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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.  e 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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