan. Do you know he’s never had a threesome?” 
 
    “Wendy, are you trying...?” 
 
    “I’m not trying anything. I’m merely inviting you over and we’ll see what comes up.” I hear a laugh from Nathan. “He says something has already come up and you should hurry.” 
 
    Wendy and Nathan are still laughing together as she hangs up the phone. 
 
    An hour of casual, fun sex with two people I care about without the strong, confusion of what Joe and I have. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    I head over to Wendy’s without my bathing suit, as per instructions and find Wendy straddling Nathan on the couch. 
 
    “You started without me,” I pretend to pout. 
 
    “You’re slow,” Wendy rolls her eyes at me. “He’s young, enthusiastic.” 
 
    “I’m not that young,” Nathan protests. 
 
    “We like that you’re young,” Wendy tells him. 
 
    “How do we do this?” Nathan asks, disentangling Wendy from his lap. 
 
    “We like that you’re enthusiastic and eager to learn,” I laugh, feeling more like my old self. I go to him as he stands up and run my hand across his firm chest, down his tight torso and onto the front of his shorts. I grasp his hardness, rubbing my hand appreciatively along the substantial length. 
 
    “Are you going to kiss first?” Nathan asks eagerly as I continue to stroke him. 
 
    “Do you want us to kiss?” I ask coyly. He nods with excitement. 
 
    We stand in front of Nathan as Wendy’s mouth finds mine and then I forget about him as we kiss. Not for long, just enough to give Nathan a taste of what watching two women is like and for me to remember the heady sensation of kissing a woman. Wendy is gentle, but insistent, her lips firm against mine. I move one of my hands away from Nathan and cup her breast, as she winds her arms around me. 
 
    Wendy finally pulls back, still with her eyes closed. “You have an amazing mouth,” she says dreamily. 
 
    “And you have a very talented tongue.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to show you how talented.” She gives me a sexy smile. 
 
    “Do you really talk like that?” Nathan demands, wide-eyed with anticipation. 
 
    I laugh. “No, this is all for you, big boy.” I move my hand along the length of him again and finish with a squeeze. “Big boy.” 
 
    “Why don’t you get those out of the way?” Wendy suggests to me. 
 
    I remove Nathan’s T-shirt first, mainly so I can admire his physique. Dominic’s body is nothing to complain about but Nathan’s is quite the work of art. “I really like firemen,” I say as Nathan’s shorts slide down to his ankles, his boxers soon following. He kicks them aside.   
 
    Wendy steps behind Nathan and in wordless harmony, the two of us begin at his shoulders, touching the way down his body, with fingers and lips. 
 
    Nathan stands quietly as we explore, only giving a soft moan as my tongue teases his nipple. His skin is soft, his body hard and my excitement builds as I think about the time at Tia’s with him. Wendy is lucky if this is an ongoing thing. Nathan looks and acts as good and decent as Captain America, but I can tell there is an inner dirty boy within the tanned exterior. 
 
    It would be fun to be the one to bring it out of him, I decide as I drop to my knees in front of Nathan. 
 
    “I’m coming around,” Wendy tells, joining me on my knees. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Nathan mutters as we both grip his cock with a hand. Wendy grins at me as she bends her head, licking the length of his cock. I follow suit, and Nathan groans loudly. We’re both touching him with gentle fingers while teasing with our tongues. Wendy laps at the base while I focus on the tip. 
 
    From the sounds of it, Nathan is enjoying himself. His breathing is loud in the room. 
 
    I finally take him in my mouth; just the tip at first then more, taunting him with my slowness, as Wendy continually strokes the base of his cock, cupping his balls with her other hand. There are so many things going on in such a small area. 
 
    Not everything is small. I would never call Nathan small. 
 
    “Oh...this is awesome...” he groans. 
 
    “Wanna switch?” I ask Wendy after a few more minutes of delicious torture. Torture for both of us. Nathan is thrusting his hips forward in an attempt to force more down my throat and even though I want nothing more than to take it all in and suck him dry, it is fun teasing him. I pull away and let Wendy take my place as I stroke as much as I can touch. 
 
    But Nathan has reached the end of his patience and as Wendy slides his cock into her mouth, Nathan clamps onto her head with both hands so she’s unable to move. 
 
    “Suck it...” he groans loudly. “Just like that...please...yeah...” 
 
    “At least you’re polite,” I say. Nathan gives a great groan in response and Wendy’s laughter is choked by his cock. There’s not much for me to do, so I move to the side and let Wendy bring him to the finish. I massage his balls with one and squeeze his tight ass with the other. 
 
    “Oh God!” Nathan suddenly cries. “I’m going to come.” Wendy bobs her head quickly and I manage to grasp the base of his cock with my hand, pumping in sync. A moment later, Nathan comes with an animalistic groan and jerky thrusts into Wendy’s mouth. She doesn’t stop until Nathan gives a satisfied sigh. “That was amazing.” 
 
    “Glad you enjoyed yourself,” I tell him with a grin as I get to my feet, holding out a hand to help Wendy stand.   
 
    “Now it’s our turn,” Wendy says with bright eyes and a big smile.   
 
    “Really?” Nathan’s eyes almost pop out of his head. He looks adorable standing there, naked and with his cock still hard, with a boyish expression of glee on his face. “I thought that was it?” 
 
    Wendy only raises an eyebrow and begins taking off her clothes. I follow suit and wait for Wendy’s instructions. This is her party after all. 
 
    “Jacey, sit on the couch. You want to watch for a bit?” she asks Nathan. 
 
    “Sure!” 
 
    “Feel free to join in when you’ve had enough watching,” I tell him, settling on the couch. Wendy kneels on the floor before me. 
 
    “I like to watch,” Nathan reminds us as Wendy pushes my legs apart with her hands, her fingers searching for my warm wetness. I pull one of my legs up onto the couch to give a watching Nathan a better view and Wendy better access. I sigh with pleasure as I feel her probing tongue. 
 
    Being tongued by a woman is definitely something I’ve gotten used to in the last few months. And Wendy has gotten very good at it. 
 
    A few licks and her fingers begin exploring my pussy, sliding inside me as her tongue teases my clit with soft flickers.   
 
    “You like this?” Wendy asks as her thumb nudges my clit, sending a shiver through me. She replaces her thumb with a firm tongue and I gasp. “You do. You like my mouth on you.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    She licks me quickly and carefully, knowing exactly the spot that will reduce me to a quivering mass while her fingers thrust relentlessly inside me. I was excited before but now with Wendy’s mouth between my legs, I know it’s not going to take me long. I cry out as Wendy gives my clit a hard suck, beginning a rhythm of fast licks and hard sucking. Greedy for more, I push her head deeper between my legs. 
 
    “Nathan,” I gasp, watching him focus on Wendy and me with a hungry expression. “You need to fuck her now.” 
 
    “That’s...you’re...” he stammers in a husky voice, obeying me and dropping to his knees behind Wendy. He pulls on a condom in record time. 
 
    I can feel the vibration in my pussy as Wendy gasps when Nathan thrusts into her. She immediately begins to moan, which only adds to my pleasure. My cries are loud and more urgent as Wendy increases the intensity of her touch. The sucking of my clit, the fingers thrusting roughly into me combine to bring me inexorably closer to the edge. 
 
    “Don’t stop!” I gasp, pushing her head even closer to me. “That’s – oh, god. Oh my, God – yes! Yes!” I explode in her mouth, the powerful waves of sensation making me jerk and twitch as Wendy rides it out. 
 
    But she’s not finished yet, and she continues to tongue me as Nathan fucks her. I reach down between her legs and find her clit, rubbing it with my fingers and she moans her appreciation. I think I might be able to sneak another orgasm out of this when Wendy lifts her head and cries out. I rub her clit faster as Nathan thrusts into her, watching her expression as she comes. Her body seems to sharply contort and then she relaxes. 
 
    “I’m not done yet,” Nathan says worriedly. 
 
    “Neither am I,” Wendy smiles. “You can go as long as you want with me.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t we give Jacey a turn?” 
 
    “You two carry on,” I tell him, crawling around Wendy off the couch. “I’ll see myself out.” 
 
    No one argues. This was an afternoon thing for them, and I’ve done my part. 
 
    Wendy has Nathan flat on his back and is straddling him by the time I pull my clothes on. As I let myself out the door, I take a last look at them. Wendy is riding him hard and fast, with Nathan’s hands gripping her waist. 
 
    Watching can be fun, I decide, as I walk out with a smile. 
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    I’ve just shut the door when a voice calls to me.   
 
    “Hey. Colin,” I say as he walks across Wendy’s lawn towards me. “What are you doing home so early?” 
 
    “Paige has a job interview and wants me to pick up the boys from school,” he explains. “Where are you coming from?” 
 
    I point to Wendy’s door. “Just – ah...” 
 
    A harsh cry can be heard from the open window. “Do you think everything’s okay?” Colin asks with concern, heading for the door. 
 
    “I’m sure it’s fine,” I say grimly. 
 
    “But didn’t you hear – ah,” he says with sudden realization. “Wendy is pretty vocal, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Maybe they should shut the windows.” 
 
    “Were you in there?” Colin asks as another cry breaks the outdoor quiet.   
 
    “I was. I left.” 
 
    “Because someone else came over? Because she can’t be in there by herself. I think I’d know...” 
 
    “I left them alone,” I tell him with as much tact as I can muster in this situation. 
 
    “So there is someone with her.” I nod but don’t elaborate. “Oh. Why did you leave?” 
 
    I can only shrug. From the noises coming from inside the house, I’m beginning to regret leaving. Wendy gave me a more than satisfactory orgasm but hearing her and Nathan and imagining what they are doing... 
 
    “Shit,” Colin breathes, looking uncomfortable in his suit as a muffled scream cuts the air. “I’ve got a massive hard-on now. What is he doing to her?” 
 
    “I think that was Nathan,” I tell him. 
 
    “Wow. It must have been a while since Wendy and I – what were you doing in there?” Colin asks fearfully. I hesitate for a moment, my gaze trailing down his body, lingering at the obvious evidence of his arousal before I say anything. 
 
    “Wendy and I went down on Nathan – together – and then Wendy tongued me as Nathan fucked her,” I explain, feeling awkward but excited like when I give Dominic details. 
 
    I’m very excited. 
 
    “Then it seemed like they were going to go at it again, so I thought I’d leave them alone,” I finish. 
 
    “So Nathan didn’t...you?” 
 
    “No.” I smile broadly. “But Wendy did with her fingers and her mouth.” 
 
    An almost imperceptible groan escapes. “And he got to watch?” 
 
    I nod. “He likes watching.” 
 
    “I’d like to watch.” 
 
    “I heard you watched us the other night. In the pool.” Colin only nods and I stop myself from reaching out to touch him.   
 
    “I’ve got something for that,” I tell him, indicating the bulge in his pants. 
 
    “What?” Colin looks confused as I begin to back away from the window in the direction of my place. 
 
    “Why don’t you come home with me for a minute?” 
 
    With a last, longing glance at Wendy’s window, Colin follows me inside my house, trotting after me with his eagerness. As soon as the door is closed behind him, my hand is on his cock. 
 
    “Shit! Jacey!” Colin exclaims. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop?” I ask, my hand still grasping him. 
 
    “I just want to make sure this is for real.” We’re almost eye level and when Colin looks wonderingly at me, I can only smile and shrug my shoulders. 
 
    “I’m looking for a fast fuck,” I tell him.  “Think you can help me with that?” 
 
    “I’m your guy,” Colin says, looking like he can’t believe his luck. I kiss him without giving him a chance to continue. 
 
    We don’t move away from the door. I unbuckle his belt as I kiss him, and his pants are around his ankles before I break for a breath. “Hang on,” Colin says breathlessly as my shorts follow his pants to the floor. “I’ve got...” he fumbles with his wallet and pulls out a condom. “Never know when I’m going to run into you around here these days.” 
 
    “I’m glad you did,” I tell him over my shoulder as I turn my back to him and bend over a little. Colin grasps my hips and slides inside without any preamble. 
 
    “You’re so wet,” Colin mutters, moving inside me slowly. 
 
    “I want it hard,” I instruct. “And fast.” 
 
    “Give me a sec,” he protests. “You feel so good.” 
 
    “So do you,” I tell him. “Which is why I want you to fuck me hard and fast and good.” 
 
    “Jeez.”  Colin pulls out until only his tip remains inside my pussy, then slams back into me so hard I almost lose my balance and he has to grab my hips to hold me up. “Better?” 
 
    “Please,” I moan as he repeats the action. 
 
    “You’re demanding today,” Colin says conversationally as he thrusts into me again. “Didn’t get it from Nathan and so you get all grumpy. Where would you be if you didn’t bump into me?” 
 
    “Upstairs,” I gasp, reaching out my arms to brace myself against the wall.   
 
    “With who?” 
 
    “Myself.” 
 
    “You – oh.”  Colin drives into me silently for a few moments. “Am I better than that?” he asks cautiously, one of his hands venturing to grasp a breast. 
 
    “Of course,” I tell him, holding back the laughter at his wistful tone. “You – oh.” His other hand nestles between my legs. 
 
    “That’s my line.” I can tell he’s smiling as he rubs my clit with his fingers. 
 
    “You can have it. Keep doing that and you can have whatever you want.” 
 
    “I will definitely take you up on that. But right now I have a mission.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “To make you stop thinking about what it would be like with Nathan.” 
 
    “Trust me, I’m not thinking of anyone but you right now,” I tell him. 
 
    Colin thrusts into me so deeply it’s almost painful, but I don’t ask him to stop. I can’t.  This is what I want, what I needed and I’m grateful he is here. Doing this with my vibrator wouldn’t have been nearly as much fun.   
 
    I cry out suddenly, bent over by my front door, my hands flat against the wall as Colin fucks me faster. It’s not as deep, but it’s good and I hope he can tell by the noises I’m making how much I’m enjoying it. His fingers rub frantically against my clit. Colin is usually fast, but this time I feel confident I’ll be finished before him. Already I can feel the waves begin to build... 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I gasp. “So good!” 
 
    “No,” Colin says. “Never.” 
 
    “Oh, god!” The orgasm hits me then, unexpectedly intense and my cries rise to a scream as Colin continues to drive into me as his fingers maintain the contact with my clit. Sensations rush through me, again and again, making it hard to stay on my feet and Colin doesn’t stop until with a final thrust, he empties himself in me with a roar. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” I whisper.  When Colin pulls out of me, releasing his hold on me, my knees give out and I fall to the floor. 
 
    “Jacey!” 
 
    “I’m okay,” I tell him, laughing. I resist the urge to stretch out on the floor like a cat in the sun. “That was –” 
 
    “Better than some fireman?” 
 
    “Who?” I ask, as Colin hauls me to my feet. He has a smile on his face as he kisses me. He pulls up his pants before picking up my shorts for me. 
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    The next day Joe is standing on the corner of the street when I take Frodo for his morning walk. 
 
    “What are you doing up so early?” I ask. Frodo is beside himself with excitement to see Joe, and Joe crouches down to give my dog a good pet. “There’s no snow to shovel.”   
 
    That was how I first met Joe. Early winter mornings, I would come out to walk Frodo and wrapped in Dominic’s parka over my pajamas, I’d stand in the cold to talk to Joe as he shoveled the driveways for our friends. 
 
    “No,” Joe says, straightening and squinting into the early morning sun beginning to creep into the sky. “I thought you’d be out.” 
 
    “You came to talk to me?” I ask incredulously. 
 
    “Is that so surprising?” 
 
    “Well, yes. What did you want?” I ask carefully. 
 
    “Does he need more of a walk than on the street?” Joe counters, nodding at Frodo sniffing at a row of hedges. 
 
    “I’m sure he’d like it,” I say and follow Joe as he turns off the street. I think for a moment he’ll head back to his house, but he turns the opposite way, to the little park. It’s nothing more than a little patch of grass with a flower bed, but there’s a bench where the older kids in the neighbourhood wait for the bus for school. 
 
    We walk in silence until we reach the park. It’s not that I don’t have anything to say to Joe, but I’m confused about his appearance this morning and unsure of what to say about it. Joe can take a while to reach his point, so I suppose I’ll have to be patient. I hear a car as we reach the bench and I pull Frodo off the road as Mahak passes us with a jaunty wave of his hand. 
 
    “You usually see Mahak in the mornings?” Joe asks as we sit down on the bench. 
 
    “Sometimes,” I say warily.  
 
    “Do you have a schedule? Would you have met up with him this morning?” Joe presses. 
 
    “I’m not sure. Why? Does it matter?” 
 
    Joe takes a long time to form his thoughts and I start to worry with every minute that passes. “We made love the other night,” he says finally. “Maybe you call it sex, but to me, that was making love.” 
 
    “It was for me too,” I tell him quietly. 
 
    “I don’t do that,” he continues. “I have sex. I don’t hold anyone in my arms after it’s over. I walk them home and that’s the end of it. This arrangement of Tia’s – it’s a physical thing for me. I never expected to get emotionally involved. I never wanted to.” 
 
    “Are you?” I whisper. “Emotionally involved?” 
 
    “What do you think?” Joe glances over at me. 
 
    “I don’t know what to think. I know I’m married and I love my husband –” 
 
    “And that shouldn’t change. It’s not what I want.” 
 
    “What do you want, Joe?” He doesn’t answer, and I press on. “Do you think it’s possible to be in love with two people at the same time?” 
 
    “Yes,” Joe says in a low voice. 
 
    “Because you were in love with Tia and Michelle,” I guess correctly. “Do you think I’m in love with you?” 
 
    “Maybe you should be asking yourself that.” 
 
    “I have been. I don’t understand why I feel this way about you. I love the others – Jackson and Colin and the rest – but that’s the love of friendship.  I never think about them. Okay, maybe Mahak sometimes...” I stop when Joe winces. “I think about you all the time. Why is that?” 
 
    “I don’t know. You can’t pick who you love.” 
 
    “You should be able to. Love is merely nature’s way to keep the species alive and reproducing. The three stages of love are lust, attraction, and attachment. You may not be able to control the hormonal balance that produces lust and attraction, but you should be able to decide who is suitable to form an attachment with.” 
 
    “Would you choose to be in love with me if you could?” Joe asks. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say honestly. “It confuses things. It’s not that I love Dominic any less, but this arrangement – I think it would be easier if emotions weren’t involved.  If we could keep it purely physical and hormonal, it might be less complicated.” 
 
    “But emotions are involved. At least it is for me.” 
 
    I don’t respond to that. 
 
    “Well, that’s something I needed to do,” Joe says after another pause. “That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. I know how you are with the others. I know what you do with them.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask stupidly. Dominic never makes me feel guilty about Mahak...or Jackson...or anyone but why do I feel like I’ve disappointed Joe? Why do I have a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach? 
 
    “I know Declan and Nathalie came to see you. I know about you and Mahak in the mornings,” Joe says. I hold my breath, wondering if he knows about yesterday, about Nathan and Wendy and then Colin. 
 
    Why do I feel so guilty? I’m happily married, in love with Dominic and I’ve never once felt an ounce of remorse for the men I’ve slept with. 
 
    Other than Seth, and he was a long time ago. Seth was Dominic’s best friend and visited us after Hanna was born and I was overcome with post-partum depression. I was vulnerable and susceptible to anyone who smiled twice at me. Not that it was entirely Seth’s fault.   
 
    Sleeping with Seth is the only thing I’ve ever regretted, something I hope Dominic never finds out about. 
 
    But with the neighbours – never. Once I knew Dominic was on board, I felt free to act on my fantasies, with little or no guilt.   
 
    Why do I suddenly feel like my promiscuity is a bad thing? That it’s a disappointment to Joe? 
 
    “I know how you are,” Joe continues. “I know what you like.” 
 
    “I like having sex,” I say honestly. “If I didn’t, we’d never be having this conversation.” 
 
    “You think we wouldn’t have met?” 
 
    “We would have met,” I decide. “But maybe I wouldn’t have been as attracted to you. And maybe Tia would have never approached me and Dominic about being naughty neighbours.” 
 
    “Naughty neighbours?” Joe scoffs. 
 
    “Well, we are. But we might not have been. I might have an affair with you – a one-off thing to get you out of my system.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You said you know what I like, how I am. I like sex and because of that, we are sitting together on this bench this morning.” 
 
    “O – kay,” Joe says with more than a little confusion.   
 
    “Dominic and I became involved in this relationship with everyone because I like sex. And he likes that I like sex,” I continue.  I’m not sure my explanation is helping because Joe shakes his head. 
 
    “This relationship...” Joe begins again.   
 
    “Polyamory,” I tell him helpfully. “That’s what it’s called.” 
 
    “I’m not sure it’s going to work any longer. For me anyway.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “How I feel about you – knowing how you feel about me...” 
 
    “I didn’t say how I felt about you. I said I don’t understand it.” 
 
    “I think I’m in love with you,” Joe says impatiently. “And I don’t think I can handle the thought of you being with other men.” 
 
    “Oh.” I never expected this.  I never thought... “What about my husband?” 
 
    “This has nothing to do with Dom,” Joe waves him away with his hand. “It’s about the other men you sleep with.” 
 
    “What about the women?” 
 
    I don’t know why I’m being so flippant, so casual about this. Possibly because my mind is racing, wondering what Joe’s intentions are, what his end game is. Where does he see this going? 
 
    What is this? 
 
    “I’m married,” I remind him. 
 
    “I am aware of that. So am I.” 
 
    “I thought you were divorced.” 
 
    “Michelle never wanted to sign the papers.” 
 
    “And now she wants to come back to you. What will that do to this arrangement? You said it won’t work with her.” 
 
    Joe sighs heavily. “Jacey, for one reason or another, the relationship as we know it will be ending. At least for me. If Michelle comes back, I won’t be involved with Tia’s parties. Michelle and I will...” 
 
    “Find others to play with?” I say hollowly. 
 
    Joe doesn’t answer my question. “If she doesn’t come back –” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t she?” 
 
    “That kind of depends on you, Jacey.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I demand. “I don’t understand what you’re trying to say, Joe?  Why should Michelle have anything to do with me?” 
 
    Joe’s shoulders fall.  “It’s all about you. It always has been, since you moved in. I wouldn’t have continued with Tia’s parties if I hadn’t met you. It’s not my thing – it was Michelle’s and then it was Tia’s and then I just sort of didn’t stop.” 
 
    “It was a sex thing,” I nod with understanding. 
 
    Joe nods his assent. “I managed to keep emotions out of it. Until you.” 
 
    “And now...” My mouth is dry with anticipation of what Joe is about to say. I have a bad feeling I’m not going to like it. 
 
    “And now I’m in love with you and I can’t stand the thought of you being with anyone else other than Dominic. Even that is bad enough, but you’re married so I have to accept it...” 
 
    “You’re in love with me?” I repeat. Joe only nods. 
 
    “And you want me to be monogamous with you. Not including my husband.” 
 
    Joe nods again and my heart sinks. “That’s the only way I can continue this with you. I think what we have is pretty special but I don’t want to share you. I don’t want to think of what other men are doing to you in the morning, or in the afternoon or at Tia’s on a Saturday night. It’s either me or everyone else.” 
 
    I don’t know what to say to that. 
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    “What’s wrong?” Dominic asks. 
 
    After Joe drops his little ultimatum, I walk home with him in silence, Frodo bounding along beside Joe. I might be bounding with him if Joe had said something different. 
 
    I can’t stop thinking about you. 
 
    I think I’m in love with you. 
 
    I want to spend every day making love with you. 
 
    I want to have a threesome with you and Dominic. 
 
    Maybe not the last part, but Joe did say those things to me. Maybe not in so many words, but he made his feelings for me pretty clear. 
 
    He also made it clear he didn’t want to share me. 
 
    What am I supposed to do about that? 
 
    I came right upstairs after I get back. The kids are miraculously still asleep and I crawl back into bed beside Dominic. I have no intention talking to him about this.  
 
    That doesn’t last long. 
 
    “Joe says he’s in love with me,” I blurt out. There is no change of expression on Dominic’s face, which is still sleep creased. “What? Say something!” 
 
    “What do you want me to say?” he asks realistically. He rolls over in bed to face me. 
 
    “I don’t know. You don’t even seem surprised.” 
 
    Dominic sits up in bed beside me. “I’m not. I knew Joe has a serious thing for you but I never thought he’d get around to saying anything.” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    Dominic gives a sad little smile. “I watch the way he is with you, and the others. The only one who really compares is Tia, and I know they share a lot of history. It’s obvious he cares about you. What did he say?” 
 
    “He said he loves me.” 
 
    “Yes, but what else?” 
 
    “You don’t sound at all surprised!” I burst out angrily. 
 
    “Jacey, you have no idea of the effect you have on people. Every man on the street is in love with you, but they have wives to keep them in line. Jackson and Colin are over the moon they have even the possibility of getting in your pants –” 
 
    “That’s rude.” 
 
    “But it’s true. And that’s okay. You’re very lovable. I know none of them would ever act on it because they love their wives. Joe...Joe is lonely.” 
 
    “And that’s the reason he’s in love with me?” I ask, offended. Dominic only laughs. 
 
    “Of course not! You’re very easy to love, Jacey. But Joe – that’s what I was afraid of, him being the only single guy. And this whole swingers thing – it’s really not his style. He’s more of a one-woman man.” 
 
    “Why didn’t I know this?” I wail. 
 
    “You did, you just didn’t want to see it. He wants you, but he doesn’t want anyone else to have you. Except for me.  Right?” 
 
    “How do you know this?” I demand. 
 
    “Tia. We’ve talked a lot about it, about what might happen. She didn’t think Joe would ever tell you, but I wasn’t sure. She did insist that he would never do anything to threaten our marriage and I have to agree with that, even though the thought of it worries me a little. Are you leaving me for him?” he suddenly asks anxiously. 
 
    “No, of course not,” I cry. “But you’re right. He doesn’t want to share me with anyone else. Just you.” 
 
    “Ah. That’s what Tia predicted. If he ever told you, she said he wouldn’t be able to handle your extras.” 
 
    “What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “What do you want to do?” 
 
    “This isn’t just about me – it’s you, too. And everyone else.” 
 
    Dominic shakes his head. “It’s not. I’m good either way. As long as I have you, and I know you’re happy...it’s good for me.” 
 
    “That’s not helping.” 
 
    “I didn’t think it would. But doesn’t it make you feel good, knowing how tolerant and understanding I am?” He leans forward to kiss me. 
 
    “I fully realize how tolerant and understanding you are, which is why you got a kick-ass father’s day present the other week,” I tell him smugly. 
 
    “I did enjoy that blow job,” he muses. 
 
    “I was talking about the watch. You could survive a nuclear blast with that thing on your arm!” 
 
    “I really think that is a bit of an exaggeration but back to Joe. Decide what you want, baby. I’ll be with you either way.” 
 
    “So if I decide not to keep up with Tia’s parties –” 
 
    “ –and the morning, noon and night quickies you’ve got going on with everyone.” 
 
    “I didn’t tell you about yesterday,” I confess. 
 
    “Let’s save that for tonight, shall we? I really don’t have time and Hanna will be up soon.” 
 
    “It’s either Joe or everyone else,” I realize helplessly. 
 
    “Pretty much. You have to choose how much you want this. Or him. Either way, I’m still here.” 
 
    “Why?” I demand. “Why do you insist on staying when I always confuse things? I mess everything up?” 
 
    “Because I can’t imagine being anywhere else than where you are creating your confusing havoc,” he says simply. 
 
    “I don’t create havoc,” I pout. 
 
    “Of course you don’t. Only when you do. Go talk to Tia if you need help. But she’s going to try and persuade you to stick around. She may love Joe, but she’s got it bad for you, too.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” I grumble. “Doesn’t everyone see I’m weird and strange and always the wrong thing?” 
 
    “That’s why they love you,” Dominic tells me, dropping a kiss on my head. “And because you’re incredibly sexy.” 
 
    “At least you’re right about that,” I concur.  
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    I don’t like this. 
 
    This arrangement is working well. Everyone seems to be enjoying themselves and getting a little extra excitement in their lives. But now Joe... 
 
    What does it mean if he’s in love with me?   
 
    Why would it have to change things? It’s not like I’m going to leave Dominic for him. That would never happen and Joe knows that. 
 
    I find myself at Tia’s door later that night. My brain is tired from trying to figure this out and she’s my best chance at a quick solution. 
 
    “What a nice surprise?” Tia says, opening the door wide for me. 
 
    “I was hoping I could talk to you.” 
 
    “Of course. Come in.” I follow Tia through the house to the kitchen where two of her daughters are laughing together. “Sorry to interrupt your evening.” 
 
    “Not at all,” Tia assures me. “Let me pour a glass of wine for us and we’ll head outside and chat.” 
 
    “Hi, Jacey,” Talia grins at me. She babysits Hanna and Ben on Saturday nights for us. 
 
    I smile at both girls and accept the glass Tia hands to me. I don’t want to think about what the girls know about Saturday nights. Probably nothing, but since Joe made things so complicated, I don’t know what to think. 
 
    Tia leads the way outside. “It’s such a nice evening,” she says happily. We can hear the sounds of splashing and laughter. “Wendy and Jackson must be in the pool tonight.” 
 
    “Do you like knowing everything that happens on the street?” I wonder, sitting in the chair Tia offers me. 
 
    “I don’t think I know everything,” Tia smiles. 
 
    “Everyone comes to you to talk about things. Dominic has come to you, to ask you about Joe.” 
 
    “Does that bother you?” she asks gently. I didn’t realize I sound so resentful about it. “That Dominic came to me?” 
 
    “No.” I shake my head. It doesn’t. I know Dominic only wants what’s best for me, for us. 
 
    “Does this have to do with Joe?” Tia carefully probes. 
 
    “Does everyone know about us?” 
 
    “I wasn’t aware there was an ‘us’. I know he cares about you – possibly a little too much, from your expression.” 
 
    I take a few deep breaths. I thought I came to talk to Tia and now I realize I’ve come to ask for advice. For her to tell me what to do. “He wants me to choose,” I say grimly. “He says if he has feelings for me, he can’t do this anymore. He’s ruining everything!” 
 
    “Why do you think he’s ruining everything?” 
 
    “Because he says it’s either him or the other husbands. He doesn’t want me to be with anyone else but him. And Dominic, but that’s beside the point. Joe says he can’t handle knowing I’m going to be with someone else.” 
 
    “I don’t imagine he can,” Tia sighs. “I often wondered if it would come to this.” 
 
    “You knew this would happen?” I demand. 
 
    “No. But this lifestyle has never been Joe’s choice. When he was with Michelle, he accepted it because he was so desperately in love with her and only wanted to make her happy. After she left, he was devastated, his heart broken. He only became involved in our Saturday nights because he was so lonely and couldn’t bear to meet anyone else. He had needs, and the neighbours helped fill them. I think the relationships he eventually developed were good for him, but I knew this arrangement couldn’t last forever with him.” 
 
    “Joe says Michelle wants to come back.” 
 
    “I’ve heard that too,” Tia says bleakly. “But I don’t believe she will, which is a good thing for Joe. As much as he misses Finn, Michelle is nothing but a destructive element in Joe’s life. I’m sure she only told him she wanted him because she realized he had finally moved on and found someone else.” 
 
    “Who?” Tia looks at me with her cat-like eyes. “Me?” 
 
    “You’ve helped him get over her, and for that, I’ll always be grateful.” 
 
    “But you said I’m a lot like her?” 
 
    “In some ways. You have a presence, the same as Michelle. When she entered a room, people sat up and noticed her. Same as you. And your aloofness – for lack of a better word,” Tia says with a smile. “Reminds me of her.” 
 
    “I’m aloof?” I wonder. “I guess I am.” 
 
    “Michelle rarely showed empathy or concern for others,” Tia continues. 
 
    “Am I like that?”  
 
    “You were when you first moved in,” she smiles indulgently at me. “Not so much anymore. Your big brain keeps you isolated from others, but I’m happy to see you’re beginning to change that. You’re letting others in. It’s not surprising to see Joe develop feelings for you. You’re everything Michelle was and everything he wanted her to be, all wrapped up in a beautiful, sexy package.” 
 
    “What do I do?”I ask, raising my hands helplessly. “How do I fix this?” 
 
    “Why would you want to fix it?” she asks quizzically. 
 
    “Because I like the way things are and I don’t want them to change. I’ve made friends with these people.” 
 
    “That wouldn’t have to change.” 
 
    “But it would. How could I possibly be just friends with Melissa after what we did? After what Mahak does to me in his car?” 
 
    “What exactly does he do to you?” Tia asks slyly. She smiles when it’s obvious I’m not about elaborate. “Ah, Mahak.” 
 
    “I can’t go back to just friends because I was never just friends with them. I’m having sex with their husbands and that’s what made me become friends with them.” 
 
    “In your mind, Joe is forcing you to choose not only between him and the husbands but the wives as well.” 
 
    “Yes!” I come to the realization at the same time. “I don’t make friends that easily, or that well. That’s what Dominic is for and I just go along with who he decides. Wendy and Paige – they’re my friends. I don’t remember the last time I made friends on my own.” I pause. “That sounds pathetic, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Tia laughs. “You’re not a social person, Jacey, that’s obvious. But what’s also clear is that once you care about a person, you don’t take that lightly. I’m so proud of how far you’ve come since you moved to us.” 
 
    “Thanks.” I’m not sure what else I can say. 
 
    “And this is why it’s such a difficult decision for you. You need to decide what’s more important to you. Not the sex, but the people.” 
 
    “They’re all important to me.” And they are. The wives – Wendy and Paige, but even Melissa and Emma – are my friends, and I’m closer to them than I could have ever imagined being with women. And Jackson, and Colin: Nathan and Mahak – they are my friends too. They all will remain my friends, but it would be different and difficult without the physical aspect of the relationship.   
 
    “I remember something my mother told me when I was a teenager. It was before I ever had sex, and she told me to wait as long as I could. After I had sex, she said, I could never go back to just holding hands. It changes everything.” 
 
    “It does,” Tia agrees. “Whether you’re sixteen or sixty.” 
 
    This arrangement has changed everything. It might have brought us together, but if one of us stops – if I stop – nothing will ever be the same. 
 
    Tia is right when she said I’ve changed.  I never thought about the feelings of others. 
 
    I would be giving up the friendship of all of them. For Joe. 
 
    Joe. 
 
    Joe makes me feel good. He’s still a mystery to me, but one I want to continue to find out about. He cares about me, for me, not because of what I can do in the bedroom but who I am. 
 
    “What do I do?”  
 
    “That’s up to you, Jacey,” Tia says gently. “What are your choices?” 
 
    “To have things remain the same; same Saturday nights, same extra-curricular activities, except without Joe,” I reel off. “Or to give up everyone, and keep Joe in some sort of three-way relationship like you had with him and Michelle. But without being a threesome thing, because I don’t think Joe or Dominic would go for that. I don’t think so. I doubt it. I wouldn’t mind it.” 
 
    “Not many of us would,” Tia says airily. “But is that something you would want?”  
 
    “A threesome?” 
 
    “No, to develop a relationship with the three of you.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t even know how to start. Are there rules?” 
 
    “It would be up to the three of you. I’ve known couples like Joe and Michelle who would share the third person and others who would divide up the days. You would be with Dominic for the majority of the time but perhaps stay with Joe a night or two during the week,” Tia explains. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say helplessly. “I have no idea if that would even work.” 
 
    “I’m not sure it would either,” Tia says gently. 
 
    “Why, because I didn’t want it with you?” I counter rudely. My face reddens as I see Tia wince. “Sorry, that didn’t come out right.” 
 
    “You have a point. But I was thinking more about how you seem to enjoy your freedom to...play...with the others. Dominic is extremely tolerant about that.” 
 
    “He is,” I agree. 
 
    “Joe is not. He accepted Michelle’s behaviour – and there was some very unacceptable behaviour during the years they were together – because they were married and he knew he didn’t have a choice. He knew Michelle wouldn’t hesitate to leave him if he let on he had a problem. In a way, she kept him a prisoner, chained to her because of his love for her and for Finn.” 
 
    “She sounds nasty,” I say. 
 
    “There are good sides to Michelle,” Tia admits ruefully. “But the longer she is away, the harder it is for me to remember them.” 
 
    “That’s the most negative thing I’ve ever heard you say about anyone,” I marvel. 
 
    “I don’t like how she treated Joe. Treats.  She still has a hold over him. I don’t like what he’s doing to you, either, but at least I can understand it. I never understood how Michelle could be so callous to Joe.” 
 
    “Am I callous?” I ask tentatively. 
 
    “Never,” Tia smiles affectionately at me. “Jacey, whatever you decide; whether you pick Joe or the rest of us –” 
 
    “The rest of us?  But –” 
 
    “I’m grouping myself with the others. Would anything be different with me? I would love to have us remain friends but...” 
 
    “I want that too, but I don’t know if I can,” I cry. 
 
    “And that’s what you need to think about. Who would it hurt less to say goodbye to?” she offers. “Look at it that way.” 
 
    I sit quietly with Tia and finish my wine, listening to the sounds of the June night, smiling when I hear Jackson’s voice calling to the kids. 
 
    “I love it here,” I say, struck by the sudden awareness. “I didn’t at first. I didn’t even like it here. I didn’t want to move here –” 
 
    “Why did you?” Tia asks curiously. 
 
    I sigh. “I stopped working after I had Hanna. I suffered from extreme postpartum, for along time, and I wasn’t emotionally able to go back to work. It was hard going down to one income, but we managed, at least until the school Dominic worked at closed. To stay in the city, he would have had to go down to supply work, or covering for maternity leaves and neither of us wanted that. So he applied to other school boards and got hired here. If I wasn’t working, there was no reason to stay in the city, so we moved. I wasn’t happy about it.” 
 
    “But now you are,” Tia smiles. 
 
    “Now I am. Which is ironic, because I’ve started thinking about finally going back to work. It might be nice to use my brain for more than just determining the angles of my yoga poses.” 
 
    “I think it would be good for you.” 
 
    “So does Dominic, but we’re still in the talking stages.” 
 
    “Looks like this is going to be a year full of changes for you.” 
 
    I make a face. “I don’t like changes.” 
 
    “No one does, Jacey.” 
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    I give Joe’s ultimatum a lot of thought over the next few days. At first, I avoid everyone, which wasn’t the best idea but it was how I deal with problems.  
 
    And which is why working had been so unhealthy for me in the past. I decide to accept Wendy’s invitation to bring the kids over for a swim. School is officially out for the summer and Dominic is happily ensconced in the boxes in the basement that I never got around to unpacking. 
 
    “Where have you been?” Wendy asks gaily when we’re settled by the pool. 
 
    “At home. I’ve been thinking about a lot of things...” 
 
    “What’s going on?” she immediately asks, narrowing her blue eyes with concern. 
 
    “What happened with you and Molly?” I ask instead.  I don’t want to see her concern.  It makes this decision much more difficult. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I know you and Jason – you know.” I wiggle my eyebrows, conscious of the ears surrounding us. “But what about Molly? Did you just stop being friends because of it?” 
 
    “I think it was hard for her to deal with it,” Wendy says slowly. “I think she was jealous that Jason and I had this thing that she couldn’t share.” 
 
    “What if they had just stopped? Stopped going to Tia’s. Stopped it with you. Would the two of you have stayed friends?” 
 
    “What are you getting at, Jacey?” Wendy looks suspiciously at me. So much for being subtle about this. No wonder I don’t bother trying to be anything by straight out blunt. 
 
    “What if I didn’t want to be part of this arrangement any longer?” 
 
    “You don’t?” Wendy looks aghast. 
 
    “Hypothetically. What would happen with us?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Would we still be friends?” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t we be? It’s not everything. Look at us now – just hanging out with the kids. Why would that have to change?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t it be awkward, knowing what we know about each other? Look at the other day with Nathan. That’s not a memory I’m going to be able to get rid of easily. Could we still be just friends with that kind of history?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Wendy says uneasily. “I’ve never thought about it. I don’t see why not. What’s going on? You don’t like how things are going?” 
 
    “I do,” I say miserably. “It’s just something I have to think about.” 
 
    “But why? Things are fine. And even if you – or I, or anyone else – decides this isn’t for them, we’ll manage. I’m not about to kick people I care about out of my life just because I’m not having sex with them.” 
 
    “It wouldn’t be hard for you? Inviting Dominic and I over for dinner and knowing there is no way things are going to end with us in the pool at the end of the night?” 
 
    “Well, when you put it that way,” Wendy says with a lascivious smile. “I would definitely miss Dom. But I think it would get easier with time. But there’s nothing to worry about,” she adds, sounding more worried than reassuring. “Is there?  Jacey?” 
 
    I don’t answer. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I talk to Joe the next day. End of school means Dominic is off work for two months and I’ve decided he will be making the most of it by spending quality time with his children. So this morning he takes them to the grocery store. 
 
    And I head over to Joe’s. 
 
    I decided not to waste any more time, not to drag this out. I know it’s not going to go away, no matter how much I hide my head in the sand. Sooner or later, Joe will find me in the morning again and ask what I want to do. 
 
    What do I want to do? 
 
    It might be easier if I had it figured out before I go and talk to him. I have hopes things will miraculously fall into place the moment I see him. 
 
    “Morning,” Joe says as he opens the door.   
 
    Nothing. It’s a totally unrealistic dream. I still haven’t got a clue. 
 
    “I thought I’d stop by for a neighbourly visit,” I smile grimly at him. 
 
    “Looks like it’s going to be real neighbourly,” he says, raising an eyebrow at my attempt at a smile. “Best come in then.” 
 
    I don’t speak until I’m seated beside him on the couch. It’s the first time I’ve really looked around Joe’s house. It’s neat and tidy, but sparse like things are missing and never been replaced.  Michelle probably took a lot, I decide. And there’s nothing kid friendly here. 
 
    “Is Michelle moving back?” I ask bluntly after an uncomfortable silence. 
 
    “She’s still thinking about it. Hasn’t given me a definite answer yet.” 
 
    “Tia thinks she’s only messing with your mind.” 
 
    Joe gives no indication that he’s surprised by my words, not even a blink. “She’s probably right. Michelle likes her mind games.” 
 
    “Can we talk about your ultimatum?” 
 
    “It wasn’t an ultimatum.” 
 
    “It sure felt like one. What do you want from me?” 
 
    It takes a while for Joe to answer and I know he’s weighing his words to make sure they fit properly into the situation so I don’t rush him.  He doesn’t want to say too much, but he has to know this isn’t the time to hold anything back. This is decision time. A time for a change. 
 
    “I want you, Jacey,” Joe finally says without a trace of hesitation. “I want you any way I can have you. I know you’re married, and I know Dominic is a tolerant sort.” He reaches out and takes my hand. “I want to be able to hold you in my arms and feel complete in a way I’ve never felt before. I want to be able to touch your skin and feel how smooth and soft it is. I want to make love to you like we’re the last people alive on the earth.” 
 
    I can only stare at Joe. This is the most I’ve ever heard him utter in a single sitting, the most heartfelt I’ve only ever imagined him to be. I want nothing less than what he’s told me. And Dominic would understand. He wants me to be happy and if I could be happy with Joe, as well as him... 
 
    But Joe isn’t finished. 
 
    “I love you, Jacey. And I care about your husband too, which is why I could never bear to see him unhappy about this. I don’t think he would be, though.” 
 
    I shake my head. Both of us know this isn’t about Dominic. 
 
    “The other night at Tia’s was everything I’ve ever wanted. To have you like that; I want a partner, someone to have to myself for more than just a night. I don’t want casual. I never have. That was Michelle’s thing, and once she left I didn’t have the heart to meet someone else, but I couldn’t stand to be alone. It was a means to an end. It filled my need but I knew I wasn’t going to be happy with the arrangement forever. And then I saw you, that cold January morning and I thought you had come to rescue me from my loneliness.” 
 
    “Joe,” I try and stop him but he only squeezes my hand and continues. 
 
    “You said there are three stages of love. Well, I lusted after you, right from the start. And then I was attracted to you – the real you, not just what’s on the outside. I loved seeing you with Ben, how vulnerable you seem at being a mother. You’re great with him, but it always seems that you’re on the verge of being overwhelmed like you haven’t quite figured it out yet. I love seeing you unsure of yourself, and then when you straighten yourself out with a talking to. I love seeing how awkward you are with others, and how it completely disarms them. You win over ninety percent of a room by just walking through and the other ten percent when you open your mouth. I’m attracted to everything about you. And now I have an attachment; I’m yours forever, Jacey, whether you want me or not.” 
 
    “I want you...” I whisper. 
 
    “But,” Joe says, removing his hand from my clutching grasp. 
 
    “But what you want from me... I don’t know if I can give it to you. I’m married,” I say softly, ever so sadly. 
 
    “I know. We both know this isn’t about Dominic. He would be fine with whatever relationship we had, you know that. This is about the others. I can’t share you with them. With anyone else.” 
 
    “But...” 
 
    “And that’s the stumbling block for you, isn’t it? You care about them, too.” 
 
    “It’s not just the sex!” I cry. 
 
    “Of course it’s not. None of this is just about the sex. That’s just the added bonus. This is about caring and opening your heart to others. This is about friendship and trust and honesty. This is about love. Do you love me, Jacey?” 
 
    “I think so,” I tell him. Tears have suddenly appeared in my eyes and begin dripping down my face. I swipe them with the back of my hand like a child. “But not enough.” 
 
    Joe is silent, staring at the wall. I see his jaw clench. “I was afraid of that,” he finally says. 
 
    “It’s not that I don’t care about you,” I sniffle. “But there’s so many of them I’d have to give up.” 
 
    “I’m not asking you to give them up.” 
 
    “But you would be. I’m not one to make friends, but I have managed since we moved here and now I don’t want to lose them. And I know you’re not asking me to, but I don’t know how I can act like nothing happened between us – with them. How can I go to Wendy’s and not think about Jackson and how can you not wonder if something is still happening? What about if Declan comes and visits me again? What about Dominic? Should I just cut him off from everyone because you can’t handle the thought of me with someone else?” 
 
    I sound angry. I don’t mean to sound angry, but I can’t help it. 
 
    “I’m asking too much of you,” Joe says quickly. 
 
    “You might be. I didn’t start this looking for another relationship. I’m happy with Dominic and he’s everything I want. But we thought we could use a little excitement in our marriage, just like everyone else. We wanted some fun, not some substitute spouse. If I gave up everyone for you, what would happen in another six months when you decide you can’t handle thinking of me with my husband? What then?” 
 
    “That wouldn’t happen,” Joe tells me stiffly. 
 
    “I don’t know that. And I don’t know if I can make other friends as good as the ones I’ve made here.” 
 
    I stop myself there. I can’t bring myself to say the words. I can’t tell him I’m picking the others over him. I can’t say I’m giving up on this – whatever this is – between us. I can’t do it. 
 
    He doesn’t make me.   
 
    I’m afraid to look at him as he walks me to the door. I know my eyes are puffy from unshed tears and my nose is red. I have a feeling this is the last time I’ll see Joe and me don’t want him to remember me like this. But I need to see him – I need a last glimpse of him, even though I know as soon as I look at him I’ll regret everything I’ve said and throw myself into his arms. 
 
    “Jacey,” Joe says, taking my arm and turning me to face him. Slowly, I let my eyes travel his face; his strong, stoic jaw, his mouth that says so little but is so kissable and tender. His gray eyes that seem to see into my very soul... 
 
    He pulls me in, and our lips meet in a desperate crash where I do my best to tell him everything I’m feeling. That I love him, and that I’m so dreadfully sorry I can’t give him what he wants. What he needs. That I’m so sorry for disappointing him. His arms tighten around me, and he’s holding me like he can’t let go. 
 
    I don’t want him to. 
 
    I finally pull away, but he still doesn’t let me go, resting his forehead against mine. “I want you to be happy,” I say softly, his mouth so close to mine. “But I don’t think you can be happy with sharing me.” 
 
    “I’d be willing to try,” he says ruefully. With a final squeeze, he lets me go.
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    A few weeks later, Dominic and I walk over to Tia’s. It’s the first get-together since Joe left. The Sold sign is still in front of his house. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Dominic asks as we walk up to the door. “You’re quiet tonight.” 
 
    “A lot to think about.” 
 
    “More than the job offer?” Yesterday I received a call from the municipal offices in Halton region offering me a consulting position. 
 
    “Development charges study,” I muse. “What do I know about that?” 
 
    “You know numbers,” Dominic assures me. “And you’re kind of smart, so I think you’d be able to figure it out as you go along.” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “This isn’t about Joe?” Dominic asks gently. “I know you must miss him.” 
 
    Joe went back to Michelle and Finn. I’m not sure of the relationship between him and Michelle, but I know he moved to be closer to his son. 
 
    “I think it’s good that’s he’s near his son,” I say truthfully. 
 
    But it doesn’t make it any easier. 
 
    The July night is so warm that Tia has elected to stay inside with the air conditioning tonight. 
 
    “Welcome,” Tia says as she meets us at the door, wearing a short, loose flowing dress. “How are you?” she asks me in a low voice, as Dominic goes in ahead of me. 
 
    “Fine,” I tell her. 
 
    “Have you talked to Joe?” 
 
    “Not since...” I swallow with difficulty. “He stopped by before he left, but Dom and the kids were there so...” 
 
    “He thinks you did the right thing,” Tia says urgently. “He thought about what you said and you were right. You shouldn’t have to give up anyone for him, especially with no assurances that he wouldn’t eventually have issues with Dominic. And what you said about not wanting a substitute –” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have said that.” 
 
    “No, he needed to hear it because that’s what he’s been doing. He should have someone of his own to love, not have to share in whatever relationship they discover. This arrangement works in so many ways for us, but it never did for Joe. He was just too afraid to move on. He won’t go back to Michelle, you know?” 
 
    I close my eyes. “Good. I don’t think she was good for him.” 
 
    “She definitely wasn’t. He’s going to be close to Finn and that’s it. He’s going to try dating.” 
 
    “I can’t picture Joe on a date,” I smile. 
 
    “Neither can I,” Tia says conspiratorially. “But maybe he’ll surprise us.” 
 
    “Will you keep in touch with him?”  
 
    “Of course. I told him he’s not getting rid of me that easily.” 
 
    “Good. Will you tell him...?” I don’t have a message ready. I don’t know what I’d say to him if I had the chance. “Tell him...” 
 
    “I will.” Tia nods understandingly at me and squeezes my hand. “I’ll tell him everything.” 
 
    By the time Tia has picked Mahak’s keys out of the bowl for me, I’m starting to feel a bit better. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
    One year later... 
 
      
 
      
 
    I picked up the phone at my desk. My desk!  A six-month consulting contract had already been extended twice as the municipal offices scramble to find things for me to do. 
 
    “We can’t bear to let you go,” my boss told me only last week. 
 
    I’m surprised to find I don’t mind the job. It’s enough of a challenge for me, but without submerging me in convoluted projects that would distract me for weeks on end. Dominic is happy with how I’m handling things. I’m proud of myself. 
 
    “Hi, Brienne,” I say into the phone. “I got your estimate for the road tender.” 
 
    “Great,” Brienne laughs over the phone. “I can’t believe I got that in on time. There are lots going on here.” 
 
    “Problems?” 
 
    “Nothing we can’t handle,” she says quickly. “Or that would affect us doing the job!” 
 
    “Of course not,” I say. “But everything is okay?” I like Brienne, who works for Hever Construction. They get a lot of the tenders we give out. I never imagined I would be chatting socially on the phone at work. 
 
    Brienne is careful about what she says but soon lets it slip that they have a new CFO coming in. “I doubt it will affect much,” she assures me. “You’ll still have to deal with me for everything.” 
 
    “Good. I don’t want to have to get used to another person.” This is the truth but Brienne laughs like I’m joking. 
 
    “So anything exciting going on with you?” she asks. “Any plans this weekend?” 
 
    “I have a wedding to go to,” I tell her. 
 
    “I haven’t been to a wedding in a long time,” she sighs.  “Friend or family?” 
 
    “Friend. He used to be a very good friend but I haven’t seen him in a while...it’ll be nice to see him. I’m happy for him.” 
 
    I glance at the invitation I brought to the office with me. 
 
      
 
    Joseph Breitling and Annemarie Mason 
 
     are pleased to invite you to their wedding 
 
      
 
    I’m very happy for Joe. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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