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    It seems like a nice, normal neighbourhood. 
 
    It can be anywhere, in any subdivision built in the last fifteen years, where the houses have noses and the neighbours become instant best friends the moment they move in. 
 
    To be honest, I never wanted to move here. But I did it for Dominic because he is my world. I agreed to the house, visited the nearby school, and packed up our life in the city. But I never agreed to be insta-friends with anyone, a fact I’ve reminded Dominic of several times already.  
 
    I stomp the snow off my boots as I come in the door. By now Frodo looks like a white lump of a bulldog, his brown patches covered with snow. I should have brushed him off before I came in. 
 
    “It’s really coming down,” Dominic says. Knowing I would forget to do so, he’s already at the door to brush off the dog. 
 
    “We should go tobogganing. If we knew where to go,” I add somewhat bitterly.  
 
    “I’m sure we can ask around and find out the best spots.” 
 
    “If we ever see anyone. I swear I don’t think there’s anyone living here! We haven’t seen a person on this street since we moved in.” I stalk to the window, still wearing my puffy coat, and stare at the snow again. 
 
    “Maybe they keep seeing you at the window and don’t like being stared at.” 
 
    “I doubt they can see me. Even if they could see through the snow, the sun reflects on the window, and I never look out when it’s dark. Either way, they would have to have incredibly good eyesight to catch me watching.” 
 
    “Always so literal, aren’t you?” 
 
    “It’s not like there’s anything to see out there. Do you know the houses on the opposite sides of the street are identical?” My breath fogs the window. I know I’m not making this easier on Dom, but he still comes and takes my coat to hang it in the closet.  
 
    I turn away from the window with a grimace. There really isn’t anything to look at outside. But inside, there’s Hanna, earnestly working on a puzzle; she’s a miniature version of Dominic except with my explosion of dark curls. “If you went out now, you’d look like a snowman,” I tell her. 
 
    “Snow girl,” corrects my politically correct five-year-old. “Can I have hot chocolate?” 
 
    “Straight up or with a twist?” 
 
    “With marshmallows!” 
 
    “Good luck to me finding them.” I head into the kitchen, still strewn with half-opened packing boxes. I know I’m not the world’s best packer, but I suspect I may well be the worst un-packer.  
 
    Ten days ago we moved from our much-loved home in the city to here; the cutthroat jungle of big box stores and acres of parking lots and identical houses distinguished only by different coloured garage doors. We moved to a New Subdivision. 
 
    “You look tired,” Dominic comments as he follows me into the kitchen. I manage to find the marshmallows in the third box but am having trouble locating the hot chocolate. 
 
    “I am. Do you think it might have anything to do with me trying to entertain Hanna all day, every day for the Christmas holidays, Christmas itself, the fact that your six-month-old son will not learn how to sleep past five A.M. or that we just moved into this godforsaken-blight-on-the-face-of civilization place during a snowstorm? I think there still might be snow drifts in the boxes.” I punctuate this with a toothy smile so Dom won’t take offense. I mean all of it, but I’ve learned it’s not always good to seem too bitchy. 
 
    “I don’t think a place can be godforsaken if it’s a blight on the face of civilization. I think God might notice. Maybe un-forsake it a bit.” I roll my eyes dramatically at his logic. “It’s the suburbs, Jacey. It’s not the end of the world. It’s even pretty close to the city.” He hands me the hot chocolate container which had been sitting on the counter. 
 
    “Don’t ever mention the city to me again. Did you know that the creation of a subdivision used to be the first step in creating a new city?” 
 
    “Ben’s having a good nap,” Dominic says instead. He’s usually pretty tolerant about receiving my sporadic snippets of information, but when he does one of his abrupt changes of topic, I know he’s had enough. Ben is our six-month-old and is going through a phase where he likes to sleep much better in the daytime than at night. Sort of like a cat. “I just thought if you were tired then you might want to lie down for a nap,” Dom says carefully. 
 
    So that’s what he’s getting at. In our marriage, the word 'nap' has become the euphemism for sex. Our five-year-old Hanna is growing up thinking Mommy and Daddy naps as often as she does. 
 
    My response to Dominic should be, ‘That sounds like a good idea,’ and take myself up to our bedroom, where a short time later after positioning her in front of the television, Dominic will tell Hanna he’s checking on Mommy and join me for a half-naked quickie. Not the best parenting behaviour, but I’m sure we’re not the only ones in the world who do it. 
 
    “I should unpack some boxes,” I say reluctantly. “I have twenty-six boxes left to do and I don’t have a clue where half of the stuff should go.” 
 
    Dominic turns away from me with a resigned shrug of his shoulders. He’s wearing his old U2 concert shirt and a pair of jeans so faded they look white around the thighs and crotch. They also make his ass look amazing. My husband has a great ass, and the rest of him isn’t all that bad either. “Maybe I am a little tired,” I say.  
 
    He gives me a sexy smile over his shoulder, the same smile that made me fall in love with him. I head upstairs, leaving him to make the hot chocolate for Hanna. 
 
    I still haven’t got around to putting curtains on our bedroom window, and as I quickly shed my clothes, I stand in front of it, wondering if anyone can see me. They might not be able to see all of me, just a shape and shadow. Would they know what I was doing? Could they see Dominic and me? Did anyone see us making love the other night? 
 
    The thought doesn’t disturb me like it should. In fact, it excites me. 
 
    Naked, I lie down on the bed and think about someone outside watching me. Can they see me touching my breasts? Do they notice me running my hands down my stomach, touching myself between my legs? I’m always easily aroused and this time is no exception. I’m slick as I touch myself, rubbing two fingers between the folds as I find my clitoris. 
 
    I don’t wait for Dom and I don’t even take the time to set up a scenario in my head of the usual faceless man pleasuring me. A quickie in the afternoon means just that. Dominic is well–skilled at foreplay and after play and in-between-play–he’s just good at it all. I’m a lucky woman. But sometimes a quick fuck is what you want to clear the cobwebs.  
 
    It doesn’t mean I shouldn’t take the opportunity for an orgasm, though. 
 
    I think about pulling out my vibrator, but realize I probably haven’t unpacked it. My fingers will have to suffice. Already my breath has quickened as I slide one of my fingers inside me, pulling it out and rubbing my clit. Making a ‘V’ with my fingers, I rub the sides of my clit, slowly at first, then faster. It amazes Dom by how fast I can come when I’m playing with myself. I’ve told him I would much rather he does it for me, but because it’s my body, I know exactly how fast and how much pressure I need. I know exactly what I need. 
 
    I wonder if it would be that way with a woman. 
 
    I think about another woman touching me, using her fingers to explore between my secret folds, using her tongue to taste me. My own fingers quicken around my clit and my hips move off the mattress in jerky thrusts. I didn’t take the time to get under the covers and I’m lying naked on the bed for anyone to see. 
 
    Can someone see me from outside? 
 
    Dominic comes in just as I’m about to reach my orgasm, throwing off my rhythm for only a moment. “Keep going,” he says with an excited grin on his face, unzipping his jeans at the end of the bed. I can’t stop, even if I wanted to. I’m completely focused on the hard nub of my clit, rubbing it in the way that only I can. I can feel the onset of an orgasm and having Dom watch me only brings it on faster. It suddenly rushes through me, and I gasp, still careful to keep my voice down, as I arch off the bed. 
 
    Dom is with me on the bed in a moment. “That is so hot,” he whispers, turning me over even as the spasms still ricochet through my body. He positions me on my hands and knees and immediately slides inside me so that all it takes is a few thrusts and I can feel a second orgasm begin. Or maybe it’s the continuation of the first one. Either way, Dominic starts out hard and fast, just the way I like it. His hands grasp my hips so tightly I can feel the bite of his fingers and hear the sounds of his breathing.  
 
    We’re both conscious of having to be quiet during these afternoon quickies, but Dom is much better at it than I am. Soon I am stuffing a corner of the pillow in my mouth to stifle my cries.  
 
    It doesn’t take long for either of us. My cries muffled by the wad of fabric in my mouth, I come hard, jerking back against him and Dom lets out a low groan as he joins me. He runs a lazy hand along my back as he pulls out and I collapse on the bed. 
 
    “Maybe I was tired,” I tell him with a grin, which fades as I hear the unmistakable chime of the door bell. 
 
    “Was that the door?” Dom wonders. “Did you meet someone outside?” 
 
    “I tell you, this place is deserted. It’s probably just some kid.” 
 
    “I’m going to go see.” Jumping up, he pulls up his jeans which are bagged around his ankles and is out the bedroom door still doing up his belt while I’m still naked on the bed. 
 
    Curiosity gets the better of me before I succumb to a post-orgasmic nap, and after I dress, I head downstairs, only to find Dominic standing by the door with four women, Hanna by his side. No wonder he was so excited. It looks like the real life cast of Desperate Housewives has invaded our house. 
 
    “Hello?” I’m aware I’m not exactly oozing friendliness, but I’m also aware of my disheveled appearance and the possibility I might smell of sex. I must look like I just got laid, while the women in my house radiate health and happiness, bringing in with them a gust of fresh cold air. 
 
    “Hi!” says the tall blonde in front. “We’re the welcoming committee for Honeysuckle Court. Welcome! This is for you.” She has a bubbly cheerfulness that screams cheerleader in her youth as she pushes a covered casserole dish into Dominic’s hands. From the smell, I’d guess something pasta related, possibly with a lot of cheese. 
 
    “Normally we’d be here the day you moved in,” a tiny blonde, who wears yoga pants better than anyone I’ve seen, tells us. Her eyes flicker around the house so quickly she looks like a kid enthralled by a video game. “But we just got back from Florida. Here.” She hands her plate to Dom as well. Muffins. 
 
    “Come in. You picked a good time to go. I’d have much rather been in warm and sunny Florida than fighting with the moving van in the snow,” Dom tells her, sharing his own smile with everyone. Blondie dimples prettily in response. “I’m Dominic Hess, and this is Jacey and Hanna.” 
 
    “I’m Jacey, that’s Hanna.” I give them a smile which might not be as warm and friendly as theirs, but at least I make the effort. 
 
    “I’m Wendy,” the tall blonde says cheerfully. “We live next door. This is Paige – she’s on the other side – and Melissa, who is on the corner.” Melissa is the tiny blonde. I smile and say hello to each in turn, knowing as I do there’s no way I’m going to remember their names, let alone which house they live in. I may be amazing at retaining information, but I’m horrible with names. 
 
    “I’m glad to find out other folks actually live here,” I attempt. “I thought maybe we were the only ones left after some sort of plague decimated the rest of the street.” I’m also not that good with small talk. 
 
    But the fourth woman smiles, making me feel like I made the wittiest comment ever. She steps forward and the others seem to melt away. 
 
    “Nothing so traumatic. I’m Tia Park.” 
 
    I will remember her name. 
 
    As soon as Tia Park introduces herself, all attention directs to her and the other women seem to pale in comparison. It might be because of her dark hair and eyes are such a contrast to Wendy and Melissa’s blonde prettiness. They are attractive–and Paige too. I’ve never had such an attractive pack of women invade my home. The smile on Dominic’s face tells me he notices and appreciates the fact. The three women are pretty in a natural, easygoing sort of way, but Tia Park is amazing. She’s just–well, the only word I can come up with is sexy. Sultry. I’m not one to be attracted to women, but she’s hot, in an elegant, exotic way. If they all were lingerie models, Wendy, Melissa and Paige would advertise for La Senza, while Tia would be front and centre for Agent Provocateur. 
 
    Of course, this is just a first impression and they are still bundled up in winter coats, so it’s not like I have a reason for thinking that. 
 
    Dominic is shaking her hand and if I didn’t know better, I’d say Tia Park is totally checking out my husband. But now that I mention it, so are the others. It’s like I’ve vanished into the snow until Tia turns those dark eyes back to me and pulls me back into the conversation. 
 
    “Sorry that the house is still such a mess. I’m not great with unpacking and I still want to do some more painting. We just finished the kitchen last week.” 
 
    “I know.” We’re still standing in the hallway, but Melissa pointedly glances into the kitchen with the new yellow walls, the same colour as freshly churned butter. “I’m not sure if I can get used to it. It’s quite a bit different from what Molly did with the place.” 
 
    “I remember the roosters,” Tia smiles. “There was a border, and her towels and dishes all had a chicken motif, didn’t they?” 
 
    “And the backsplash and light covers,” I add with a grimace. “I felt like I was living in a chicken coop.” 
 
    “You were friends with Molly who used to live here?” Dominic asks tactfully, I’m sure as a reminder to me to stop it with insulting the house and the previous owners. 
 
    “She’s still my friend,” Melissa says. 
 
    “I like what you’ve done,” Wendy steps forward. “It’s so bright and sunny now. It was – Molly had to have everything so perfectly matched I was always afraid to come inside in case my clothes clashed.” 
 
    “I have someone who can help you paint if you don’t have time yourself,” Tia offers. 
 
    “That might be a good idea,” Dominic raises his eyebrows at me. 
 
    “To make sure I get it finished before next year?” I ask drily. 
 
    “I have complete faith in you,” he smiles widely. “It’s just that I have to start school on 
 
    Monday and Hanna might not be that much of a help.” 
 
    “I can paint.” Hanna’s voice comes from the depths of her cup of hot chocolate. 
 
    “Of course you can,” Tia tells her. “I’m sure you’re a beautiful artist.” Hanna grins at this appreciation of her non-existent talents and smacks on the last remaining marshmallow in her cup. 
 
    “Why don’t you come in, sit down?” Dominic invites. He includes them all, but he’s looking at Tia when he makes the offer. 
 
    “Thank you, Dominic, and that would be lovely, but we can’t stay. We just wanted to come over and introduce ourselves before you think our rudeness for not coming by sooner irreparable. To make it up to you, why don’t all three of you–” 
 
    “Four,” I interrupt. “Ben. He’s sleeping. He’s six months.” 
 
    “The four of you,” Tia corrects. “We came over to invite you to join us at Melissa’s tomorrow for brunch? Say ten thirty?” 
 
    I glance at Dominic, champing at the bit to go because, unlike me, he actually enjoys socializing with strangers. And he’s good at it. People are drawn to my husband. He could make friends with a band of cannibals if he put his mind to it, which, if you were in the middle of a group of cannibals, might be a good idea if you want to avoid being eaten. 
 
    But there is no time for either of us to say anything about the invitation before Hanna overhears and rushes forward. “Do you have kids?” She clearly takes after her father and is desperate to make friends. 
 
    “I have a little boy who I’m guessing is the same age as you,” Melissa tells her, bending to her level, even though she’s already pretty short. “Are you five?” 
 
    “Five and a half!” 
 
    “So is Max! You can meet him tomorrow and I’ll bet you’ll be in the same kindergarten class.” 
 
    That settles it. 
 
    “I was so pleased to hear that another young family was moving in.” Tia’s smile brightens the room like the weak winter sun bursts from behind the clouds. “We were devastated not to be here when you arrived but like Melissa said, we were in Florida and only just got back last night.” 
 
    “You went away together?” To me, neighbours who vacation together sounds weird, but to hear Tia say it makes it sound like the most ordinary thing in the world. 
 
    “Yes,” Tia says simply. “We’re a very close-knit group on Honeysuckle Court.” 
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    “Do we really have to go?” I ask imploringly after Dom shuts the door on them. 
 
    Hanna doesn’t even look back at me as she takes her cup to the sink before returning to her puzzle. “We’re going, Mommy.” Dominic doesn’t even bother to hide his smile. 
 
    “Okay.” My shoulders slump as I peek out of the window. Melissa is in the middle of the street with Tia; Paige and Wendy are walking home. I feel better they’re not standing outside the house having a good gossip about us. “They weren’t nice about the house.” 
 
    “Maybe Melissa really likes roosters.” 
 
    “How can anyone really like roosters? Other than fertilizing eggs, they’re completely 
 
    redundant.” 
 
    Dom gives me a hug. “Since when do you care about what other people think?” 
 
    “Since we moved here and I’m going to have to keep up the appearance of the perfect 
 
    housewife to fit in.” 
 
    “I think that might be impossible.” 
 
    “Especially if they keep interrupting when we’re having sex,” I giggle. “Do you think they could tell?” 
 
    “I think all your buttons were done up. Your hair though...” 
 
    I clutched at the ends and grinned. “But it looks like this all the time. How could they not tell? You must have had your I-just-got-laid grin on your face when you opened the door.” 
 
    “There’s no way they would have known. That bunch doesn’t seem like the naughty type to me.” 
 
    “You never know,” I say airily and forget about unpacking. “They were definitely attractive.” 
 
    “They were. Especially Tia.” 
 
    “I thought you might have noticed,” I say archly. 
 
    “How could I not? Jealous?” 
 
    “Should I be?” 
 
    “Never.” And he kisses me. 
 
    It finally stops snowing later when I head out at midnight to take Frodo for the final pee break of the night. I give Ben his bottle, which should hold him until six if we’re lucky, and peel Dominic off the couch where he fell asleep watching a movie. I like this time of the night. Everyone is asleep but me. 
 
    The snow falls silently, blanketing the entire street in fluffy whiteness. It’s so peaceful that I find myself staring at the oddest things—the Christmas boughs decorating the doors slowly turning white like they were dipped in cornstarch, how the flakes can delicately balance on the end of a branch where leaves once grew and how much snow can land on the top of Frodo’s head as he shuffles his nose into the snow. The snow covers footsteps and muffles any noise. It’s like Frodo and I are very much alone, like we’re living at the end of the world. 
 
    I bend and scoop after Frodo makes his poop. Usually, I turn around after Frodo does his business and head back to the house. It’s not a very long walk for a dog, but his legs are short and I’m sure his feet are cold. 
 
    The street, or cul-de-sac, which would be the proper description, certainly is short. I think I could hear Dom call my name from inside the house. Because of all the chaos with moving in, I never got around to putting up Christmas decorations and compared to the other homes, our looks bereft with no holiday finery. But at least this part of the subdivision has been around for a few years so that the tiny patches of front yard are carpeted with grass under the snow instead of dirt clods. And there are trees, although most are still fragile enough that a good gust of wind could blow them down. 
 
    Because I’m not the most observant person, I’m at the end of the street before I realize all of the driveways have been cleared of snow. The culprit is still there, shoveling the end of Tia’s drive. 
 
    “Hello,” he says, pushing the snow away from the end of the drive. “Nice night, isn’t it? 
 
    “Hi,” I say awkwardly. “Hi. Did you shovel all of the driveways?” Duh, stupid question, 
 
    Jacey. Do you see anyone else out here in the middle of the night with a shovel and a snow blower? 
 
    “Just being neighbourly.” He stops the shoveling and leans against the handle, looking at me curiously. The first thing I notice are his eyes, because they’re very nice eyes and because he’s covered in a thick hat with ear flaps, the kind of headgear that is so typically Canadian. His eyes are light blue–no grey—with the thick kind of lashes that looks like his eyes are rimmed with black kohl. 
 
    He wiggles his fingers with a whistle and Frodo bounds over to him, frantic for any attention. 
 
    “His name’s Frodo,” I supply. 
 
    “Hey, pup. Good boy. Last walk of the night?” 
 
    “If his bladder agrees.” 
 
    “It’s a good neighbourhood. Safe, so you don’t have anything to worry about.” 
 
    “I’m not sure you could make that assumption. Usually the crime rate of a neighbourhood is based on the estimated distance to a police station. I often find in the city the safest neighbourhoods are those closest to the precincts.” 
 
    “Nice night for a walk.” 
 
    “At -12, it’s a bit cold.” 
 
    “January’s like that.” 
 
    We stand there quietly for a moment until it gets awkward, which takes longer than I think it would. Since he’s not making the effort to introduce himself, I take it upon myself. “I’m Jacey Hess. We just moved in.” I point over my shoulder, thinking maybe I could get him to put us on the list of driveways he shovels. If Dominic’s at work all day, I know I’m going to be responsible for getting rid of the snow. 
 
    “I know who you are. Moved just before Christmas, in that heck of a snowstorm we had. I’m right behind you on Verbena.” 
 
    Like a switch, the simple word starts me off. 
 
    “Verbena, the flower, is a genus of the family Verbenaceae. One of the species is Common Vervain which has been associated with the supernatural, which I suppose is why the author L.J. Smith uses vervain as protection from vampires in her series of books, The Vampire Diaries. And did you know that another well-known author, William Faulkner said that verbena is the only scent that could be smelled above horses and courage?” 
 
    “Ah, no. Can’t say I knew that.” 
 
    “Did you know that verbena was also used in folk medicine as an abortifacient, a galactagogue and a sex steroid?” 
 
    Joe is looking at me with a mixture of awe and fear. I’m used to that expression since it undoubtedly crosses the faces of strangers when I start to spout. I really should stop myself from doing that but most of the time I can’t help myself. 
 
    “You’re full of information,” Joe says warily. 
 
    I shrug with resignation. “Sometimes my brain gets crowded and it just starts spilling out.” He smiles like I’m joking, but really, I’m not. It’s the only way I can describe it. “Someone must have liked flowers when they came up with the names of this subdivision.” 
 
    “There’s quite a few of them,” he agrees. “But it is a nice place.” 
 
    “If you say so.” 
 
    “I’m Joe,” he says. 
 
    “Are you trying to tell me you’re one of the nice ones?” 
 
    “I’ll let you reserve judgment on that. I like to think so.” 
 
    “Because you shovel their driveways?” That doesn’t sound nice in my head and it sounds even worse out loud. I told Dominic I’d try, but I think I’ve done enough today. 
 
    “No, not just for that,” Joe says patiently. 
 
    “It is really nice of you,” I concede. “I’m sure it takes a lot of work. Look, I think I should get back. It’s, uh, it’s pretty cold out here. Minus twelve and all.” 
 
    “That it is.” 
 
    “Then why are you out here in the middle of the night?” Rude, perhaps, but a valid question. 
 
    We’ve determined the temperature is freezing and I have big white puffs surrounding my head as the moisture-laden air from my lungs is chilled and condensed into clouds to prove it. It’s also quite dark. If this Joe thinks this is a safe neighbourhood, he might want to suggest a stronger light bulb for the streetlights. I’ve seen better lit parks in the city. 
 
    Joe pushes another pile of snow and I don’t think he’s going to answer. I turn to leave. “I don’t sleep much,” he finally says. 
 
    “Neither do I,” I admit. “What bothers you?” 
 
    “Who said anything about being bothered?” 
 
    “It’s the most likely cause for insomnia, other than physical reasons, and you seem to be in reasonable health, based on the handling of that shovel.” 
 
    Joe smiles at that but says nothing about what’s bothering him. Not that I really expect him to. That seems to be the extent of our conversation for the evening. I call for Frodo, who has his nose in a nearby snowdrift. “I think I’ll be going back now.” 
 
    “Have a good rest of the night,” Joe says, turning his attention back to the snow. 
 
    “You too.” 
 
    I lead Frodo back home, where I awake lie in bed for a long time. I imagine Joe in the house behind us doing the same thing. 
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    I’m dreaming. I know I’m dreaming because I’m with Joe. 
 
    We’re outside in the snow but it’s not cold but warm and cozy. Or maybe that’s because I’m lying in Joe’s arms in the snow but neither of us are wearing coats. In fact, that’s another reason I know it’s a dream because I’m not wearing anything and my nipples aren’t erect because of the cold but because Joe is kissing them, licking them slowly and carefully while his fingers trail down my stomach, sending shivers through my body that has nothing to do with the temperature. His hand is between my legs, where it’s warm and wet and I gasp as his thumb rubs my clit gently, insistently, before sliding a finger inside me. 
 
    And then I wake up. 
 
    Who is this guy? One five-minute conversation should not warrant a sex dream! 
 
    I lie there, staring at the faint light creeping around the edges of the curtains, alternating between frustration I woke up too soon and confusion as to why I would be dreaming about Joe. He is attractive, but not overly so; more like Ed Harris than Edward Cullen. And I’ve never been one to dream about men, if you forget about that somewhat disturbing dream I once had about Zachary Quinto after I watched Star Trek for the first time. 
 
    So why? And what should I do about it. 
 
    I have two options – wake up my sweetly sleeping husband or take care of myself. I don’t consider just rolling over and returning to sleep an option. I can get back to sleep quicker if I do it myself but Dominic does look particularly cute lying on his back with arms thrown over his head, for once not snoring because then my choice would have been clear. No man can be sexy while he snores. 
 
    He’s a sound sleeper as well, since he never moves as I place my hand on the front of his boxers, moving a little until I cup him in my hand. A slight squeeze – nothing. Carefully I lift the elastic waistband of his shorts and slide my hand underneath. 
 
    That didn’t take long. Dom is hard in an instant, his long shaft firm in my hand as I rub it experimentally. Still no response. A person can get a complex about this. Here I am, giving my husband a perfectly adequate hand-job and he doesn’t even have the decency to wake up. Any thoughts of Joe are long gone as I crawl down the bed and crouch over Dom’s sleeping form, intent on discovering what I need to do to make my husband wake up. Slowly and carefully, I inch his boxers down his hips until his penis juts out of its warm nest, fully awake even though Dominic still sleeps. 
 
    I take him in my mouth, licking the tip before I slide him between my lips. With my hand firmly grasping the base of his shaft, I move up and down, with a flick of my tongue around the top, slowly increasing speed. Still nothing. I look up at him. Still sleeping. He must be faking. 
 
    Holding him in one hand, I quickly pull off my panties and gather my nightshirt as I throw my leg over Dom’s inert body, straddling him. This time there’s nothing slow or careful about it as I position myself above him and then quickly impale myself on him. Without a single thought of being gentle to a sleeping body, I start to move, holding onto the headboard with one hand, and rubbing myself with the other. 
 
    If this doesn’t wake him up, nothing will. 
 
    I quickly lose myself in the sensations of Dom hard inside me. I set myself a slower pace than he usually does but it quickly increases along with my breathing. My eyes are closed and I don’t realize Dom has his hands on my waist until he suddenly flips me so that I’m pinned underneath him. 
 
    “What the hell?” he grunts. 
 
    “You wouldn’t wake up.” 
 
    “Because it’s the middle of the night!” I immediately reach out for him as he pulls out, but it’s only to push my legs up against my chest, and then he’s back inside, thrusting deeper because of the angle and harder than when I was riding him. I was close to orgasm before he changed positions so it only takes a handful of thrusts until I explode around him. But he’s not finished and keeps going, long enough so that I manage a second orgasm as he comes inside me with a final thrust. 
 
    “Can I go back to sleep now?” he mumbles as he rolls off me. 
 
    “Yes. I’m done with you now.” But I give him a kiss before I roll over and satisfied now, almost immediately fall asleep. 
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    The next day we show up at Melissa’s right at ten-thirty to find the kitchen is full of food and the entire house is vibrating with kids’ voices and the stomp of feet as they run by. 
 
    “I think I’m over-dressed,” I whisper to Dominic as Melissa greets us at the door. It took a while before deciding on a pair of leggings and a dark green slouchy sweater with matching scarf. It looks like I spent too much time since everyone else but Tia is wearing jeans and a T-shirt or Yoga pants. 
 
    “You look great,” Dom tells me, with his smile that still manages to make to my stomach feel warm all over. 
 
    “Is it worse to be overdressed or under-dressed?” 
 
    “You’re neither. You’re perfect. Stop worrying, they’ll love you.” 
 
    “I don’t see how.” 
 
    Despite the reassurance, I’m overwhelmed from the get-go, what with the plethora of kids and husbands. There is a flurry of names and faces, many of which I don’t catch and can’t be bothered with. We’re here for brunch so I don’t think it’s required to learn the family histories of everyone present. Besides, how often am I going to see these people? 
 
    I’m not good in social situations. It’s not that I’m shy – because I definitely am not – it’s just I can’t be bothered. I don’t like insincerity or inane small talk. Dom’s much better in these situations than I am. He’s the proverbial social butterfly while I’m more like a social snail. I’m also suspicious when people go to a lot of effort to be my friend. And since this group is doing everything they can to make nice, you can see why I’m not about to go running into their welcoming arms right away. 
 
    Even with my ‘don’t touch me aura’ on red alert, I’m still swarmed as I step into the house, mauled by friendly faces and touching hands, complimenting everything about me and going gaga about how cute sleeping Ben is in his car seat. If they keep it up, they’re about to see just how cute he isn’t when he wakes up from a nap before he’s ready. 
 
    Melissa is buzzing around like a frantic bumblebee. Her stretchy black yoga pants and yellow tank top don’t help the image. A tank top that’s all but bursting at the seams by her very large breasts, which seem oddly out of proportion from her petite frame. She’s in great shape, though – all curves and muscles and an amazing ass. 
 
    I watch as one as the husbands – I don’t think he’s hers – greets her with a hug that’s more like a grope and a kiss on the lips, only to be interrupted by some child running into their legs. This group is definitely more neighbourly than what I’m used to in the city. For a moment I wonder if Joe from last night will be here. 
 
    I’ve never see this many children assembled in one place other than at a school or park. Hanna is soon welcomed into this melee and when I turn for reassurance, I find Dominic has been taken away into the bowels of the living room with the husbands. I’ve been left alone to face the onslaught of female friendship with only little sleeping Ben for protection and I know he’s not going to be much help. Unless of course he has another diaper explosion, which should clear the area around us pretty quick. I find myself wishing I gave him a jar of prunes this morning, rather than the apricots. I take a deep breath and press on into the kitchen with my plate of chocolate chip muffins Hanna helped me make earlier. 
 
    “There are a lot of them, aren’t there?” Tia says with a warm smile. It takes a moment before I realize she’s talking about the kids. “You look a little overwhelmed. I thought this might help.” She offers me coffee in a delicate cup covered by cavorting chickens. I guess Melissa does like her roosters. 
 
    “Thanks. Is there any Bailey’s?” I’m only half kidding but Tia gives her low chuckle. “I like kids,” I tell her honestly, “only maybe not so many at once.” 
 
    “My girls will be here soon and they’ll take them in hand.” 
 
    “You have – of course you do – I didn’t know – how old are your girls?” 
 
    I’m glad Tia sought me out. I’m not usually drawn to people, but there’s something about Tia that makes me feel comfortable. She also seems to be above the average suburban super mom, of which Melissa is clearly leading the pack. 
 
    “My kids are a bit older than the rest of this group. Old enough to babysit, which you should keep in mind.” 
 
    “That’s good to know.” I know that’s the proper response even though I doubt we’ll need a babysitter too often. Unlike back home – in the city, which still feels like home – I don’t think there’s much that would tempt me out at night. 
 
    “They’re wonderful with children. Tana and Talia are almost fifteen and April is twelve.” 
 
    “Twins?” is what I ask although what I’m really wondering is how old Tia is. Her face is pore-less without a trace of crow’s feet so it’s difficult to age her. She seems older than the others, but I’m not sure how much. 
 
    “They kept me busy for a while,” Tia admits with a laugh. “But when April came along, I thought it was a breeze with only one.” 
 
    “I bet. And your husband...” I glance back into the living room where the throng of husbands are grouped together, admiring something on the wall. 
 
    “Is definitely not here. I lost my husband some years ago.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry.” 
 
    She smiles sadly. “I’ve been married twice and I’ve lost both my husbands.” Because of her surprisingly casual tone it takes me a moment to comprehend. 
 
    “Twice! That’s horrible! I mean, I’m sure it’s horrible once but...” 
 
    Tia takes me by the arm and leads me and my coffee over to a little breakfast nook, away from the others. I wonder if it’s that obvious that I prefer one on one time rather than group visits. “I lost my first husband after we were separated so it’s not as bad as if we were still madly in love. It was only days before the divorce was to be finalized, actually. And the second time – well, I had become accustomed to being on my own by then. We were only married a short time.” 
 
    I look at Tia with new light, as a lonely single woman. I don’t think she appreciates the sympathy however. Then Melissa announces it’s time to eat and the table in the kitchen is swarmed by children attacking the table. Hanna leads Dominic by the hand so he can fill her plate. Tia moves away and I find her place taken by Paige. We smile at each other awkwardly. 
 
    “I’m Paige,” she reminds me. 
 
    “I remember. I think I’m okay with the four of you, but no clue about the husbands and kids.” 
 
    “We all moved in around the same time so it was easier for us.” 
 
    “I’m really bad with names,” I confess. “Dom’s much better. He can learn a class full of kids’ names in half a day. It took me two months to remember the names of Hanna’s friends from school and then we left and I have to start all over again.” We watch the flurry of hands around the table with Wendy and Tia both helping Melissa dish out some sort of casserole to the kids. “Smells good. This is really nice, Melissa having us over like this. Everyone seems really nice.” 
 
    “Most of the time.” Paige rolls her eyes and smiles. 
 
    “Do you do this a lot? You just came back from vacation together. Which, I have to admit, I find really...interesting.” I almost say weird but think that’s being too blunt. “Neighbours who hang out. Nice.” 
 
    “Didn’t you like your neighbours where you lived before?” 
 
    “Well, sure, but we didn’t do brunch like this. Or vacation. We sort of talked over the fence or on the sidewalk. I didn’t think it would be so friendly here.” 
 
    “Oh, I think we’re an odd bunch here. It’s all Tia’s fault. She really keeps us joined at the hip. Says we’re her family. She lost two husbands, did you know?” 
 
    “She told me.” 
 
    Paige glances towards Tia, who is now huddled with Wendy and Melissa. I think they must be talking about either Dom or me because they keep shooting looks his way. The other husbands are circling the table now, looking for choice remnants that the kids left. There seemed like a lot of food but I suddenly wonder if there’ll be enough left for me. 
 
    I can’t help looking around for Joe. Maybe he’s just the guy who shovels the snow, rather than gets invited for brunch. But he’s the guy who I dreamt about last night and I’d really like a second look to figure out why. 
 
    “We should go get some food now, before it’s all gone,” Paige tells me, practically reading my mind. About the food; thankfully not about Joe. 
 
    “So how was your vacation in Florida?” I ask politely, when we have full plates and are standing alongside Melissa and Wendy. I think it’s very polite of me since I don’t normally give a damn about others, let alone ask about vacations and other things that don’t concern me. 
 
    “It was nice, thanks,” Wendy says. 
 
    “I’ll say. It was great,” Melissa adds, sounding nothing like a woman talking about a vacation that involved children. We’ve taken Hanna on a trip and as well-behaved as she may be, there’s still a ton of stress and extra worry when you’re taking a little person out in the world. But since Melissa does appear to be supermom, maybe it’s easy for her. “We did nothing but lie on the beach and drink ourselves silly.” 
 
    “Didn’t you take the kids?” 
 
    “Yes, but the twins and April are so good with them so it’s like they weren’t even there!” 
 
    “Of course we spent time with our children,” Wendy corrects. “You make it sound like we’re horrible parents, Melissa.” 
 
    “Oh, we’re not horrible, we just like to have a good time. There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” She winks at me, waiting for my agreement. 
 
    “I like to have a good time.” 
 
    “And does your handsome husband like to have a good time?” Melissa asks coyly. 
 
    “Sure. Only I can’t remember the last time we went out and did something adult-like.” Not that I don’t love my kids, but I – both Dominic and I – used to have fairly active social lives before they came along. Hanna, and later Ben, did put a damper on having a good time. 
 
    “We hardly ever get to go out,” Paige says. “We go to the movies once in a while, but that’s about it.” 
 
    “We don’t need to go out. We’ve found other ways to have fun since we’ve lived here,” 
 
    Melissa tells me, sharing a knowing smile with Wendy. I can’t imagine what that might be. 
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    “So what did you think?” Dominic asks when we’re safe at home, away from obvious overtures of friendships and chicken motifs. I’m once again attempting to unpack. I’ve decided if I do one box a day, I should be finished by February. 
 
    “I suspect that the group doesn’t have many friends. I think every single one of the women made me an offer of friendship. They must be bored with each other if they’re so desperate.” 
 
    “I think they’re just trying to be friendly, Jacey,” Dom says. I don’t like hearing the hint of exasperation in his voice. 
 
    “If you say so.” 
 
    “We’ve just moved into the neighbourhood. They’re obviously friendly people and want us to feel welcome. I don’t think it’s a bad thing they want to be friends with you. I think it would be good for you to make some friends here. We talked about this.” 
 
    “I don’t understand why they would want to be friends with me. If they listened to anything I said today, they’d realize we would have nothing in common. I’m not the housewife type. I don’t particularly want to live here.” I stop myself before I say something about how with even half of my cognitive abilities and reasoning skills, I could think rings around all four of them together, even Tia. 
 
    But if nothing else, Dominic has taught me not to revel in my intellect in front of other people. 
 
    “Why do you have to make everything so difficult? We moved here. You’re home all day with Ben and you’ve met some women who seem nice. Don’t make more out of it than it is.” 
 
    I set down the plates I’ve pulled out of the box and go and put my arms around Dom. “I won’t make more out of it than it is. I’ll be nice and try to accept their offers of friendship for you.” 
 
    “No, for you,” Dom corrects, tightening his arms around my waist. “I think it would be good for you to make some friends.” 
 
    “You’re good for me,” I tease, kissing his neck. “You’re all I need.” 
 
    “Now you sound like one of those simpering little newlyweds and we both know that’s not you.” 
 
    “I just want to make you happy.” I pretend to be coy and almost pull it off until I run my hand down the front of Dominic’s pants. “Do you want me to make you happy?” I whisper with a leer that’s not at all shy and demure. 
 
    Dom positions himself away from my probing fingers with a curt nod in the direction of Hanna in the other room but he doesn’t let go of my waist. “Later. But make sure I’m awake this time.” 
 
    “It won’t take long.” 
 
    “You’re nuts,” he says with a chuckle. “I don’t know why I married you.” 
 
    “Because we had unprotected sex that resulted in Hanna’s conception and you’re a good Catholic and therefore did the right thing by me. You’re the one who came up with the idea. I clearly remember telling you that you shouldn’t marry me.” 
 
    “Do you think you can be happy here, Jacey?” Dom asks, suddenly serious. “I can’t do this if you’re not happy.” 
 
    “If I go crazy again, you mean?” 
 
    “No, that’s not going to happen again. That was the baby, the hormones. Not you.” 
 
    “I was still the crazy one.” 
 
    “I just mean happy. Happy with our life together.” Even after four years, he still doesn’t like to talk about it. I don’t blame him since I don’t relish the thought of discussing it again. That’s the past and it should stay there where it belongs. 
 
    “I am happy with our life together,” I tell him dutifully, but honestly. 
 
    “I love you,” Dom tells me. 
 
    “I love you, too.” 
 
    “You could say it first sometimes, you know.” 
 
    “I did. I said it in my head.” 
 
    Later that night, after Dominic and the kids are asleep, I find myself once again walking Frodo in the cold, dark night. It snowed again this afternoon and there are still a few fat flakes swirling in the breeze. As I’m hurrying Frodo along I see Joe once again shoveling Tia’s drive. I don’t know how I feel about seeing him. If I’m being honest, I’ll admit, I was hoping to run into him again, but I’m a little embarrassed about the dream I had about him. I had met him once, spent ten very cold minutes in his company, and that warrants a sex dream? What is it about this guy? It’s not like I’m not kept satisfied by Dominic. What’s going to happen when I get back to bed tonight? 
 
    “Out late again? This is starting to be a habit,” Joe calls to me. 
 
    I indicate Frodo lifting a leg on a pile of freshly shoveled snow. “Talk to the dog.” I can’t stop the smile spreading across my face. There’s a large, yellow snow blower idling on the street between Tia and Wendy’s house. “You’re being neighbourly again.” 
 
    Joe indicates the sky. “Talk to the snow. You should get him on a different schedule,” he says as Frodo rushes for him. 
 
    “It’s either now or the middle of the night. I’ve had enough of getting up in the middle of the night with the kids.” 
 
    Joe nods and returns to shoveling but I don’t think the conversation is over. “I’ve been walking him every night around this time since we moved in. Why haven’t I seen you before this?” 
 
    “It hadn’t snowed.” 
 
    A little part of me is happy that’s the reason. “So it’s not like you were away in Florida or anything like that?” 
 
    It’s only because I’m watching him that I see the smile peek around his mouth. “No. I stayed here to look after the houses.” 
 
    “You know everyone on this street?” 
 
    “More or less. I heard you were at Mahak and Melissa’s for brunch today.” 
 
    “Why weren’t you invited?” I ask bluntly. 
 
    “Melissa and I don’t always see eye to eye about certain things. Besides, I had other plans.” 
 
    “So you were invited?” 
 
    Joe shakes his head again with the hint of a smile. “No. But I had other plans anyway.” 
 
    I stop myself from asking what his other plans were. Turning from watching Frodo pee on Wendy’s lawn, I find Joe watching me. “You’re not bubbling over with information tonight,” he says casually. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Other stuff on your mind.” It’s not a question. 
 
    “You can say that.” 
 
    He nods sagely. “Tia told me about the painting,” he finally says after a minute. 
 
    “Oh! She meant you? Do you do stuff like that?” 
 
    “I do. That’d be the reason Tia told you about me.” 
 
    “She didn’t tell me your name. I guess she didn’t know we had already met.” 
 
    “Oh, I think she knows. There’s not a lot Tia doesn’t know about.” 
 
    I watch him while he shovels. It’s not as cold tonight and he’s replaced the hat with earflaps with a simple toque that lets me see more of his face. It’s a very attractive face, with the typical square jaw and high cheekbones of the romantic hero. But Joe’s mouth is a little too wide and has a funny quirk to it, like he thinks things are funny but doesn’t want to let on. He seems strong and stoic and maybe a bit brooding. Not my type. I need someone like Dominic to make me laugh or I’ll collapse into a puddle of dismal seriousness. If I was going with first impressions, I’d say Joe needs to laugh a little more often. 
 
    He’s very attractive though. And sexy in a way I can’t put my finger on. 
 
    “What about you? You seem to know a lot?” 
 
    “I know enough.” 
 
    “You say it’s a nice group on this street. So what are they like?” I gesture to the darkened house to the right to change the subject. “I haven’t met them yet.” 
 
    Joe shrugs. “Nice enough, but you don’t see much of them.” 
 
    “So there’s not another desperate housewife that’s going to stop by with cookies, then?” 
 
    “Couldn’t tell you.” 
 
    “Are you bringing cookies tomorrow when you come over to paint?” 
 
    His mouth twitches. “I was hoping you would have some. And some coffee.” 
 
    “Are you married?” 
 
    He continues shoveling and for a moment I don’t think he’s going to answer. My eyes go to his hand to check for a ring, but of course he’s wearing heavy gloves against the cold. 
 
    “No,” he finally says. 
 
    “But you were.” 
 
    “At one point in my life, yes, I was.” 
 
    “Are you involved with Tia?” 
 
    “I think I liked it better when you were telling me things last night,” he grumbles. He turns away from me, so that I can see the width of his shoulders. Joe is a very big man, at least half a foot taller than me. 
 
    “Just trying to be neighbourly,” I say cheerfully. 
 
    “I think you’re confusing neighbourly with nosy.” 
 
    “That’s what Dom says,” I tell him unapologetically. 
 
    “Your husband must be a smart man.” 
 
    “My intelligence far exceeds his.” 
 
    “Anyone ever tell you you’re an odd duck?” 
 
    “Frequently.” This gets a little chuckle. “Should I go? Am I bothering you?” 
 
    “Oh, just a little. But you’re interesting enough to talk to, so you can stay, at least until your dog finishes his business.” 
 
    “How long have you lived here?” 
 
    “Going on six years.” 
 
    “What do you do, other than paint and shovel snow?” 
 
    “There’s that nosiness again.” 
 
    “You should be flattered. There aren’t a lot of people I meet that I think are worth getting to know. I don’t usually bother with personal questions or small talk.” 
 
    “Saving it all up for me, are you?” 
 
    “I could call it practicing,” I say proudly. 
 
    “Lucky me.” 
 
    “I don’t think you really mind. Usually I can tell when I’m annoying someone and they want me to go away. I don’t sense that about you.” 
 
    “It’s only because it’s so cold and your senses are probably numb.” I think he’s serious for a moment until I see his smile. “That was a joke, you know.” 
 
    “Oh. I didn’t think you joked.” 
 
    “There’s not a lot about me that you know. A man likes to keep some secrets, you know.” 
 
    “I guess.” Joe finishes Tia’s drive, the snow bordering the pavement in neat piles. “Is that the last one?” 
 
    “Looks that way.” 
 
    “Do they pay you to shovel the snow?” 
 
    He gives a little shake of his head and I can tell I’ve stepped into the nosy category. I don’t know why he minds – I’d just ask Wendy or Melissa if he doesn’t tell me. “I do Tia’s so she and the girls don’t have to, and if anyone else needs clearing, I’m happy to help.” 
 
    “Just to be neighbourly.” 
 
    “I’m a friendly sort. There are some nice people here, you know,” he reminds me. 
 
    “There’s a few,” I relent grudgingly. “But I’m reserving judgment on most of them. I’m going home now. See you tomorrow.” I click my fingers for Frodo to get his head out of the snow bank. 
 
    “First thing. Right after you come back from dropping your little girl off at school.” 
 
    I’m already a few steps away, but I turn back. “How did you know she’s in school?” 
 
    “There’s not a lot that doesn’t get out around here.” 
 
    I don’t like the sound of that. 
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    I keep a firm grip on Hanna’s mittened hand as we hurry down the hall, our late approach to the kindergarten class announced by the wails of Ben held in my arms. Signing in at the office had taken longer than I expected and Ben isn’t happy in the least. I jiggled, juggled, whispered and tried to soothe and now I’m just trying to ignore the baby’s cries enough to get Hanna into class and make a run for it. And hoping the odour emanating from inside his snowsuit isn’t obvious to anyone else. 
 
    “Hi, sorry we’re late, baby needed to be changed, fed, you know the drill. Sorry.” The class is staring at us and the teacher has a pained expression on her face. 
 
    “This is Hanna Hess,” I explain quickly. “She’s starting today. We’ve just moved into the area.” 
 
    “Hi, Hanna,” the teacher says warmly, after a nervous glance at Ben in my arms. “Why don’t you take off your coat and come and sit down?” 
 
    “Are you okay here, hon? I better get him home.” 
 
    “He needs a new diaper, don’t you Benny?” Like always, Ben’s wails trail off as Hanna tries to tickle him through the snowsuit. To say he worships his older sister is an understatement. But who can blame him? Hanna is an amazing kid, even if I do say so myself. 
 
    “You’re not nervous, are you, Han?” I whisper as I try to help her off with her coat. It’s difficult to do when I’m holding Ben. 
 
    “Why would I be nervous?” Hanna asks sensibly. “This seems like a fun place. And look, Mummy, there’s Max!” She waves excitedly at a group of kids sitting on the carpet. I have no idea which one is Max until a fat little hand gives a little wave. 
 
    “Melissa’s your mom, right?” 
 
    “Oh, you know Max?” the teacher asks with fake delight. 
 
    “He lives on our street. We went to a party at his place yesterday,” Hanna bubbles. “It was soooo much fun with lots of food and sooo many kids! Do you know he has three video game systems?” 
 
    Sounds like Melissa’s little prince is a little spoiled. 
 
    “Why don’t you say good-bye to Mommy and come and sit down,” the teacher invites. 
 
    “You better go, Mommy. I have things to do here. But don’t worry, I’ll be fine,” Hanna leans on her tiptoes to give me a kiss. “You have a good day.” 
 
    “You, too. See you after school. Oh, your lunch,” I remember as I’m turning away. 
 
    I’m supposed to get back home as quickly as possible because Joe is coming by. I notice Melissa and Paige outside the kindergarten class. I wonder if they’re waiting for me. 
 
    “Hi Jacey,” Paige says with a warm smile. I guess they are. 
 
    “I just met Max,” I tell Melissa in an attempt at cheerfulness. She’s holding a little girl around three years old by the hand and I’m embarrassed to admit I have no idea what her name is. 
 
    “You met him yesterday.” Melissa says bluntly. 
 
    “Oh. It was hard with all the kids...didn’t really know who belonged to whom. Sort of thought that about the husbands too, actually,” I try with a smile. 
 
    “This is Noemi. And I’m married to Mahak,” she informs me. 
 
    “Mr. Tall, Dark and Handsome,” Paige puts in. 
 
    “Ah. Of course,” I tell her, even though I still haven’t a clue who Mahak is. But I told Dominic I would try, so I better start trying. 
 
    “Hey, you found her!” Wendy calls out just as we’re back to the door by the office. She’s leading a toddling little Xander by the hand. I think I only remember his name because it was the name of one of my favourite characters on Buffy the Vampire Slayer. Plus, it’s kind of an unusual name. 
 
    “First day jitters from Hanna?” she sounds sympathetic. 
 
    “If any, they’re from me and Ben.” Wendy reaches out and squeezes his foot, bringing a toothless smile to Ben’s tear-smeared face. “Hanna will be running the class by the end of the day.” 
 
    “Especially now that she already knows my Max,” Melissa puts in proudly. “He’ll introduce her around. Now, we wanted to find out if you want to work out with us,” she continues without preamble. “The three of us try to exercise every day.” Yet again she’s wearing yoga pants. This time they are three-quarter length and cut up the calf. Maybe if I looked that good in them, I’d wear them all the time as well. I may not have warmed up to Melissa, but have to admit she’s very attractive with her short blonde hair and petite figure. Yesterday I could tell her breasts almost rivaled mine. 
 
    Almost, but not quite. 
 
    “It’s good to get rid of the baby weight,” Paige admits. “Not that you seem to have any left.” She gives me a critical glance. 
 
    “You haven’t seen me naked,” I retort. 
 
    “I’m sure you look lovely.” Wendy adds, “Are you still nursing?” 
 
    “No, Ben never got the hang of it. He’s a formula baby.” 
 
    “So, those are real?” Melissa asks bluntly, staring at my breasts. My coat is open and my T-shirt hugs my chest because of the way I’m holding Ben, enhancing my already considerable chest size. Maybe we’re more alike than I thought, since I was thinking the same thing about her. 
 
    “Of course,” I say proudly. “Aren’t yours?” 
 
    “Melissa’s had some...enhancements,” Paige tells me tactfully, trying to hide her smile. 
 
    “I got tired of small breasts,” Melissa says defensively. “Besides, Mahak loves them. I’m sure he’ll...” Her eyes fall to my breasts again. 
 
    “So how about it?” Wendy says to change the subject. “Melissa’s basement is set up better than a gym, plus there’s a place for the kids to play. Do you want to play with Xander?” she coos Ben, who has suddenly become contented baby again. “Xander wants to play with you.” 
 
    “I think Wendy wants to play with Ben,” Paige laughs. Noemi leaves Melissa’s side to peer at Ben with a grin. Wendy takes her hand as well, making her laugh as she swings her arms between her and Xander. 
 
    “I can’t today,” I tell them. “Joe’s coming over to see about doing some of the painting.” 
 
    “I hope Dominic’s not the jealous type,” Melissa says slyly. “I saw you and Joe outside late the other night.” 
 
    “I was walking the dog. And it was almost midnight.” 
 
    “There’s not much privacy on our street,” Paige informs me ruefully. 
 
    “We’re all friends here,” Melissa says. “There shouldn’t be any secrets. Last night Mahak and I were having sex when we saw you out the window. I don’t mind telling you that.” 
 
    “You were looking out the window when you were having sex?” I can’t help but ask. 
 
    “He had me bent over the dresser, which is in front of the window. I grabbed hold of the curtains,” she says matter-of-a-factly. “Mahak thinks you’re very attractive.” 
 
    “Oh. Thank you.” I’m bewildered how we got on the subject of Melissa’s sex life and how I came to be a part of it. And amazed we’re having this conversation inside a school, in front of children. Luckily, they all seem to be occupied with Ben to pay any attention to the adults. 
 
    “I don’t blame you if you want to talk to Joe, even in the middle of the night. He’s as sexy as hell. Mahak is amazing, but I’ll tell you, I couldn’t help imagining it was Joe fucking me.” 
 
    “You were looking out the window at me, when you were having sex with your husband, fantasizing about the man I was talking to?” I ask, still dumbfounded. Does anyone else see how that might be too much information to share? Now I can’t get the image of Melissa having sex out of my head. Add that to the image of Joe... 
 
    “He’s amazing in bed,” Wendy adds. “I mean, he looks like he would be. Joe, not Mahak. 
 
    “I like his eyes,” Paige says, a little dreamily. 
 
    I find it more than a little awkward having a meeting of the Joe Appreciation Society in the hallway of Hanna’s school, but it does make me feel better about the dream I had about him. 
 
    Apparently there is something about him. But I’m not about to join in their like-fest just yet. “Yes, he seems great and he’s painting my living room so I’d better run.” I start to walk away, but they’re still there, following me. 
 
    “We’re all really excited to have you living here,” Wendy says. “Because we’re all at home, it’ll be fun to hang out, won’t it?” 
 
    “First I have to do the painting,” I tell her. “And I’ve really got to run before they’re going to have to fumigate the school because this of little guy. See you later,” I add in a conciliatory tone. I promised Dominic I’d try, and I will. 
 
    They were only trying to be nice but what do they expect? We had been in the house for almost two weeks without meeting anyone before they show up, still tan and tired from their Florida trip and now after one brunch when I still can’t put the right face to the right name, they expect us to be best friends? I’ve only known them two days. I don’t work that fast. 
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    I pull into the driveway just before Joe saunters up the snowy pathway between our house and Paige’s. 
 
    “I said I’d be back as soon as I could,” I call to him, fumbling with the door, Ben’s wails increasing in volume once again. “Come in, I’ve got to get a new diaper.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you have an incontinence problem,” Joe says, following me inside after stamping the snow off his boots. He has such a deadpan countenance that it takes a moment and for him to flash the dimple for me to realize he’s made a joke. A bad taste joke, which happens to be my favourite kind. 
 
    Immediately my irritation vanishes. 
 
    “I’ll have you know that almost forty percent of women develop some form of incontinence after having a baby and the numbers only increase after multiple births. Improper strengthening of the Kegel muscles can easily lead to accidents.” I flash a smile as Joe looks discomfited. “Be nice or I’ll make you change his bum.” 
 
    “I haven’t changed a diaper in about seven years,” Joe murmurs, taking a screaming Ben from my arms so I can peel his snowsuit off him. 
 
    “Oh, God, he’s pooped right through again.” 
 
    “Do you have a smelly little bum?” Joe coos to Ben. Wouldn’t you know it, he seems to have the same effect on him that Hanna does. 
 
    “I didn’t know you have kids,” I say as I throw the snowsuit and its telltale yellowish brown smear down the basement stairs. “Could you bring him upstairs and I’ll get him changed?” 
 
    Ben’s so worked up that it takes both Joe’s soothing voice and my quick hands to get him stripped, cleaned and changed. But once he smells a little fresher, my little man seems content enough to be carried around in Joe’s arms while we talk painting. 
 
    “You told me you were a carpenter, not a painter,” I accuse when we’re back downstairs and I’ve scrubbed most of the poo smell off of my hands. 
 
    “I do a little bit of this, little bit of that to help Tia. She asked me to give you a hand.” 
 
    “So you’re doing this as a favour to Tia?” 
 
    “Just being neighbourly,” he says with his smile. I like his smile. Also, Joe is attractive in the moonlight, wearing a toque, but it’s nothing compared to his appeal in the light of day. In faded jeans and an old flannel shirt, he’s extremely sexy with his salt and pepper hair, a la George Clooney. He garnered a sex dream from me after a few minutes of cold conversation. If he’s about to spend the day in my house, with only Ben for a chaperone – well, one of us is in trouble for sure. 
 
    “Are you neighbourly with everyone?” 
 
    “Some more than others. Now, what colour you thinking in here?” 
 
    “Vermilion,” I say decisively. “I still have the paint chip. It’s the same colour we had back home. At our last place.” I show him the chip of brilliant red. 
 
    “That’s some red,” Joe says diplomatically. 
 
    “I like bright colours.” I like his bright blue eyes too, but I don’t tell him that. 
 
     “I can see that.” He glances around the room, Ben's stare fixated on his face, my stare fixated on his ass in those jeans. “But this room is a bit bigger than your old place, isn’t it?” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “You don’t have enough furniture to fill it. It’s a big room, especially with the staircase – you’d have to paint right to the top floor.” I give a shrug but I’m listening, trying to concentrate more on what he’s saying than my obvious attraction to him. “Plus, there’s a lot of sun coming in. Your old place was a bit darker, I’m guessing?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So, if you paint this room that colour – it’s a very nice colour – it’ll look like an operating room after your insides were pulled out. A bit too red.” 
 
    “I thought you were a carpenter.” 
 
    “Just trying to be neighbourly.” 
 
    “Is that your answer to everything?” 
 
    “Just making sure you’ll have other people visit you without having post-traumatic stress disorder.” 
 
    I laugh, despite my disappointment. I do like that colour and it reminds me of our old place, which I loved. But now that Joe’s pointed it out, I can see he might be right. “Really? What colour would you paint it?” 
 
    “Something a bit less of an in-your-face colour.” 
 
    “But I’m an in-your-face person.” 
 
    Joe looks at me for a long moment, too long of a moment. The feeling I had the other night as we talked in the snow, a slow curl of anticipation, makes another appearance. “No, I don’t think you are.” 
 
    “You don’t even know me!” I retort. Joe looks at me, with an eyebrow raised. “How do you know about colours anyway?” I relent, unsure of whether to fight this feeling or let it blossom. I haven’t looked at another man since I’ve been with Dominic. Except for Seth and he doesn’t count. 
 
    And what do I do about the fact I don’t think I’m the only one feeling like this? 
 
    “I do paint my cabinets, you know. I’d maybe go with a light bluey-gray. That would fit in with your couch and then you could put in a few bright touches with pillows and throws and pictures and such.” 
 
    “Hmm.” Should I tell him I’m not hating this vision of the living room? And how I’d probably agree to whatever he suggests right about now? 
 
    “So...what do you want to do about this?” Joe asks slowly. 
 
    “About what?” I ask breathlessly. 
 
    “Painting,” he says flatly. 
 
    That was embarrassing. I’m too busy crushing on him to focus on the task at hand. “Of course. Want to go paint shopping?” 
 
    “Your car or mine?” 
 
    We agree on my car, because of the car seat and to leave in fifteen minutes. Joe wants to run home to see what supplies he needs, and Ben has finally fallen asleep, and I’m hesitant to wake him up right away. 
 
    As soon as Joe leaves, I head upstairs. There’s no way I can be alone with him all day, let alone drive a motor vehicle, feeling like this. Plus, I haven’t been able to get the image of Melissa and Joe out of my mind since she told me she was fantasizing about Joe. I’m suddenly unbearable horny. 
 
    Fifteen minutes should be lots of time. 
 
    I rummage through the still-unpacked suitcase full of my underwear, where I hid my vibrators, and pull out my Old Faithful – the full size, penis shaped one. Standing in front of my own window, hidden by the ivory shears, I pull one of my legs out of my jeans and switch on my toy. Holding it between my legs, feeling the vibrations against my sensitive skin, I think of Joe. How his ass looks in his jeans; his long legs. I wonder if the rest of him is just as long. 
 
    Paige is right – he does have nice eyes, but I couldn’t stop looking at his mouth, wondering what it would be like to touch it. I dreamed about kissing him, about him using that mouth on my breasts. What about if he traveled farther down? What would that mouth feel like between my legs? 
 
    I love oral sex. Thinking about a man going down on me can always get me hot. So I don’t know if it’s that, or thinking about Joe, or just the sensation from Old Faithful, but I’m already wet and ready. I turn up the speed and slide the vibrator inside me, a little at time because it’s a big one. I lean against the windowsill on one arm, just like Melissa must have. What was she thinking about? Was Mahak fucking her fast and hard, or so slowly that she was begging for more? I still can’t put a face to him, so I picture Joe behind her, behind me. 
 
    He would be slow, I decide, thrusting the vibrator inside of myself, wishing it was Joe thrusting. He would be slow and steady, but so hard and I’d have to beg for him. Beg for more, for him to fuck me faster. 
 
    I pull it out, rubbing it against my clit, wishing it was Joe’s fingers caressing me. I flick the speed dial to max, rubbing frantically before thrusting back inside me. In and out, as hard as I can, almost feeling Joe’s hands on my hips, his thighs smacking against my buttocks as he steadily gains speed. “More,” I whisper. “Harder.” 
 
    My breath comes in little gasps, and I can’t stop the little moans escaping. I’m completely focused on shoving the vibrator in and out as hard and fast as I can, the vibrations making my legs shudder as I try to hold my upright position against the window. I see a car in the distance, turning onto the street. 
 
    What if Joe comes back and finds me like this? 
 
    What if he takes the vibrator away from me, replacing it with his lovely cock, and fucked me as hard as I’m fucking myself? That thought brings me over the edge and I cry out as I climax, shaking so much can barely stand. 
 
    What if Joe came back and found me like that? 
 
    That’s a fantasy for another day. 
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    To my dismay, as soon as Joe begins painting, I’m banned from the downstairs. He says if I’m around ‘distracting’ him, he’ll never get finished. I’m not sure how to take it. Is it a good thing I’m distracting – did he have to go home before we went paint shopping to relieve the tension, just like I did? Or does he just find me annoying, like so many others? 
 
    In any event, I spend the rest of Monday unpacking upstairs with only Ben and my iPod for company. But by Tuesday afternoon, I’m sick of it, and Joe still isn’t finished so I take Ben out to explore the nearby stores. And by Wednesday morning, I agree to a workout at Melissa’s, just to get out of the house. 
 
    “I knew you’d come around,” Wendy says cheerfully when I tell them. 
 
    It’s not that I’m against exercise, because I’m not. And it’s not like I dislike the others – I’m really starting to like Wendy. Dominic continually reminds me I could use more friends but I’ve never been a joiner. I’ve always been a loner, which is why some of my social skills need help, but Dominic loves people, so it’s for him I make the effort and agree to morning yoga. 
 
    It’s not all that bad. Noemi takes command of the kids – instructing me to put Ben on his mat beside her so she can keep an eye on him and as she dictates to Wendy’s son Xander the proper way to eat plastic food – and I reluctantly put myself in Melissa’s hands.  I strengthen my body with moves that could rival a circus contortionist.  
 
    After a mere ten minutes in Melissa’s house, it’s apparent the saying like mother, like daughter hits it right on the nose, since Melissa loves ordering us to stretch and breathe and hold the position for just a little longer. I’ve gone to yoga classes before but it takes a little getting used to doing the exercises in Melissa’s basement, outfitted with wall-to-wall mirrors and soft, cushion-y floor and four little people watching us. 
 
    Plus Melissa is more than a little intense. Her house is impeccable, with everything matching just so which makes me nervous. How can anyone spend so much time cleaning, especially with three kids? Does she have some sort of fairy housekeeper that flits in after she goes to bed and is fed on the crumbs from the toaster? Or is she just a freak, attempting to transform herself into a super fit version of Martha Stewart? 
 
    I can’t help but admire her body, though, sheathed from top to toe in formfitting spandex; all tight and taut and muscular lines and curves. I doubt there’s an inch of excess body fat, except for her breasts but I now know she’s had help with those. I suspect Melissa might have been a personal trainer or an instructor of some sort. Or maybe she’s just some sort of an exercise freak. 
 
    I switch my observations to Wendy. Her clothes aren’t as tight as Melissa’s but still somewhat formfitting. And her belly has gone back to what I imagine was her normal concave shape. I suck in my belly and vow to work on getting rid of the paunch. But my breasts are clearly better than Wendy’s, although the fact she breastfed all three of her children until they were almost two might be responsible for the slight sagginess. Melissa laughs good-naturedly at Wendy as she struggles with a pose before collapsing with laughter herself. They’re so comfortable with each other, comfortable enough so that there are more than a few occurrences of gas being passed during the forty-five minute session. I have to admit that the closeness they share is a little intimidating. 
 
    I tell myself I’m here for Dominic’s sake but the truth is that I’ve been lonely – since we’ve moved in, since my ‘crazy time’ after Hanna was born. The friendship these women are offering is beginning to have its appeal. Even Melissa, who annoys me more than a little, is beginning to grow on me on the few days I’ve known them. 
 
    After yoga, I stay for lunch, since Melissa seems eager to entertain us, and then for most of the afternoon. It’s the most time I’ve spent in the company of women in a long time. I end up talking about myself more than I’m used to. I even tell them about how the repressed grief from my mother’s death coincided with the postpartum depression I suffered from after Hanna was born, making me borderline crazy for months. I did stop myself from confiding in them about Seth, though. 
 
    We talked about kids and husbands and living in the middle of the suburbs and they had a lot of questions about Dominic. 
 
    “You’ve only been married five years?” Paige asks with amazement, after I tell them we got married when I was pregnant with Hanna. “How old are you?” 
 
    “Thirty-two.” 
 
    “You’re just a puppy, then. I’ll be thirty-eight soon, and so will Wendy.” 
 
    “I’m only thirty-five,” Melissa reports proudly. 
 
    “It must be like you’re still in the honeymoon phase,” Wendy says. 
 
    “Are things still exciting in the bedroom?” Melissa asks with her usual bluntness. 
 
    I shrug. “I can’t see it not being exciting. Dom and I are both passionate people. We always have been.’ 
 
     “So he completely satisfies you completely?” 
 
    “Of course.” I stop myself from telling her it’s none of her business. If this is what female friendship is like, confiding and sharing secrets, then I’ll do my best. Maybe it will do me some good. “Things are always good. But even after five years of marriage and two babies you have to find ways to spice things up. Keep it exciting. Try new things, you know?” 
 
    “Definitely,” Wendy glances at Melissa. “I think that’s so important, to keep things exciting. And it doesn’t take much – a little variety now and then, new positions. I never want to be that married couple who have to schedule a night for sex.” 
 
    Melissa shudders. “I can’t imagine a boring sex life.” 
 
    I didn’t want to ask her what she considered boring. I don’t think Dom and I fall into that category anyway. 
 
    On Friday afternoon, Wendy stops by. Joe has finished the painting and the room looks beautiful wearing the new grayish-blue colour. He was right about the colour and Dominic loves it. I finally finished unpacking yesterday and the house is beginning to feel like home. 
 
    “This looks great,” Wendy raves. 
 
    “Do you want some coffee?” I ask politely. 
 
    “No, thanks. Hey, my little man.” Dropping to her knees beside Ben’s play mat, she’s soon making him gurgle with delight. He just woke up from his nap and Wendy left Xander at Melissa’s, so it’s difficult to tell what interests her more – my new decor or my son. 
 
    “You really like kids.” 
 
    “Don’t you?” 
 
    “My own.” 
 
    “I can’t help but love all babies. They’re just so cute and cuddly and sweet and soft...”she trails off as she pushes up Ben’s shirt sleeve and blows a raspberry on his arm. They laugh together. “This looks good,” she says, sitting back on her heels and surveying the room. Thanks to Joe, the walls are a serene blue-gray and finally hung with pictures and Dominic’s series of black and white photos. I think I might have one last box still in hiding, but for the most part, the living room is as good as it’s going to get. It may not be Melissa or Wendy good, but I think my standards are a little lower than theirs. 
 
    “Joe did a good job.” 
 
    “It looks so different from when Molly and Jason lived here.” With a last tickle, she leaves Ben on the mat and sits across from me on the love seat. 
 
    “You were good friends with them?” 
 
    “Molly and I were pretty close.” I notice the use of the past tense. 
 
    “What was with the roosters? All these pictures of poultry – Melissa has her chickens and this Molly had roosters. What about you? What’s your kitchen quirk? Because I just can’t see the need for livestock decor in the home.” 
 
    Wendy smiles. “I like cows but not to the extreme of those two,” she admits. “What else is Joe doing around here?” 
 
    “Not much. Dom’s thinking of getting him to make us some cabinets in here, but we’ll see.” I don’t see the need to mention that we have to see about costs before we have anything made. Our finances are no one’s business. 
 
    “He’s a good man. Good looking, too.” She glances at me out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    “If you say so,” I say offhandedly and Wendy smirks. 
 
    “Melissa’s been having fun reporting on how often you seem to run into Joe when you’re walking the dog at night,” she tells me. 
 
    “Is it my fault it snows a lot and he decides to shovel then? My walk is scheduled by Frodo’s bladder, not who is hanging out on the street. Do the three of you make a point of finding the same man attractive? I’m not sure I need to know if you fantasize about him as well.” 
 
    “I’ll keep that to myself. And you have to agree there are slim pickings out here. This place is pretty bereft of men during the week so when there’s a good-looking one, especially if he’s around a lot...” 
 
    “So I’m not the only one crushing on him?” I relent. 
 
    “I knew it!” Wendy crows. “Just so you know, we think your husband is pretty cute too.” 
 
    “Are you crushing on my husband?” 
 
    “Maybe a little,” she confesses with a smile. “Hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    “No. I trust him completely. Plus – no offense – he’s not going to get better than me.” I smile ruefully. “Or maybe I should say I’ll never get better than Dom.” 
 
    “Don’t say that to Melissa. She prides herself on her prowess. Her and Mahak both.” 
 
    “I’d like to think we’d give them a run for their money.” 
 
    “The two of you seem so happy. It’s so nice to see.” 
 
    “Isn’t everyone around here?” I ask bluntly. 
 
    “Now. Molly and Jason – rooster folk,” she says as I look blankly at the names. They broke up. It was really sad. Jason was great, but Molly...we were really good friends when they lived here.” 
 
    “And you’re not good friends now?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why – what? Why we’re not friends?” 
 
    “It just seems if you were such good friends moving away wouldn’t make much of a difference.” Of course, being me, it takes a moment to realize I’ve overstepped the boundaries of new friendship. “Sorry. Maybe I shouldn’t have asked that.” 
 
    “No. No, it’s okay. It’s just – it’s complicated.” 
 
    “Friendships can be,” I say sagely. 
 
    “You’re right,” Wendy slowly agrees. “It’s just that Molly thought Jason was too...complicated with someone. And he wasn’t, but she just wouldn’t realize that. 
 
    “Ah. It is not love that is blind, but jealousy.” I quote. “You can be the moon and still be jealous of the stars.” 
 
    “She wouldn’t realize things were fine and she was making more out of it than she should have.” 
 
    “It’s hard to have a marriage without trust.” 
 
      “Exactly. But I’m glad you’re here,” she says, visibly ready to change the subject. 
 
    “That’s one good thing that’s come out of it. Do you and Dom and the kids want to come for dinner on Saturday night?” 
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    We go to Wendy and Jackson’s for dinner. Dominic’s like a little kid when I tell him about the invite. His curiosity for our neighbours on Honeysuckle Court has been apparent since we’ve moved in. He’s always asking me about Melissa and Wendy and if Paige ever talks and what they all say about Tia. I think he might be lonely and ready to make some friends as well. I know it can’t be easy living with me – some of his friendships have taken a beating over the last few years and it’s not because of him. 
 
    And so I really make an effort on Saturday. I ask Wendy what I can bring and even when she tells me nothing, I still leave the kids with Dominic on Saturday morning and head to the LCBO to pick up a few nice bottles of wine and some almost-homemade cookies from the bakery. 
 
    When Jackson greets us at the door, I get confused because I think he’s Melissa’s husband. I have no recollection of him from brunch. I was convinced Wendy was married to the tall, dark and handsome one, and Melissa had the tall one, with the laughing blue eyes. Names and faces have never been my strong point. Thankfully Dominic covers for me, like always.  
 
    Anyway, Jackson greets me with a hug and a kiss – I move my head at the last moment and his lips land on my cheek rather than the lips I think he was aiming for – and Wendy does the same to Dominic. My husband doesn’t move his head aside, I’m quick to note and her lips meet his leaving a telltale smear of pink lipstick. 
 
    Wendy is classically pretty – long blonde hair, blue eyes, tall and thin. Except for the tall part, she’s the opposite of me, personality and body type. I wonder if Dominic is attracted to her. 
 
    Maybe I’m the minority, but the thought of my husband fantasizing about other women doesn’t really upset me. It’s not like I want him to be with someone else, but we’ve always been open with what turns us on. I’ve never minded Dominic being turned on by other women – it’s fine as long as he comes home to me. And it goes both ways. Dom actually likes hearing about my experiences with other men. There’s been quite a few over the years to choose from as well and his favourite are the stories about Harry from London (whether it’s The Harry, I’ll never tell, but mine was a true ginger), Adam from this band and Todd, the retired baseball player whose wife never found out about the extra innings he spent with me. 
 
    The only man I’ve never told him about was Seth, his best friend and the only man I’ve regretted sleeping with. It happened once after Hanna was born, and never repeated. And I haven’t had a chance to talk about Joe to him, even though nothing has happened. Or will happen, except in my mind. I’ve built up quite a few fantasies about Joe, in a very short period of time. 
 
    Conversation is stifled at the beginning of the evening, or maybe it’s just my attempt at small talk. But after a glass of wine and some amazing artichoke dip, I manage to loosen up a little. The kids help as well – Dawn is nine years old and Faith is six, and both of them take Hanna under their wings.  
 
    “She’s such a pretty little thing,” Jackson tells me, settling onto the couch beside me. Dominic sits in an uncomfortable wing chair on my other side with Wendy on the floor beside him. I wonder why she doesn’t sit in the love seat opposite. The layout of the house is similar to ours – spacious entryway leading into the living room/dining room with stairs heading up and straight into the kitchen – but the room size is off. Our room isn’t as large, but the kitchen is bigger. Wendy’s living room is huge, with room for an eight person table near the kitchen and the heavy leather couch separating the space. Toys are everywhere – Barbies and blocks and tiny little Polly Pocket shoes that I make a mental note to watch out for. One of those would go straight up Ben’s nose before I could wonder what was in his hand. 
 
    “She takes after Jacey,” Dominic says with a chip covered with dip heading for his mouth.  
 
    “She does,” Jackson agrees. “Same big, dark eyes and that hair.” He leans forward to tangle his fingers in one of my many errant curls. “It’s beautiful. Such a dark brown but in certain lights it looks almost red. I love the curls.” 
 
    “It’s hard to brush,” I tell him, feeling both slightly uncomfortable yet oddly pleased with the attention. I’ve always thought I have pretty nice hair actually; dark springy curls erupting from my scalp in a wild profusion. And my eyes are nice – they’re an interesting greenish-goldish brown. It’s been a long time since a man has noticed. Usually all the attention goes to my chest, which I have to admit I have been blessed with. I have amazingly full breasts and I know this because every man I’ve ever been with has told me. Dominic still tells me regularly. And having two children hasn’t changed much, if Jackson’s many admiring glances tell anything. 
 
    “It looks great.” His eyes hold mine a moment too long before he smiles. 
 
    “I think he might be tired of all the blondes in the house,” Wendy says. She doesn’t seem to be nonplussed about the attention he’s giving me. “The kids have no choice – super straight and very blonde.” Jackson is blonde as well, cut short and almost tousled. His eyes are bright green. 
 
    “I like blonde hair,” I tell her politely, since it seems like the thing to say. I glance over at Dominic to see if he’s noticed anything improper about Jackson’s attention but he’s smiling comfortably over his glass of wine. I like Jackson. Plus he’s funny. And really attractive actually, with broad shoulders and these dimples carved into his cheeks like divots on a golf course. 
 
    “I think you make a great addition to the neighbourhood.” When Jackson turns to Dominic, I feel strangely bereft until he continues. “We have some amazing looking women living around here, don’t you agree?” 
 
    Of course Dominic agrees. We’ve had the same conversation a few times since we’ve moved in. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you love to be a fly on the wall when they do their yoga?” Jackson asks with a grin. “Hope that doesn’t offend you,” he says quickly to me. 
 
    “Why would it? If the women are as good-looking as you say, it’s only natural they would expect the admiration of the males in the area. I’m sure that’s why they – we,” I correct with a shy smile at Wendy, “make the effort.” 
 
    “I like to think so,” Jackson says with another appreciative smile. He has lovely teeth, so straight and white. I’m sure his adolescent orthodontic bills were atrocious. “I think the results are well worth the effort. More wine?” 
 
    “You’ll have to excuse my husband,” Wendy tells me as Jackson refills my glass. “He doesn’t get a lot of chances to talk to other women during the week so he likes to make up for it when we have people over. You should see him with Paige.” 
 
    “I like Paige.” 
 
    “She’s nice,” I agree awkwardly. 
 
    “So are you.” He shifts on the couch with his arm resting on the back, his hand inches away from my shoulder. I can feel the warmth from his fingers. 
 
    “Why don’t you have a chance to talk to women during the week?” I ask after a pause. 
 
    Jackson makes a face. “I’m a plant manager. There aren’t a lot of women working there. And most of them, I really wouldn’t want to talk to.” 
 
    “Edith is nice,” Wendy chides him. 
 
    “But Helen? And May?” 
 
    “Oh, she scares me!” Wendy laughs. “I think she’s married, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Poor guy. What did you do? I guess, what did you do? Other than the mother job, of course,” Jackson asks me. 
 
    I risk a glance at Dominic, who obviously heard Jackson’s question and is grinning. He loves to see the reaction I get from people when I have to tell them what I do. “I worked at IBM,” I tell him reluctantly. 
 
    “Computers,” he nods his head knowingly. 
 
    “Not really. I –ah – work in this – they call it a think tank. We – ah – figure out stuff.” 
 
    “What kind of stuff?” Wendy asks, abandoning the subject of searing for the moment. I glance imploringly at Dominic, who still has a huge grin on his face. I take a deep breath and prepare to wade in. 
 
    “Last time it was the economic ramifications of e-technology on a global scale. The time before that was how to make the individual components of a computer more cost-effective so that they could be more easily sold in third world countries. The time before that –” A small noise from Wendy stops me from going further. Both she and Jackson are staring at me wide-eyed. 
 
    Dominic laughs out loud. “Jacey has a genius I.Q.,” he tells them proudly. 
 
    “I’m not a genius,” I protest. 
 
    “I think you are and so do the people you work for, that’s why they keep calling you for these things.” 
 
    “Are you like in Mensa, or stuff like that?” Wendy asks eagerly. 
 
    “Are you smarter than those guys in the Big Bang Theory?” Jackson wants to know. 
 
    “Considering that Johnny Galecki and Jim Parsons are actors, I’m most definitely more intelligent than they are. But the characters they portray are physicists, while I work in math. It’s like comparing apples to oranges, or rather the sub-particles of an atom to the square root of Pi,” I say with a shy smile. 
 
    “You’re a math genius,” Wendy says with awe. “I can’t even do my own taxes.” Amid laughter at her self-deprecating tone, she turns to Dominic. “Are you a genius too? Because I didn’t make any brain food for dinner.” 
 
    “Not even close,” Dom laughs. “I can’t even teach a math class over grade six.” 
 
    “Neither can I,” I interject. 
 
    “Only because you’d probably end up killing half the students. When Jacey is working on a problem, she gets frustrated if someone distracts her or won’t take her seriously. She gets very angry,” he adds ominously. 
 
    “And that’s why I have no desire to go back to work.” I throw up my hands with frustration, forgetting I’m holding my wine glass and the mouthful still left in the glass flies up into the air. I’m not sure where it goes since I don’t feel it land on me. Luckily, no one seems to notice. “I turn into an anti-social geek from that place.” Dead silence meets my words. “Much, much worse than I am now.” 
 
    “Maybe you shouldn’t go back,” Wendy says tactfully. 
 
    “Brains and beauty too. You’re a lucky man,” Jackson says admiringly to Dominic. 
 
    “So, if you’re not a genius like her, how did you two meet?” 
 
    This time Dominic glances sheepishly at me. “Tokyo,” we say together. “I was working there, teaching English,’ Dominic adds. 
 
    “I was traveling. We met at a karaoke bar. I was impressed with his rendition of ‘Brown Eyed Girl’, so I picked him up.” 
 
    Neither of us mentioned how Dominic had been involved with another woman when this occurred. He had been with Ellie for five years when we met. 
 
    “And the rest is history?” Wendy asks. 
 
    “Not really. I eventually went home and Dom stayed in Tokyo for another six months or so.” 
 
    “So what happened?” 
 
    “We bumped into each other in Toronto,” Dominic takes up the story. “After that, I tracked her down a few weeks later. And then, the history was history.” 
 
    “It’s all very unexciting,” I tell Wendy. 
 
    “Pretty boring,” Dom agrees. “What about you guys?” 
 
    “In school. High school.” Wendy makes a face. 
 
    “High school sweethearts. That’s sweet,” Dom tells her. 
 
    “Real sweet. We do our best to keep things interesting though.” I notice an odd glance between Jackson and Wendy. 
 
    “I think dinner is ready,” she announces, putting an end to that conversation. She pops Ben into the saucer rather than give him back to me. “Jacey, will you give me a hand in the kitchen?” I follow her, leaving Jackson and Dominic chatting easily on the couch. “Are you having a good time?” she asks anxiously as soon as we’re out of earshot of them. 
 
    “I am,” I tell her, surprised that it’s the truth. 
 
    “Dom’s great,” she confesses. “I’m really glad to get a chance to get to know him. During the week it’s great with just us girls, but it’s always nice to know who you’re talking about.” 
 
    “It’s nice to get to know Jackson as well.” 
 
    “I’m totally crushing on him,” Wendy whispers with a little giggle. “He’s so cute and nice. I hope that’s not a problem. It shouldn’t be. Look at Jackson! He thinks you’re amazing and hot – I can tell.” 
 
    “I don’t know if it’s my imagination, but I think he’s coming on to me just a little bit,” I tell her carefully, not sure of the protocol about such a thing. 
 
    Wendy only laughs. “Of course he is! Who could blame him?” Impulsively she gives me a hug. “I’m so glad you moved in. I can tell the four of us are going to be great friends!” 
 
    After dinner is over, we head back to the living room. I’ve drank enough wine to become giggly, which isn’t me, but Jackson seems to be enjoying it. But I’m having fun – I’m laughing and talking and not making an idiot of myself. Or maybe I am, but everyone has had enough to drink not to notice. Wendy comes up with this amazing idea to put Hanna to bed with Faith and Dawn just after eight o’clock. Dom and I agree because for once, I’m not in a rush to escape. Ben is already fast asleep in the other room, so with a borrowed Little Mermaid nightie and a lot of muffled laughter, my daughter settles down for her first sleepover while her parents proceed to get good and drunk. It’s probably not the best parenting, but it seems like a good idea at the time. 
 
    So does sitting on the couch with Jackson. He keeps touching me. At first it’s little nudges when he says something funny, and a quick hand on my leg when I response in kind. But later when I pull my legs up on the couch, I find them tangled with his. And his hand seems to be resting on my ankle, just above where my sock ends. I’m surprised I feel so comfortable with him touching me. 
 
    “I met one of the people in the neighbourhood,” I announce as he refills my glass. 
 
    “I think you’ve met lots of people in the neighbourhood,” Jackson corrects. 
 
    “Isn’t that a Sesame Street song?” Wendy wonders. “Or was it Mr. Rogers?” 
 
    “Isn’t he dead? He always seemed creepy to me. I think it was the cardigan, and the way he had to change his shoes when he came in the door.” 
 
    Because of the alcohol, the four of us find this exchange hilariously funny and it leads us to a great conversation of reminiscing of our childhood. But eventually, we get back to what prompted the discussion. 
 
    “I met Mrs. Donoto,” I say. 
 
    Wendy glances at Jackson with a smile. “And what did she have to say about us?” 
 
    “Why would she say anything about you?” Dominic wonders. 
 
    “My wife seems to have this impression that she doesn’t like us. She likes me fine,” Jackson tells Wendy.” 
 
    “She thinks you’re cute.” 
 
    “I am cute,” Jackson says with a wink at me. 
 
    “You are kind of cute,” I agree. “But I’m not sure that’s a fair assessment of why people would like you. It’s like saying people only like me because I have large breasts.” 
 
    “You do have large breasts. They’re very distracting.” 
 
    “I notice you’re having trouble looking me in the eye. Or maybe that’s just the wine.” I lean forward unsteadily and try to grab the bottle on the coffee table and almost knock it over. “I think we’ve almost finished another bottle.” 
 
    “There’s lots more where that came from,” Wendy says. She’s even more unsteady on her feet as she heads into the kitchen. 
 
    “You have beautiful eyes as well,” Jackson continues, “but the breasts are pretty incredible.” 
 
    “They really are,” Dominic agrees with an affectionate smile. 
 
    Dominic is all over me as soon as we get home. I leave a sleeping Ben in his car seat at the bottom of the stairs and head to the kitchen to get his bottle, when Dom grabs me. 
 
    “Jackson was coming on to you all night,” he tells me, his arms wrapping around me from behind. One of his hands cup my breast.  
 
    “He wasn’t,” I protest weakly. Now his hand, no, both - are burrowing under my sweater, pushing it up so the cool air chills my bare stomach.   
 
    “He was.” Dom has both hands on my breasts, pushing down my bra and fingering my nipples. I gasp at the suddenness off it. 
 
    “What about Wendy?” I accuse. “She was pretty attentive to you.” 
 
    “They wanted us,” he says. One of his hands leave my breast and heads south, slipping inside my leggings as quickly as it reached my breast. Whatever Dom might think of Jackson’s attentive behaviour tonight, it obviously turned him on. In a big way. He has me trapped against him and I can feel his hardness against the small of back.   
 
    “What if they wanted to switch?” he persists, his hand inside my panties now, feeling my heat and searching for the centre of it. “Would you want to?” 
 
    “I want you,” I moan as his clever fingers find my clit. 
 
    “I want you out of these,” he orders, removing his hand and tugging at my leggings. I quickly comply, suddenly just as excited as he is.   
 
    “In the kitchen?” I can’t help but ask as I kick my leggings off my ankle. My panties soon follow. I’m glad Hanna stayed at Wendy’s. 
 
    “We haven’t done it here yet. Is it bad I want to fuck you in our kitchen?” 
 
    “Fuck me where ever you want,” I tell him, turning to face him. 
 
    He turns me to face the counter. “Right here.  Right now.” 
 
    I brace my hands on the cool granite and spread my legs shamelessly as I hear his zipper. Dom’s barely touched me but already I am so turned on, so excited by his forcefulness, knowing he wants me so much, that I can hardly stand it.   
 
    He slides into slowly, but not gently. I don’t want him to be gentle. “Oh, Jacey,” he groans into my hair, pushing it aside to kiss my shoulder. Then he bites it lightly. 
 
    “Please,” I say.  
 
    It’s like the word unleashes something inside him. Suddenly Dom is thrusting hard and fast inside me, so much that if I hadn’t braced myself on the edge, I would have been slammed against the side. I push myself back against him and take it. I like it like this, knowing Dom has to have me. 
 
    His hands grip my hips, driving his full length inside me, and then pulling out, only to ram it back in. I cry out at the sensation and his response it do it again, harder. And faster. Again. And again. And… 
 
    The orgasm envelops me without warning and I grip the counter as I ride it out, waves of pleasure coursing through me, crying out Dom’s name. After only a few more thrusts, harder and faster than ever, I hear his groan before he stops.   
 
    I lean my head on my hands.  “Holy shit,” I say, unable to catch my breath. 
 
    “Sorry that was so quick.” 
 
    I let out a ragged laugh. “It’s okay. It’s more than okay.” 
 
    After all that, Dom takes Frodo out for his walk while I give Ben his bottle. 
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    I’m a little hung over from all the wine I drank at Wendy’s last night when we go to brunch at Melissa’s the next morning. If I keep eating all this good food, I might have to start exercising more than the half-assed attempts at yoga I’ve been doing. 
 
    It seems a little different this Sunday. Last time, everyone was friendly but I got the impression that Dom and I were there to be observed. I never said anything to him about it, thinking it was just another facet of my lack of social skills giving me that impression, but I can tell there’s a difference this week. We were welcomed before; now we’re included. It’s like we passed some test making us suitable acquaintances. I’m guessing my trial was how I’ve interacted these two weeks with the others, but what about Dom? Was our inclusion in this group dependent on my dealings with Melissa, Wendy and Paige – and if so, how on earth did I pass muster? 
 
    In any event, we are now officially one of the group. Jackson greets me with a hug and a kiss on the lips, before whisking Dominic away from me as soon as we step through the door. The kids take Hanna somewhere else and Noemi is about to carry Ben away as well, but when Wendy notices he’s asleep, she suggests they not bother him until he wakes up. 
 
    Which leaves me with the ladies. I manage not to put my foot in my mouth too many times. At least not until after we’re finished eating. 
 
    The five of us are sitting at the dining room table, which has just been cleared by the men, which is a pretty good deal. One of them – the dark, soulful eyed one who keeps giving me knowing smiles for some reason – has just refilled our coffee cups when Tia turns to me. 
 
    “We’d like you and Dominic to come for a little get-together at my place Saturday night,” she says. I’m not sure if it’s just me, but it sounds somewhat like an order, rather than a request. “My daughter Talia would be happy to babysit.” 
 
    “O-kay,” I say slowly. “I’ll check with Dom but –” 
 
    “We really want you to come,” Wendy interrupts, touching my hand. “We all go and it’s so much fun. It’s almost like a tradition with us now.” 
 
    “Well, thanks for the invite,” I tell them awkwardly. “Let me –” 
 
    “It’s not your average dinner party,” Melissa says with a huge smile. 
 
    “Why? Is there no food?” I try to joke. 
 
    “There’s...entertainment! Sort of.” 
 
    “What kind of entertainment?” I ask slowly. I seemed to be missing something here and Tia is quick to provide assistance. 
 
    “What Melissa is trying to tell you, is that after dinner we often look for companionship from others.” I must have looked as confused as I felt because she gave me a sympathetic smile. “With others. Not our normal partners.” 
 
    “Whaaat?” 
 
    “It’s a key party,” Paige finally says impatiently. 
 
    “A key party? Do you mean a keg party? Because I haven’t been to one of those in years.” 
 
    “No. A key party, or whatever else you’d like to call it,” Wendy explains. 
 
    The light came on then, a little slower than usual, but do you blame me? “A key party, for couples, where all of the men put their car keys into a bowl or bag and at the end of the party, the women blindly select a set of keys to determine who she goes home with for the rest of the evening for sexual gratification?” I ask, as usual sounding like I’m quoting Wikipedia. “Did you know there are also things called Locked Door parties and there’s a dating fad called lock and key dating? Apparently men go around trying to fit their key into the right lock, hanging conveniently around some woman’s neck. Did you know that? Are you telling me you all go to Tia’s for dinner and end up having sex with each other’s husbands? That kind of key party?” 
 
    “Yes.” And this is from all four of them at once. Even Paige, who is the only one who has the grace to seem uneasy about the concept. 
 
    “Wow.” They’re all waiting expectantly for me to say something but I don’t think I give them the response they were hoping for. I laugh. “It’s just so...are you really serious? You have key parties...where you exchange keys for sex...could you not call it something else?” 
 
    “What, like an orgy?” Paige says with a gleam of humour in her eyes. “I don’t think that would make it sound better for you.” 
 
    “No. An orgy is a sex party where guests engage in promiscuous or multifarious sexual activity of group sex, so I don’t think that would sound better.” 
 
    “It’s not an orgy,” Wendy says, closing her eyes. 
 
    “Orgy is an American synth rock band. Apparently they play death pop but I’m not sure what synth rock is, and the idea there’s music called ‘death pop’ is a little upsetting. Did you know in ancient Greek religion an orgy was a secret nightlife cultic congregation overseen by an orgiophant? Who gets to be that?” 
 
    “You seem to be quite well-informed despite your reluctance,” Tia says gently. 
 
    “I didn’t say I was reluctant,” I protest, unsure of why I’m protesting. “I didn’t say much of anything.” 
 
    “No, just a lot of crap about orgies and locks and rock bands,” Melissa snorts. 
 
    I shrug. “Sorry. That’s just what I do when I’m nervous. I just start to spew out stuff.” 
 
    “We don’t mean to make you nervous,” Tia says, reaching over to touch my hand. “We hope you feel comfortable enough to join us.” 
 
    “It’s fun,” Wendy puts in. 
 
    “If you say so.” I glance from face to face, waiting to see who will give away the joke, but there’s no hint of a smile anywhere. They look serious about this. And a little pissed off. “You have to admit it’s an odd choice of recreational activities. I’ve heard of such parties – obviously – but I never imagined – you really go home with each other’s husbands?” I lower my voice and look around to make sure no one heard me. The kids have vanished again, playing in the basement from the sounds of music and laughter coming through the floor. The four men are in the kitchen. There’s obviously a communal environment I missed the first time around. Is this some sort of a polygamist cult? In the suburbs? 
 
    “Obviously we made a mistake,” Melissa says in a huff. I do my best to rein in the giggles. To think that little Melissa in her tight little yoga pants and perfectly put together kitchen with the chickens on the dishes likes that sort of stuff – actually it’s not that surprising. Maybe the others, but not Melissa. I could tell she was a randy bitch. I bet she’s the orgiophant. 
 
    “It may be unconventional but it’s not unheard of. We’re consenting adults. We felt comfortable including you in our activities but if you don’t wish to join us, we understand. I realize it’s not for everyone,” Tia says. Not only is she into this, but it seems like she may be the ringleader. I never saw that coming. 
 
    “We don’t physically go home with them,” Wendy corrects. 
 
    “So you don’t...” I’m jumping at the option, only to fall flat as Melissa interrupts. 
 
    “We stay at Tia’s. It’s a big house and her girls are at our places looking after our kids so there’s nothing to worry about. There’s lots of room.” 
 
    “This is like some bad episode of Desperate Housewives. Or maybe just an X-rated one.” A giggle slips out before I can control it. “Is this something you do...a lot? And you want Dominic and I...” 
 
    All four heads turn in Dominic’s direction. At that particular moment he just happens to be leaning down loading the dishwasher, giving us a fine view of his ass. I’m more interested in looking at the other husbands. I still don’t even know who is who and these women are suggesting I might want to have sex with them. 
 
    “Jacey, this is just something we enjoy together. I’m sorry if you’re not interested.” Tia gets up from the table. 
 
    “I didn’t say I’m not interested...” I tell her quickly. But she remains standing behind Wendy and Melissa. “I’m not sure what to say.” 
 
    Wendy leans forward. “I love Jackson and I have no problem if he’s the last man I’m ever going to be with. I’m sure you feel the same. But what if he doesn’t have to be? And what if everyone was okay with that?” 
 
    I don’t know what to say to that. Noticing this, Melissa jumps in. 
 
    “Because if it was with someone else, that would be cheating and we don’t do that. But c’mon – if you had a chance to have sex with another man without it being a sin, wouldn’t you go for it?” 
 
    As much as I hate to admit it, Melissa does have a point. I like sex. I like sex with Dominic but I also enjoyed sex before he was in the picture. I enjoyed it a lot. 
 
    Is this really happening? Am I being persuaded to join a group of swingers? And why aren’t I getting the hell out of here instead of listening to them? 
 
    Tia gives the others a slow look. “Why don’t you talk to Dominic about it?” 
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    I’m pretty quiet for the rest of the time we’re at Melissa’s, trying to digest what they told me, as well as the ham and egg casserole which now feels surprisingly heavy in my stomach. The men cleaning up, with Melissa supervising, Wendy and Tia, sitting at the table with coffee, with the basket of the muffins I brought, and Paige, who can’t stop eating. It’s like a commercial for suburban living. “Come experience a new Adult Lifestyle,” says the announcer. “Where the men do the clean-up and then get passed around to enjoy.” 
 
    I can barely wait until we leave and drag Dominic into the kitchen as soon as we’re home, breathlessly recounting as much of the conversation as I can. 
 
    “You’re serious?” He’s staring at me with his usually smiling mouth frozen in an ‘O’ of shock. 
 
    “That’s what I said. Unbelievable, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah...” I wonder if I had the same shocked expression on my face that Dom does. It makes me want to giggle. “Really? Tia really invited us?” 
 
    “She did. Apparently variety is good for marriages around here. Can you imagine if this sort of thing went on back in the city? It would never!” 
 
    “You and your romanticized version of the city. There are places you can go for anything, my sweet, naive little Jacey.” 
 
    “I’m not naive.” 
 
    “No, you’re definitely not that. So what did you say to Tia anyway?” 
 
    “I said...” His question tells me he’s intrigued by the idea, as clear as if he had said the actual words. “I said I didn’t know. I laughed at first, which they didn’t like. I think they expected me to jump for joy at being included, like it’s some special privilege to sleep with their husbands.” 
 
    “Maybe it is.” Dom’s face resumes its smile. 
 
    “These things just don’t happen.” 
 
    “Not to us they don’t!” 
 
    “Do you think they do?” I demand. “Do you think it might have been a joke? Something they play on new neighbours?” 
 
    “I’ve no idea.” 
 
    “Why would they do something like this? It doesn’t seem like they would, but I really can’t see them having these parties. Do you think they really do?” 
 
    “Again, no idea. I wasn’t party to this conversation, remember? You were.” 
 
    “I wish they’d asked you. How can they think I can think about having sex with their husbands when I don’t even know who’s married to who.” 
 
    “Melissa and Mahak. Wendy and Jackson and Paige and Colin.” 
 
    “Oh. So it’s just me who’s not paying attention again. I know Jackson, so I guess I could have sex with him.” 
 
    “Seriously?” Dominic asks quickly. 
 
    “It was a joke,” I assure him. “I was joking.” 
 
    “Keep your voice down,” Dom hisses. “Hanna will hear.” 
 
    “Hanna only hears things she wants to. Like she’d hear if we were talking about Christmas presents!” I raise my voice deliberately. 
 
    “What about presents?” Hanna is quick to ask. 
 
    “Nothing.” I chuckle. “Is Ben okay?” I get a happy squawk in response. “Did the husbands say anything to you?” I ask.  
 
    “You make them sound like second-class citizens or something. ‘The Husbands’.” 
 
    “It’s easier if I group them together since I don’t know who’s who.” 
 
    “And whose fault is that?” But he was smiling as he said it. 
 
    “We’re getting off topic. They just invited us to join them for an evening of fun frolicking with each other. What do we do?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Dom says seriously for once. “Seems a little out of our comfort zone.” 
 
    “And the way they explained it – they’re all together all happy and drinking, I’m assuming because how could you do that sober? And then suddenly someone has someone’s else’s keys and pow – you’re getting it on with strangers. Seems kind of awkward. And not really that sexy.” 
 
    “So it’s out of our comfort zone and not sexy enough. They really know how to make it appealing, don’t they?” 
 
    This cracks us up. It doesn’t take a lot to make us laugh. Even when I’m being a supremely selfish bitch, Dom can manage to make a joke out of it. He’s so laid-back that not much fazes him. 
 
    Like this invitation. Once he’s over the initial surprise, he’s just rolling with it. 
 
    “They did seem pretty enthusiastic about you,” I tell Dominic now. One of the most adorable things about Dominic is the way he blushes so easily when he’s embarrassed. “Of course I didn’t tell them anything about what we get up to or else they’d be all over you.” 
 
    “Please don’t,” he rolls his eyes. “Or they won’t want me anywhere near them.” 
 
    “Can you believe this? Here we are, new place, new people and the first people we meet are this group of seemingly normal people who like to have sex with each other. That’s what they were probably doing down in Florida, swapping wives every night. It’s no wonder I didn’t want to move here.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was definitely because of the wife swapping. I thought key parties went out in the 70s?” 
 
    “Were they ever really in? I know my parents never got up to those shenanigans. Are you telling me yours did?” Dom makes a face and I laugh, thinking of his oddly formal, extremely straight-laced parents getting into the group sex scene. It’s bad enough thinking of my in-laws and sex in the same sentence, let alone them and sex and other people. 
 
    “Are you kidding? They had sex four times in their marriage and got me and my sisters.” 
 
    “Maybe once on their wedding night. Or twice, if your dad was anything like his son.” 
 
    “If you’re trying to turn me on I have to say you’re failing miserably!” 
 
    I laugh again. It’s nice that we can joke about this, but I still don’t know what to say about Tia’s offer. I’m guessing it came straight from her since she’s definitely the leader of this little band of depraved housewives. Is this what happens when you venture into the wilds of the suburbs? Is this to be my fate – scouting the open houses in the area every week for fresh potential? Tia and co. didn’t exactly waste much time finding us. 
 
    It’s snowing again and I watch the flakes tumble from the sky. There’s not an easy answer here. Either I say go for it, which is basically the same as telling my husband I want to have sex with other men, or say no way, and risk Dominic wanting to do it and resenting me for saying no. I check on Hanna, who is busy colouring in the corner of the living room. Ben is still asleep in his car seat. 
 
    “So what do you think?” I need to know what’s going on in his mind before I decide. 
 
    “I asked you first.” 
 
    I’m silent for a very long minute, which leads to two, and then three. “Maybe it will help,” I say finally. I don’t realize I’ve picked up a dish towel, absentmindedly refolding it again and again until Dominic takes it out of my hand. 
 
    “Help with what?” 
 
    “You have to admit it hasn’t been the easiest couple of years,” I say as I stare out the window. “It hasn’t ever been easy. And I know that’s my fault.” 
 
    “I’ve never blamed you, Jacey...” 
 
    “No. You didn’t. But it might be okay if you did once in a while, then I would really know what you’re thinking instead of imagining the worst.” 
 
    Dominic comes over to me and places his hands on my shoulders, kneading them gently. “Do you really think I blame you?” 
 
    “I would,” I whisper. 
 
    “It wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    “It was! Everything that happened – it all comes back to me! I lost the baby because I was crazy. I was crazy because I hadn’t dealt with my mother’s death. I got you to marry me – I broke you and Ellie up – because my mother was dying.” 
 
    “You weren’t crazy. You had postpartum depression and you’re smart enough to know it was none of your fault.” 
 
    “You try and convince yourself that, especially when you can remember all the crazy stuff you did! I tried to drive to Thunder Bay in the middle of the night! I got on a plane without telling anyone where I was going. I left Hanna with my sister.” I shudder. 
 
    Dominic’s hands tighten on my shoulders. “Jacey, we don’t have to do this.” 
 
    “What, the key party? Stupid name.” 
 
    “No, talk about this. We’ve been through it before. We don’t have to go to any party, either. Let’s just forget about it.” 
 
    “I would if I believed you really want to forget it,” I say. 
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    Later that night, when I take Frodo out for his last potty break, I find myself looking for Joe. 
 
    I’m not sure why. It hasn’t snowed in a few days, so there’s no reason for him to be shoveling. I haven’t seen him since he finished painting our living room. But after what I learned today about the neighbourhood, I have this need to touch base with him. For me, Joe is a nice, decent guy. I’m sure he couldn’t be involved in these parties and part of me wants to reassure myself that he isn’t. 
 
    But part of me wants to find out if he is. 
 
    There’s some relationship between Joe and Tia; Wendy was fairly complementary about how attractive he was. Didn’t she say something about him being good in bed? Maybe that wasn’t guesswork – maybe she knows for sure? And if so… 
 
    Would I want to go to this party on Saturday if Joe was there? If I had the chance to have sex with him? It would be a one in five chance; one in four because they’re not going to let me have sex with my husband there. Would knowing Joe was involved make a difference in my decision?  
 
    But I don’t see him outside. He told me he has problems sleeping and deep down I hoped he would be out for a walk or a wander to clear his head, same as I did. But I don’t see him, which just reinforces I barely know the man. Why am I so fixated on him? I think he’s good looking; it’s a bit of a crush. Nothing more, nothing less. 
 
    But I still take a last look around as I open the door for Frodo. 
 
    Dominic is still awake when I finally come to bed. He’s an early riser and I am not, which means he’s usually sound asleep by the time I get Ben and the dog ready for bed. But tonight he’s awake, and as I slide under the covers, he opens his arms to me. I prefer not to wear pajamas, sleeping in just a tank and my panties, and my body is cool from being outside. 
 
    He rubs my arms to warm them as I curl into him, letting his warms hands travel over my back as well. But then they start to wander and find my breasts. His fingers toy with my nipples, still hard from the cold and now even more erect from his attentions. I roll onto my back and Dom leans over to kiss me. It’s gentle at first, loving. It’s the same way he kisses me every time we make love. I love the way he kisses me. 
 
    But thanks to today, I can’t help but wonder what it would be like to have another man kissing me? And wonder if that’s what he’s thinking about too? 
 
    I focus on Dominic, though, as he kisses my breasts, taking my nipples in his mouth, rolling them with his tongue. He loves my breasts; he’s told me enough times. And he loves playing with them. It’s enjoyable for me too, but tonight I’m ready for more long before he is. I don’t say anything. I don’t push his hand between my legs like I want to, like I’ve done in the past. I let him love me the way he wants to tonight. 
 
    His mouth is still on my breasts when his hand finally meanders down the rest of my body. Touching, tickling, caressing. He runs his fingers over the fabric of my panties, dipping between my legs to feel the heat, but never more than a flickering touch on my outer lips. His finger slips under the elastic and I catch my breath. His slow and steady teasing approach has gotten me impatient, but more than a little excited. Dominic knows this and begins tracing the elastic across my belly and then around my thighs, sliding his finger under a little more. I spread my legs, wanting to rip off the offending undergarments so he can touch my bare skin, but not wanting to disrupt his ministrations. He wants to tease and to frustrate and I’m doing my best to let him. 
 
    He’s also taken my mind off any other man. 
 
    He takes two fingers and begins rubbing them between my legs and soon I can feel the thin material of my panties is wet. He molds it to me, opening me with his fingers so the lace rubs against the sensitive skin. 
 
    “I like these panties,” Dom says in a low voice. “Do you want to take them off?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper, a tad urgently. 
 
    “I think I’d like them left on.” 
 
    My legs are wide open now, with the disconcerting panties still on. Dom has found my clitoris now, rolling it between his fingers, rubbing it with his thumb. The material creates a friction that’s not entirely unpleasant but I groan aloud as first one finger, then the other, slips under the elastic edges and inside me. His fingers begin exploring, thrusting gently at first as his thumb rubs the delicate skin around my clit. My head is thrown back, eyes closed and my breath is coming in shallow gasps. I whimper as I can feel it build inside. 
 
    “More,” I finally beg. My hips lift off the bed in tiny thrusts in time with his fingers and I can’t control it. 
 
    “I love seeing you like this,” Dominic whispers to me. “I like knowing I can do this to you so easily. Anytime.” 
 
    At this moment he’s turned me into a shameless hussy willing to do anything to get more of him, to make him continue, and he knows it. And I know it. And we both love it. 
 
    But he takes pity on me tonight, working me with his fingers, harder and faster as I thrust against his hand. “Don’t stop,” I plead. “Please don’t!” He’s done that before; got me on the brink of an orgasm with his talented fingers and then stopped, leaving me begging for more. 
 
    But tonight he lets me come. I can tell he’s watching me as my orgasm finally explodes within me, making me cry out with relief, with pleasure. And as soon as I’m spent, my shudders ceasing, my body relaxing, Dom takes away his fingers, and pushes aside my panties and slides inside me. 
 
    I wrap my legs around him as he thrusts and he grabs hold of my backside to dive deep within me. My arms are around his shoulders, my hands on his lower back urging him deeper, for more as his thrusts become more urgent. I can’t help but cry out as he goes deeper, harder, faster. There’s no teasing now. He might have begun making love to me but he’s fucking me now, hard and fast, just like I wanted him to. 
 
    “More,” I beg again, as I feel a second climax build. “Please. Hard as you can.” 
 
    Dominic obliges, lifting my hips off the bed with his need to go deeper. He’s making grunts and groans, little feral, animal noises and I join in, not caring who can hear or who can see or what anyone thinks. Concentrating on how good it feels. 
 
    I can tell when he’s about to come, and my body responds, spiraling me into a second orgasm moments before Dom begins his most desperate thrusting, like he’s trying to invade my very soul. I cry out loudly, forgetting about the kids, clutching his shoulders as he loses momentum, his thrusts becoming less urgent. He lets out a final groan before stopping and lying on top of me for a moment.  
 
    “You’ve completely ruined my underwear, you know,” I tell him. 
 
    He lifts his head where it’s collapses into my shoulder with a big grin. “Are you complaining?” 
 
    “Hell, no!” I answer with my own satisfied grin. 
 
    Do we need anything more than this? It’s good between us, it always has been. Sex has always been the one thing we’ve always had. Do we really want something more? 
 
    I know we both do. Maybe we don’t need it, but I know we want it. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    13 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I drop Hanna off at school on Monday, it’s like nothing happened. No one mentions Tia’s invitation. Neither do I. And I’m surprised to find myself agreeing to go to Melissa’s that morning for yoga. Once there, I’m amazed it's business as usual. No one mentions sex, having it with their husband or anyone else, other than Melissa but I’m beginning to realize that’s par for the course with her. 
 
    The whole week is the same. Did I imagine the whole conversation? I wonder if Tia shut down any talk of the matter with me. Does that mean they’re reneging on their invitation? Wouldn’t that be the best thing? Do I want them to forget it? I’m not sure I can…Countless times I want to bring it up but I don’t know how. For once I’m at a loss for what to say about a subject. 
 
    By Friday, I’m convinced I imagined the whole thing and I’m not sure what to tell Dominic.  
 
    “So what are you wearing tomorrow night?” Melissa asks as she hands around water after we’re finished another session of Melissa-instructed-yoga on Friday. I think telling us what to do makes her very happy. She has a big smile on her face and a thin sheen of perspiration coating her arms and bare shoulders. She may be annoying at times, but I still haven’t gotten over my admiration for her body. Seeing her Spandex on a daily basis has inspired me to tighten and tone myself. 
 
    I have a blank expression on my face as Melissa turns to me. 
 
    “Tia’s party?” Wendy reminds me. 
 
    I guess I didn’t imagine the conversation. “It’s still…You dress up?” I ask carefully after 
 
    Melissa finishes describing the dress she bought in Florida and how it’s absolutely perfect for tomorrow night.  
 
    “Of course. It’s fun to get ready, sort of like how it was when you used to get ready to go out clubbing.” She gives a little wiggle when she says that, making it clear that she knows no dance moves from the twenty-first century. It’s kind of cute though. 
 
      “So you’re coming.” Wendy says to me. 
 
    “We haven’t really discussed it,” I mutter. Wrong response again. 
 
    “What’s there to discuss? You don’t see Dominic having issues with it, do you? It’s fun! You get to have sex with someone other than your husband and he’s okay with it! Not that Mahak isn’t amazing,” I caught both Wendy and Paige rolling their eyes at that one, so either he is and they hear about too often, or Melissa’s delusional about Mahak’s prowess. “When’s the last time you had sex with someone other than Dominic?” 
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to answer that,” I say quickly. 
 
    Wendy looks impressed. “Before we started this, Jackson was the only man I’d ever been with.” 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    “Well, you know.” Wendy looks discomfited by the question. “Everyone who is involved.” 
 
    “And who is that? How long has this been going on? Is there some ever-changing stable of couples to choose from?” 
 
    Melissa looks boot-faced and neither Wendy nor Paige seems too happy with the question. I’m guessing my tone is a little too hostile for their liking. I tone it down a bit. “Look, I’m just trying to understand what’s going on before Dom and I get involved. We’ve never done anything like this before, remember? We’re the wife-swapping virgins in all this.” 
 
    “It’s been going on for about three years,” Paige supplies. “Molly and Jason used too...” She trails off after a quick glance at Wendy. “We invited the Dumonts but –” 
 
    “They were totally kinky,” Melissa interrupts, sounding almost excited about the fact so I can’t tell if she’s for or against the kinkiness. “They wanted everyone in one big room and she wanted a three-way with Mahak and her hubby. Mahak does not go for boy-on-boy action, let me tell you!” 
 
    “What happened then?” 
 
    “We just didn’t invite them again,” Melissa says matter-of-factly. 
 
    “It got kind of weird,” Wendy admits. “We just kind of avoid them now.” 
 
    “So that’s what would happen with us,” I comment, just as matter-of-factly. “It would just get weird.” 
 
    “Why, are you into kinky stuff?” Melissa demands. By the light in her blue eyes, I’m guessing she is. “Look, Jacey, stop making a federal case out of it. What’s the problem if everyone’s okay with it? Teenagers sleep around all the time – except for me. I never did anything like that. I was a virgin until I met Mahak so I missed out on all that. Why should I have to suffer for my inexperience for the rest of my life?” 
 
    “Not everyone would call being with one man suffering?” I say coldly. 
 
    “Well, I do. Especially now, knowing just how good I am in bed. Why shouldn’t I want to share my enjoyment with other men?” 
 
    “Other men’ being your friends’ husbands?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to pick up just any old guy. There’s diseases and...other stuff. But it’s just sex. They did it all the time in the 70s. And even now! There’s clubs and stuff,” she continues. “I’ve heard that almost everyone in Montreal is into it and Toronto.” 
 
    “Look, Jacey, we know it’s an...unusual...situation for you, but we find the best way is not to make a big deal out of it,” Wendy says. 
 
    “Obviously you think I’m making a big deal out of it.” 
 
    “No, but...We’re like a big family here on the street,” Wendy tries to explain but Paige’s snort interrupts her. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s a family many would admit to being part of,” she says with a smile. 
 
    “I don’t see you complaining,” Melissa begins, but Paige raises her hands in defence. 
 
    “I only meant if this was a family it would be somewhat incestuous, wouldn’t you say? You can just say we’re a really close bunch of friends. And that there's not a lot to do in the ‘burbs so we make our own fun.” 
 
    I have to laugh at that. I remember my mother saying something like that to me when I was a kid. I wonder what she would think of how adults are making their own fun these days? 
 
    “The way I look at it,” Wendy begins, “is why not? We’re strong, passionate women who enjoy sex. I have no problem admitting that.” 
 
    “Not every woman does,” I admit. “Historically speaking, women who openly admitted they enjoyed sexual intercourse were shunned in society. But people are biologically engineered to seek out sexual partners. It’s only societal mores and religion who determined sex should only be for procreation, not pleasure.” 
 
    As soon as the words are out of my mouth, I regret it. Using biological arguments, it’s so easy to justify their little arrangement. But I also regret it because all three are looking at me a little strangely, like everyone does when I start to spout. 
 
    “We’re not looking at procreation,” Wendy says quickly. “Everyone uses condoms. It’s the rule, the only one really. The guys provide them.” 
 
    I make a mental note to tell Dominic. If we end up doing this. 
 
    “No, we’re definitely only into it for the pleasure,” Melissa continues. “But you just said it yourself, it’s society who has told us this is wrong. What gives them the right to dictate who we sleep with?” 
 
    “You took marital vows. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?” 
 
    “Which is why none of us are sneaking around about this. It’s all out in the open and I don’t know about the rest of you, but it doesn’t constitute cheating for Mahak or I. Let’s just look at the physical aspect then. You like sex?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “If you had the opportunity to experience men other than Dominic, without any repercussions, why wouldn’t you? Seriously, what’s your argument against it?” 
 
    “Well, you could say you need an emotional attachment.” 
 
    “We do,” Wendy says simply. “I may be in love with my husband, but I’ve come to love Colin and Mahak as well. It’s more of a friend-love, but I care deeply about them, and that emotional attachment is there.” 
 
    “But it’s not there for me.” 
 
    “No,” she admits. “But it will be, eventually. I know we don’t like calling us a family here, but that’s what it feels like. And we hope you will want to be a part of it. Sex or no sex.” 
 
    “You just have to decide if you can handle sex without love. Do you need an emotional attachment to a man?” Paige asks seriously. “Have you been in love with everyone you’ve slept with?” 
 
    I don’t answer but think of a seventeen year old me scrambling in the backseat of a car with my then boyfriend. And with Dominic. I was in love both those times but there were so many others where love had no part of the coupling. When I was twenty-two and back-packing around Europe, there were a lot of guys who passed through my life, some for a very short time. I didn’t love any of them. I didn’t even like a couple. And even my first time with Dominic wasn’t because I was in love with him. 
 
    “I guess you’re right,’ I say slowly. “There have been lots of times where love wasn’t an issue.” 
 
    “How many is lots?” Paige asks with frank curiosity. 
 
    “Too many to talk about,” I say ruefully. 
 
    “Wow. That’s impressive.” 
 
    “I used to think so but now...I’m just glad I found Dominic. I’m glad I didn’t screw things up too bad.” 
 
    Melissa leans forward. “But seriously, the sex is great. Mahak is an amazing lover. And the others aren’t half-bad either.” 
 
    “I’m sure they’d appreciate hearing that,” Wendy says sarcastically. 
 
    “They’re great too, okay. But Mahak...he has moves you would not believe. His lips – the foreplay...am I right?” She glances at the others, who are nodding reluctantly. 
 
    Paige leans forward. “His tongue,” she says in a low voice. 
 
    “Best ever,” Wendy mouths. 
 
    “And he’s big,” Paige whispers. Then she shows me how big. Despite the creepiness of this conversation, I can’t help being impressed. 
 
    “I feel like you’re pressuring me to have sex with your husband,” I say, half-laughing. 
 
     “Not at all. But I know you’ll thank me later. I’m pressuring you so we can have sex with your husband!” Melissa laughs and even Wendy can’t hide her smile. 
 
    “I thought you said that wasn’t the reason!” 
 
    “It’s not because of him,” Wendy cuts in quickly. “It’s just because he’s a new man. I’m sure our husbands would be saying the same about you.” 
 
    “If they sat around at talked about stuff like this,” Paige adds. 
 
    “Which Mahak says they don’t. But a new man in the neighbourhood – an attractive man...” 
 
    “He is very cute,” Wendy agrees. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re helping,” I tell them. “I feel like a pimp.” 
 
    They laugh at this, like I’m joking, but I’m not. Hearing them talk about Dominic is kind of gross. Like he’s some sort of piece of meat. But then, I kind of feel proud that they are talking about him. Is that weird? 
 
    But then what hits me is the feeling of nostalgia. I don’t know how long it’s been since I’ve sat around with a group of women and talked. They seem to accept me, oddities and all, and even like me. Maybe this is something I want to be a part of. The sex part – well, I’m more concerned with Dominic than myself. I can give all sorts of arguments, but when it comes right down to it, I’ve had sex with men based on physical attractiveness and if I wasn’t married to Dom, I’m sure I would again. I’m a very sexual woman and I’ve never had a problem acting on my urges and desires. 
 
    What’s interesting is that I don’t see these three women as being that sexual. They don’t come across as needitwantitgottahaveit. Except maybe Melissa. All three admitted being virgins until they met their husband, so if it wasn’t for this, he would be the only man they would ever experience. That’s a whole new concept for me. I think they’ve found their sexual side later in life than I did, and they sort of did it together. If this was a group of divorced women sitting around talking about having sex with various men, no one would bat an eyelash. If you take the monogamy of marriage out of it – and I’m sure not everyone would be able to do that – then what’s the problem? Actually this is sort of like monogamy, if you include a few more people in the equation. 
 
    Wendy stays to help Melissa make muffins so I ask Paige her opinion after we leave. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why do we do yoga? Mainly because I want a body like Melissa’s,” Paige laughs. 
 
    “You know what I mean. The parties. I just don’t understand how...or why...or how...?” 
 
    “I get it. I know it seems strange.” 
 
    “Strange is a good start. I was thinking bizarre...weird... Can I call it kinky? Is that bad?” 
 
    “Maybe keep that to yourself. You don’t have to come,” Paige points out. “It was a group decision to invite you, but it’s your decision whether you come or not.” 
 
    I bite my tongue before I make the comment that begging to be made. 
 
    “I felt the same way when they first told me about it,” Paige admits. 
 
    “So why...” 
 
    Paige pulls out a pair of mittens from her pocket. It’s a nice day for January, with the overcast sky suggesting more snow to come and the temperature hovering around the freezing mark. “I’d say let’s go in but they’re probably watching us and if we disappear together they’ll think we’re talking about them. Is Ben okay out here for a minute?” 
 
    “He’s good.” I’m carrying him and the warmth of him in his snowsuit is making me unpleasantly warm. “Are we talking about them?” 
 
    “It was Melissa and Wendy who started this,” Paige begins. “We all moved in almost six years ago, but I wasn’t on mat leave then, so I hadn’t really had time to get to know them, but Melissa and Wendy were both home all day. I guess they used to do a lot together and one night the four of them were together. There was drinking and talking and there...” 
 
    “...was wife swapping? Or should I call it husband swapping?” 
 
    She shrugs. “I’m not surprised at Melissa. She’s,” Paige pauses and looks around to make sure the others are still inside. “She’s really into sex. I’ve had to listen to some of her stories and wow. Wow.” 
 
    “I got that impression,” I agree with a grin. 
 
    “When she’s drinking,” Paige says conspiratorially. “Anything. Anyone. Anywhere.” 
 
    “Mahak’s a lucky man.” 
 
    Paige glances at me with a knowing smile. “Or some may say Melissa’s a lucky girl.” 
 
    My mouth twitches in another grin. “Is he really that good?” 
 
    “Take whatever Melissa tells you about him and double it. And then double it again.” 
 
    Thinking of how big she described him, I give a little shudder. “That might hurt.” 
 
    Paige closes her eyes. “It’s like nothing you’ve ever – or maybe it is? Maybe that’s why you don’t want to share?” 
 
    “I’m perfectly fine with what I have at home,” I smile. “But maybe I should let that rumour circulate for a bit, see what Melissa does about it.” 
 
    “I’d be scared. Or rather, Dominic should be scared!” 
 
    We stop at the walk leading to our front door. “So after that first time,” I prompt. “They obviously thought it was a good idea so they started to recruit?” 
 
    “Pretty much. They met Tia and something was going on with her and Joe and then a few months later, they hooked up with Colin and I.” 
 
    “And you didn’t have a problem with it? Is this just me?” 
 
    “No...I didn’t like the idea at first. But Colin...” For a moment I think that’s all Paige is going to say, but then she continues in a rush. “I had found out he had cheated on me a few years back but I had decided to forgive him. But things weren’t like the way they used to be in the bedroom. I couldn’t – I couldn’t relax enough to enjoy myself. So when Wendy told us about this, Colin thought it might be a good idea for me. He said he loved me and would do anything to make me happy again, so I agreed. It was bad for the first couple of times. I couldn’t – it was bad. But then I stopped equating sex with love and just went with the physical aspects of it and it got better.” She grins suddenly. “Lots better.” 
 
    “And you and Colin?” 
 
    “We’re great now. Whatever was wrong got fixed. Plus, seeing him with other women and knowing he’ll always come back to me, got me to trust him again. It’s strange, but it worked.” 
 
    “Sex with other people fixed your marriage?” I ask sceptically. 
 
    “I told you it was strange.” 
 
    “Yeah. Well, I’m glad for you.” 
 
    “I’ll be honest, though. Sometimes it’s uncomfortable,” Paige admits. “Wendy never says anything and Melissa says too much. Me...I’d rather keep it to myself.” She shrugs again, and then burrows her chin into her coat. “Everyone’s got their reasons. But it’s fun and the sex is good. There’s no harm in it.” 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    “Do you want to come in for a bit?  I don’t really care what they think.” 
 
    “No, but thanks. I’ll go get this little guy fed.” Ben is wide-eyed and bushy-tailed, making his little noises as Paige and I stand in the cold. “Did you say something about Joe and Tia?” 
 
    “They had something, but I could never figure out what. They’re friends, but it’s more than that.” 
 
    “Does Joe come to the parties?” I can feel my heart sink as I ask. I didn’t want to know that, I don’t want to know that, I don’t want to think of him there – with them. I don’t know why it bothers me, but it does. 
 
    “Sometimes. Not always. You’d have to ask him.” 
 
    That’s the last thing I feel like doing. 
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    “What do you want to do about tomorrow night?” I finally ask as Dom and I are getting ready for bed. 
 
    “I have no idea,” he says, sitting on the bed to take his socks off. I’ve wanted to ask him about this for days, but couldn’t seem to bring up the subject. 
 
    “I think it would be better if we were to go and then people started swapping spouses, like the other night with Wendy and Jackson.” 
 
    “I think I might have missed something because I don’t recall swapping anything with anyone.” 
 
    “You know what I mean. It could have easily gone that way. I thought they were going to suggest it.” 
 
    “And what if they had? 
 
    “Please don’t give me a hypothetical question.  I’m having a difficult enough time with this one.”  
 
    “What exactly do they say about it?” Dominic wonders before I can answer. “Wendy and 
 
    Melissa and...” 
 
    “Paige.” 
 
    “See, you must like them if you remember their names,” he teases. 
 
    “There’s not much to say. Oh, sure there was some dirty talk going around, but the bottom line is that all three of them seem perfectly fine to go over to Tia’s and have sex with each other’s husbands. Not much to say.” 
 
    “But did they say why? I mean, what brought this on?” 
 
    “I was trying to figure that out. They seem content. The honeymoon is obviously over for them, but no one seems unhappy. It’s probably boredom. If Wendy and Jackson have been together for that long, then they haven’t had any other experiences. Maybe they regret missing out. Not that a plethora of partners is all that important, “ I finish hurriedly, thinking how my numbers tally to Dominic’s. It’s nowhere close. 
 
    “Do they consider it cheating? Do you? I don’t want to cheat on you, Jace.” 
 
    No, I’m the one who did that. “I don’t think they look at it like that, not if both of them are doing it. It’s not like you’re meeting someone at work and having a secret rendezvous with her. We’re going to a party to have sex. Makes me think I’m back in high school.” 
 
    “I always knew you were a bad girl.” 
 
    “I hope we’re all not in the same room,” I worry. “Melissa says no, but I don’t know if I really believe her.” 
 
    “I doubt it’s like that,” Dom says with a smile. “They don’t seem the type.” 
 
    “But they’re the type to have key parties?” 
 
    “Apparently.” Now he’s laughing and I’m glad. Yes, it’s our marriage and considering sex should always be a serious thing to consider unless you’ve met the bass player of your favourite band after drinking too much tequila, because then it’s a no-brainer, but this is all so surreal. Dominic and I are discussing having sex with our neighbours! Who does that? 
 
    “But it goes back to whether you think we’re in a secure place to consider this,” Dominic says, this time without the laughter. 
 
    “I think we’re good enough,” I sigh. “But it’s your call.” 
 
    “It’s our call,” Dominic corrects, without giving me an answer. 
 
    “Do you think the other night with Wendy was a test?” I wonder, turning back to my appraisal in the mirror. 
 
    “It’s possible,” he concedes. “They don’t want to invite someone to one of these things who are complete prudes and who will go around telling everyone a bunch of perverts hangs out on Honeysuckle Court.” 
 
    “I guess we’re not prudes then, if we passed the pervert test. Does that make us perverts? I don’t think you’re a pervert.” 
 
    “You might be,” he teases. 
 
    “You only wish.” I stare critically at my body. “I can’t get rid of this belly fat!” 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Dominic soothes, coming up behind me with his arms around my waist. One of his hands drops down to the offending belly pooch. “Anyone would think you’re beautiful.” 
 
    I’d have to be deaf not to hear the note of wistfulness in his voice. 
 
    “Do you want to do this?” I ask quietly, staring into the reflection of his eyes in the mirror. 
 
    “Truth.” 
 
    Dominic shrugs and lets me go. “I’m a shit if I say yes and you’ll think I’m lying if I say no. It’s no-win here.” 
 
    My thoughts exactly. 
 
    I don’t know why I’m hesitating – I like sex and I’ve had enough partners not to feel squeamish about having sex with someone I barely know. But maybe that’s the problem. I might have all these encounters – and I’m not getting into numbers – under my belt, but Dom does not. As far as I know, and I think he’s telling the truth, he’s only slept with two other women. One was his high school girlfriend, who he was with for six years, and the other was Ellie. 
 
    I should agree – because both Dominic and I know that this is my decision – so he could have more sexual experiences. Not that he needs any help because our sex has always been extremely satisfying. Doesn’t every man want more notches on his belt? Not that Dom would ever use that term. Is it fair to deny him this chance? 
 
    “Let’s do it,” I hear myself say as if from far away. 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “It’s a once in a lifetime thing. How often are you going to have men offer to swap wives with you for a night?” 
 
    “Well, pretty often from the sounds of what goes on around here. If you want to...” 
 
    “If you do...” 
 
    I can’t believe we’re actually having this conversation. 
 
    “This is what happens when we move out of the city,” I complain. “Look at the people we’re forced to associate with.” 
 
    “I thought you were starting to like them. You had fun the other night.” 
 
    “Maybe a little,” I concede, with a little grumpiness in my voice for good measure. “Will you still love me?” 
 
    “For a very smart girl, that’s a very stupid question.” 
 
    “It has to be asked. Will you?” 
 
    “Will you? Will you still want me?” 
 
    They may be stupid questions but there’s a grain of truth in them. More than a grain, if you want to know the truth. 
 
    “We don’t have to go through with it, you know,” he assures me. “If you get cold feet, just pick me and say I’m so amazing that you can’t get enough of me. Are they going to get upset because you want to make love with your husband?” 
 
    “It’ll just make them want you more,” I smile, but it quickly fades. “Don’t call it making love, okay? Not with them. That’s what I do with you. I’ll have sex with them, that’s it.” 
 
    That’s it. 
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    I don’t know what to expect, but Tia manages to create this whole atmosphere of hedonistic pleasure in her house. Or maybe it’s always like this. Although with three kids, I sincerely hope not. 
 
    We’re ushered into the living room where the lights are low, the music sultry, and the spread of food and wine are amazing. I’m wearing my red wrap dress, the one I haven’t had a chance to wear since before Hanna was born. It shows a lot of leg and an amazing gorge of cleavage. I’m getting off on the unmistakable admiration of the others. As nervous as I might be, I’ve haven’t felt this sexy in a long, long, long time. I’ve forgotten how much fun it is to talk and flirt with a handsome man who isn’t my husband. 
 
    I take the opportunity when we first show up at Tia’s to learn as much about these people as I can. Because really, other than Jackson, it’s going to be like sleeping with a stranger. And while I have done that enough in the past, I think I should at least have a working knowledge of who is who and belongs to whom. Everyone stresses the friendship theme so if we’re doing this, I should get on board. 
 
    It’s not that difficult once I make an effort. Colin is married to Paige and is tall, a bit gangly with thinning hair on top. If he’s not forty, he will be soon. He has very nice eyes – almost an ice blue, with tiny wrinkles at the corners. I’ve always been into eyes, probably because I get a lot of comments on mine. Colin sticks close to Jackson, which is a shame because Jackson’s gregariousness almost eclipses Colin’s more quiet humour. But like I say, I’m into making an effort tonight and manage several conversations with him. 
 
    I don’t really need to make an effort with Melissa’s husband because he seeks me out within the first ten minutes. And once I stare mesmerized into his darkly hooded eyes, I pretty much forget any other husband exists, including mine. But I draw a blank on his name. I’m bad with names, and he’s not helping by distracting me being so good-looking. He’s taller than Dominic and very dark with loose, wavy curls and a close cut beard. I remember seeing him at Melissa’s welcome to the street brunch and in several pictures dotting her house but for the life of me, I can’t remember his name! 
 
    “You seem to be getting along well with Mahak,” Tia asks with a smile as she pours more wine for me. “Melissa’s husband,” she prompts as I stupidly stare at him. 
 
    “Mahak. Melissa’s husband. Of course. I’m sorry but I’m not that good with names.” 
 
    “There is no need for apologies.” He picks up my hand and kisses my fingers. “I will make sure you never forget it.” 
 
    “Oh.” Cheesy maybe, but Mahak works it. I can’t seem to tear myself away from his dark hooded eyes. Listening to him, I hear a mixture of formal English and melodious Arabic. 
 
    “I’m at your service. In every way possible.” 
 
    “You don’t seem like a Mac.” 
 
    “It’s Ma-hak,” he corrects. “Arabic. It means waning of the moon.” 
 
    I purposefully let my eyes drift downward. “And is your moon waning tonight?” Might as well have some fun with this. 
 
    “I sincerely hope you shall find out?” he asks with a huge smile. 
 
    “I’ll let you two become better acquainted,” Tia says with an indulgent smile, moving away. 
 
    “So…Jacey…” Never before has my name sounded quite so sexy. “Welcome. My Melissa has been telling me so much about you.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “She’s very…intrigued by you. Almost enamoured.” 
 
    “Of me? Why?” 
 
    His eyes travel down my body, so slowly it makes me breathless. No man has ever looked at me quite like Mahak does – like he wants to eat me alive and how it promises to be so very good! “You are exquisite,” he finally says, after following the trail of his eyes has left me hot and bothered. “Such a welcome addition to our little group. I very much hope I am the one to get to know you tonight.” 
 
    “Okay,” is the only thing I can think of to say. I empty my glass of wine to relieve the sudden dryness of my mouth. Mahak tops up my glass which gives me a little time to collect myself. I glance around the room. 
 
    “So you’re married to Melissa.” She is on the couch with Dominic, laughing hysterically at everything he says and constantly touching him. She’s touching his chest now, running her skinny fingers over the buttons on his shirt. I turn back to Mahak. “You seem really different.” 
 
    “Our love keeps and our hunger for life keeps us connected.” He has a big wolfish smile on his face, so I’m guessing he’s not totally serious. 
 
    “You sound...how did you end up here?” I wonder. I don’t say ‘with her’ but I’m thinking of it. I can’t stop watching his fingers stroking the stem of his wine glass. 
 
    “We moved from Dubai when I was a teenager to London, and then Toronto. I’ve been here since my early 20s.” 
 
    “I love the accent.” 
 
    “Most women do.” 
 
    Mahak has shaggy dark curls tipped with gray at the temples. I’m guessing he’s in his forties, but he’s very attractive in a tall, dark and handsome way. “Did you ever watch Lost? You look like Sayid.” Of course I can’t remember the actor’s name. 
 
    He puts on a disappointed face. “I rather hoped you might find me more like Sawyer. He seemed the most attractive of the cast.” 
 
    “You watched the show?” 
 
    “Of course, I never missed it. Melissa couldn’t stand it though.” Score one more point for Mahak if he liked my former favourite show! 
 
    “I got Dominic watching it. Sawyer was hot, but there was something about Sayid – those eyes – and how he was always searching for redemption.” I lower my eyes coyly. “Do you need to be redeemed?” It’s been a while since I’ve attempted to flirt, even though my style is more of the cheesy nonsense than sexy innuendos, and I hope Mahak can roll with it. 
 
    And he does. “I’ve done many, many bad things,” he tells me soulfully. 
 
    “You must need to be punished.” 
 
    “Oh, I think so.” 
 
    I hope he’s not serious. Sex will be one thing. I’m not getting into anything kinky here. I smile at him. He’s really very good-looking. 
 
    We make small talk and I think it’s so strange how he is asking about my children when I might be having sex with him soon. He asks if I enjoy being at home with the kids and all I can think of is whether I’ll enjoy being fucked by him. 
 
    The answer is yes, for both. 
 
    Melissa beckons him over. “I’m being summoned,” he apologizes. 
 
    “Do you always do what you’re told?” 
 
    “No. I enjoy breaking the rules. But I expect others to obey.” He looks at me with those dark eyes and something curls deep in my belly. “And I make sure they want to.” He moves off, knowing, I’m sure, the exact effect he had on me. 
 
    “How’s it going?” Wendy whispers, taking Mahak’s place even as I watch him kiss his wife.  
 
    “I think I’m starting to believe what Melissa says about her husband,” I tell her. Mahak talks to Melissa and Dominic but still stares at me from across the room. I can’t take my eyes off him. 
 
    “You’re in for a fun time,” Wendy laughs. 
 
    I’m beginning to believe that too. 
 
    “Let’s begin.” Tia announces a short while later. She stands up, the cut crystal bowl distorting my image of the keys inside so that I can’t make out which ones are Dominic’s. It’s a big bowl for only four sets of keys. 
 
    I wonder what would happen if I picked Dominic’s keys. I could just say I want to have sex with my husband, rather than someone I’ve just met. But I’m here, and there are three attractive men willing and wanting to have sex with me. I have to admit, it’s a huge turn-on. And right now, Jackson and Colin and Mahak are looking at me expectantly, like I’m to make a choice. I can’t choose. How could I possibly choose? 
 
    Mahak smiles at me, his eyes doing the slow wander down my body, even though he’s sitting beside Melissa. There’s really no choice tonight. If the way he’s looking at me is making the slow pulse between my legs begin to beat insistently, then I want to see what it’s like when he touches me. 
 
    “Jacey, tonight you’ll –” 
 
    “I don’t get to pick?”  
 
    “Tia always does,” Paige says in a low voice. 
 
    “Is that fair?” I hiss. 
 
    “No one complains.” 
 
    I stand up, leaving the safety of Dominic’s side. He gives my hand a squeeze but doesn’t say anything. I wonder if he’s as nervous as I am. I wonder if he’s regretting this whole idea. 
 
    I wonder if he’s excited too? 
 
    I do a slow walk to Tia standing in the middle of the room and she smiles appreciatively at me. I’m really doing this. How can I be doing this? And again – why? 
 
    Why not? 
 
    “Ready for this?” 
 
    “As I’ll ever be.” 
 
    There’s a laugh from someone and I glance over. Jackson says something about being a virgin and gets a laugh from Colin. The wine that helped make me feel sexy has also made my head fuzzy. 
 
    Tia deliberately pulls out a set of keys with a smile at Mahak. For some reason she wants me to have sex with him. I’m not about to complain. 
 
    “My lucky night,” Mahak says, coming up to me with hand outstretched. “Shall we?” 
 
    “Wait. I – wait, please. I want to see who...” 
 
    “Of course.” He escorts me as far away from Dominic as possible while staying in the same room. “I love your dress.” 
 
    His accent makes it sound like luuve. 
 
    “You smell good,” I reply. And he does, the musky smell fitting in perfectly with the heightened sexuality in the room. I’m not nervous any longer. If anything, I think I’m looking forward to this. I just want to see who picks Dominic. 
 
    Tia draws out the next selection, having Jackson fill her glass and commenting on the cheese plate Melissa brought, like it’s just a friendly gathering of neighbours. But then Mahak wraps his arms around me from behind, nuzzling his face into my neck. His beard is soft and so are his lips as he begins to kiss the sensitive skin. I can feel his tongue against my ear. 
 
    “I can’t wait to taste all of you,” he breaths. 
 
    My eyes begin to roll back into my head and I miss Tia call Wendy’s name. She pulls out a set of keys. “– and Colin.” With a whoop, Colin rushes up to Wendy and gives her a big hug. 
 
    Now one of Mahak’s hands is traveling down my leg to the hem of my dress. He pushes the fabric aside and trails his fingers along my outer thigh. If anyone – Dominic – looked over they would see half my leg was exposed. 
 
    “I want to rip your dress off. I want to taste every inch of you.” 
 
    “Paige –” 
 
    I can feel Mahak’s hardness against my back. 
 
    Jackson moves towards Paige. They all seem so comfortable with each other, so sure of themselves. Like they’ve done this a hundred times before. 
 
    Who knows, maybe they have? 
 
    Mahak leans down and kisses my cheek. I turn my head and his lips meet mine hungrily. 
 
    With a tiny part of my brain, I realize Dominic’s name has been called. I pull away from Mahak with difficulty to see Melissa shaking the pewter key chain I bought him with a big smile on her fox-like face. 
 
    “Ah,” Mahak murmurs. “Perhaps we should make this a foursome.” 
 
    Before I have a chance to respond, Tia puts her hand over Melissa’s. “Mind if I join you?” she asks huskily. 
 
    The look on Dominic’s face is priceless. 
 
    “I think he’s going to have a good enough time,” I attempt a laugh while pushing down the surge of jealousy. 
 
    “Well, let’s make sure you do, too.” 
 
    A glance around the room tells me it’s beginning to clear out. Paige has disappeared with 
 
    Wendy’s husband and Tia and Melissa are leading a laughing Dominic out of the room. I give him a little wave and he shoots back a grin that is part excited, part desperate. I know this because I’ve been married to him for over five years and maybe I just want him to be a little nervous as well. 
 
    “Shall we?” Mahak leans closer to me and tries to take the wine glass out of my hand. 
 
    “Oh, I think I’m going to need that,” I laugh nervously. 
 
    “You won’t need liquid courage. I’ll take very, very good care of you.” 
 
    “I bet you will,” I murmur, all but drowning in those dark eyes. “How does this work?” 
 
    “Colin will stay in the living room with his lady. He is...quick,” Mahak says dismissively and I fight the urge to giggle. “There is a spare room upstairs and one in the basement where we can retire to. Tia, of course, has her own room.” 
 
    “Ah. Well, then...” I drain my wine glass and put it unsteadily on the table closest to me. “Lead on.” 
 
    And Mahak leads me out of the room. 
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    Mahak takes me to the room in the basement. It’s very Spartan, with only an elaborate wooden armoire and matching nightstand, but it also has a huge bed, much bigger than any spare room I’ve been in. I suddenly have a flash of what Anne Shirley meant when faced with the prospect of sleeping in the Barry’s spare room for the first time. I stand awkwardly inside the door, unsure what to do next. 
 
    My hesitation must show on my face because Mahak stands before me. “It will be all right,” he tells me gently. 
 
    “Oh, I know it will but...I’ve just never done anything like this before.” I try a laugh. “Be gentle with me.”  
 
    Mahak smiles. “That’s what makes it so exciting,” he murmurs. “And I will be gentle – but not too much.” He pushes me up against the door and dips his head to kiss me. I take a deep breath and jump right in. 
 
    If I thought Mahak’s lips were hungry during our brief kiss, then they are ravenous now. He takes my breath away as he kisses me, forcefully, determinedly but without being too rough, all the while running his hands over my body, smoothing the soft fabric against my breasts and between my legs. I try to wrap my arms around his neck – mainly to help me stand – but Mahak won’t let me touch him. With his mouth still against mine, he takes my arms and raises them over my head, grasping my wrists in a strong grip. With his body pressed against mine, I’m unable to move. 
 
    With one hand, Mahak unties the belt of my dress, his fingers moving against my belly as he searches for the hidden button that keeps the dress together. I’m not sure I have the capacity to undress myself right now, and I’m glad he can figure it out. Soon my dress is hanging open and Mahak releases my arms to slide the silk off me. I don’t have time to consider being uncomfortable in just my lace panties and bra before Mahak pulls me to the bed. 
 
    His hands are warm and soft as they roam around my breasts, easily unclipping my bra. I’m unable to do anything but lie on the bed, enjoying myself. I hear words such as luscious, exquisite and delicious. Cheesy, to be sure but when they’re said with this sexy accent and constant contact with hands and lips and fingers, the whole effect is downright exciting. 
 
    Mahak finally leaves my breasts after long moments of attention and moves down my body, still murmuring words that seem to have a lot to do with food. He slowly slides my panties down my legs, inching them off as he caresses my legs with his hands, trailing kisses along my thighs. My breath is ragged as I watch him. Finally he reaches my feet and he rubs one foot, then another. My panties are in his hand and he buries his nose against the lace before he tosses them on the floor. 
 
    And then he crouches between my legs, stroking my calves and my inner thighs, massaging my muscles as he slowly works his way up, spreading my legs open. He stops briefly at the apex, only to palm my pussy with his hand, before sliding a finger inside me. 
 
    “So ready,” he murmurs, moving his finger slowly inside me. “I’m glad I excite you.” 
 
    “You do,” I gasp. 
 
    “Should I continue?” 
 
    “Please! Oh, please!” 
 
    He pushes my legs apart even more, bending my knees and holding the backs of my thighs. 
 
    And then... 
 
    “Oh.” I say in a small voice. 
 
    “Yesss,” Mahak replies with a huge smile. “It is said that my tongue is the best.” 
 
    I don’t know about the best but it’s pretty damn good. Even with only feather-light licks against my clit, it seems he knows exactly what he’s doing. Slow and languorously, Mahak’s tongue begins to travel from my clit to my ass, stopping to explore everywhere in between. After only the third trek, I’m beginning to squirm with pleasure. 
 
    I’ve found most men have some sort of a system giving oral sex. Lots of licking, occasional sucking, fingers inside – I like it all. But Mahak’s genius is his unpredictability. I have no idea what he’s going to. He spends countless minutes focused on just my clit, licking me with just the right amount of pressure so I’m crying out and expecting my orgasm to come crashing over me, but then he stops and begins to explore me with his fingers, pausing frequently to suck on my clit, sending exquisite shivers through my legs and forcing me to grab the back of his head so he could take more of me into his mouth. 
 
    When he starts licking my clit again, the pleasure is almost unbearable. I’m crying out, unable to stop myself from thrusting myself against him. His fingers are inside me – two maybe three – moving slowly but insistently, finally picking up speed as I can feel my orgasm approach. I can feel it build inside me like none I have ever felt before. My entire body is so tense, I can feel the contractions in my core and then suddenly I explode with a cry so loud I’m sure the rest of the house can’t help but hear. It goes on and on and Mahak is right there with me, continuing to lick and suck and finger fuck me like he doesn’t have a care in the world. I writhe on the bed, coming again and again, unable to stop, not wanting to stop until Mahak lifts up his head. I’m so spent his smug smile doesn’t even bother me. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” 
 
    “It was okay,” I pant, still trying to catch my breath. Did I really scream? That was the most intense, extreme experience involving a tongue, real or battery operated, that I’ve ever had. But I’m not going to tell Mahak that, although from the way he’s smiling at me, I think he can tell. 
 
    “I’ll see if I can impress you now,” he says smoothly, moving up the bed and taking me in his arms. He kisses me and I can taste myself. His hands find my breasts. Suddenly, without warning, he rolls me over, pulling up my hips so that my ass is in the air. 
 
    “Wait,” I tell him, not sure how I can stop him. “You need…” 
 
    I hear the rip of a condom wrapper. A moment later he’s inside me, pushing in without warning or any attempt to be gentle. 
 
    When Mahak went down on me, he was slow and deliberate, his every movement designed to give me pleasure. Now he starts to fuck me relentlessly, almost brutally, taking what he wants and how he wants it. After my first gasp of surprise at the sudden change, I’m into it. Mahak is huge and if I wasn’t so excited, I’m sure he might have had some difficulty entering me, but as he thrusts deep, pulling out so only the tip is inside me, I start to moan, pushing my hips back against him. His hands grasp my hips tightly as he increases his speed. 
 
    “You like this?” he demands, his voice sounding even deeper. “Do you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasp. What else am I supposed to say? He can tell just how much I like it. 
 
    “I’ve wanted to fuck you like this since the moment I saw you.” His words are punctuated by low, animal groans. I can feel his fingers digging into me. “Do you like me fucking you like this?” 
 
    “Yes!” It comes out louder than I expected, but I can’t help it. “It’s good, so good.” 
 
    “You like it hard.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Beg for it. Beg me to fuck you.” 
 
    It feels so good and I’m having difficulty speaking, so I don’t answer for a moment. But Mahak clearly expects a response and he stops. “Do you want it?” 
 
    “Yes!” I shriek with frustration. I had been almost ready to come and then to have him stop…“Please! Don’t stop – please, fuck me hard, so hard!” 
 
    I can picture his smile as he continues to pound me, snaking a hand around to rub my clit until I explode around him with a loud cry. He joins me with an animal-like roar. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I moan, collapsing on the bed as he pulls out. 
 
    “I thought you’d like that,” he says. 
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    For more of Jacey and Dominic and those sexy swingers 
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    Dear Reader 
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoyed Making Friends, the first in my Husbands and Wives series. I had the best time writing this series since I used my own neighbours and friends as inspiration! But don’t worry about keeping that a secret – they know our get-togethers are a little different. 
 
    Our get-togethers are on Friday nights. 
 
      
 
    Anna 
 
    xo 
 
      
 
    ps. And don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter!  
 
    

  

 
   
    Want more?  
 
    Join my mailing list!  
 
      
 
    If you liked Making Friends, then I can’t wait until you try some of my other books! 
 
      
 
    The best way to get to know me and my books is to sign up for my mailing list. I’ll kept you up-to-date with new releases, sales and fun events; for me and other authors. Maybe you’ll find your next favourite author.  
 
    Maybe it will be me! 
 
      
 
    Sign up now and get a free book! 
 
    PEEK-A-BOO! 
 
      
 
    [image: Peek a boo (2).jpg]Three sexy stories from the author of Touch and Husbands and Wives

Checking on an overnight guest brings new excitement to Hettie and Jay’s marriage in A New Friend.
Lexa takes flirting with the construction workers to the next level in The Work Crew.
And in The Wet One, co-written by Anna Ellis and Holly Kerr, Liam has no idea he’s Aubrey’s office crush - or does he? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sign-up and get to know me! 
 
    Here. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    About the Author 
 
      
 
    Anna Ellis likes to writes about happily married couples having sex with other happily married couples. There’s no werewolves or vampires, shapeshifters or tentacles involved - just good, old-fashioned sex. And maybe a little tying up. Or a spanking or two. 
 
      
 
    In the Husbands and Wives series, follow new neighbours Jacey and Dominic as they learn to navigate the slippery sidewalks of suburban swinger lifestyle. Being a good neighbour has never been so much fun!  
 
      
 
    Her series, One, returns to the swinger lifestyle with three married couples looking to spice up their marriages. One Summer, One Week, and One Night, all coming soon!  
 
      
 
    Her Office Plays series takes you to the workplace to meet the most excitable group of office employees you would ever want to work with. They give coffee breaks a new meaning. 
 
      
 
    The series Touch is an unconventional love story about a woman who falls in love with a man...and his wife. All nine books are available now, Touch, Caress, and Embrace. Each has three separate points of view from Kenna, Iliya, and Del.  
 
      
 
    Adults Only follows Morena and Lorde, who run a B&B especially for swingers. The four book series includes characters from other series—Jacey and Dominic from Husbands and Wives, Callie, from Office Plays, and Iliya from Touch. While you don’t need to read the other series first, it would improve your pleasure!  
 
      
 
    And her latest series, Fantasies Book Club, brings back a few favourites as a book club reads dirty stories that seem to mirror their own lives.  
 
      
 
    Anna also writes women’s fiction/chick lit under the name Holly Kerr. If you’re looking for something a little less steamy (but still hot!) check out her books.www.hollykerr.ca 
 
      
 
    Visit Anna at www.annaellis.ca or Facebook  
 
    Or visit Holly at www.hollykerr.ca/ 
 
    They’d love to hear from you!! 
 
    Happy Reading! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    And now for a quick sneak peek of  
 
    One Summer 
 
     
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Jasmine 
 
      
 
    He always begins with the boobs. 
 
    My husband is a breast man, always has been, always will be. And thankfully I still have a great pair, even after three kids. Or so he keeps telling me. 
 
    I don’t need his admiration, even though it’s still nice. I can look in a mirror and check for myself. 
 
    Why don’t we ever try and watch ourselves in the mirror when we have sex? What would it look like, his great, giant cock sliding in and out, like a big dump truck driving in to a construction site and then backing out. But faster.  
 
    In and out. In and out. 
 
    In… 
 
    A sigh escapes when he pushes inside me, bypassing the area between my legs entirely. It’s like it’s a foreign land to him now and you know how men are about asking for directions. He used to give me everything I could ever want down there, spending hours—maybe not hours, but definitely long minutes—bringing me to orgasm.  
 
    I’m not sure what happened.  
 
    I love Basil, and our marriage is strong. We make a good team, especially now since we’re outnumbered by the kids. I still think he’s great looking—no sign of hair loss and his body is amazing from all the running he does. I love him, and more importantly, I still like him, which is something not all of my friends can say about their husbands.  
 
    I’m lucky to have him, so I shouldn’t complain about our sex life being less than mind-blowing.  
 
    It’s actually kind of…dull. 
 
    As Basil enjoys himself on top of me, I look up at the ceiling to see if the cobweb I noticed last week is still there. If I stand on the bed I can get it with the Swifter. 
 
    I need to stop letting a cobweb on the ceiling distract me because this is good. Basil is good. He has moves, even though they’re a little predictable.  
 
    I prepare for the flip; for him to switch positions so he can have more boob play. I prefer to be on top, because I can always come that way.  
 
    Isn’t that a line in a song – She only comes when she’s on top. 
 
    I think it is.  
 
    I need to stop thinking and enjoy my husband.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Find out more about Jasmine and Basil in  
 
    One Summer 
 
    The first of the ONE series 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations and incidents are products of the author’s imagination.  Any resemblance to actual persons is entirely coincidental.   
 
    Intended for readers age 18+ because of sexual situations. 
 
      
 
    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 
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