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About This Book

WTF!?!

Doesn’t ‘Lifestyle’ mean a fashion show or something?

What happened to Glen? When Abby married him he was a hot Alpha male who knew what he wanted—and for years, all he ever wanted was her. Now, he hasn’t touched her in months, and they squabble more than talk. What’s wrong with him? Is he bored? Is he having an affair? His best buddy Barry did; and trashed his marriage. Is the same thing going to happen to them?

After all these years, can there ever be something like romance again? Hot sex again?

Yeah. Right. Sure.

Something’s got to change. This marriage is heading for the rocks and needs a major course correction. Living in Ohio, they’ve never been to the ocean. As a last ditch effort, Glen books a romantic vacation cruise online—just the two of them, no kids. It’s a ‘Couples’ Cruise’! How perfect is that?

Glen’s not so good with computers. He can barely use his cell phone. Out on the ocean, Mr. and Mrs. Middle America learn this ‘Couple’s Cruise’ is more than just dancing under the stars.

A LOT more. As the port disappears over the horizon, they learn the real meanings of ‘Lifestyle’.  Oh my God! It’s a SWINGERS’ CRUISE! People are naked by the pool, slut dancing and HAVING PUBLIC SEX! Oh my God, wife swapping! This cruise ship is some kind of floating sex party!

Glen can’t figure out the difference between wife sharing and wife swapping. Why the heck do they call it swinging when everyone’s on their back? Abby’s mind is more on death than definitions.  She’s ready to kill him. 

This was supposed to be their second chance at romance, not some kind of porn movie at sea! If he thinks for one second that she’s going to get roped into some kind of ménage with these people, he’s living in fantasy land.

Glen thinks ménage is something on the menu.

In this hedonistic backdrop, they have to decide just what lines they’re willing to cross. If any.

A sexy, funny, contemporary romance novel about everyday people thrown into the deep end.
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Mia Moore’s Readers Group!


Before We Begin…

Thank you for your readership, we’ll get right to the story!

Before we do, please consider joining my Readers Club. I’d love to be able to stay in touch with people who have read my work. It won’t be spammy; I’ll be sending you notifications on my newest releases and special promotions.

Aaaand…

Join my readers club and I’ll get you two free books!
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So just click this link and let’s get you your books!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,
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Now on to the cruise!


Chapter 1

Abby grasped the door to the men’s locker room. Just as her fingers found the handle and her arm yanked it; she glanced over her shoulder to see if the naked guy was still standing there.

He was. She saw stars.

Because her damn feet hadn’t stopped moving when her arm started pulling, she bashed herself in the skull with the door. Not enough to damage anything other than her ego thank you, but enough to make naked guy snort in laughter.

Nevermind.

She got the hell out of the WRONG DARNED LOCKER ROOM and back into the hallway, and stopped dead in her tracks.

Her best friend Claire was standing there.

Claire saw the whole thing. Damn. Abby hung her head.

“Going for a tour?” asked Claire with a smirk.

Abby’s cheeks became warm. With head down, she grabbed Claire’s arm and tugged her into the ladies locker room. She wasn’t even going to change. They’d just grab their coats and get the hell out of there before naked guy got his clothes on.

All toned up and glistening naked guy…

Claire jerked her arm out of Abby’s grasp. “What’s with you tonight? You’ve been on another planet or something.” She started to giggle.

“Why didn’t you stop me?”

“I called to you when I saw you going into the wrong entrance, but I guess you didn’t hear. I thought you’d realize right away you were in the wrong room… but it took a while.” She bobbed her eyebrows. “See anything good?”

Abby had opened her locker- the right damn locker in the right damn locker room and was putting on her coat. “Yeah, George was in there. Naked.”

“Oh my God! The George Clooney clone guy? He was in there?”

She nodded.

“Naked?”

She shot her best friend a glance. “Yeah, dripping wet, too.”

“RRROOWWWLL” 

She tossed Claire her own coat. They shared lockers at the gym when they came. “Yeah, rowl is right. Let’s get out of here before I see him again, okay?”

Tugging her coat on, Claire asked, “So?”

“So what?” She knew what was coming.

“So how was he? Is he as hot naked as he is working out? Was he dripping in sweat? I love sweaty muscled guys.” She leered. The woman actually leered. “Aaaand…” Here it comes. “How was his package?”

She grabbed their purses and took Claire’s arm. “I’ll tell you later. Let’s go!”

As they left the locker room Abby shot a look over at the entrance to the men’s side. For heaven’s sake! Of all the times to go left when she should have gone right! Instead she went left, and went right the heck into the men’s changing area! Jeez! And she didn’t even clue in right away! The rank smell of ‘man sweat’ should have tipped her off. It wasn’t until she was where her locker should be, that she realized she wasn’t in the right place.

And then that guy came around the corner. George Clooney’s double or something. He was wearing that same knowing, smirk of Clooney’s too.

And nothing else.

She had shrieked ‘Eek!’ (She actually SAID ‘Eek’) and scurried out.  Just as she got to the damn door, she checked over her shoulder to see if that guy was still watching, and wound up knocking herself in the head.

A perfectly crappy end to a perfectly crappy day. She kept her head down and stalked out of Good Life Fitness to her car, practically dragging Claire. If there was one day that she needed her fix, it was today.

Ten minutes later the two women sat across from each other in the ice cream shop, Claire with her double scoop of chocolate mocha and Abby with the cookies ‘n cream sundae.

“Well?” asked Claire. She had that look in her eyes again.

“Well what?” She kept her eyes on her sundae.

“Tell me about ‘George’ Abby! Give me the details! Especially the dirty ones!”

“Nothing really dirty to talk about, Claire.” She glanced up. “He’d just come out of the shower after all…”

“I know!” Her eyes widened. “That’s what I’m talking about!” She leaned into the table and hissed “Is he hairy all over? I love hairy men! Does he have a six pack? Aaaand…. Below the six pack… how big was he?”

What the hell was with Claire tonight? Abby shifted uncomfortably. This sort of talk always made her uneasy. “Yeah, he was pretty hairy and muscular. The package? I’d have to say no big whoop.” There, now maybe she’d drop it.

“I’m not sure which would be better, this ice cream or kidnapping George and having my way with him. Maybe I could have both. Smear this on him and lick it off.”

She looked at her friend. Claire had a bee in her bonnet tonight. Sure, she was carrying an extra pound or two but her five foot two body was curvy and her pixie face was pretty. With the spread of freckles across her nose and the azure blue eyes, she shouldn’t have any problems meeting men. She’s only forty-two, and unlike Abby, had no stretch marks.

“You’d get a hair caught in your throat. Too hairy for my taste.” She took a bite of ice-cream, savoring the chocolate cookie bits amid the sweet vanilla

“Easy for you to say. You’re getting it on a regular basis. Do you know how long it’s been for me? Months.” Claire rolled her eyes.

“What? You’re the gay divorcee, not me.”

“We’re not divorced.”

“Okay, separated, you know what I meant. And you make it sound like Glen and I are having sex all the time. Believe me, it’s not like that. Not even close.” Claire and Barry had been split for six months, prior to that the four of them had been best friends. Now, Barry hung out only with Glen, and Abby and Claire spent time together. Some sort of half baked joint custody, but neither Abby nor Glen wanted the friendships to end.

She had to get the topic off her own lousy sex life. “So the on-line dating’s not going so well, huh?” She watched Claire finish chewing. Uh oh. Claire rolled her eyes and swallowed quickly, seemingly anxious to blurt something out.

“That ass hole has a profile on the site too. Can you believe that?” Claire’s lips were a straight line and her eyes, half closed, sparked.

Here we go. It was awkward sometimes listening to her bash Barry when she and Glen were still friends with him. 

“He lied about his age and used a picture of himself that was taken five years ago. He calls himself ‘The Wolf’! The loser.  I was so tempted to post something nasty, like his dick is only two inches and he’s fast in bed like a jack rabbit. But I figured I’d get kicked off the site or something.” Her lips pulled to the side, before she licked the melting ice cream. “As for me, nothing much. A couple of geeky looking guys and the usual dirty remark from some pig.”

It was such a shame to watch Claire and Barry go through this. They were both miserable. But for thirteen years, it’d been good. A stupid fling with some bimbo he worked with and Claire couldn’t get past it.

But if Glen did that, could she? Their sex life wasn’t anything to brag about. It had gone from once or twice a week, to now they’d be lucky once or twice a month! Oh no… was Glen getting it somewhere else? No, not him. She pushed the thought away.

Claire waved the air with her spoon. “Yeah, isn’t this something else? I’m unofficially single, and you’re married… and neither of us is getting enough.

Abby’s cheeks grew warm again. Rats, Claire had picked up on her comment. “Well… uh…”

“Have you ever considered having an affair? Sometimes I wonder if that was the reason Barry screwed around on me…that it was too routine, too boring.” Claire looked directly into her eyes. “You could, y’know. You’re still hot with the blonde hair and long legs.” Claire finished the ice cream and put her elbows on the table.

Abby’s heart skipped a beat in her chest as she swallowed. Even though Claire was her best friend, there were things that couldn’t be shared, much as she’d like. How could she tell Claire that she’d begun looking at men she met every day with new eyes? And… they were returning her looks.  After what Claire had been through with Barry’s cheating, she’d never understand.

“I would never do that. I’d rather work at spicing up the pot on my own stove than ordering take-out, if you know what I mean.” She pushed the dish to the side. “Are you ready to go? It’s still a work night, but thank God, tomorrow’s Friday.” Abby eased off the chair and slipped her winter coat on.

***

“I’ll just say good night here Abby. I see the asshole’s car parked up ahead. Say hi to Glen for me.” Claire was hunched over the steering wheel peering at Barry’s car.

“Thanks for the ride. Lunch tomorrow?” She opened the car door and stepped out, bending at the waist, holding the door open, and smiling at Claire.

“You bet. See ya.”

She closed the door and watched the tail lights fade down the street. Her gaze flitted by Barry’s car. Such a shame.

Inside the colonial style two story house, she could hear the murmur of the TV in the living room where Glen and Barry were--their regular spot.

She slipped off her shoes and wandered in. The TV set was on but the two men were sitting close together at the desk in the corner, peering at the computer monitor. What the hell? They were die hard basketball fans. What could possibly be more interesting than THAT, on the computer?

“Hello?” She cocked her head to the side, eyes widening when both men jumped and stared at her. It was like she was their mother or something and they’d been caught raiding the cookie jar. There was a line of empty beer bottles on the table. Her eyebrows knitted together and she shook her head.

“Hi Abby! I was just showing Glen my blogsite, not that he’d know what that was.” Barry was smiling at her, while his hand lurched for the mouse and clicked. And Glen’s smile was weird… kind of forced, as he stood up.

Whatever. She sighed and turned to go, calling over her shoulder, “Is Peter home?”

“He’s in the rec-room with a friend, watching a movie.”

She’d say goodnight to Peter, and head upstairs for a shower. Her feet were silent on the carpeted stairs walking down to the basement.

On the sofa, Peter’s bare butt gleamed fish belly white in the dim light from the television. Under him, just barely visible at the edge of the couch was a bare thigh leading down to painted pink toe nails. Both of them were huffing and puffing.

What the—!

“Peter!”

Her son jerked back as if hit with a stun gun but kept his back to her, covering his front and the girl. With saucer eyes Abby watched the fruit of her womb scramble to pull his pants over the ass that she’d once wiped clean from diapers.

She turned and raced up the stairs past the living room and up the second set of stairs to her bedroom, shutting it quickly and leaning her back against it.

Her heart thundered in her chest, the image of her son and the girl hissed like a branding iron in her brain. She’d suspected that he was having sex but had pushed the thought aside, hoping that Glen had talked to him about it.

For Christ’s sake couldn’t he have been more discreet? What happened to making out in cars? Did he have to do it in the rec-room? Kids today are so spoiled.

I wonder if they finished before they left?

She emitted a chuckle. She and Glen had done it in cars and even rented a motel room once before they got married. If her parents had ever caught her, like she just did with Peter, they’d have had a stroke. And who would blame them!

Glen was going to have to talk to the boy. They couldn’t have him doing that in…in almost a public place, where anyone could walk in. But then what? He’d probably take the girl to his bedroom. Not in my house!

She exhaled loudly and walked into the en-suite bathroom to turn the shower on. Breakfast in the morning was going to be awkward to say the least. Would Peter apologize? Oh, I just can’t think of this anymore. Deal with it tomorrow.

She pulled her T shirt over her head and then the snug sports bra.

As her hands pushed the lycra pants down over her hips she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, reminded of Claire’s words earlier this evening. Yeah, for a woman in her forties, she still looked pretty good. Her breasts were full and not drooping, yet. A few stretch marks on her slightly rounded tummy. She rolled her eyes. The reason the stretch marks were there was now screwing some chicklet in the rec-room!

He was getting more sex than his parents!

“And that’s totally not fair!” she said, stepping into the shower. The heck with all this.


Chapter 2

“That was a close one. You and your computer porn. If Abby’d seen that, she’d of thought we were two perverts.” Glen leaned closer to his buddy, speaking in a hushed tone.

His peripheral vision caught a glimpse of Abby flying up the stairs. You’d think she’d had ENOUGH exercise for one day without RUNNING up a flight of stairs. But the exercise showed, her ass looked great in those stretch pants. As good as any of the porn stars she’d almost caught him and Barry checking out.

“I clicked the mouse as soon as I saw her. The only thing she’d have seen was my dating profile. You worry too much.”

“So, how’s that workin’ out for you? Got any hot babes lined up?” Glen sat back in his chair. How could Barry ever do any better than Claire? She was as hot as Abby for Christ’s sake.

“Not bad. I’ve got a hot one lined up for Saturday night. It’s the first meet--almost like a job interview. But they don’t call me ‘The Wolf’ for nothing.’” Barry’s eyebrows wiggled up and down making him look more like Groucho Marx than some stud. He’d better start watching his weight soon too. Since the break-up, he’d put on twenty pounds at least.

And, he’d become obsessed with sex. But this last comment was too much. “The Wolf, huh? Who calls you that?”

“It’s my profile name on the dating site, man,” He clicked the mouse and Barry’s profile popped on the screen.

Glen squinted at the webpage. Barry’s photo grinned at him under a heading ‘The Wolf Is On The Prowl’. “Wait a minute, Barry. I took that picture!”

“Yeah, I know.”

“And Claire was in it!”

“Ahhh… I cropped her out.”

“I took that shot at Peter’s graduation!”

“So?”

“From grade school! Almost five years ago!”  Wait a minute. “Isn’t that illegal? False advertising or something?”

“Nah. When I meet ‘em, I’ll make sure it’s in a dark bar or something.”

“Oh, you haven’t met anyone yet then, huh?”

“Well… I came close a couple times…”

At the footsteps in the hall behind, Glen turned.  Peter and his little girlfriend…Jennifer or Jackie? It was hard to keep track of them.

“Where you goin’ Petey?”

Peter was scurrying along the hallway, dragging Jennifer or Jackie behind him.

“Just taking Josee home. Be back in half an hour. Have you talked to Mom?” Peter’s voice drifted in from the front entrance.

“No, why? Drive careful, there’s some snow out there y’know. There could be black ice.”

“Sure Pop, I’ll be careful.” Peter didn’t look back and closed the door softly, behind him. Glen checked the time; it wasn’t all that late, but it was a school night.  Maybe what’s her name had a curfew or something. Good job, Petey.

Barry had shut down his profile on the computer. “Look, I gotta’ go. I’ll give you all the dirty details of my date when we get together for the Bulls game next week.” Barry lumbered to his feet and stretched his arms over his head, cracking his wrists as he did so.

It was one of his more annoying habits and he’d told him so countless times. He probably keeps doing it to bug me. Wonder how Claire had liked it? He picked the empty bottles up to take them to the kitchen and followed Barry to the front door.

Barry reached in the closet and picked a black leather jacket off the hanger.

“That new?” He watched Barry slide his arms into the sleeves and suck his gut in to do the zipper up. In this weather, a jacket like that wouldn’t keep you warm.

“Yeah. New look, new me—The Wolf—hot.” He grinned and slipped his feet into his boots.

“Hot my ass, you’re going to freeze in that jacket.” Glen rolled his eyes and looked at the ceiling. “You okay to drive, man?”

“I can hold my liquor… or beer for that matter.”

“Okay, suit yourself. See ya next week.”

Barry opened the door and stepped outside. He held two fingers to his forehead in a mock salute and walked down the walkway.

Glen closed the door and trundled off to the kitchen to return the empties to the beer case. Maybe he’d have just one more to help him sleep. The hell with it. He grabbed a second bottle.

He flopped down into the over-stuffed leather chair and sighed. He didn’t know how much more he could take from that little prick at work. The damn Weasel. Working that job for eighteen years and the highest he’d gotten was foreman. There wasn’t anything he didn’t know about construction and they’d hired the little prick as Project Manager. Of course the Weasel was the owner’s nephew, but still.

He took a long pull on the beer and swallowed hard. The little fucker didn’t know shit from shinola, making them use a TIG welder when simple arc would have done the job. And when he pointed it out, the little prick was so condescending. 

His stomach sunk to the level of the floor remembering the ‘we’ll be in touch’ answer when he’d applied for a job with a few other companies. At least the one had been up front and told him that he was too old and didn’t have the goddamn computer skills they needed. No. Construction these days was a young man’s job. A technology trained young man.

There was no way he’d let Abby know. She was having a tough enough time at her own job these days with all the rumors of outsourcing going through her office. He inhaled loudly and felt his stomach go even lower than the floor, right into the rec-room. She was waiting for him upstairs, always feeling a bit sexy after her work out. That was another reason he was sitting here drinking, alone. Maybe she’d be asleep when he got there.

It wasn’t her. Hell, she was sexy as anything, still trim with all the right curves. She turned heads when she walked into a room, always made him proud that she was with him. No, it was him, the job, the doubt that he’d be able to keep it. The Weasel had been grinding him hard the last few months. As much as he didn’t want to admit it, the signs were all there his days were numbered.

He jumped when the front door opened with Peter getting home.


Chapter 3

Oh crap he’s still up! He’s probably talked to Mom and is waiting for me. The shit’s going to hit the fan.

Peter hung up his coat, slipped his boots off with the stealth of a Ninja. Now to just get past the living room without the old man seeing.

“Peter? Is that you?”

Crap-o-licious. “Yeah Dad. You were right about the roads. I drove really slow. Thanks for the advice.” It doesn’t hurt to suck up to him a bit, especially now.

“That’s good. I’m glad you showed some common sense. You should head to bed now, school night and all.” Dad had turned in his chair and was watching him. He didn’t look mad but he didn’t look all that happy either.

“I’m going right now Dad. See ya in the morning.” Okay he’d passed one hurdle.

He gulped; now for the bigger one, getting past Mom’s bedroom. Why couldn’t it have been Dad who caught him, if he had to get caught? And by MOM? How would he face her in the morning?

His heart thumped in his chest as he tiptoed up the stairs, holding his breath. There it was. Her bedroom door. Please, for the love of God and all that’s holy, let me get past it without her knowing. Like a cat, a horny, alley cat, he inched by THE DOOR.

He breathed out slowly. Made it. He slipped into his bedroom, closing the door softly like it was a stick of dynamite about to blow up in his face. His Sanctuary. He ambled to his bed and lay down on his stomach, pulling the pillow over his head.

What could he say when he sees her at breakfast? ‘Oh, sorry Mom for screwing my girl in the rec-room, won’t happen again.’

He sat bolt upright. Damned right it won’t happen again!  Wait. Was that his thought or his mother’s voice that just screamed in his head?

And what about Dad? When she tells him he’s going to freak. He knows I’m having sex after the condom lecture, but he’ll be pissed because Mom saw it. 

It’d been pretty hot though. Pretending to watch the movie while we kissed and I felt her up. She’s got a nice rack and the hard little nipples that she liked me to pinch. He knew he had her when she started rubbing him through the jeans. And then she takes it out and…Oh God it was nice!

Then Mom walks in! And Josee? Christ, she couldn’t get out of here fast enough, which was waaay okay with him. She’s nice and all that but he’d never be able to have sex with her again without thinking of MOM!

Maybe I’m psychologically scarred now from that. Maybe I’ll never be able to have sex again without thinking of MOM. How sick is that! Thanks Mom! 


Chapter 4

Glen was up and finishing his second cup of coffee when Peter trudged into the kitchen. What the hell? Maybe the kid was up early to study for a test or something.

“Mornin’ Peter. What’s up?” He looked at his son. The kid was like HE had been at seventeen, tall, lean and with a mop of dark hair most girls had been jealous of. Even with a face puffy from sleep, eyes half closed, not quite focusing yet, the kid was good looking.

Peter glanced over his shoulder, bent at the waist and before resuming his reconnaissance of the contents of the fridge. “Not much. Got to get to school early today, see one of the teachers before class.”

“Any problems?” Glen set his coffee down and turned in his chair to face the boy. Peter was a solid B student and if he applied himself, could be an A. Maybe the encouragement he and Abby had given him to apply to college, and make something of himself, was starting to sink in.

“No. I just want to talk to Mr. Skyler about something in science class.” Peter plucked the orange juice from the fridge and poured a glass. He watched his father over the rim of the glass, emptying it in a few gulps.

“That’s good son. Y’know, this semester counts for a lot if you’re going to apply to colleges. I wish I’d have gone.” Glen frowned and his stomach tightened thinking of the day ahead. There was no way he wanted Peter to have to put up with the shit he’d have to eat from that Weasel Carl, today.

“Good morning.” Abby appeared in the kitchen and gave him his usual peck on the cheek before grabbing the coffee pot and pouring a cup. Peter set the glass on the counter top and started to leave the room.

“Hey! Where you off to so quick? You have to eat something. Have a muffin or piece of toast. You can’t learn if you don’t feed the brain. OJ isn’t enough for a growing boy.”

Peter stopped and glanced at his mother even though she still faced away from them.

“I’ll get something at school. Promise.” Peter’s eyes were wide when he looked at his father and took a step to leave the room.

“Peter, your father’s right. Sit down.” Abby had turned and her eyes were narrow when she looked at their son.

She sounds like she’s in a bad mood or something, but why take it out on Petey? He’s finally trying to apply himself at school and get some good grades. It was probably some sort of women’s issue making her cranky. Frankly, today was not the day for it.

Glen watched Peter turn and walk back to the table, staring at the floor. Frig. The poor kid.

Abby was opening the box of muffins and getting a plate from the cupboard. Well, it was a good idea for the boy to eat but Abby didn’t have to be so pissy to him.

She slammed the plate on the table in front of Peter hard enough that the bran muffin rolled off.

“Eat your muffin.” She stood next to Peter, her arms crossed and eyes flashing.

What the hell’s up with her? He looked from Peter to Abby.

“I gotta get to school.” Peter jumped up, knocking the chair over. As he picked it up, he muttered, “This is such horseshit.” In two steps he was out of the room.

“What did you say? Get back here!” Glen rose to his feet and was about to follow his son but Abby’s hand on his arm held him back.

“Let him go. But you’re going to have to talk to him tonight. Do you know what he and his girlfriend were doing when I went to the rec-room last night? Having sex! You know, it wouldn’t have killed you to check on them, let them know that you were around!” She had inched close to his face.

“But no! You were too busy looking at internet porn with Barry. You haven’t touched me in weeks yet you sit and watch porn while your son is downstairs getting laid! How crazy is that!” She turned abruptly and strode back to the counter once more banging cutlery and cups as she poured another coffee.

Damn it. The morning had started out promising with Petey so concerned about his schoolwork.

“I don’t know shit about computers as you know. That was Barry’s thing. As for Peter…well, I’ll talk to him. It’s not right that he has sex right under our noses. Especially yours.” He had to get out of there. Seeing the look on her face, knowing he was dodging the elephant in the room, he picked up his lunch box and left.

He was slipping his heavy work coat over his shoulders when Peter appeared and stopped dead in his tracks at the top of the stairs. Not wanting to alert Abby and resume THAT conversation, he crooked his finger and beckoned for his son to come closer. He watched Peter roll his eyes and trudge down the stairs.

Peter was almost as tall as he was, standing in front of him, looking sideways and down as if the hardwood floor was suddenly fascinating.

“When I get home tonight, you BE here. We’re going to talk.” His voice was almost a whisper. “Get your coat on; I’ll give you a lift to school.”


Chapter 5

Abby had just signed in to her computer, when the head honcho’s assistant showed up at her desk. She looked up, about to say good morning, but was immediately cut off.

“There’s a staff meeting in fifteen minutes in the boardroom.” There was a trace of haughtiness in the red haired woman’s voice.

“What’s up?” But her question was too late. The woman’s heels were already clacking down the corridor making the rounds to alert the staff.

Just what she didn’t need, another meeting. It was probably some stupid pep talk to increase production, when the workload was already killing her staff. And of course, the hot shots were wasting working time to tell them to work harder.

Being a middle manager was tough. She was pitching in to help clear the backlog while at the same time supervising and reporting on workflow to HER boss. God, please help me get the promotion I applied for. It’d be almost the same crap, but they’d pay ten thousand more for doing it.

She had just enough time to check her email and phone messages before joining the throng of people crowding into the boardroom.

At the far end of the room, the stick figured vice-president was chatting with some guy. She hadn’t seen him around before because she would have remembered; he was pretty good looking. The VP looked like she was flirting with him, which was ridiculous considering she could be his emaciated mother.

When the room was full, Mary Bono stood up and gave her imperial tight lipped smile, a silent command for everyone to shut up.

“We have filled the position of General Manager of Client Services and I’d like to introduce Ted Hogan to you.”

Mary’s bony claw extended outward and the handsome man rose to his feet.

Abby’s heart fell in her chest. That was the job she’d applied for and they gave it to an OUTSIDER! She had ten years with this company, knew the work inside and out and was well liked by staff. That job should have been hers. And they didn’t even have the common courtesy to let her KNOW before this was announced?

Abby’s smile was a mask on her face when she looked at Ted Hogan, Mary’s voice a dull background monotone. He probably had some kind of ‘in’ with upper management – forget the bullshit about his qualifications. She’d probably have to train him and then work under him. She was glad that she hadn’t told anyone she was applying for the position. It would have been doubly embarrassing.

She almost jumped when the room broke out in applause. The meeting was over and so were her hopes of ever getting any higher in the company.

She turned, about to file out with the other drones when Mary called her name and asked her to stay. Yup. Here it comes.

“Ted, I’d like you to meet Abby Henkel. Abby’s been with the company for a number of years and will train you on our systems and products.” Mary’s steel gray eyes were fixed on Abby’s face, her thin lipped smile, a gash in her face.

“Hi Abby. Pleased to meet you. I’m sure I’ll enjoy working with you.” Ted’s handshake was warm and firm, lasting just a micro-second too long. He wore a wide smile, brilliant with perfect, glimmering teeth and his eyes were almost a greenish blue. Was he staring at her chest? His face was almost boyish which made sense since he was at least ten years younger than her. He was only about three or four inches taller than her. He filled out his suit well too—no paunch on this guy.

“Pleased to meet you, Ted. Welcome aboard.” Abby could play the phony corporate game as well, smiling with a pleasant warm tone while inside her muscles quivered in resentment. Maybe she should talk to his crotch, see how he liked it.

“I’ll leave you in Abby’s capable hands, but I’d like to take you to lunch, Ted. Get to know you better.” Mary placed her hand on Ted’s forearm, gave it a quick squeeze and then left.

Thanks Mary, but I’m having lunch with a friend. No wait, silly me, she didn’t include me in the lunch invitation. How damn rude. I wish I had the guts to call her on it.

“Okay Ted, let’s start with a tour of the department.”

***

Claire was already seated in the busy restaurant where they met on Fridays and as usual there was a martini in front of her.

Abby shed her coat and draped it over an empty chair before taking a seat across from her.

“Here’s to Friday afternoon – the best part of the week.” Claire raised her glass and took a sip.

The waitress appeared and Abby gave her order, a club sandwich with a gin and tonic. She looked at Claire whose eyebrows were high above wide eyes. 

“It was a shitty morning and I need a drink.”

Claire spluttered. “Did you just say ‘shitty’?”

“You’re darn right!”

“You never curse!”

“Yes, well…  Remember I told you I applied for a promotion? Well they hired an outsider and never had the guts to tell me first. I have to train him and to make things worse whenever he talks, I’m pretty sure he’s looking at my chest.” God, it was good to finally be able to vent.

Claire set her glass down on the table and leaned closer. “Those stupid assholes. And a tit-talker to boot. Abby I’m SO sorry.” She placed her hand over Abby’s.

Maybe venting wasn’t such a good idea. Her throat constricted and her eyes were hot, welling with tears at Claire’s simple act of sympathy. Her chin quivered and she could only nod in answer.

When the waitress placed the drink in front of her, she drained half of it and set it down. She inhaled deeply. “Well I spent the morning doing an orientation with him. He’s actually not a bad guy. But it still sucks.” Her mouth pulled to the side as she looked into Claire’s eyes.

“I’ve got an idea. Why don’t you seduce him and then have him fired for sexual harassment.” Claire tilted her head and snapped her fingers in front of her. “Presto, the job’s yours.”

“No. With my luck I’d be the one fired. He’s pretty good looking actually, if you can past the boob eyeballing.” She smiled. Thank God for Claire’s craziness. “You should have seen the stick woman drooling over him. She took him to lunch, probably wishing it was a nooner.”

“That’d be too good to be true. He cracks her bony ass and kills her – then everyone advances one rung up the ladder.” From the evil glint in her eye, Claire was getting a kick out of this mental picture having met Mary on a couple of occasions.  

“And to top it off, when I got home last night, Peter was boffing some girl in the rec room. I walked in and saw everything.” Abby sat back and closed her mouth while the waitress put their lunches in front of them.

“No shit. Are you serious? Where was Glen when all this was happening?” Claire leaned forward, her mouth open.

“Watching internet porn with your ex, what else? There was a bit of a scene this morning at breakfast. I swear after the shitty day I’m having, I’m tempted to run away to the circus. Or at the very least go shopping.” She frowned before taking a bite of her sandwich. From the corner of her eye she saw the waitress walking by and signaled to her, pointing a finger at her drink.

“Another? I’d fall asleep at my desk if I had two drinks at lunch. But then again, you’re taller than me and can probably hold it better. Besides you deserve it.”

“You got that right.” Abby finished the first drink and handed the glass to the waitress who appeared with another full gin and tonic. “Honestly with the crap at work, Glen ignoring me in the bedroom and now Peter having sex in the rec-room, I’ve had it up to here.” Her hand flew to just above her eyebrows.

“You know what you need—that you should go shopping for?” Claire leaned close and whispered. “A rabbit vibrator.”

“Why would a rabbit need a vibrator?” The image of a rabbit masturbating popped into her head and she chuckled.

“No smartass. Just go to a sex store and ask for one. They’ll know. I had one even before the divorce. The Wolf, as he’s calling himself on-line, is not the sexual performer that he thinks he is. Trust me, it’s better than anti-depressants.” She sat back with a satisfied grin on her face.

Abby took a deep drink of the gin and watched her friend. Maybe Claire was right. If Glen wasn’t into sex anymore, she’d better equip herself for the drought. And the thought of visiting a sex shop caused a tingle between her legs, or was it the gin? If it was the gin, she was going to have another one, maybe call the office and tell them she was suddenly sick. That would serve them right.


Chapter 6

Glen flipped up the face shield of his helmet and looked at his watch. Four twenty. Just forty minutes more of this and he was free for the weekend.

He’d been rehearsing what he was going to say to Peter all day and he had it down pat. Really, the issue wasn’t that the boy was having sex. It was the fact that it was downright disrespectful to be doing it in the rec-room.

How to Christ had Abby known that they were looking at porn? It was that horn ball Barry’s fault. ‘The Wolf’. Jeeze, if that kind of explicit sex was on the internet it was no wonder that Peter was having sex. But then again, he and Abby had been about that age when they started.

The orgy scenes had been pretty hot with the girl on girl shots. And the people in the video were everyday Joes, not porn stars. It was strange but that made it hotter. But what kind of everyday Joe has a bunch of naked people in his living room, making out in every position, with whoever? Certainly no one he knew.

He jumped when the cell phone in his pocket vibrated. He fished it out beneath the layers of clothing and looked at the screen. Private number. Sighing, he answered. It was probably some telemarketer or something.

He listened to the voice on the phone, his eyes widening as his heart sprung up to his throat. He interrupted the caller. “Is she all right?”

His fingers clutched the phone, holding on for dear life. Abby, in a car accident? Oh sweet mother of God.

“I’ll be right there.” He clicked off the phone and tore the helmet from his head, striding outside. A hand on his shoulder from the Weasel Carl was flicked off angrily.

“Hey Henkel. Where you going? It isn’t five yet.” The voice was like a mosquito buzzing around his ear.

“My wife’s had a car accident. I’m goin’ to the hospital.” Say one word, Weasel, one fucking word. He couldn’t get across the lot to his truck fast enough. The hospital had been kind of vague but the fact that Abby hadn’t called herself said enough. He jumped into the pickup and started it up, and peeled away.

The light at the intersection ahead turned orange and he punched the gas to run it. A car screeched to his right. That was close. He had to get a grip on himself. Maybe she was just getting stitches or a cast on and couldn’t call. Cuts and broken bones he could deal with. Please God, let it be just that. But the way his heart was racing, blood pounding a drum in his ears, his gut was telling him otherwise.

He thought of the way he’d walked out this morning, not even giving her a kiss good bye. He’d been so caught up in his own problems that her feelings hadn’t mattered. His chest constricted.

“C’MON, C’MON.” He had to slow down when a car pulled out from a side street onto the road in front of him.

He rode the sedan’s ass and laid on the horn. “C’MON!” At a break in oncoming traffic, he jerked the wheel to the left passing the car, leaving a rooster tail of brown slush.

Almost there. Three more lights to go. What about Peter? He’d call him when everything was alright. Because everything was going to be all right, dammit. His fingers thrummed on the leather steering wheel as he hunched over it, willing the truck to go faster.

Finally, he pulled into a parking spot a block from the hospital. He flung the door open and slammed it shut, his feet already beating a fast jog up the street to the Emergency Room. He rushed to the reception desk.

“My wife’s in here. Abby Henkel. How’s she doing? Can I see her?” The words gushed from his gasping mouth at the triage nurse, perched like a white dove on her chair.

“One moment.” She turned to her computer screen and clicked the mouse a few times while he watched, wide eyed.

“Oh.” She leaned closer to the screen, her eyes squinting.

“Oh? What the hell does that mean? Where is she?” He pounded the counter in front of her.

“She’s in the intensive care unit. I’ll page the doctor and he’ll meet you at the nurse’s station on that floor. Go down this hall.” She stood up and pointed to his left.” And take the elevator to the second floor. You’ll see the nurse’s station when you get off.”

Intensive Care? Oh no… He spun on his heels and raced down the hall to the elevator, hitting the up button a few times with the side of his fist. “C’mon.” He hissed through clenched teeth.

When the elevator dinged and opened to let him in, he pounded the button for the second floor, glad that no one else was there.

The door opened and he raced to the high counter where a nurse and doctor were talking.

“My wife, Abby Henkel, How is she?”

“Mr. Henkel.” The doctor stepped close to him. He stared like a maniac at the green garbed young man. This guy was just a kid! How could he be treating Abby? “Your wife has suffered a subdural hematoma. She’s unconscious right now. It was lucky that she was intubated and brought in immediately after the car accident. The sooner she receives care after a TBI the greater are her chances of full recovery.”

Only a few of the doctor’s words were registering. “Is she going to be all right? Can I see her?”

The doctor chewed on his lip for a second. “Well…”

“Hey! That’s my wife! Where is she?” Glen looked around the hallway.

The doctor put a hand on his arm. “Hey.. sure you can. But…”

“But what?” Glen felt his face go white.

“Mr. Henkel, she’s unconscious right now.”

“What do you mean? She’s asleep?”

The doctor held Glen’s eyes and shook his head slightly. “Not asleep.”

What the hell is this idiot trying to say? She’s not asleep but not awake? What the hell does that? His eyes bulged. “A coma?”

The doctor nodded. “We’re going to do an MRI on her to determine the amount of damage the blow to her head caused. You may see her for a few minutes before we take her to Imaging.” He started to walk down the corridor.

Glen followed on the young man’s heels like a puppy, looking left and right at the curtained areas where patients were stretched out, surrounded by machines and tubes.

The doctor pulled the curtain back and Glen’s eyes became warm and blurry. Oh my God. The woman in a head bandage with bruised eyes and a cut across her nose and lips couldn’t be Abby. He rushed to her side and grasped her hand, staring down at her face. Oh Abby, Abby, Abby. How could this happen to you? A tear from his eye spilled onto her bare arm. Did her eyes just flutter?

He stroked her hand.

“Abby, Abby…” What the hell was a subdural hematoma? She’d had a bad bump to the head. She’d wake up. Sure, she’d be out cold for awhile. Look at all those football and hockey players. They always came out of it. My Abby’s tough. His chin quivered.

“You’ll be okay Abby. You just need to rest and then you’ll wake up.” His words were a whisper as the tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Mr. Henkel? We have to take your wife to Imaging now.”

At the soft voice behind him, he brushed the tears and snot on his sleeve and turned away.

The nurse was beside him now, already wheeling the intravenous pole along the bed that was being pulled out of the curtained area by an orderly.

“Abby! You’re strong girl. You’ll be all right.” He called as he walked behind the bed.

The nurse turned to him, kindness in her dark eyes. “We should be back in an hour. There’s a waiting room to the left of the elevator. I’ll come and get you when she’s back.”

He nodded and kept walking only stopping when the door to the elevator opened and Abby was wheeled inside. His hand rose to cover half his face and he turned to go to the waiting room. My God! Anything! I’ll do anything if you let her be okay.

He continued walking to the door marked ‘Waiting Room’. He was like zombie from one of those movies. He pushed open the door to the waiting room. God, I’ll do anything. Just let her be okay. But hey, it’s been a long time since I’ve been to church. Please…please give me a sign that she’s going to be all right, okay? Please? He jumped at the sound of the crash. A vase with yellow silk flowers had fallen to the floor. 

Wait. His breath caught in his throat and he looked at the ceiling.


Chapter 7

Peter had been hanging around the house for an hour waiting for his parents to get home. Where were they? Mom would usually be starting dinner around this time. Although really, the fact that they weren’t home was kind of a relief. It was going to be awkward seeing his mother and the old man was probably going to go ape shit. Not a word from him in the truck this morning of what the talk was about. But he didn’t need a crystal ball for that one.

Other than the shitty morning it‘d been a good day. Josee had avoided him but her BFF, Sonia, had kind of come on to him. He wasn’t sure what that was about but Sonia was pretty hot. Maybe not as hot as Josee, but still good.

The phone in the kitchen rang and he grabbed it.

“Hello?”

“Hi Peter. Your Mom was in a car accident. I’m at the hospital.” Dad’s voice sounded shaky.

“Is she all right?” His eyes stared at nothing while every muscle in his frame tightened.

“She’s had a head injury and she’s still unconscious. There’re doing tests on her right now.” There was a pause on the line before he heard his father inhale and continue. “They’ll know in a little while how much damage there is.”

“What hospital? I’m coming.”

“St. Joseph’s. See you soon, son.”

There was a click and then nothing. Unconscious? Like a coma? Oh my God. This couldn’t be happening. A picture of her slamming the plate down in front of him that morning popped into his head. Maybe this was his fault. She’d been upset and distracted and got into a car accident.

He ordered a cab and raced to get his coat and boots on. God, if you’re really up there, help her. It’d been a long time since he’d had anything to say to God.  And maybe he was only talking to himself but if there is a God, please help her.

His arm caught in the sleeve of his coat and he twisted around and knocked the vase of silk flowers Mom had kept by the door all winter. It shattered on the floor, yellow flowers scattering across the floor.

Shit, shit, shit! He gathered up the mess and tossed it into the kitchen trash can and ran back to the front door to wait for the cab.

His throat tightened. In his mind’s eye, Mom was helping him with his homework, making his favorite dinner and the way she looked at him…with love and pride. Mom HAD to be all right. He balled up his fist and brushed the tears from his eyes, taking a deep breath.

Thank God! A taxi was pulling up at the curb in front of his house. He raced out the door and down the walkway and got into the back of the cab like his ass was on fire.

“St. Joseph’s hospital.”

The cab driver turned slightly in his seat to look at him. “You okay, kid?”

“It’s my Mom. She had a car accident and is in bad shape. Hurry.”

“You got it.” The driver pulled out into the street, pushing the speed limit as he drove.

And what about Dad? He’s probably a mess. He’d sounded like he was crying on the phone. He’d have to be strong for HIM too.

What if it really was his fault she had the accident? Dad knew about the thing with Josee. Would he blame him? Oh God, please let her be okay.

Doctors know a lot. They’ll be able to help her. They’ll know soon. He crossed his fingers. Please God let her be awake when I get there.

The scenery along the streets was a blur. His breath hitched in his throat when he saw the large brick hospital building in front of the car.

The cab driver pulled up to the curb. “That’ll be ten bucks. Good luck, kid.”

Peter scooped a ten from his wallet and thrust it into the older man’s hand. “Thanks.” He turned, opened the door and ran to the hospital entrance.

When he walked through the door, he saw his father waiting for him. Oh God. He walked to him and was folded in strong arms, his own hands clinging to the fabric of his father’s flannel shirt. They clung to each other for a minute before he pulled away.

“How is she? Is she awake? Can I see her?” He rubbed the tears from his eyes as he spoke.

“She wasn’t when I left. C’mon. Let’s go see.” His father’s arm raised and landed across his shoulders, gripping him close to his side as they walked down the hall to the elevator. When they got off the elevator, a nurse approached.

“Mr. Henkel, your wife is back in her room now.” The deep brown eyes of the Hispanic woman flitted from Peter to his Dad.

“Is she okay?” Peter spoke before his father had a chance to.

“She’s still unconscious at the moment. The doctor will probably see you in fifteen minutes or so to give you the results of the test.”

“Can we see her?” His father asked.

“Only one visitor at a time in the ICU I’m afraid.” Her mouth pulled to the side and her eyes were sad.

“You go Peter. I’ll wait. I was in earlier.” His father squeezed his shoulder.

He followed behind the nurse, half afraid of what he was going to see when he got to his mother’s area. She pulled the curtain back and he eased in behind her. Oh my God. If the nurse hadn’t taken him there, he wouldn’t have recognized her. He stepped forward and stood at the side of the bed looking down into her face. Mom, wake up….. Please?

When the nurse left he put his hand on his mother’s, willing his strength and life force into her body. “Oh Mom, I’m so sorry. Please wake up.” His lips moved, whispering as tears and snot leaked from his face.

And the lines of tubes that were connected to her, the machine behind beeping. It was so incredible that this could be Mom. He wanted his real mother back, even the one who’d stood next to him that morning, pissed as all get out. Please God. I promise I’ll be a better son. Help her.

A guy in his twenties, wearing a green cap and shirt poked his head through the curtain. “I’m going to talk to your father. Would you like to be with him?”

“Yeah.” He leaned over and kissed his mother’s forehead and turned to follow the doctor. He didn’t look old enough to be a teacher let alone Mom’s doctor!

It had been just a glimpse of the guy’s face and hard to tell if he was happy or sad. What kind of news would he have? His stomach tightened and was rolling up to his throat. He breathed deeply, preparing himself for the worst.

When they entered the waiting room, Dad shot to his feet.

“Mr. Henkel.” The doctor paused while Peter moved to stand next to his father. “The MRI showed bruising but very little bleeding, which is good. But it doesn’t give us accurate information on the extent of the damage. As it was in the pre-frontal lobe, her speech and memory may be affected when she wakes up.  The next seventy hours will determine the speed of recovery or rehab she’ll require.”

“So what if she doesn’t wake up in seventy hours?”

The doctor crossed his arms. “Then it gets complicated.”

“Complicated? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

The doctor took a deep breath.

This is NOT going to be good!

“Generally if a patient wakes within the seventy-two hour window following a head trauma, the damage is slight. The longer a patient is in a coma state, the greater the damage and the longer the rehab period. I’m afraid all we can do at this point is monitor her and wait.”

From the corner of his eye he noticed his father’s shoulders slump and his gaze fall to the floor.

“You’re free to stay with her one at a time as long as you wish. Even when a person is in a comatose state there’s some evidence that the words or touch of a loved one, registers in some part of the brain. On some level, she’ll know that you’re there.” The doctor spoke softly, gazing at each of them.

“Thanks Doc. I think I’ll go in and see her now for awhile.” His father looked at the doctor, a wan smile on his lips.

When the doctor left, Dad turned and placed his hand on his shoulder. “I’m going to spend the night here. If you want to stay and see her again before you go home—“

“I’m not going home! We’ll both stay. We can take turns sitting with her.” There was no way he was leaving here.

Dad hesitated, and nodded slowly. “Okay. I’m going in and sit with her for an hour. Here’s twenty bucks. Go get us something to eat in the cafeteria.” Dad smiled at him and pressed his arm.

“Okay, Dad.” He turned to leave, stopped and turned back.

“Daddy?” He couldn’t hold it anymore. He started blubbering just like a little kid. “She going to be okay?”

He was crushed in his father’s arms, and buried his head in the old man’s chest. He was crying for real now. Pop’s hand was brushing back his hair as his shoulders heaved.

“Petey… Petey… I don’t know”


Chapter 8

A trolley bumping outside the door of the waiting room startled Glen awake. He shook his head and yawned. He checked the time. Three-thirty in the afternoon, twenty four hours now, give or take. Forty-eight to go. Peter was still in with Abby and she hadn’t woken up yet.

He sighed as he fished the cell phone from his pocket and hit a button dialing his home phone. Two messages. One from Claire— oh shit he should call her to let her know— and the other from the police officer who’d called him about the accident. Abby’s car had been towed to Doug’s Towing and her purse and other personal items were bagged and in the office there.

He better call Claire. This was going to be hard.

“Hello?”

“Claire. It’s Glen. Abby was in a car accident yesterday and is in the hospital.” He breathed deeply holding the phone.

“What! How is she? What hospital?”

“She’s in a coma. St. Joseph’s.” This time he held the phone a few inches from his ear anticipating her answer.

“A COMA! I’m on my way!”

His eyebrows rose when he looked at the cell phone. She hadn’t even said good bye. He wouldn’t be surprised if the elevator door opened and there she was.

He yawned once more and closed his eyes, spreading his feet out on the floor in front of him. God, his eyes were burning. He’d just close them for a minute.

A hand on his shoulder shook him awake. He looked up. “Hi Claire.” 

“I’m so sorry Glen. Is there anything new on her condition?” She tucked herself into the chair next to him.

“Nothing. Peter’s still…No, there he is.” He smiled seeing his son.

Claire jumped to her feet and put her arms around the boy. She was almost a second mother to him, especially since she and Barry never had any kids of their own.

“You two look exhausted. I’ll go sit with Abby while you go home and get some rest.” Her arm was around Peter’s waist and she looked at Glen.

“No, one of us had better stay. Dad, why don’t you go? Have a shower at least.”

He couldn’t have been prouder of Peter than at that moment, trying to be strong and considerate when he was every bit as worried. “Oh…I don’t know.”

“Nonsense. Peter’s right. Come back in a few hours. We’ll be here with Abby and if anything changes we’ll call.” Claire stepped towards him pulling at his arm. She wasn’t taking no for an answer.

“Okay, okay. I’ll be back in a couple of hours. I must stink wearing these clothes for two days. You’re sure you’re going to be okay?” His body was heavy as he rose to stand. A shower and a nap was a good idea.

“Yes. Go.” Peter and Claire spoke in unison.

“Alright. See you later.” He squeezed Peter’s shoulder before he disappeared through the door.

Driving home, he saw the sign “Doug’s Towing.” Well, it wouldn’t hurt to stop in and see the damage for himself. He pulled into the lot and parked the truck, bending lower to peer at the office window. Yup. There was a light on.

An elderly man in a ball cap stared at him through thick, bi-focal glasses when he went inside. He wore a heavy plaid coat and from the white stubble on his face, it looked like he could use a shower as well.

“Can I help you?” The old man’s jaws worked like he’d forgotten his teeth on the bedside table.

“Yeah. My wife’s car, a dark blue Chrysler sedan 2008 was brought here yesterday. The police told me you have the contents… and I’d like to see the car.” He gave his name and showed ID.

The old man slowly rose to his feet and peered under the counter. He pulled out a black plastic garbage bag labeled with ‘Henkel Chrysler’. Bent forward, he rounded the counter and thrust the bag at Glen.

“Go down that row about half way. It’s on the right.” Nicotine stained fingers pointed the direction to the car.

“Thanks.”

Glen started walking down the row, trying to avoid patches of ice. He looked at all the mangled vehicles, searching for a dark blue one. There it is. The front end and driver’s side were crushed and pushed in. No wonder Abby was so banged up. Even though the air bag had deployed, the way the driver’s door had folded, she was lucky to be alive.

Just seeing it brought hot tears to his eyes once more. Thank you God, for sparing her. Now, please just fix her! He couldn’t bear to see anymore. He turned and walked back to his truck. For sure, the insurance company would write it off.

Poor Abby. The police had told him that her car had been hit by a truck and spun around. The front had banged into another parked car. How fast was she going…and the truck?

When he opened the front door of his home, everything seemed too quiet, unnatural somehow.

Because it was empty.

He slipped his coat and boots off and started towards the stairs before remembering the garbage bag. Abby’s things. He lifted it and continued up the stairs and into his bedroom. He set the bag on the bed and started to remove his clothes.

God. He stank. The stink of worry and weariness.

He reached for the garbage bag, lifting it easily. It seemed pretty full yet it was light. He untied the knot and turned the bag upside down, watching an array of brightly colored bags fall out, along with her owner’s car manual, insurance, ownership and some tubes of lipstick. He looked at the bags, one was pink, one red and a third one was black. She must have gone shopping after work. He bent over and picked one up.

The hot pink one was first. He reached in and pulled out a long article wrapped in white tissue. Some kind of flashlight?  He pulled the tissue off the box and his eyes, his whole face, burst open in surprise.

A vibrator? He turned the box in his hands, staring at the contents through the clear plastic window. He had never seen anything like it. What kind of brand name is ‘Rabbit’ anyway? And what was that doo-hickey sticking out the side of it? He turned the box over and read the description on the back.

And blushed.

Abby? You bought THIS THING? What the hell was this all about?

He dropped the box and grabbed the red bag. Again the tissue. He tore it away to find a black lacy bra, garter belt and stockings. He stared at them. Stockings? Abby wore pantyhose, not stockings. He laid them out on the bed silently and picked up the last bag with a sense of dread. The last bag was black…

Inside, was a red corset and more stockings. These ones had a pattern on them. He laid them on the bed and stared at the collection.

What the hell was going on here? Sex toys and stripper wear? This was like what the women in the videos he and Barry watched.

Barry.

Barry’d had an affair and Claire threw him under the bus!

Was Abby having an affair? Oh no! His jaw clenched. Who the hell did she buy all this sexy stuff for then? Some guy she worked with?

He’d kill him.

Her words of the morning before echoed. ‘You haven’t touched me in weeks!’ She wasn’t getting enough sex at home so she’d gone looking for it somewhere else.

The reason he hadn’t been interested was because of work! And whose fault was that! The dirty shit,

Weasel Carl. He’d kill him too!

Maybe all those nights she went to work out at the gym with Claire, she’d really been with HIM! Whoever HIM was.

And what about her! She wasn’t even awake for him to give her shit.

He stomped into the en-suite bathroom and turned the shower on, full and HOT! His sweet little Abby playing around behind his back! And she had the nerve to come down on him for looking at porn with Barry! The hypocrite!

At least he wasn’t fucking around on HER. And it wasn’t like there hadn’t been offers. No plenty of women had given him the eye! There was Tina at the diner. She’d made it clear that there were a lot of other things she’d like to serve him!

He wiped the mist from floor length mirror with a towel and looked at himself, sucking his tummy in and squaring his shoulders. For a forty-five year old guy he was pretty damned good looking. There were rounded muscles on his shoulders, arms and pecs. Okay the abdomen wasn’t a six pack— because of all the six packs he’d put in it, but still… A few gray hairs at his temple, but that made him look distinguished. He was a good looking man, kinda’ like Robert De Niro.

His pant size had only gone up two sizes since he was a teenager. Still the slim hips, rock hard ass cheeks and muscular legs. And that piece of meat between his legs was no wiener by hell! No, it was on the Polish sausage shelf. So why would Abby run around on him and not appreciate what she had at home?

He turned and pulled the shower curtain back. Because she wasn’t getting any at home…

His head hung and he stood silently for a moment. THAT was the truth. Having a good body wasn’t enough. He should have showed her some loving. She didn’t know that he was still turned on by her. She didn’t know that he was having problems at work and making love was the last thing he had energy for.

She didn’t know.

Tears ran down his swarthy skin, off the firm jaw line to join the water flowing down the drain. What was happening to his life? Was everything going down the drain?

He stepped into the shower wincing at the heat of the water but standing there to take it. It was what he deserved. What kind of man was he?

He’d fucked up his life by not staying in school and now his marriage was failing.

How could she do this to him? After all the years? Their son…

All the strength of his legs trickled down the drain. He fell to his knees, bent at the waist, arms hugging his body, rocking back and forth. The cascading water almost drowned out his moans and crying.

This was the worst moment of his life. Did she even love him anymore? Had she been planning to run off with this guy? It was really over, his marriage? He rubbed his fists into his eyes.


Chapter 9

Oh God. A jackhammer was pounding in her head. Her eyes were swollen and refused to part wider than a slit. What was that beeping sound? Oh God, everything hurt. And the fucking migraine. That sure as hell wasn’t a God damned dream. 

She tried swallowing but her mouth was dry and something was on her upper lip. Her hand rose to her mouth, wincing at the soreness in her arm. There was sort of hard tube against her nostrils. What was happening?

This time, by sheer force of will, one eye opened. There were tiny holes in the ceiling. This wasn’t her bedroom. She didn’t have a cardboard tiled ceiling. Her gaze shifted to the right. There was a curtain, netted near the top. The other eye popped open and she looked to the left. Glen was sitting in a chair next to her, his head tilted to the side, snoring softly. What was wrong with him? Shit, everything hurt!

A pretty woman’s face peered down and murmured something. Abby placed her hand on the bed to back away from her. Now the woman’s hand was pressing her shoulder. And Glen’s hand was on her other shoulder. What was going on?

“Gghhhhh….” Was that her voice?

“Abby! Oh my God, Abby!” Glen’s eyes were filling up with tears. What the hell was going on?

“Ggghhh….” She cleared her throat. Fuck, her mouth tasted like a toilet! “Glen? What—“ Her voice came out like some fucking croak! “Whazz goin’ onnn?”

“You’re okay Abby. You had a car accident and you’re in the hospital. Thank God, you’re awake.” His face was leaking. Jesus! Glen was crying? What the hell is going on?

“Whooo had a acksiden’” What the hell is wrong with her throat?

“Baby… you did.”

A car accident? How could that be? Claire had dropped her off at the house just a few minutes ago! What car? What was he talking about? This made no sense; but oh shit she hurt. How bad was she hurt? She wiggled her toes and felt the cotton fabric brush over them. She wasn’t paralyzed. She could see and hear but the pain in her head and face was agonizing.

“Mrs. Henkel you’ve been unconscious for two days. You sustained a blow to the head. I’m going to get the doctor now and let him know you’re awake.” The nurse had a nice smile, dazzling, white teeth.

“Abby we were so worried about you. Peter and I’ve been here since they brought you in.” His eyes opened wide. “Peter! Look, I’ll be right back.” He ran out of the room.

She watched him leave the curtained area. Oh my God. She’d been asleep for two days? What the hell did she and Claire drink? No! They had ice cream! What the hell is going on? She shifted on the bed, jerking when the pain became an arrow in her muscle. She managed to raise herself enough to see the IV bottle and the tube taped to the top of her hand. Another tube emerged from the bed near her thigh. Oh my God. Two days?

The curtain parted and Peter’s face appeared. He was grinning ear to ear and brushing his hand over his eyes as he rushed to her bed.

“Mommy! Mom!” He grabbed her hand tightly. “You’re awake! You made the test!” He was crying too. What the hell is wrong with everyone?

“Test?”

“Yeah. The doctor said that if you woke up within seventy-two hours you’d be fine. You did it in forty-eight! You’re going to be all right, Mom.” Why the hell was he crying then? She tried to raise her hand to comfort the boy, but her arm was too heavy.

Her eyes flitted to the curtain which had parted once more. A young man in green hospital garb was coming in to see her, also wearing a smile.

“Mrs. Henkel. I’m Dr. Surabi. I’m glad to see you awake. I’d like to do some tests with you to determine if there’s damage to your sensory motor skill or cognitive abilities.” He looked at Peter. “I’m sorry. Can you come back in half an hour?”

Peter gave her hand another squeeze and turned to leave.

***

Thank you God, if you’re there and you helped her. The floor, people and curtains creating the hallway were a blurred vision as Peter’s feet almost flew from the ward. She was going to be all right and she’d be home soon.

He pushed the door open and jogged to the waiting room where his father sat. The old man jumped to his feet when the door burst open. He was wearing the same grin as his. His father’s strong arms were around him holding him tight as they swayed together for a moment. When his father released him, they looked into each other’s eyes.

“She’s going to be all right. I’d better go back and see—“His father started to say.

“You can’t Dad. The doctor’s doing some tests on her right now. He said to wait a half hour.” He took a couple of steps and flopped down in a chair. “Dad.”

He watched his father turn and take a seat next to him. God, the old man was starting to look old. He’d never noticed the gray hair at his temples before.

“What?” His father’s eyes were still dancing.

“I’m sorry Dad. I’m sorry about the whole rec-room thing with Josee. I swear it’ll never happen again.”

“What? You’ll never have sex again?” His eyes sparkled. “I don’t think that’s such a good idea.”

Peter looked to the side and grinned. “Not in the rec room. That’s what I meant.” He paused for a moment and looked at the floor. “Dad, I wonder if Mom was thinking of that when she had the car accident. Maybe she got distracted from her driving, y’know.”

His father’s hand pressed down on his shoulder and he turned to face him. “Don’t think that. We don’t know how it happened. Sometimes just freak, stupid shit, just…happens. Maybe when she gets her memory back, we’ll find out.”

His heart rose up to his throat. “She doesn’t remember the accident?” How many other things would she have forgot? Could it be that he’d dodged a bullet. Christ, that’d be too good to be true.    

“No. And if she forgets about the rec-room thing, I’m not going to remind her. Just don’t do it again, k?” This time his father’s face held a warning. “How ‘bout you call Claire and give her the news. I’m going to get a coffee. Want anything?”

***

Glen pushed the elevator button and stood waiting. Thank Christ, she’d be all right. But what about this affair and the sexy clothes? He’d have to talk to her sooner or later about that--but not until she was better. She’d probably be laid up for a few weeks at home anyway. She wouldn’t be sneaking off to see some guy with those shiners.

The elevator arrived and he got on. She didn’t know it yet but her days of playing around were over. It’d be hard but they’d get past it. Almost losing her had proved one thing to him. He loved and needed her. As for her ‘needs’…well he’d take Viagra if he had to. He’d show her how much she meant to him.

The elevator deposited him on the main floor and he walked to the cafeteria, now way too familiar to him. When would she be able to go home? If she needed a nurse, then he’d hire one. Between him and Peter, they’d look after her the other times.

Okay, maybe she’d strayed and maybe, hopefully, it was just the one time. How much to blame was he for that? Not a pretty thought but reality usually isn’t. The thing that didn’t make sense though…is why the hell would she buy a vibrator if she was screwing around? Was the guy into some weird kink? Well, it’d be the last weird kink the jerk would have after he got through with him. Probably some schmuck who preyed on lonely women.

He ordered a coffee to go and a soda for Peter.

Peter apologizing was a good thing. He was growing up, showing respect.

Would the doctor be through with her when he got back? He’d go see her for a while before Claire showed up.


Chapter 10

Abby stared at the ceiling of the room she now shared with an elderly woman. They’d given her something for the pain and it was making her body warm and floaty. Glen and Peter would be back the next afternoon. They’d protested leaving but there was school and work for Glen. Besides they looked like the walking dead.

Her eyes closed and she tried to remember what had happened. Sure, Glen had often criticized her driving habits, saying she didn’t pay enough attention. “It’s the other guy you have to watch for Abby. Always assume he’s an idiot.”  Well maybe this time, she was the idiot.

My God, I could have been killed and I don’t even remember it. And speaking of which, thanks God for sparing me. I’ve still got a lot of things I want to do before I join you--see my son graduate, dance at his wedding and hold my first grandchild. And Glen…what would he do without me? He doesn’t show it but I know he loves me.

She gasped. It was like an arrow had shot through her right eye, slicing her brain in half and poking through into her pillow. What the fuck? The car accident and Glen. They were somehow connected.

***

The next morning, movement near her bed woke her up. One eye creaked open and a heavy woman wearing scrubs and some sort of shower cap was adjusting a tray above her stomach. There was a bang as a small white food tray was dropped on it. She opened both eyes, and watched the woman disappear behind the curtain where her roommate lay.

Now a nurse was standing next to her bed.

“Good morning. How’d you sleep?” Her face was almost touching the bed as she bent, her arms working below her. When she popped up, she held a plastic bag of yellow fluid. Oh. The catheter. She’d changed the bag.

“Fine, I think. Still some pain in my head during the night.” She attempted a weak smile. This nurse was way too chirpy for the morning.

“Would you like something to eat? Let me prop you up.”

The bed under her back rose, forcing her into a sitting position. It was the first time in over three days that she’d bent at the waist and it hurt. Looking at the white glop in a small cup, the slice of dark toast and juice (the same color as the bag the nurse held, yuck) the pain wasn’t worth it.

“Can I just get a coffee or water?” Her tongue was a sausage in her mouth, thick and dry.

“You need your nourishment to get better Mrs. Henkel.” Again, the sing song chirpy voice like some mechanical doll.

“What I need is some water.” She extended her hand to the side table where a blue plastic jug sat, beads of condensation on the lower half.

The nurse frowned for a second but poured some water in a glass. “Would you like a straw?”

She took the glass from the nurse and took a sip, savoring the cool wetness on her lips. Water had never tasted so good. She drained half of it.

The nurse took the glass back and was about to adjust the tray of food for her to reach when Abby held up her hand. “No. Just a coffee, please.”

The nurse’s lips pulled tight. “I’ll see what I can do.” She spun on her heels and left the room.

“You’re being a pain in the ass. You know that right?” It was a hoarse voice, full of phlegm.

Abby turned to look at the curtain dividing the two beds. “I beg your pardon. Did you say something?” 

“You. Asking Nurse Chippy for coffee. You’ll regret it. It’s just watered down dishwater they give you. I’m Esther, by the way.”

“Hi Esther. I’m Abby. So you’ve tried the coffee I take it. The food looks like shit.” It was weird talking to the curtain.

“It’s dog shit. What are you in for?”

She smiled. Esther made it sound like she was in jail. “Car accident. What’d they get you for?”

A cackle and then, “The big C. It’s in my liver and spreading. Teach me not to guzzle a bottle of wine a day. Oh, but it was fun at the time.”

“I’ll bet. Sorry about the cancer though. Are you in pain?” Abby’s gaze dropped and her eyebrows knitted together.

“All the time, honey. I’m going to buzz Nurse Chippy and get her to pull the curtain back. Maybe she’ll bring your coffee with her.”

“Good idea. I feel like I’m talking to a sheet.”

“Did you just call me a shit? Honey, you don’t know me well enough.” Again the cackle.

“And you don’t know me well enough to call me honey.” She laughed softly. If she had to spend time in the hospital, Esther sounded like a good roomy.

Nurse Chippy waltzed into the room without the coffee, again wearing the scowl. She almost tore the curtain off the track, she pulled it back so hard.

“My coffee?” Abby scowled at the nurse. What did Chippy have to scowl about? She wasn’t the one lying in pain without a decent cup of coffee.

She turned her head dismissing the nurse to look at Esther, just in time to see her flip the bird at Chippy. The lined, brown spotted face looking back at her had the bluest eyes she’d ever seen. Even with the wrinkles and tube extending from Esther’s face, it was clear that with her bone structure, she’d once been a beautiful woman. The white hair framing her face had thinned but there was still body in it.

“Oh, you’re just a kid. Sorry about your accident. How’d it happen? Don’t tell me. You had a bottle of wine didn’t you?” The old woman smiled revealing a set of teeth that were too large for her small face.

“I wish. Actually I don’t remember it. The last memory is eating ice-cream with my girlfriend.” Her mouth pulled up at the side in a lopsided grin.

“That’s a good memory. I’d stick with that if I were you.”

Abby’s head jerked to the side looking straight at Esther. Oh my God, she’d started to sing ‘Memories’ and was murdering the tune.

“Ah memories. That’s all I got now. Memories and regrets.” The old woman started into a fit of coughing.

Abby waited for the spell to pass and then asked, “Regrets?” Having come close to dying, what would she regret at the end of her life?

“Yeah. Regrets that I didn’t dance more, laugh more and screw more.”

Abby’s eyes opened wide at the last one. It was odd hearing an elderly woman use that term. She didn’t know what to say.

“Don’t be like me, Abby, on your deathbed with regrets. Live and love life with every bone in your body. If the beds were switched, what would be your regret?” The old woman’s blue eyes were piercing, looking through her.

Abby was silent for a minute. “Fun. I’d regret that I hadn’t had more fun in my life. And that includes sex. Never daring to say the hell with it and do what I wanted to do, living up to everyone’s expectations while ignoring my own fun.”

“You married? Kids?” The old woman asked.

“Yeah for almost twenty years to the same guy. We’ve got a wonderful son who’s seventeen.” She sighed picturing their faces.

“How’s your sex life?” Esther chuckled. “Or do you have one?”

“Almost none. And it could be better.” Why was she telling such personal things to an old woman she’d just met? 

“I thought so. Ever thought of having an affair?”

Abby was silent for a few moments looking at the blanket covering her stomach. “Never. But I’ll be honest, I was starting to look at men like I was single again. That’s horrible isn’t it?”

“That’s natural if you ask me.”

Abby sat quietly looking off at the far wall. She’d been given some kind of second chance here. Was she going to squander it and have regrets like Esther? There were things in her life that sucked. Her job—having to eat crow and cow tow to the upper class there, when what she’d like to do was be honest and say what she thought.

And Glen. She still loved him but... They never laughed or talked anymore. And the sex, well it had been weeks. The only orgasms lately had been self induced, fantasizing about tall dark strangers.

Did Glen have fantasies?  Okay, so he doesn’t have sex with HER anymore, but maybe he still has fantasies. Maybe he jerks off in the shower the same way she masturbates when he’s downstairs watching the stupid TV. If that was the case then they were living pretty sorry fucking lives. There’d be regrets for each of them on their deathbeds.

No. She’d been given a second chance and there’d be no regrets in that part of her life. She wouldn’t be like Esther, whose snores were loud, for such a tiny woman. She looked over at the frail old lady.

There were going to be some changes when she got out of the hospital. That was for damned sure!


Chapter 11

It’d only been a few days of working all day, going home, grabbing a shower, changing and picking up something to eat, to share with Abby, and then falling into bed exhausted. He’d be glad when she was home and the hospital visits were done. It was killing him.

He stepped out of the shower and threw a bath towel around his waist. When he entered the bedroom he glanced at the closet, just like he’d done ever since he’d picked the bag up from the auto wreckers. He sighed and reached for the pants he’d worn at yesterday’s visit.

It was still hard to get his head around that bag of sexy clothes and the vibrator; laying there like some kind of boogey man he didn’t dare face. Try as he might, when he looked at her, really looked at her, laying all bruised up in that hospital bed, there was only innocence. She was either a very good actress or the memory of her affair and boyfriend was gone. And if that was the case, maybe he should forget it as well.

Yeah right, like THAT was going to happen. He shook his head and slipped into his sweater. He looked at himself in the mirror and his hand flew to the ketchup stain near the collar. Shit. His fingernail scraped at it and he was able to remove the dried paste. There was still a dark spot, but he could live with that. The face looking back at him from the mirror was sad, stomach sinking to his ankles. How appropriate.

He turned and left the room, passing Peter on the stairs.

“Tell Mom I wish I could be there but I’ve got a midterm tomorrow.” His son’s voice floated in the air behind him.

“She’d rather see you studying, trust me.” He plucked his coat from the wooden hanger in the closet. “See ya later!” He opened the door and went out into the winter’s dark, early evening.

Driving to the downtown he noticed several fast food joints. The waistband of his pants dug into him and he shifted in his seat. Maybe he’d try for something a little lighter and healthier tonight. As if on cue, the large Subway sign appeared on his left. He pulled into a vacant spot and rushed in to place his order. The place was clean and bright with pictures of various meaty sandwiches that made his mouth water.

While he waited for the teenage boy to make two sandwiches he looked out the plate glass window. There was a flower shop across the street and they were still open. He frowned. Should he pick up some fresh flowers for her? He pictured her face lighting up in a beacon of love and appreciation. There was nothing he could do right now about the boyfriend. And then there was their son. Somehow they’d have to get past this for his sake.

“Be back in a minute.” He called over his shoulder before sprinting across the street.

Inside the heady aroma of the shop, he spotted an assortment of roses in a large tin bucket on the counter. Sure, red was her favorite, but… that vase the day she got hurt… those flowers were yellow.

“I’ll take three of your yellow roses.” Five minutes later he was again sprinting across the street, this time carrying a paper wrapped, flower package.

***

The smell of the hospital always irritated his nose— a combination of ammonia cleaning products and alcohol to mask the sickness and pain. Never mind, it won’t be for much longer, hopefully. He glanced up at the ceiling of the elevator carrying him to the floor she was on. Thank you, God. Just one more favor please. Help me to get over her cheating. Help my family.

The elevator dinged ending his silent prayer. He smiled knowing she’d be happy about the flowers as he walked along the bright corridor.

He opened the heavy hospital door to her room and froze.

A young man, a frigging GOOD LOOKING young man was sitting close to Abby’s bed talking to her. He couldn’t be more than thirty years old! That must be him!

THE BOYFRIEND.

Abby’s head swiveled to stare at him, still standing in the doorway.

“Glen! Don’t just stand there. I’d like you to meet Ted Hogan.” Her voice continued blah, blah, blah.

A war drum pounded in his ears, drowning out the familiar sound of her voice, now the buzzing of an irritating mosquito. His eyes narrowed and focused on the man sitting close to Abby. So that’s the son of a bitch that’s nailing my wife. She likes them young, huh?

His feet moved forward, eyes never leaving…TED. Oh yeah, like he’s her TEDDY BEAR. I’ll beat the stuffing out of him, wipe that stupid smile off his yap.

“Glen?” again the whining voice of his wife.

“You’ve got some nerve showing up here.” His voice was a low growl directed at Teddy Bear.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t here sooner. But it’s been busy and— ” Ted’s face had gone scarlet, his eyes wide.

“Shut up. Get the hell outta’ here.” Glen was now standing next to the bed, across from Ted.

“GLEN! What’s the matter—“  Abby’s voice was high pitched.

“I sent flowers! We tried to— ” Ted was getting to his feet, already buttoning up his winter jacket.

“If I ever see you again, I’ll knock the stuffing outta’ you, TED!” Glen leaned over the bed, extending his index finger, jabbing it and almost hitting Ted’s nose.

Ted’s head jerked back, avoiding the finger that looked like a knife. His mouth was hanging loose under eyes that were round. He risked a glance at Abby. “I’m going! I’ll see you later Abby.” He was moving quickly towards the door, making his escape.

“The hell you will!” Glen turned and yelled after him.

“Glen, what the hell is going on? Why’d you treat Ted that way? What’s gotten into you?” Abby was straining upward, clutching at the sleeve of Glen’s jacket.

He pulled his arm away from her and threw the flowers on the bed. The Subway sandwiches landed on the hospital tray beside her, before he stormed to the window.

Where is that son of a bitch? What kinda’ car does he drive? I’ll make him sorry he ever met Abby. Smarmy fuck. His breathing was ragged, muscles taut, flexing his fingers and making iron fists.

“Glen what’s wrong with you? You’re acting like an idiot and you’ve probably just cost me my job.” The anger in her voice seeped through his consciousness.

What the hell right did SHE have to be angry? And what’s this got to do with her job? Wait. She’s having an affair with a guy she works with! She never mentioned the name Ted before. Oh yeah. She’s smart, hiding it that way. Well he’d caught them red handed.

He turned to face her. Look at her, all surprise and innocence. She’s good all right.

“Enjoy your sandwich. I gotta go.” He stormed out of the room, leaving a shell shocked Abby.


Chapter 12

He emerged from the main door to the hospital just in time to see a black Honda Civic squeal its tires racing by. That was him! He raced down the steps to try to catch the license plate number but he’d left his glasses in the truck. Damn.

It didn’t matter. He knew the car and where Teddy Bear worked. He’d be paying a little visit to Ted. Maybe tomorrow. It figured the smarmy little weasel would be driving a small car, probably matched his dick, probably one of those hybrids. Well, when he got through with TED he’d be a hybrid too. He’d be pissing through his navel.

He needed a drink. Fuck it. He needed a shit-load of drinks. And if he got shit-faced tonight, he’d call in sick tomorrow. That was another little weasel he’d like to pound into the ground. The little shit, Carl. Christ, he’d had it with taking everyone’s shit lying down. First, Weasel Carl, and now Abby and her boyfriend. He’d had it with everyone. His feet thundered across the icy pavement towards his truck.

He could use a night out. A guy’s night, laughing with a buddy. Maybe The Wolf could use some company. When he was inside the cab of his truck, he plucked his cell phone from his inside pocket and dialed Barry’s number.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Barry. Want some company?” This was unusual for him to go to Barry’s apartment. He’d only been there twice and the first time had been to help him move in. It was a cramped one bedroom shit box in a bad section of town.

“Sure Buddy. What’s up?”

“I just feel like getting loaded. That’s all.” It was weak and even though he’d get plastered, he’d try to keep Abby’s affair to himself. But then again, Barry’d strayed. That’s what broke them up. Maybe he could shed some light on the situation.

Oh man! He was really in bad shape if he was going to Barry for advice.

“You pick up the booze and I’m in.”

“K. See ya in a half hour.” He clicked off and then hit the button to call his house. He’d let Peter know he might not be home tonight.

***

It was almost eleven thirty and now there were TWO Barry’s facing him. He snorted and grinned. Was the world ready for two of him? All night Barry’d been telling him about his love life—the hot women he’d met and what he planned to do with them. Even drunk as he was, he could tell… Barry wasn’t gettin’ any. If he was, his mouth would be flapping like a whippoorwill’s ass with details.

He pursed his lips and exhaled loudly. Abby. What the hell... There was no one else he could tell. It might be a relief to get it off his chest.

“Abby’s screwing around on me.” His lips were a straight line, eyes narrowed looking at his buddy.

“No way! Are you serious? C’mon, not Abby.” Barry’s eyes were golf balls almost riding on his cheeks.

“The damn boyfriend was at the hospital when I got there tonight. Can you believe it!” He sighed and looked at the dirty, worn carpet between his feet.

“Of all the goddamn nerve! You decked him, didn’t you? Please tell me you did.” Now Barry’s eyes were narrow, his puffy fingers forming fists. Not a thought to how he’d done the same thing to Claire.

“I chased him out and got a good look at his car. They work together. Don’t worry, I’m not finished with that prick. His little black Honda’s about to get keyed. Maybe I’ll slash his tires for good measure.” He punctuated his plans with a loud snort.

“Attaboy! I’ll help!” Barry weaved as he stood up. “Wanna’ ‘nother?”

“Sure. I ain’t goin’ to work tomorrow. Serve that prick Carl right. I got plans.”


Chapter 13

When Glen stormed out of the hospital room Abby flopped back in the bed, wincing as a sharp pain jolted her arm like a bolt of lightning. Slowly her memory had been returning in fragments. She remembered her last day at work and lunch with Claire but that was it. She shook her head.

What the hell was THAT all about? Glen marching in like some Neanderthal, kicking her boss out? What was HE so mad about? It was her lying here for three days in pain, barely missed dying and no flowers or even a card from work. It took THREE days for someone from the office to actually visit her, to see how she was doing! Yeah, it made her mad too but his reaction was waaaay over the top.

She wished that Esther had been there to see it but she’d been moved. She’d taken a bad spell and was now in palliative care. Esther could have made a joke of it. The way it was now was just so crazy. The strain of the car accident and hospital visits, were obviously taking their toll on Glen. The way he acted was so out of character.

“Hello?” It was Claire’s voice.

“Claire, come in. You’re just what the doctor ordered. I’m so glad to see you.” She watched her friend’s face light up as she walked over to the bed.

“I wasn’t sure if you’d be sleeping or if Glen and Peter were here.” Claire pulled a chair closer to the bed and sat down.

“Glen! Don’t mention that name. You wouldn’t believe what he did tonight. Are you hungry? He left some food.” Her eyes widened. “And flowers! Can you find something to put them in?”

Claire rose and looked around the room. “Flowers? From Glen? I thought the only way you got flowers from him was by giving birth.” Her head ducked between the curtains surrounding the other bed in the room.

“Or almost dying.”

She disappeared and then emerged carrying a blue plastic, water jug, wearing the smile of victory.

“You know my new boss, Ted Hogan? I told you about him at lunch. Glen kicked him out tonight. I swear I thought he was going to hit him.” She raised her voice to be heard above the running water in the bathroom.

“What? Are you sure it was Glen in here earlier? Flowers and getting all HE man?” She scooped the triangular paper package off the bed and set the jug next to the Subway bag.

Her fingers gently removed the wrapping, shooting glances at Abby, question marks in her eyes.

“Yellow roses? He knows I like red. Maybe you’ve got a point. What the hell is up with him?” She folded her arms across her chest.

“Aren’t yellow roses linked with jealousy? You know, red for love, white for innocence.  I’m pretty sure yellow is jealousy.” Claire leaned over and sniffed the flower heads she had set in the jug.

“I don’t know... What would he have to be jealous over?” Her face muscles scrunched tight.

“Who knows? Men! I’ve stopped trying to read their minds. Too much like a comic book and I’m too old for comics.” Claire rolled her eyes and took a seat.

“How are things at work? Still going to the gym even though I’m not there to nag you?” She really didn’t want to listen to Claire’s long bitch rant about men. Anything, to get her off that subject.

Claire started to tell her about work and all the latest gossip. Now it was Abby’s turn to use selective hearing, muting most of Claire’s chatter. What was going on with Glen? He’d lost it when he got here tonight and saw Ted. He couldn’t be jealous. Could he?


Chapter 14

“That’s him, there!” Glen was in the passenger seat of Barry’s Dodge Caravan.

Not the most inconspicuous vehicle when you’re doing a stake-out like they’d been doing for the last hour. Frig, he felt rough. Too many beers and passing out on Barry’s second hand sofa the night before was taking its toll on his body. He wasn’t a kid anymore.

The few beers he’d had that morning – a little hair of the dog—was wearing off only making him tired and cranky. As for Barry…well maybe he was used to drinking like that.

“The guy with the dark hair, dark blue coat?”

“Yeah.”

“Jeeze, he looks pretty young to be bangin’ Abby.” Barry turned and peered at him through bloodshot eyes. The stale beer on his breath made him wince.

“He was in the hospital with her last night. When I’m through with him he’s going back there—as a patient. Now don’t pull out right after him. We got to keep some distance.” He watched as Ted Hogan got into his dark Honda.

“Hey! I watch cop shows too! I got it.” Barry turned and scowled at him.

“Yeah, yeah. Just don’t get too close.”

They’d follow Teddy Bear and see where he lived. When he parked his car, he’d have a word with Ted.

Barry waited until a car immediately followed the Honda out onto the street before he put the van in drive.  They were now driving along the street with the Honda in sight.

“Look. He’s turning right. Hurry. Catch the light.” Glen was hunched forward in the seat, his eyes never leaving the Honda.

“I’m on it.” Barry’s voice was terse, just like in the detective shows he’d seen.

They drove another couple of blocks. The Honda had stopped, the left indicator light flashing, about to turn into a parking lot.

“Park the car. Pull over.” Glen raised his hand and pointed to a vacant parking spot on the street. He could see the Honda clearly as it pulled up to the building at the back of the lot.

What the hell! A young blonde woman got into the Honda.

“Looks like Teddy Bear has another piece of fluff on the string.” Barry’s voice was low as he hugged the steering wheel, peering out the front window.

What? Abby’s banged up in the hospital and lover boy can’t wait for her? HE’S screwing around on Abby! Glen’s mouth had dropped open and he shook his head. Oh boy, when he got his hands on Teddy Bear, the fur was going to fly.

“Quick Barry! He’s pulling out!”

“Roger that.” Barry glanced in his side mirror and squealed out onto the road, cutting off a city bus.

“Careful!” Glen slid the seatbelt across his chest, clicking it firmly into place, before frowning at Barry.

“Shut up already. We don’t want to lose him.” Barry just missed an old lady and her dog. She flipped them the bird.

“His signal light’s back on. He’s parking the car. Drive by. I’ll keep an eye on ‘im. Find a spot to park will ya?” Glen looked straight ahead, his hand at his face, elbow resting on the window as they passed the Honda. Maybe Ted hadn’t seen him when they passed. Good. There was a parking spot half a block away.

He loosened the seatbelt and swiveled around, peering at the Honda through the back windshield.

Ted got out of the car the same time that the girl did. What a jerk. Didn’t even have the courtesy to open her door for her. Putting his arm on her shoulder, they walked to a bar and disappeared inside.

“The Cock and Bull. They just went inside. Let’s go!”

“Wait.” Barry lifted the coffee thermos from his crotch where he had propped it.

Glen watched him tilt it upward draining the flat, warm beer inside it. How he could drink that piss after the night before was beyond him. Sure, a few straighteners… but at some point the beer just tastes bad.

Barry threw the empty plastic thermos on the floor and got out of the van. “I’d better go in first. He doesn’t know me and I can scope the place out. You come in behind so he can’t see ya, if he’s facing the door.”

Sounded like a good plan even though it would be great to see the look of shock on the lying sack of shit’s face. He trudged along the slushy sidewalk after Barry, his fists balling and flexing.

Inside the dimly lit bar, Barry stopped short. Just in the nick of time, Glen stopped, avoiding running into him. Barry turned his head and nodded indicating a booth to their right. Glen was about to slide in when Barry’s hand stopped him. Again with the nod. He was supposed to sit on the other side.

He bent and slid along the smooth, dark green vinyl, bracing himself against the scarred, wooden table top.

When Barry was seated, he pinioned Glen with his beady green eyes. His mouth opened and his lips moved but no sound came out.

That’s him behind me? Glen’s eyebrows rose. His thumb jerked indicating the couple sitting in the booth behind them.

Barry signaled for the bartender to bring them two beers. There weren’t very many people in the bar and it was easy to hear the conversation behind him.

“I know. He’d kill me if he knew. Sometimes I think that I should leave him. Ted, I don’t know what I’d do without you.” The woman’s voice.

Glen turned his head so that his ear was closer to the conversation. So this one’s married as well. Hmph. Likes the married ones, does he? That broad isn’t half as pretty as Abby even if she IS younger. He’s screwing around on Abby with HER! The dickweed.

“You don’t have to worry about that. I’ll always be here for you. You know that.” It was Ted’s voice now.

That son of a bitch! Playing two women for fools. It was time for him to play with a man. Glen pressed his fingers into the table top and eased out of the bench to stand in front of Barry’s wide eyed face.

He turned and with the swiftness of a cobra he had Ted’s coat collar bunched in fist. With a jerk he lifted him out of the bench seat and threw him onto the dirty, wet floor.

“What the hell? Who are…You’re Abby’s husband! What the hell is your PROBLEM?” Ted raised his upper body, leaning on his elbow, about to get to his feet. 

“Stay away from my wife, sleezeball! And you’re screwing this one too!” Glen’s face was tight, his jaw muscles working. Let the little sack of shit get up. “Get up!”

A pair of thin arms snaked around his waist and pulled him back. “Stop! He’s gay! Don’t you lay another hand on my brother you brute!” The girl swung Glen around and let go. He staggered into Barry.

She knelt next to Ted, trying to help him to his feet.

“What! You’re screwing my wife and you’re GAY?”

An arm on his shoulder caused him to turn.

“C’mon buddy, let’s get out of here.” Barry’s hand was pulling his shoulder, tugging him to the door. “Sorry folks. He’s under a lot of pressure. He ordinarily wouldn’t do something like this. His wife came close to dying. Please, just forget this happened if you can.”

Glen was already walking, pushed along by Barry’s hand in the middle of his back. Oh shit. What had he just done? Well if it wasn’t Ted, then WHO was she playing around with?


Chapter 15

Peter watched the elevator buttons light in succession as he rode up. Mom would be happy to see him, especially when he told her he thought he’d done well in the mid-term. He hoped she wouldn’t ask about Dad; he hadn’t seen him since yesterday.

The doors slid open and he stepped into the ward where his mother was. There were a couple of doctors at the nurses’ station when he passed. If he kept up the marks in school maybe he’d be a doctor. How hard could it be? People looked up to them. And check out the nurses! Some of them are hot! Those two doctors probably had nurses falling all over them.

He opened the door to his mother’s room still picturing the nurses he’d bang when he was a doctor. The look on Mom’s face wiped out any daydreams about playing doctor. She looked mad. Really, really mad.

“Hi Mom. How’r—“

“Hand me your wallet.” She extended her arm towards him and snapped her fingers.

His mouth dropped open. What was going on? What’s she pissed off about? The vein in her forehead was sticking up. She WAS pissed. He took a few tentative steps closer to the bed.

“C’mon. I want to see your wallet. Now.” Again the snapping fingers.

“Do you need money? All I have is a ten dollar bill.” His voice was low, directed at the floor while he fished his wallet out of his jeans.

He lifted it in front of him only to have her hand snatch it from his fingers. Well, this wasn’t the welcome he’d been expecting.

He watched wide eyed as she rifled through it; hell, searching it! She pulled out his student card, the ten dollars and driver’s license, flicking each onto the bed’s white blanket.

She pulled it open and gazed into each section of it. “Just what I thought. You don’t have a condom in here.” Her eyes were like a sword through his body, impaling him. He held his breath.

“You were with some girl fucking in my rec-room and didn’t use a condom. Do you think that was very smart, Peter?”

“Uhhh…” He would run from the room but his feet weren’t getting the message.

Her face muscles softened. Now she looked disappointed; like he just came home with a report card full of ‘F’s’. This was harder to take; he wished she were still mad.

“No.” His voice was almost a whisper when he answered, looking down at his shoes. Oh God, this was SO not what he’d expected. Please lord, just let her drop it now. The ‘talk’ with Dad had been bad enough. But NOW with his MOTHER!

“Look Petey, it won’t be the last time you’re… with, some girl, although hopefully not in the rec-room, so you need to use protection. There’s STD’s and pregnancy. If you get some girl pregnant that’s pretty well the end of your school career. Now promise me, you’ll take the ten dollars and stop at the drug store on the way home.” She fingered the money on the blanket.

He just had a condom check? By his MOTHER?

“I will. Sorry Mom about the rec-room thing.”

“Here. We’ll talk about that later.” She stuffed the cards and money back in and handed the wallet to him. “Where’s your father?”

“I’m not sure? He told me yesterday he was staying over at Uncle Barry’s and I haven’t seen him today yet. Maybe’s he’s still at work?”

Abby flopped against her pillow and looked aside. “Uncle Barry’s a good man, but sometimes he can be a real asshole.”

Asshole? Mom? Did she just say asshole?

Abby waved her hand. “Fuck it.” She looked up at Peter. “When you see him, tell him I’m able to go home tomorrow.” It was the first time she’d smiled since he walked into the room. “I’m being discharged at noon and I need a ride.”

Fuck it? Mom?

“Great. I’ll call him right now.” Peter slid his hand into the inside pocket of his jacket.

“No. Don’t bother. Tell him when you get home. Now how’d that exam go today?”

***

After the visit with his mother, he was sitting in the living room, in the dark, trying to figure things out. The front door opened and he heard the familiar squeak and thump as the closet door opened and closed.

When his father’s burly figure tiptoed across the hall in front him, he called out. “Dad?”

He jumped like someone jabbed a needle in his ass. “Peter! What’re you doing, sitting there in the dark? You scared the shit outta me!” His father turned and flipped a switch illuminating the room.

“It’s Mom.”

“WHAT ABOUT YOUR MOTHER?” His father stopped dead in his tracks.

“She’s coming home tomorrow. She wants you to pick her up at noon. But she’s different, Dad.” He looked at his father’s face trying to gauge his mood.

“Whaddaya mean ‘different’? She’s okay, probably still shook up by the accident and wanting to get home is all.” His father took a seat in the easy chair across from him.

“No. She said ‘fuck’.

“Who the hell said fuck? One of the nurses?”

“Mom.”

“Your Mom?”

“Yep. And used the word in context.” He looked up from under his eyebrows and glanced at the floor once more.

“She said fuck?” His Dad’s eyes were now wide.

“She brought up the whole rec-room and Josee thing. She’s got her memory back. She gave me hell for not having a condom in my wallet.” Again, Peter’s shoes were the subject of his gaze.

“What! We’ve had that talk. I did the talk. She’s not the one who does that talk, I do!” Glen sat back in the chair and chewed on his thumbnail for a moment. “That IS weird.”

“I know.”

“Look, we’ll have to be patient and cut her some slack. She’ll be back to normal before we know it. In the meantime, I suggest you don’t bring any girls to the rec-room.”His father rose to his feet and extended his hand inviting Peter to join him, going upstairs.

“How’s Uncle Barry? Where were you today?”  He got up and walked behind his father.

“Barry and I went to a Teddy Bear picnic.” He punctuated the sentence with a loud snort.

“In February?”

“Skip it,”

There was a weird smile on his face now. Great. Both his parents were weirding out on him. 


Chapter 16

In the truck, Abby rode in silence looking at the familiar streets of Black Rapids. Everything was pretty much the way she’d last seen it, but it felt different. No, that wasn’t right. It was the same; SHE was different.

She still couldn’t believe her ears, what she’d said to Nurse Chippy that morning. She’d been eating her crappy breakfast and the bitch came in and started taking the tray away when she wasn’t even through with it.

“You all done there, hon?” the bitch said.

She looked her right in the eye. “How about we make a deal? You don’t call me ‘hon’ and I won’t call you ‘bitch’? You’re not acting very professional, Nurse.”

The phony smile on the woman’s face had changed pretty damned fast to her real gargoyle puss. Abby had held her gaze until she looked away. It felt good to finally speak your mind. Life was too damned short to take shit just to avoid making waves.

And that included Glen.

He’d acted a bit sheepish when he’d picked her up and still didn’t have much to say now. God knows, he’d had plenty to say the night Ted had visited her in the hospital. She stifled a giggle remembering the look on Ted’s face when Glen had thrown him out. It would probably cost her the job but who cared? She couldn’t see herself putting up with the bullshit at the office for much longer anyway.

She glanced over at Glen’s profile. He was still handsome and he’d shocked the hell out of her the other night in the hospital. Just what his problem with Ted was, she had no idea, and he had waved her off when she tried to find out. Still… he was so manly when he threw Ted out.

But things had to change. They had to talk more for starters. And she wasn’t going to live like a nun anymore. She was only in her forties, waaay too early to be celibate. She had needs and he’d better get with the program.

He pulled into their driveway, opened his door, and crossed in front of the truck to her side.

His face looked sad or concerned when he opened her door. “Careful. Just go slow Abby.” He reached for her arm and held it as she eased down from the high seat.

“I’ll be okay, but thanks.” She was still a little stiff and weak.

Slowly, they walked from the truck and into the house they’d lived in for fifteen years.

He took her coat and hung it up in the hall closet before bending to remove her boots. God, being in the hospital that long had zapped her strength. “Thanks,” she murmured and took a step to go into the living room.

“Abby, we need to talk.” His voice was low and her head swiveled to watch him remove his coat and boots.

Well, this was a change. HE wanted to talk to HER. “I agree.” Now it was his head that jolted to look at her.

She took a seat on the sofa, easing slowly back into the throw cushions as she watched him sit in his favorite chair across from her. She smoothed her dress down over her knees. The damn house was chilly. He swallowed and looked at her.

“Abby, I know you’re having an affair.” His voice was soft, totally at odds with the cold slash of his lips and eyebrows.

“I’m what?”

“You heard me.” He pointed his finger at her. “You’re having an affair.”

Her mouth dropped open, and her eyes closed, shaking her head. “What the hell are you talking about? Are you nuts? I just get out of the hospital and you accuse me of having an affair!” She couldn’t close her mouth as she looked at him.

“Yeah. An affair. I saw the clothes and sex toys you bought the day of the accident. Do you think I’m a fool—“ His eyes were narrow.

“Now that you mention it, yes. How could you— ” Despite the stitch in her side, she leaned forward.

“Cut it out Abby! I’ve got the evidence. Were you on your way to HIS place? All those times at the gym—”  He stood up, still pointing his finger in her face.

She swatted his hand away and yelled. “What evidence? I haven’t the faintest idea what you’re talking about!”

“Oh Yeah? I’ve got you red handed. I’ll get the damn clothes and sex toy you bought for him.” He raced out of the room, his footsteps pounding on the stairs.

Oh this was rich. He’s got some ‘evidence’ that she’s fooling around on him? Although, come to think of it, maybe she should have. Who would blame her?

Again, his feet pounded the stairs before he appeared holding a plastic garbage bag in his fist. “I got this from your car at the wreckers. Here.” He tossed it at her.

She shook her head, mouth turned up at the side. She’d never seen this bag before. She untied it and spilled the contents onto the sofa beside her. A red bag, a pink one and a black one tumbled out. What the heck were these? She didn’t know what car he’d got them from, but it sure as hell wasn’t hers!

There was a black lacy bra and panties in the one that tumbled onto the sofa. She held them with the nails of her index finger and thumb before dropping them to the floor. The blue one was heavier and landed with a plop on the sofa. She opened it and removed the plastic box. Oh my God, a vibrator!

Staring at it, she opened the parcel and drew out the black silicon Rabbit. It was a thick black phallus with a pair of flexible silicon fingers sticking out from the base. She stared at it dumbly, and glanced back up to Glen, who was still breathing fire. She glanced at the front of the box. ‘The Rabbit’ was printed on the clear plastic.

Rabbit? Holding it in her hand, she pressed one of the buttons. With a whirr, the silicon fingers began to quiver. She pushed another button and the length of the phallus began to gyrate in a small circle.

Oh! Just like Claire said it would!

Claire? Claire! In her mind’s eye she saw a fuzzy image of her best friend’s face. What the hell did she have to do with this?

“Finished with your exam, Abby?” His hands were planted on his hips as he bent at the waist, his face contorted in anger. “You bought these. They were in your car. Now what do you have to say, huh? Who is he? It’s not that Ted guy—he’s gay. So who is it?”

This was getting weird. “Ted’s gay. Ted from work?”

“Yeah. Ted from work. So who the hell is it?”

She waved the vibrator at him. It was still buzzing and gyrating in her hand. “How the hell do you know he’s gay? You only met him once!”

“Skip it. Just answer the damn question, Abby!” She could see the pain in his eyes under the anger in his jaw line. Oh poor Glen!

Screw that shit! He’s accusing her? She looked up at him, her eyes mere slits, matching his rage. “IF and that’s a pretty big if, I bought these things, it had to be for you. There’s no boyfriend, only you. If the clothes didn’t get a reaction from you,… well, I must have bought this vibrator for insurance. God knows, my fingers are worn to the bone.” She fiddled with the base of the device and turned it off.

His face was still angry but he slumped, almost fell, into his chair. “You’re telling me the truth? There’s no boyfriend?” He watched her shake her head no. “You really bought those things for me? Why’d you do that? I don’t need those things.” 

“I think the why is pretty obvious. When was the last time you touched me?” She stayed silent waiting for his answer. After a few moments of silence, and seeing the dumbfounded look still on his face, she shook her head.

“You can’t remember and neither can I. How pathetic is that?”

“Abby, that’s not true and—”

She interrupted him waving the vibrator like a conductor’s baton. “Furthermore, I’m not putting up with it any longer. I have needs Glen. Even if you’re not hot and horny, can’t you just be with me? Talk to me! I need a sex life! Use the fucking vibrator on me, if you have to!”

He sat straight up his eyes now blazing again. “You want me to fuck you with that thing? Do you want it NOW?” He jumped to his feet and grabbed the black vibrator, flicking the switch to make it buzz and roll.

“Okay, I’ll give it to you, if that’s what you want! Like a big black cock, do you Abby?” 

“Glen. Stop it. You’re trying to avoid a sensible discussion.”

“Spread your legs, if that’s what you want, Abby. C’mon.”  He dropped to his knees in front of her, his hand pushing her knees apart.

He was going Neanderthal again! It was like the night when he’d kicked Ted out of her hospital room. What the hell was he doing? She tried to clench her knees closed. If you want it, you’re going to earn it, buster!

He leaned in, still pushing her knees apart. He was being rough when he shoved her dress above her knees and his fingers tore at her panties. She hissed at him, “Oh yeah?”

He looked up and into her eyes. Both their eyes crackled at each other. He gave a smirk. A fucking George God-Damned Clooney smirk! Her belly fluttered.

He pulled the edge of her panties aside, rubbing her. His fingers were rough… and strong. So… strong… She sat back and relaxed her knees. There was a longing ache between her legs. God this was hot!

He began to rub the pulsing vibrator between her legs and was pawing at her breasts through her dress. She hooked a leg around his torso, pulling him in.

Over the hum of the vibrator, there was a ripping sound of cloth tearing and coolness between her legs. He had the tip of it… right… there! She held her breath. The whirring vibrator was rubbing across the top of her crotch. She began to squirm and sank back into the cushions of the sofa, waiting…

“Mom? DAD! EWWWE!”

Both of their heads jack knifed up to see their son standing in the doorway, a look of abject horror in his eyes. He turned and ran.

Peter’s footsteps raced up the stairs. “Oh SHIT! What the hell is WRONG with you two? I want to tear my eyes out!” His shouting ended abruptly, punctuated by the slam of his bedroom door.

They looked at each other, shock mirrored in each of their faces. They were the same teenagers making out in a steamy car when the cop pounded on the window.

Glen’s head was in her lap, his back and shoulders heaving with laughter.

What the fuck, it WAS funny. She snorted and held his shoulders. The vibrator clattered like a flamenco dancer across the floor.


Chapter 17

Abby reached over and picked up the vibrator and turned it off. She was still smiling at Glen.

“Okaay,” he said, rising and taking her hand, he helped her to her feet. “Upstairs, baby.”

“But… Petey?” she asked as he pulled her by the hand.

“I so got this.” He hustled her into the bedroom and pointed at the ensuite. “Jump in the shower so he knows you can’t hear anything.” He leered at her. “I’ll be back in a flash.”

Abby fired back her own lewd grin and began undressing as he closed the door and scampered down the hall to Peter’s room.

He knocked softly on the door. “Peter? I want to talk to you.”

“Go away.” A low, muffled answer.

He turned the door knob and pushed it open, peeking his head inside the room. “Peter, I’m sorry about downstairs.”

“What kind of people ARE YOU? She just got out of the hospital, you know! You couldn’t WAIT to even get upstairs to your bedroom! What if I’d had a friend with me? I can see it now. Ah…Eric that’s my perverted parents making out on the sofa. Want a soda?” He sat on the edge of his bed, staring at his father.

“That’s enough Peter. I said we were sorry. And let’s not forget the rec-room scene your mother walked in on. But the difference is, we’re adults.”

“Yeah? If that’s the case, you’d know better than to do that downstairs where anybody could walk in.”

“It won’t happen again, any more than you’ll be using the rec-room. Right?” He pulled out his wallet.

Peter’s eyes bulged. “No! Put that away!”

“What?”

“I don’t WANT to see your god damn condom Dad!” He buried his face in his hands. “You people are SICK!”

“Peter… hey man, I wasn’t going to do that.” He pulled a twenty and a ten out.

Peter peeked through his fingers. “So what do you want?”

“Look, why don’t you go over to Mike’s and then go grab a pizza? I can appreciate that dinner with us may be a little uncomfortable tonight.” He held up the bills. “Your mother’s in the shower. If you hurry, you’ll miss seeing her.” 

“I think you’re just trying to get rid of me so you and Mom can get back at it.”

Glen leaned against the doorframe, still holding the money out. “Do you want me to answer that question?”

“NO!” In a single move he jumped out of bed, grabbed the money and ran down the stairs. The front door slammed shut milliseconds later. He’s probably hopping down the street pulling on his coat and boots at the same time. Good thing Mike lives just around the block.

Good.

Now… back to business…

He walked down the hall and entered his bedroom. Abby was still in the shower so he sat on the edge of the bed, idly running the silky black panties and bra through his fingers. She’d bought these porn star clothes for him. He smiled.

It’d been a long time since they’d showered together. He pulled the hem of his sweater up and over his head. His fingers flew undoing the buttons on his shirt and peeled it off.

He looked down and began to loosen his belt when he noticed the pants he was wearing. He’d gone to work that morning and hadn’t had time to change before rushing to the hospital to get Abby. His work clothes brought back the scene the little Weasel Carl had made when he told him he was leaving early. Now he was on his final warning. On top of that, because of him, Abby would probably get canned. What the hell would they do then?

Oh damn. Now, Private Pecker is at Parade rest.

Forget the dick. You’ve got hands, a mouth and that black vibrator she bought. He slipped out of the rest of his clothes and lifted the sexy items on the bed. Where was the vibrator? Did she forget it downstairs? No matter. He’d better hurry before she finished the shower.

He opened the bathroom door, immediately immersed in a moist cloud. He could barely make out her form through the clear shower curtain. Her knee closest to him grazed the plastic repeatedly as he stood there. What was that noise?

He pulled the shower curtain back. What the hell! Her hand held the bottom of the vibrator firmly between her open legs, the dildo part buried deep inside her. She rocked and grinded into it as her fingers pinched a nipple. Her eyes were closed and lips parted.

Her hips were quivering. She was having an orgasm. She didn’t even know he was there! It was like the porn flicks he and Barry had watched. His hand drifted to hold his cock in his hand as he stood mesmerized, watching her. He’d never seen her so sexy or wanton. For the first time in a long time he was hard, stroking himself faster now.

Her eyes opened and she gasped. She began to pull the vibrator out.

“No. Keep doing that. I like it.”

Her eyes were now watching his hand stroking himself. He softened for a moment before she began to put on a show, pushing the vibrator deep inside and slowly withdrawing it. Oh God, watching her do that was driving him wild. What kind of a pervert was he? He can’t get it up to fuck her so he watches her do it with a dildo? Private Pecker had now jumped to full attention. Watching his wife, he stroked himself.

The glazed look on Abby’s face, her tongue rolling over her lips as her hands pleasured herself was mind blowing. She was doing herself with a black cock and he could watch.

She, was his very own porn star!

That thought hurled him over the edge. Months of pent up frustration, jettisoned from his cock, splattering into the tub. A second and third spurt pulsed from him. Oh God, it was long and wonderful. His hand slowed down and his waist spasmed as the last drop dripped into the tub.

Abby was grinning like a Cheshire cat. She hadn’t minded watching him either. He stepped into the tub and took her into his arms, their kiss long, deep and wet.


Chapter 18

“Three days out of the hospital and you still did more of a workout than me. Sometimes I hate you.” Claire finished the last bite of the Sundae and scraped the spoon inside the bowl to get every last atom of ice cream.

“You love me, face it. And I skipped the ab machine. Oh God! I almost forgot to tell you.” Abby pushed the remains of her ice cream aside and leaned across the table. “Glen thought I was having an affair. Isn’t that crazy?”

“Are you serious? An affair! Why’d he think that?” Claire’s eyebrows pulled together.

“He found some sexy clothes and a vibrator in my car and jumped to conclusions.” Abby shook her head a small smile on her lips.

“But you bought the sexy clothes for HIM, remember? I was with you!” She pushed the empty dish aside and leaned over the table and whispered. “What’d he say about the vibrator?”

“Really? You were there?” Claire nodded. “Thank God! I told him that’s what I did, but I really didn’t know, when I said it!” She leaned in. “I don’t remember shopping for those things!”

Claire waved her hand. “Just some temporary amnesia or something. They wouldn’t have sent you home if it was serious. Now tell me!” Her eyes shone. “What did he think of your Rabbit?”

Abby kept her voice down. “We had a fight. He accused me of having the affair, and then dumped all the stuff we bought in front of me in the living room. I told him I need more sex, and the next thing you know he attacked me with it. Oh my God, you should have seen it! He got all he-man, ripping at my panties to use it on me.” She closed her eyes and giggled. “We were in the living room.”

“Aaaand?”

“And Peter walked in from school!”

Both women stared at each other for a second and burst out laughing.

“Oh God! Awful for Peter. Poor kid.”

“He recovered. No scars.” She smiled at Claire.

“So? How’d Glen like it? Did you take it for a test drive?” Claire leaned over the table speaking low like they were planning some sort of crime, instead of discussing the performance of a vibrator.

“Oh it’s good, let me tell you. Glen caught me using it.” Her cheeks were now on fire.

“GET OUT!” Claire glanced quickly around the room and her voice was lower when she said, “What’d he say?”

“He liked it. He really fucking liked it!” Her voice was a squeak.

Claire’s eyes bulged. “What did you just say?”

“He fucking liked it! So what?”

Claire sat back. “You just said the F-word more in the last five seconds than you have in the last five years is what.”

Abby swallowed the last spoonful of her sundae and looked back up. “Big fucking deal.”

Claire’s mouth dropped and she stared at her. She closed her mouth and looked like she was going to say something but shook her head instead.

“And I’m thinking of doing it again with him, tonight. I can’t wait.” Abby’s chin jutted out below her grinning lips. It didn’t matter what anyone thought. It was her life and even if this wasn’t perfect, it was a damned good start. Besides, exercise always made her horny.

***

“So she wasn’t having an affair? We went through all that bullshit with Teddy Bear for nuthin’?” Barry’s tone was harsh, in direct contrast to the smile in his eyes.

“’Fraid so.” Glen sat back in the chair. The two men were seated close together at the desk in Glen’s living room, Barry’s open laptop nestled among the empty beer bottles.

“Whaddyamean, ‘fraid so? You should be jumping for joy, asshole. She wasn’t having an affair!” He eyed Glen over the top of his beer bottle, draining the last drops from it.

“Yeah but—”

“Will you listen to yourself! You’re one damned lucky guy. First your wife survives an accident where she coulda’ been killed and then you find out she’s faithful. Yeah, you’re soooo hard done by. Get me another, asswipe.” Barry handed him the empty bottle.

“You don’t understand. It’s the same shit in my life. I gotta’ put up with the Weasel Carl at work. He’s threatening to fire me, by the way. And Abby. It was great the first day she was back but now…” He flicked his hand at Barry and got up to get refills from the kitchen.

There was NO WAY he was going to tell Barry he couldn’t get it up. And the only time he’d been able to, was watching his wife use a vibrator. Come to think of it, that pervert would probably get hard picturing it. He chuckled as he reached into the fridge.

When he returned Barry was typing something on the computer, his face lit in a bluish glare. Christ, he looks like Frankenstein or something.

“I GOT it. THIS is the answer to your problems.” Barry turned the screen for him to see and grabbed the beer from his hand.

“What the hell is this? A cruise? How does THAT solve anything, asshole?” He flopped into the chair. The Wolf was out to lunch. He belched loudly and turned the computer screen away.

“YOU need a break. Abby needs a romantic holiday. Just the two of you. If you weren’t so goddamn pig headed you’d  see. Look here.” He pointed to a banner on the screen. “This is an ‘Adults Only’ cruise, dummy. As in ‘No Kids Walking In On Ya’. What could be more romantic than dancing under the stars on a big cruise ship? And would you look at the price?” Barry’s eyes were almost popping out of his head.

A vacation, huh? Just the two of them, no kids? A week away from that hellhole where he worked and the little prick Carl. “How much?” He took a long haul of beer.

“This is one of those special deal websites, man. They’re selling off cabins just to get people on the ship! If you book by midnight you save a shitload! It’s only four hundred dollars apiece, four nights, five days, all inclusive. I’ll tell you, I kinda’ wish I’d done this with Claire. Maybe…” Barry turned to look at the screen again. The smile on his face was gone, replaced by a wistful look in his eyes.

“Four hundred dollars, huh?” That was doable. Hell, four nights in Chicago would cost way more than that.

He looked at the ceiling, his arms crossed on his chest. Life was too damned short. Almost losing Abby, in more than one way, proved that. They had talked about cruises, but never seriously. Only four nights? Hell, even if it sucked, he could put up with four nights. He peered at the screen.

“Wait, it leaves from Florida, man. Am I supposed to drive there?”

Barry shook his head as he clicked on a few more links. “No! You catch a flight from Chicago at a huge discount too!” He clicked a few more places and turned the screen to Glen. “That’s your all in cost. Shit, it’s like two car payments, man!”

Glen held his chin in his hand.

“Well? Do you want to book it or not?” Barry looked at him, his face serious for once. “Bro, I think you oughta’.”

He leaned over onto one haunch and pulled his wallet out of his back pocket. His fingers fumbled through the usual assortment of credit cards until he found the one that he wanted. He held it up, about to hand it to Barry and stopped.

“When does this cruise start? “

“It leaves Monday. Three days from now. That’s why you’re gettin’ the tickets so cheap.”

“What the hell. Book it.”

***

“Try it again.” Abby held the passenger door open, bent over at the waist, staring at Claire.

Claire shook her head but turned the key in the ignition once more.

The sound this time was weaker than the time before. She was wearing the car battery down with each attempt. It was a good thing the car had died in front of the house. Maybe Glen would be able to help get the car going, so Claire could get home.

“I’ll be right back with Glen. He’s really good with cars.” Abby shut the door and walked into the house.

The TV set was going and as usual the guys were sitting at the desk, surfing porn. She sighed and slipped her boots and coat off.

“Glen! Can you help Claire get her car going?” Abby walked into the living room. She shook her head at Barry slamming the lid on his laptop shut. They were so immature. She knew they were searching porn, so why the guilty faces? Whatever.

“Claire’s outside?” asked Barry.

“That’s what I said. Glen—“

“No. I’ve got this. I’ll help her.” Barry stood up.

Abby and Glen exchanged a look and watched as Barry scooped up his laptop and teetered out of the living room.

“You sure you’re okay to drive Barry?” Abby turned and watched him put his boots and coat on. Well, he wasn’t weaving as much now.

He zipped up his jacket. “S’okay. I got my cell phone if I need to I’ll call a cab. Gotta’ help Claire now.” He opened the door and with a flourish of his hand, he was gone.

“Is Peter home, Glen?” Abby turned from the door and looked at her husband standing in the entrance of the living room. He had a weird look on his face.

“You okay?” She started to walk towards him.

He held up his hand and belched…or was that a fart? “Peter’s at a friend’s house. He’s sleeping over. I’m fine. Never been better.”

Oh God. He was drunk. So much for the sex she’d thought she’d have. Maybe she’d fly solo tonight with the Rabbit. She turned and walked up the stairs. Bugs Bunny… not too sexy, but better than Glen right now?

As for Peter at a friend’s house…a girlfriend’s or a guy? Oh well, it didn’t matter. He had the condoms and he’d better damned well use it.

She opened her bedroom door and slipped out of her sweats. The sexy black bra and panties peeping out from the side of her dresser drawer when she opened it, were a silent accusation. How stupid was she to think that Glen and she would get sexy tonight? It was the same old. And probably as good as it was ever going to get.

She pulled her flannel pajamas from the drawer and slid the bottoms over her hips. They had Peter to think of. Maybe some other night they’d do a replay of the vibrator sex. As she slipped her pajama top on, her shoulders slumped. Even SHE didn’t have the energy for the vibrator.

Damn.


Chapter 19

“What the hell are you doing here?” Claire’s eyes were wide staring at Barry. He’d opened the driver’s door, hanging onto the frame for dear life.

“I’m your knight in shining armor. Shove over, my dear.” Barry was already pushing his hip to Claire’s shoulder, forcing her to scurry to the other side, whether from fright that he’d sit on her or revulsion would be anyone’s guess. She didn’t have a clue either.

He hunched over the steering wheel of the car he’d once owned, turning the key in the ignition. A groan from the engine was all he heard.

“You’ve succeeded in killing this fine beast, Claire. This isn’t going to start without a boost.” He turned his head to look at her, actually both of her.

“So, can you boost it?” Claire’s eyes were also watering, but from the fumes of alcohol permeating the car now.

“I’ve got a better idea. Why don’t you take my car?” He sucked his lips into his mouth and raised his eyebrows.

“Okay…But what about you? How’ll you get home?” The hand rest in the side of the passenger door was pressing into Claire’s waist as she struggled to keep distance between them.

“Claire that’s sweet, you thinkin’ of me. That’s what I always loved about you baby, your consideration.” Barry stretched out his hand to place it on her knee.

She brushed his hand away brusquely. “Too bad you hadn’t shown the same consideration to me.” She sniffed and looked straight ahead through the windshield.

“Claire, if I had it all to do again, I wouldn’t. I’m so sorry, baby.” Barry slid his hand back to his side of the car and sighed. “C’mon. Drive me home and keep the car overnight. We’ll figure out what to do about this one tomorrow.” He looked at her again. “I’m drunk and I need you.”

Her head swiveled to look at him. Was he propositioning her? He had some nerve! No. He was just too drunk to drive. He needed a sober driver; that was all. And for some strange reason, the realization made her heart fall lower than it already was.

“Okay. I don’t want you to get a DUI. I’ll drive you.” She reached for the door handle and stopped when his hand landed like a tuna on her shoulder.

He was grinning. “You drive me nuts, y’know. I’m still crazy about you. Do you still hate me?” Now his hand was running up and down her arm.

She looked at the floor between her feet. “I don’t hate you. I’m disappointed in you. How could you hurt me so bad?”

“God, I’d cut off my right arm rather than hurt you, Claire. I was an idiot. I made a mistake. Will you ever be able to forgive me? I’d give anything for it to be the way it was before.”

When Claire looked at him, there were tears in his eyes. Oh, if he only knew. She would too.

***

Glen checked the doors and turned off lights and climbed the stairs to join Abby. A cruise. He’d booked a cruise for them. Oh my God. It was in just a few days!

Wait till he told her about the cruise. He’d spring it on her at breakfast. Better make sure she didn’t have a mouthful of coffee when he did.

She’d be so happy. They hadn’t had a vacation together in a long time. Just the two of them? Oh, about seventeen years!

He opened the door and stopped. She was sitting up, reading in bed, but why was she wearing the flannel PJ’s? He leaned against the door frame, crossing his arms over his chest. “Just so you know, the empty beer bottles downstairs were Barry’s. I only had three, so I’m not drunk.”

She turned her head to look at him, silently.

He took a step forward and slipped his hands into his pockets. “I kinda’ thought that you’d be in the mood.  Y’know, you usually are after you come home from the gym, and well...I’ve got something to ask you.” It was hard to keep the grin from splitting his face.

“What?”

“How about we do a get away for a few days?”

She sat up. “Really? That might be a good idea.”

“Yeah, really. Got any ideas?”

She looked out the window. “Someplace warm would be great, but we can’t afford that.” She looked back to him. “How about a weekend in Chicago or something?”

“The Windy City? In February?”

“Okay, smart guy, what do you suggest?”

“How about someplace warm?”

She put her book down. “You serious? Where?” She smiled and her eyes were sparkling when she took off her reading glasses.

“How’d you like to go on a cruise?”

“A cruise? Oh.” Her lips pursed. “Sounds expensive. And Peter’d probably be bored.”

“No, just for the two of us. No kids.” He continued forward and sat next to her on the bed.

“A cruise? Are you kidding me?” She pulled her head back, her eyes questioning.

“We can afford it, trust me. Barry found one online, and it’s just for adults. Look, we need to get away, have some US time.” He reached for her hand and squeezed it.

Her eyebrows knitted together above narrow eyes as her head dropped. “You sure you only had three beers tonight?”

“I booked it. ABBY WE’RE GOING ON A CRUISE!” He scooped her into his arms and hugged her.

“What? We’re actually going? Where? When?” She pushed away to look at him, like a kid who’s going to Disneyworld. The way she looked, the night he’d proposed.

“The Caribbean! And we leave in three days!”

Her look registered alarm for a moment. “Three days?”

“Yeah, one of those last minute kind of things. That’s why it was so cheap!”

“How cheap is cheap?”

“Not even a thousand dollars, and that includes the flight to Florida to catch the boat! We can swing a grand, baby.” He stroked the side of her head. “Think of it as post accident therapy or something.”

“I’ve got to go shopping. I’ve got nothing to wear. What kind of clothes do people wear on a cruise? Oh my God! I can’t believe this!! A cruise! We’re going on a cruise. What about Peter?” Her hands were digging into his shoulders now.

“He’ll be fine here. Barry and Claire are around. They can look in on him.”

She looked away for a moment, thinking. “Oh, what the fuck. Let’s do it!” She leaned forward and kissed his cheeks, his lips, his forehead, even his nose. “Oh Glen! This is exciting. I love you!”

“I love you too Abby.” They held each other for a few minutes before Glen got up to undress for bed.

He was unbuttoning his shirt when Abby threw back the covers and stood up.   She was wearing a wide smile, watching him in silence and unbuttoning her pajama top.

Okay! Glen’s hands were on auto-pilot as he unbuttoned his shirt, his eyes locked with hers.

She was sliding the pants down and kicking them to the side. God, she was a sexy goddess with those big boobs, still high and firm, despite breast feeding Peter. And her narrow waist curving out to round hips. Not some girlish, man/boy. No, she was all woman.

And the dark triangle of her womanhood. He’d love to bury his face between her legs. Maybe, tonight he would.

Glen undid his belt and the button on his pants, quickly sliding the zipper down and pants off. Next the jockey’s and socks. The cotton fabric on his side of the bed was cool against his bare skin when he climbed in.

He laid on his side, elbow propping his head up watching her. She was better than any porn star that he and Barry’d watched.

“C’mere baby and give me a kiss. Now.” Her eyes kind of lit up when he’d added the ‘Now’. She liked that, huh?

She climbed onto the bed, knee walking to him and straddling his legs. She bent forward and kissed him with lips as soft as a butterfly’s wing. When she pulled away it wasn’t only love that was in her eyes. It was lust.

Her fingers slipped around his shaft, which was hard already. Oh God, this was wonderful, feeling her hands on him. She touched him just the way he liked. He closed his eyes and drifted into the sensation. When she moved on top of him, he opened his eyes and watched her guide him into her opening and sigh as she lowered herself.

God it was sexy, watching the look on her face, feeling her warm and wet clutching him. His hands slowly drifted from her hips, up her sides to cup her full breasts, rolling them in his hands. He was hard and making love to his wife. He still had it.

She moved slowly up and down on him, rocking her hips sideways, pulling his member. “Oh yeah, just like that.” He closed his eyes once more.

“Glen we’re going to be doing this a lot on the cruise. Remember how much I like afternoon delight?” Her voice was almost a whisper.

“Oh yeah. Maybe I should get some Viagra.” He couldn’t stop a chuckle from escaping.

“You’re going to need a case of it, Buster.” She stopped moving, his shaft deep inside her. “Glen, it’s such short notice. Are you sure you should have booked it without checking at work? I mean what if you can’t get the time off? I should be able to swing it but are you going to lose money if you can’t?”

Glen sighed and opened his eyes. Abby looked down where they were joined and back at him. The only thing he was losing right now was the erection. Why’d she have to bring up work?


Chapter 20

Glen stepped into the portable on-site office. Through a haze of cigar smoke, Gloria, the underpaid and over-worked girl-Friday, raised her head and mouthed a silent ‘Hello’.

He pointed to the prick Carl who was seated at a desk off to the side, feet perched on the surface, leaning back in the chair, talking on the telephone.

Gloria rolled her eyes and coughed. Her eyes were red rimmed behind the dark framed eye glasses and the side of her mouth upturned in a scowl before she turned once more to her computer. How is she able to work in here with that stink? Glen’s eyes were starting to burn, and he’d just walked in.

There was nothing to do but wait. He took a deep breath and squared his shoulders feeling Carl’s eyes on him. How much longer would the little prick be on the phone? He glanced to the side and watched Gloria’s fingers fly over the keyboard. She kept track of the time sheets, and general accounting for this project for the main office. All the guys liked her. A real straight shooter, also no fan of Weasel Carl.

Glen shifted his gaze to the floor trying to block out the sound of Carl’s laughter and smarmy bullshit. He’d put up with this schmuck for almost two years. How much more could he handle? And last night with Abby. The bastard had ruined even that! Carl was the source of his problems at home. But not anymore. They’d have a vacay and fix things up.

“Henkel. Whaddaya want?” Carl hung up the phone, cigar in his yap, blue eyes squinting through the smoke.

Glen took a couple of steps to stand in front of the desk. “I need to take next week off. I’ve—”

“NO. We’re behind on this job and I need every guy—even you.” Carl lifted his feet off the desk and stood up, his chin thrust forward. “Now, if that’s all, get back to work.”

One. Two, Three. Four. No way could he get to ten. He tried but… “Wait a minute, Carl. I got the vacation time, so that’s not an issue. As far as being behind on the project, that’s your problem, not mine. If you’d a listened to some of the older guys, who happen to know a hell of a lot more about a job this size, you wouldn’t have wasted so much damn time and money.”

“Watch it, Henkel. You want this job or don’t you” Carl’s voice had become soft, like the hiss of a viper.

“Does your uncle know how much you’ve fucked up this job?” Glen leaned forward and jabbed his finger in the air, just a hair from Carl’s face. “Furthermore, I’m not asking for time off. I’m telling you. I’m taking the time off.”

“And I’m TELLING you, YOU’RE FIRED!” Carl stood straight, puffing out his chest like a bandy cock.

But just for a second. Glen held his eyes and when he did, Carl looked away.

“Go fuck yourself.” Glen stared him straight in the eyes.

“No. you go fuck yourself, gramps.”

In two steps, Glen was on top of Carl, his shirt bunched in his hands. “YOU’RE telling me to fuck myself, junior?” He lifted Carl off the floor and in one move held him pinned against the wall. “You owe me an apology, pal.”

“Fuck y—“ Carl’s final word was cut off, like the air in his throat from Glen’s paw, now in a vice-like grip.

“I don’t work for you anymore, you son of a bitch. Whadda’ ya going to do? Fire me? Oh wait. You just did that. Now apologize, before I get nasty.” God, this felt great. The little bastard’s eyes were bulging as he flailed against the wall.

“Sorry.” It was a mere, hoarse whisper.

“What’d ya say? I can’t hear ya. I’m old, remember?” Glen’s hand gave a tight shake, like a terrier with a toy, to Carl’s neck.

“I’m SORRY!”

Glen released his grip and watched Carl fall to the floor, catching himself in a crouch against the wall. He turned to walk out of the trailer, catching Gloria grinning intently at her computer.

“Gloria, call the cops!”

“And tell them what, Carl? I couldn’t see a damn thing through all this cigar smoke!” She waved her hands. “And I didn’t hear anything either, boss.”

Glen slammed the door and stood on the top step for a moment. “Hey everyone! I’m outta’ here!” He watched as guys he’d worked with for years, almost a lifetime, stopped what they were doing and turned to face him.

Shit! He should be worried maybe, not acting like he’d won the Superbowl. But he just felt so goddamned good, like the man he’d once been, pre-Carl.

“I just got fired! And I’m taking my wife on a cruise!” He threw his hardhat into the air.

“He fired you? Why that little weasel.” Frank, who had started in the trades the same time as Glen, took a few steps towards him.

“Yeah. He’s on his ass on the floor inside.” He walked down the steps and clapped Frank on the shoulder.

“You sure you’re going to be okay?” Frank’s eyebrows drew together under the lines in his forehead.

“We’ll be fine. Hell, I feel better than I have in years.” Glen walked through the crowd of men surrounding him, shaking hands, like some kind of movie star.

“Wish I had the guts.”

“Hope they get way behind here. Maybe then, they’ll axe that idiot.”

The men’s comments swirled in the air, lifting Glen so that he floated to his pick-up truck.

He opened the door and sat behind the wheel, exhaling loudly. Looking at the guys on the site and the steel girders of the building’s skeleton – what the hell had he just done? He was going on a cruise with no job to come back to.

Yet there was no tightness in his gut. His heart wasn’t going ninety miles an hour. He held his hand in the air above the dash board. Steady as a rock. There was only lightness in his body. Was he losing his marbles?

***

Abby had intended to be sitting in Ted’s office at nine sharp to let him know she’d be off for another week. But she couldn’t get by all the staff. When they saw her each one stopped her to ask how she was doing, when she’d be back. She’d always gotten along well with almost all of them and that had been as much as she’d ever thought about it. But this! This was incredible. They really missed her!

Just as she was about to turn to leave them, Maria Morton’s blond head and syrupy face appeared. For a fleeting second, the good cheer was eclipsed by a tightening in her gut. This back stabbing bitch probably had a lot to do with why she hadn’t been chosen to become the new manager.

“Abby! It’s nice to see you! How are you doing?” Maria stepped closer and placed her hand on Abby’s arm. The staff suddenly became quiet, watching.

Abby plucked Maria’s hand off her sleeve with the tips of two fingers, as if it was a snotty tissue. “Maria, cut the bullshit. If you had your way, I’d have been killed in that car accident.”

Maria’s head jerked back, eyes wide with shock. “Abby! That’s not true! How could you—”

“You think I don’t know about the things you were saying a few weeks ago? That, for an uneducated slob, I’ve done pretty well, but now I’ve hit the ceiling? What did you say to the Veep? I know why I didn’t get the job, so you can cut the crap. I’ve had enough of your backstabbing.” She took a step closer to Maria, chin thrust out.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Maria stepped back and turned, already heading for the elevator.

“Really? I wasn’t the first person you stabbed in the back, Maria! What goes around comes around, you sweet talking phony!” A titter went up across the cubicles. Maria looked around, her face crimson, and went into the stairwell.

Where the hell had THAT come from? How many times had she bit her tongue around Maria, afraid of making waves and possibly losing her job? Well no more of that shit.

She glanced at the women around her, some trying to pretend to be busy at their desks, now smiling openly. Grace, who was the closest co-worker that Abby could call a friend, was giving her a thumbs up.

Abby smiled and continued to the end of the corridor where Ted’s office was.

She knocked on his door and entered at the muffled ‘come in’.

“Abby! How’re you doing? It’s so good to see you.” Ted bounced up from his chair and rushed to shake her hand. “Have a seat.” His hand swept the air, indicating the chair in front of the desk.

His face was split in an ear to ear grin as he rounded the desk and sat softly down.

“Hi Ted. I’m fine.” Abby took a seat.

“Tell me you’re coming back to work!” He leaned forward in his chair, hands clasped together on his desk.

Okay, here it is. Abby took a deep breath. All morning long she’d been rehearsing what she was going to say. Too bad she’d left the words at home because now, they were nowhere in her brain to be found.

“Well, I’m feeling much better—”

“Great! Then you’ll be back on Monday.” He sat up straight and folded his arms, hands tucked behind his head.

No doubt about it, he was relieved to have her back. “Well, no. I’m going to take a week of vacation and be back the following Monday.” She held her breath.

Ted’s hands left his neck and once more he was hunched over the desk, looking down at the blotter. “Gee Abby, now’s not a good time. We’re coming into the first quarter and the turn-around-times have been slipping since you’ve been gone.”

“I could have told you that would be the case. Do you know how much admin work I did to help the staff out? Have you done that?”  Upper management had hired him, let them deal with this. The turn-around- times was not her concern.

“Well no…that’s not my function here – to do admin work.” Ted looked at her like she had two heads.

“Maybe you’ll have to hire more staff then.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m sorry Ted but I’ve got a cruise booked for next week. I have to have the time off.” She looked straight at him, her gaze never flinching.

“Abby, you’re supposed to clear it with management before you book a vacation. That’s the policy. You know that.” He returned her look, his jaw set, muscles working.

What the hell!  “Of course I know that! I could have lied, told you, I’m still sick. I’m coming to you, being honest. I have the time banked.” What was it that Glen had said this morning? She’d almost blown it off at the time because it hadn’t made any sense. But now, anything was worth a shot.

“Look Ted, technically, I didn’t book it. My husband did, as a sort of get well thing. Actually, he said this morning that he’d come down and try to explain it to you. Said he’d like to take you and your sister out for drinks.” Abby tilted her head as she said this. Whatever this meant, it was having an effect.

“Tell your husband, that’s not necessary. If he wants to take you on a vacation, then you should go. What’s another week? We’ll survive. Go! Have fun with your husband!” Despite the grin on his face, his eyes were wide. As he got up from his chair, he gulped.

One of his hands was on her shoulder, while the other was opening the door for her to leave. This was odd. She’d have to ask Glen what the whole drinks thing with Ted and his sister was all about.


Chapter 21

Miami airport was an enormous hive of activity, with people buzzing here and there or waiting in line impatiently. She took two steps to Glen’s one as they hurried to the luggage carousel. Changing into high heeled sandals in the airplane hadn’t been such a good idea. At least in her flat heeled ‘sensible’ boots she’d be able to walk faster. But what was the big rush anyway? Weren’t they supposed to be on vacation?

“Glen.” She stared at the back of his head and floral Hawaiian shirt, as she scurried along.

“GLEN!” THAT got his attention.

He turned and stopped, waiting for her to take the three steps to catch up.

“Where’s the fire?” Her breath was almost a pant.

“We don’t want to miss the boat. Who knows how long it will take to get the luggage, if they haven’t lost it. And then traffic to get to the dock? I’d rather be early than late, Abby.” He reached for her hand and almost dragged her to the escalator.

“Geez Glen, we’re three hours early. The boat isn’t leaving until two this afternoon. We’re going to be okay. Honest.” She squeezed his hand as they rode down.

“I know. This is going to be the best vacation we’ve ever had.” He leaned down and kissed her cheek.

His words and the tone of his voice didn’t square up with the look of worry that had visited his face for a moment. Was he concerned about Peter, about money? They had a nice nest egg in the bank and they both had decent jobs.

“Should we text Peter, to make sure everything’s okay?” She looked up at him, her eyes wide. After all, it would be the first time he’d be left home alone and for almost a week at that.

“Naw. He’ll be fine. I left lots of dough for him and Barry said he’d check in on him.”

She stepped quickly, getting off the elevator. Should she be reassured or worried more with Barry checking in on her son? But Claire had also promised to keep an eye on things, so that was good.

She held Glen’s hand tightly as they stood waiting for their luggage. He was right, Peter would be okay. She inhaled deeply and grinned watching the carousel roll. They were going on a vacation! A ROMANTIC vacation to the islands. There’d be warmth, sunbathing and dancing under the stars. And this man of hers, this guy she was still nuts about, had arranged it. She stepped close to him and laid her cheek on his arm.

***

They passed through the Cruise ship office and waited in line to board the ship. Outside, the southern sun had beat down on their heads, kissing their exposed skin till it was pink. But, in here it was comfortable and cool. They stood with gaping mouths looking at the ship where they would spend the next four nights.

It was enormous. No, that couldn’t even begin to describe it. Not even Gi-normous could cut it. It was a freaking town, if not city, towering above them, a gleaming white behemoth. It’d take days to explore it!

Glen glanced at the people in the line-up in front of him. Most of them were his age but there were a few couples younger and even a few more that looked to be in their sixties if not seventies. Well, good for them. They’d probably worked hard all their life and were now taking it easy, enjoying the fruits of their labor.

Oh no. He gulped as the fact he didn’t have a job to go home to, hit him. And for Christ’s sake, Abby couldn’t find that out. Not yet. They were going on a cruise to have a good time, and rekindle the romance. He smiled and leaned over to kiss her forehead. The floral scent of her perfume filled his nostrils when he bent lower to whisper in her ear.

“Enjoy the view now because it may be the last time you see it.” His hand went to her shoulder keeping her head from jerking away. “We may never leave the cabin.” He bit the lobe of her ear gently.

This time he allowed her to look up at him. “Promise?”

“You think I’m going to let you sun bathe in that string thing you bought? In public? Look at these guys in line. There’s not enough of me to fight ‘em off.” God, he loved the look on her face now. Yeah, maybe he’d taken her for granted and not given her enough compliments--especially when it was the truth. She was a good looking woman. He pulled her close to him and kissed the top of her head.

He took a couple of steps as the line moved forward and looked at the stairs leading to the covered tunnel to the ship. A couple in their late forties was just moving past the steward. Holy hell! Could her skirt be any shorter and still cover her ass? His eyes opened wider. Actually, the little smile at the bottom of her butt was showing. He’d be damned if he’d let Abby wear a skirt that short in public. Oh well, different strokes.

The couple in line just ahead of Abby and him looked pretty excited. She was a willowy redhead bouncing on the toes of her high heeled sandals. Her hands were roaming freely over the broad back of her husband and every now and then she’d lean over to kiss his ear or whisper something before giggling. The dark haired man, her husband, smiled and muttered something back.

Glen didn’t want to hear what they said and seem like an eavesdropper, some kind of creep. He turned to watch two carts full of luggage being wheeled by them, and then to a rolling ramp. Despite his respect for the couple’s privacy a couple of words registered. “Cruise takeover.”

What the hell did the guy mean by that? Cruise take over? Would it be like that movie he’d watched with Abby? The Tom Hanks one where Somali pirates took over the ship? Naw. What was he thinking? This was America and that ship was freaking huge! Still, maybe he’d see the guy on the ship and see what he’d meant.

It seemed like forever waiting to board the ship but when he glanced at his watch, it was actually only ten minutes. When he and Abby stepped away from the steward and onto the deck, they looked like TOTAL tourists, and they didn’t care. Their mouths gaped open looking up at the massive floating structure.

“What’s that banner mean, Glen? Welcome Lifestylers?” Abby pointed to a white banner draped across the railing on the opposite side of the ship.

“I dunno know. Maybe cruise vacations are a lifestyle? So we’ve joined the lifestyle. Who knows? Who cares?” He grinned and hoisted the carry-on bag higher on his shoulder, looking at the mini golf course at the front of the ship and then to the right, at the enormous pool surrounded by gleaming white lounge chairs. And in front of him were brightly colored bars and restaurants.

“This is like Disneyland for adults! Look at the places to eat and drink! Oh Glen, we’re going to have so much fun!” Abby slid her sunglasses to the top of her head as she stepped inside, following the signs to the floor where their cabin was located.


Chapter 22

“We’ve got thirty minutes to unpack, settle in and then do the emergency drill. God, I hope it doesn’t take long. I’m dying for a drink and something to eat. What kind of food do you feel like? There’s Chinese, Japanese, Italian and a burger bar too.” Glen followed Abby down the corridor on the Atlantic deck to their cabin.

Abby turned and looked over his shoulder before she spoke. “Thirty minutes huh? Maybe I can help you with the something to eat. I’m thinking American.” She smiled and wiggled her eyebrows, skipping along in front of him.

His eyebrows knitted for a moment and he grinned. “You’re a bad girl and I like it when you’re bad.” He hustled to catch up with her. “Abby. Here it is. You went right by it.” He tried the door, smiling when it opened smoothly.

Abby took a step and slid in before him, taking care to step over the threshold.

“Oh Glen! It’s beautiful. Just like the rest of the ship. Well, at least what we saw on the way down.”

A queen sized bed with a red comforter and towels shaped into a bunny rabbit welcomed them. The matching drapes were pulled shut making the room a little dim. Abby rushed to the window and opened them with a flourish and peeked outside. “Glen! Look at this view! We have an outside cabin overlooking the ocean!”

Glen had set the bags on the bed and was walking into the bathroom to check it out. My God. Everything was spotless with much more room than he’d have guessed. Even the shower was big enough to accommodate his height. He turned on the tap. Good pressure.

When he returned to the main bedroom area, Abby was putting the toiletries from her bag, on top of the small dresser. She turned and ran to him, jumping at the last minute to throw her arms around his neck.

He took a step back, catching his balance and put his arms around her body, swaying her feet from side to side.

“I love you! Thanks for booking this trip!” Her lips were on his, kissing him deeply. For a moment it was like they were teenagers again, their arms around each other holding on for dear life, lost in the kiss.

Her leg scooped around his, pulling her body in tight and rubbing her pelvis against his. The round firmness of her pubic bone pressing against his groin was nice. How much time did they have? No, when they did it, they were going to take their time, no rushing. But this waiting until later was making him harder, wanting her more.

She pulled back from the kiss and looked into his eyes. “Didn’t you say you were hungry?” Once more she kissed him, but this time her tongue traced a trail over his lips, letting him know what she wanted.

Oh God, he wanted it too! So what if they were late for the Lifeboat drill. He was drowning in a sea of lust and didn’t want a lifeboat. He held her while he took a couple of steps to the bed, setting her down gently. She was wearing a skirt which simplified things. His hands pushed at her shoulders but she shook her head. Her eyes were almost closed when she looked up at him, her tongue now rolling over her own lips. “I’m hungry too.”

Her fingers worked slowly, undoing the buckle on his pants. She tilted her head and looked at his crotch still licking her lips. There was a snick of the zipper and her hands on him, freeing him from the cotton prison.

Oh God, her tongue on the tip of his shaft was good, licking the tip, slowly. His hands cupped her head when her mouth opened wider to take him deep inside. Her fingers stretched inside his shorts to cup and massage his balls while her other hand kept tandem with her mouth, massaging him. His breath hitched in his throat when she took all of him inside. Holy mother of God, this was good. If she kept this up he’d be blowing a load soon. And it’d been so long since this had happened, he didn’t care.

There was a soft tap at the door and it opened immediately. He jumped pulling away from her mouth while zipping up. What the hell? He turned and there was Carl the Weasel! He blinked twice.

“I’m sorry Sir, to disturb you. I have your luggage.” The man’s lips were twitching as he looked everywhere but at Glen.

It wasn’t Carl, but the guy was a dead ringer for him. Christ! Couldn’t he even go on vacation without that bastard showing up one way or another, interrupting and killing the best blowjob he’d had in months, if not years?

The steward set the bags down and backed out of the room.

Abby’s fingers were on his hip, pulling him back to her. “Now where were we, before we were interrupted?”

He turned to her, looking down into her upturned face, still wearing that sexy smile. But it was no use. The moment was gone, along with his erection. Even her fingers once more holding his limp noodle weren’t helping.

“Glen? What’s wrong? Don’t be embarrassed by that guy. I’m sure he’s seen much more than a guy getting head.” She wasn’t giving up easily. Her hand held his penis, trying to massage some life back into the dead soldier.

“It IS that guy. He could be my boss’s brother; he looks so much like him. And the one person I don’t want to think about on this cruise is that cocksucker Carl.” He paused for a second. “Oh, sorry Abby. I shouldn’t say words like that in front of you.” He pulled back from her hand and zipped up his pants.

“Why not? I’m your wife, not some lady at church. You can say that word, especially here and especially considering what we were doing when he barged in.” She giggled and put her fingers to her lips. “Actually, I AM a cock sucker. And I love sucking yours.”

His eyes bulged. He could feel them almost on his cheeks. Peter was right. Abby had changed. Never before had he heard her say cocksucker. And now she says it here? In the right context? She was being a bad girl and…he liked it. There was a small stir in his groin. Maybe all was not lost.

***

Abby stood next to Glen amid the throng of people listening to the pretty steward explain the lifeboat path and drill if there was an emergency at sea. It was a drone in her ears. If there was an emergency, Glen would look after her. Besides they hadn’t even left the dock.

She tugged on Glen’s arm. When he looked down at her, she whispered. “I’ve got to go to the ladies room. Cover me so the steward doesn’t see me leave.”

When he moved in front of her to shelter her, she slipped away and down the stairs. Now where was the maitre‘d or manager or whatever they called those guys on a ship?

She walked by the Olympic sized pool. There was no one out yet except a few people who were standing at the railing, watching the ship depart from the dock. She held her breath walking by the many flashy restaurants, and bars. This place was amazing and this was only one deck! There were still three decks above her.

A handsome young man in the white garb of a crewmember was walking toward her.

“Excuse me.” She held out her hand before he could pass.

“Yes Madam? What can I do for you?” He smiled, flashing straight white teeth in a tanned face.

“I would like to make sure that the steward who delivered our luggage to our room no longer serves us.”

His head jerked back and he looked at her with concern. “Is there a problem? What cabin are you in?”

“We’re in C473, Atlantic deck. He didn’t do anything wrong but he looks like someone we know.” Her words tumbled out of her mouth. Even to her ears, it sounded weird. “A bad person. If he keeps serving us, I’m afraid it will interfere with our enjoyment. I’m sorry to ask this, but is it possible?” She exhaled loudly through pursed lips, blowing the tendrils of her blonde hair up from her forehead.

“Your pleasure is our prime objective. I will look into this and make sure your steward is changed. Is there anything else?” He was now smiling.

“No that’s it. Thanks so much. What’s your name?” His blue eyes were almost an aqua, the color of the sea.

“Christos. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’ll see about your problem.” He put two fingers to the tip of his hat in a small salute and was gone. Wow! That was easy and such service!

She walked back to where the emergency lesson was finishing up, to stand next to Glen. She twisted her fingers into his and squeezed. He looked down at her, smiling, but with questions in his eyes.

“That little problem with the steward earlier…I took care of it. A new steward is being assigned.” She reached up and kissed his cheek. The look of surprise and relief was written all over his face. Yes, she could look after her man too.

A half hour had passed and the Caribbean sun was now hot on their tender, northern skin. They turned to follow the crowd down the steps and away from the lifeboats. A warm breeze drifted upwards cooling the dampness on their foreheads as they stood at the top of the stairs.

“What’s clothing optional mean?” she asked Glen. She pointed at the sign that said ‘Clothing Optional Swimming Pool’.

“Oh… I guess you can go to the pool area in street clothes?”

“Oh.” It didn’t make a whole lot of sense. Who would wear clothes at a swimming pool? Maybe there’re some real prudes on this boat who complained or something? Maybe it’s a Caribbean thing…

“Mmmm. That feels wonderful.” She placed her hand on Glen’s arm and looked at him. Why had he stopped? He looked like he’d seen a ghost. Not that steward again… He raised his hand and pointed.

She turned to see what had captured his attention. Her jaw dropped and it was now HER eyes bulging, resting on her cheeks. “WHAT THE FUCK!”


Chapter 23

Below them, a sea of flesh—bare flesh—met their eyes. Naked women and men were in lounge chairs, cavorting in the pool and even standing at a few bars ordering drinks. Not even topless. No, this bunch was completely starkers.

“Glen…” No reply.

“Hey Buddy! You’re holding up the line!” Glen’s head swiveled around to see the redhead from earlier and her husband standing behind them. He grabbed Abby’s arm and pulled her away from the stairs.

“Glen?” Her blue eyes flashed up at him as she stumbled along beside him to the railing.

Still no reply. He was still staring down at the crowd below, his jaw hanging open.

“GLEN!” He turned to Abby, wide eyes, his mouth closing slowly, and looked back down below deck.

“Glen, what kind of cruise did you book?” Abby’s voice was flat. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from a woman stretched out face up while her husband, massaged suntan lotion onto her breasts.

Behind her was Miami, steadily receding. Oh my God, there was no going back.

Without looking at her Glen said, “Barry booked it on the computer?”

Abby’s eyes were slits watching him. And all those naked people, naked women! What the hell had he done?

Abby’s hand flew to her head, grasping handfuls of her golden hair in her fists. “You let that MORON book our romantic cruise?”

“It said it was an ‘Adults Only’ cruise! Just couples! I thought they meant no kids! Honestly Abby, I swear I didn’t know and Barry’d had a few…I’m SORRY.”

“We’re spending five days with a bunch of NAKED STRANGERS? Sunbathing….maybe I can handle that. But dinner or dancing in the bar? NO WAY! Where do I look when I talk to them? I’m going to have to wear sunglasses ALL the time!”

The shock on her face morphed into suspicion. She dropped her hands from her hair and began poking Glen in the chest. “And if you THINK for one FUCKING second, I’M GETTING NAKED,” the vein in Abby’s forehead began to pulse. “you got another think coming!”

He waved his hands in surrender. “Absolutely not! I didn’t know! Look, there’s got to be places on a ship this big where we can be by ourselves, right? We can have our meals in our cabin. Just pretend it’s just the two of us.” He tried to smile, but it felt plastic to him.

She stood there with her fists on her waist, shaking her head. “Nudists! You got me on a nudist cruise!” The vein was still pulsing.

“I think the correct term is naturalist, actually.” He ducked, barely missing the hand that she tried to slap him with.

“Well excuuuuse me! I stand corrected.” This time her hands were a whirling dervish of slaps on his chest.

“Abby, it’ll be all right. We’ll get through this and laugh about it afterwards. I promise.” He placed his arms around her and drew her close to avoid any more swats.

“GET THROUGH IT? THIS was supposed to be a romantic cruise, a vacation and you want to GET THROUGH this? So help me God, I’m going to kill Barry when I get back.”

Glen stroked her back, while peering at the redhead who had made it down to the bar below. Oh Christ! He watched as she grasped the hem of her thin dress and with one fluid motion pulled it over her head. Oh God… Her boobs pointed right out, with chocolate brown nipples. And she was completely, totally, bare in her crotch! His eyes flitted across the crowd for a second and it dawned on him that most of the people down there, even the guys, were clean shaven down there too!

Uh oh… Private Pecker just got the message. He eased back from Abby.

“Honey?” He kissed the top of her head. How the hell was he going to be able to walk by that naked fiesta to get back to his cabin?

“What?”

“I need you to walk in front of me when we go by the pool. I mean, close in front.”

The arms once more flailed at his shoulders when she pushed away. “Oh really! All those naked women are turning you on! You and Barry cooked this up, didn’t you! Watching all that porn! Well tough luck buster! You walk the plank, ALONE!” She turned and sped down the stairs leading to the lower deck.

Abby wants to kill Barry? Well, she’s going to have to stand in line.

Oh shit. He took a few steps and looked down on the scene below him. The redhead had stretched out face down on a lounge chair and her ass was every bit as perfect as her breasts had been. Next to her, the husband was stretched out holding a magazine, reading. READING! And from the limp noodle resting against his leg, this whole naked scene was no big deal.

Easy for him, but not for a guy who’d just got some head! That asshole steward HAD to show up to ruin it. And now he’s got to parade by all these nudists and act nonchalant—especially with that redhead laying there--with this bulge in his crotch.

And Abby’s too pissed to finish what she started earlier. FUCK!

Like an Olympic sprinter, Glen raced down the stairs and across the deck, eyes lowered, checking out the geometric patterns of the carpeting on the floor. A bar, yay! A dark bar, where he could sit in the back and figure this out.

***

Three stiff drinks later, things didn’t look so bad. Besides, no one could see his eyes. Not with sunglasses on. He could look wherever he wanted and who’d be the wiser?

He stood up and wandered to the bar, raising two fingers signaling the bartender for a couple more. He placed his elbows on the smooth surface and waited, glancing to the open doorway to see what was happening outside. Thank you Jim Beam, for the liquid courage.

He’d get a drink to go and bring it to Abby. Maybe convince her to come up for a drink and get used to all this. After all, it was only naked bodies and the body was a perfect temple, wasn’t it? That was even in the Bible. Speaking of the Bible, he could sure use some help here, God.

The sound of something shattering right behind him made him jump. He jerked around and saw at his feet, a broken vase.

And a scattering of yellow roses.

He looked up, and there was the redhead, weaving slightly, and totally naked.

“Sorry, my bad,” she said, rubbing the back of her neck.

He looked up at the ceiling. First at the hospital, and now here? What the hell are you trying to tell me? This your idea of a joke? You make things better and put us on a Nudist cruise?

A steward rushed to clean up the mess and the woman made her way to the bar, right next to him.

“Hi. I’m Sherri.” She stopped only inches away, facing him and leaned one arm on the bar. Holy mother of God, she was stacked. He focused on her face. She was friendly, with a nice smile.

“Pleased to meet you. I’m Glen.” He extended his hand to shake hers.


Chapter 24

Abby walked by the sun worshippers at the pool, facing straight ahead, but her eyes behind the sunglasses took everything in. People in the pool were playing volleyball, jumping to spike the ball and laughing when it went astray hitting the deck. The sun cast diamonds on the wet skin of their shoulders, arms and chests.

A swarthy man sitting next to a black woman with perfectly rounded buttocks was looking at her. Or maybe he was checking out women behind HIS dark glasses. At any rate, he was pretty sexy with the dark hair on his chest and perfect body. Oh my God. What was she thinking?

She ducked into the entranceway leading to her room. Everyone out there, buck naked, seemed so relaxed, actually having a good time. She probably could sunbathe with them but she’d have to wear a bathing suit. Would they look at her like she was a freak? Some kind of prude or something?

Inside, the cabin was cool on her hot skin. She exhaled loudly as she bent to check out the mini bar. Good. Well stocked with small bottles of wine and liquor. She uncapped a bottle of white wine and flopped down onto the soft surface of the bed. After draining half the bottle, she giggled. How was Glen making out walking by all those naked women? Serves him right, booking this ridiculous cruise.

There had been a real assortment of people around the pool. Not all were buff and stunning. There were lots of people who could have used more time in the gym, and so many were her age. That was a surprise. And forget about the ones in their fifties and sixties! I guess it’s a lifestyle choice. Fine for them, but not for her or Glen.

She stood up and unbuttoned her shirt, fanning it in and out to cool down, before tossing it onto the bed. The waistband of her skirt was damp as her fingers pulled at the snap and slid the zipper down. She took a large swallow of wine, finishing it and setting the empty bottle on the dresser. Her refection in the mirror looked curiously at her.

In her bra and panties, the results of the work-out session were clearly there—almost flat stomach and shapely legs. Her hands rose to unclasp the hooks of her bra, letting it fall over her firm arms to the floor. She had nice breasts, even if they weren’t as perky and high as they’d once been. What would it be like to walk around topless?

There was a tingle between her legs.

Oh no, she couldn’t do that. She’d be too self-conscious and besides, Glen would kill her. Still, the thought of doing it was kind of hot. She reached for another bottle of wine and sipped it, still eyeing herself in the mirror. One hand cupped her breast, lifting it slightly before her fingers closed on the nipple, tweaking it. Now, THAT felt nice.

Another sip of wine and turning to the side, checking out the cheeks of her ass. Again, they used to be higher but still pretty good. Her fingers pushed her panties down, over the roundness of her hips. She’d squeezed in a bikini wax before the trip but the women on the deck had taken it to the extreme. Some sported just a small strip of hair but most were clean shaven. What would that be like?

She ambled into the bathroom already feeling the warm numbness in her muscles from the wine. Oh hell. So what if she could feel the wine. If this was the only way to get through this vacation with nudists, then bring on the vino! Another large sip as she fumbled in the bathroom toiletry bag. Where is that razor?

Aha! Glen’s razor. That’ll do. See how he likes a dull razor tomorrow morning? Serves him right. One last sip of the wine and she turned on the shower. There was a complimentary bottle of shampoo sitting on a shelf of the shower and she popped it.  She lathered between her legs—is it still a pussy when it’s bald?—and giggled.  Only a few swipes of the fresh blade in the razor and there she was, smooth and clean. It felt cool, fresh and yes…kind of erotic. Her fingers lingered, sliding between the lips of her labia. Yes. That was good.

But not now. She turned off the shower and stepped out, wrapping herself in a luxurious fluffy towel. When she walked to the bedroom to open her suitcase and find her new swimsuit, she stopped her hand on the bottoms. Should she? Another little bottle of wine and maybe flip a coin. Heads, both pieces. Tails, only bottoms.

Uh oh. This was the last little bottle of white wine. She frowned. Where was Glen? Probably up there ogling all the women. She took another large drink of wine and fished in her purse for a coin. Well, here goes nothing!

Oh my God! Tails! A thrill spread out from between her legs to her very fingertips. Where was Glen when she needed him? She caught herself as she stumbled putting the bikini bottom on. He thinks he’s getting an eyeful now? Wait till I parade by him topless! Yeah, you want to see all these naked women? Well buddy, you’re about to get more than you bargained for.

Abby drained the bottle of wine and scooted back into the bathroom for the dry towel hanging there. And I’m using all the dry towels! Take that Glen!

She opened the door and peeked both ways down the hall before stepping out. Here goes. She took a deep breath, held her head high, shoulders back, boobs up and walked down the corridor to the stairs. Oh my God, what was she about to do? She could turn back and no one would ever know.

NO! It was time to man up, or in her case woman up. If nothing else, this would teach Glen a lesson.

She stepped into the hot sunshine on deck and looked around. Her boobs had never seen direct sunlight. Were people looking at her? No, not so much. Even wearing the bottoms of her swimsuit, no one gave her a second glance. Where was Glen? She turned her head and looked into the bar nearest her.

Her head jerked forward and she lifted the dark glasses up to stare into the dim area. Glen was talking with a gorgeous red haired woman. A NAKED red haired woman! He lifted two amber colored drinks. What the hell! He’s making time with a hot chick, buying her drinks! We’ll see about that.


Chapter 25

“See you later Sherri. Don’t get too much sun!” One last look at her before he turned to leave the bar.

He jumped, spilling the contents of the whiskey over his sandaled feet. Holy shit! Abby! Sweet mother of God, she’s naked! Her boobs are out there for all to see. “Abby! What are you doing? Put that towel around yourself, quick.” He took a step towards her to shield her chest.

“What? It’s okay for you to have drinks and ogle some red head but for God’s sake, don’t let Abby do that! Well here they are buddy!”  She held her head high, arching her back. “Out there for everyone to see and admire. And don’t think I haven’t caught guys checking them out!” She snatched a drink from his hand and marched to the nearest vacant lounge chair.

Glen’s eyes were riveted to the bounce and the little smile crease of the cheeks of her ass as she stomped off.  His gaze lifted after a moment to see who else was watching her. Yeah. Figures. That swarthy Italian looking guy and the red head’s husband. He scurried after her and pulled a lounge chair to sit beside her.

“Abby, what’s gotten into you?” He leaned closer to tug at the towel, trying in vain to cover her chest.

“Not you, that’s for sure.” She took a large swallow of her drink, her eyebrows tight together.

“That’s not fair and you know it.” His lips were set in a straight line.

“Who was that woman you were talking to?” She turned to face him and pursed her lips.

“Sherri.” He lifted his hand and pointed. “That’s her husband over there. And I wasn’t talking to her, just saying hello. I was on my way back to the cabin with a drink for you. But, you beat me to it. I thought we’d talk about how we’re going to handle this trip but I see you’ve already decided.”

He took a large swallow of his drink and scanned the naked women sitting around them. Fine. If she was going to be this way, an exhibitionist then he was going to be a voyeur. Besides, he had his friend Foster Grant to back him up.

“Are you enjoying staring at all the naked women, Glen? I know you are.” Her shoulder shrugged upward and she turned her head away.

“Yeah. As a matter of fact I am.” He shifted in his seat to ease the strain of his penis which was growing steadily. “Are you enjoying seeing all these naked cocks?”

There were a few minutes of silence before she answered. “Kind of. But the one I wanted to have when I was changing was up here, ogling naked women.”

He turned to look at her. Her voice had been almost sad. Things were getting all screwed up and it was time to set them right. Besides, he was hotter than a half fucked fox in a forest fire. He set the drink down on a nearby table and reached for hers, taking it from her.

“C’mon. We’re going to the cabin.” He took her hand and pulled her to her feet. Let them stare at her beautiful big boobs. They were his woman’s and he was the only one who was going to touch them.

He took the stairs two at a time, dragging her behind him.

“Slow down!”

“Hell no!”

He ignored her and sprung the cabin door open, pulling her inside after him. Her body whirled landing in his arms, her bare breasts pressing into him. His mouth was on hers, his tongue exploring, thrusting into hers, while his hands worked to strip the bikini bottom from her hips.

At the smoothness his hand discovered between her legs, his eyes opened. Her lips drew back in a smile, still touching his.

“Like it?” She whispered.

“Get on the bed and spread your legs.” His voice was a growl. As she passed by, he gave her luscious ass a playful swat. His fingers flew undoing his shirt and pants and tossing them aside. She was being a bad girl, lying on the bed with her legs locked together.

He stepped to the side, close to her dainty feet, the nails painted cherry red, like petals. He gripped her ankles in his large hands and tugged them apart. There was no resistance on her part. One glance at her face, eyes half closed and tongue licking her lower lips. Yeah, she was as horny as he was. Her woman lips were swollen and now because she’d shaved, the little dark nub of her hot button could be seen.

He pulled her body to the edge of the bed and holding her legs in his hands, he knelt down onto the carpeted floor. When he blew softly on her, she moaned. He lowered his head and licked her slowly, teasing her further, purposely avoiding her clit. Her hips moved, trying to connect her hot button to the tip of his tongue.

“Glen…Please. Lick it.” Her voice was a whimper.

She’d had enough. He ran the tip of his tongue over her hard bud and sucked it into his mouth the way she liked. God, she tasted great. Her juices were wetting his cheeks.

“Yessss. There. Keep doing that… yes, that… right there.” Her voice was almost guttural, demanding. In all the years he’d done this to her, this was the first time she’d given directions. Usually she just maneuvered her body to what she wanted. Her voice was putting HIM, over the edge.

She sat bolt upright when the orgasm hit, grasping him by the hair and panting.

He rose up and pulled her legs around his waist, sliding into her wetness, and shoving forward, deep into her. God, she was tight and hot. He withdrew all of the way out and paused for a beat before driving deep into her once more. Her muscles were clamping down onto him.

Before he had a chance to touch her clit to rub her and push her over the edge again, her hand snaked down there. Oh fuck. The only other time he’d seen her play with herself was that time in the shower. Fuck, this was hot.

His hips took on a life of their own, pounding deep into her, faster and faster. He watched as her fingers rubbed herself with a speed, matching his own.

“Oh, oh… there! Yes! Don’t stop! Fuck me hard!” Her eyes squeezed shut and her head fell backward into the bed as her muscles clamped onto him.

The tightness and quivering of her walls on his shaft was driving him crazy. He pounded deep into her like a jack hammer, faster and faster, watching the ecstasy on her face, her luscious breasts bouncing at each thrust. Oh fuck, this was hot.

“Jesus Abby. I love this. Yeees. I’m coming!” His drove deep, flooding her warm flesh, again and again. Holy fuck! He gasped and fell onto her, kissing her neck and chin. Her arms and legs hugged him close as their hearts thundered together.

He was still in her, lying as one with her. Oh my God, he’d come inside her, his woman. It was awesome. And it was about fucking time.

“I love you.” Her hand now played with his hair. “Let’s do this again.”

He lifted his head and looked into her dark blue eyes. Okay, she was kidding. He breathed a sigh of relief. “I have a confession to make.” He grinned down at her, watching her eyes open wider.

“Seeing you walking around topless, knowing other men were admiring your body, made me horny.”

“I thought you were mad.”

“I was. But then it got exciting. Maybe that’s part of the attraction for these nudists. I bet they go to their cabins and screw like bunnies.” He rolled over to lie beside her.

“I was turned on going out like that, although the main reason was to make you angry.” She threaded her fingers through his and squeezed his hand.

“You bitch.” He squeezed her hand. There was silence for a moment. “I liked you saying dirty things and watching you play with yourself. You’ve never done that when we’ve made love. It’s sexy.”

“It just felt right. It was what I wanted, so I did it.” She turned onto her side to face him. “What about the nudist thing? Are you going to try it? I might like watching women ogle you.” She smiled and kissed the tip of his nose.

“Oh hell. What the hell? Why not?” He turned and kissed her once again.


Chapter 26

Claire stared out the kitchen window at the snow drifting down in large, wondrous flakes. The world was blanketed in innocent white, a fresh gift from Mother Nature. Maybe later, when she finished shoveling the driveway and walkway, she’d have a different opinion about the snow, but for now, the pristine newness was a thing of beauty.

She left the window to pour a second cup of coffee and settle into the large sofa in the living room. The house was too quiet. She got up and turned the stereo on to soft jazz and sat down once more to watch the snow through the picture window.

Since the night when her car wouldn’t start and she had talked to Barry, he had called her three times a day. And the emails! All lovey dovey and apologetic. He really did sound sincere. But was she ready to forgive him? Could she ever trust him again? And more importantly, could she risk being hurt that badly again?

Yeah…it was hard to admit, but she still loved him. After fourteen years of marriage plus three years dating, how could she not? And now he wanted to give their marriage another try. Even after six months, the anger and hurt battled for dominance in her gut and heart. Memories of the good times they’d had were all but crushed. But there HAD been good times. Would there ever be again? Well, not if she shut him out, that was for sure.

The phone rang and she jumped to get it, hesitating to answer when she saw his name. She let it ring a couple more times.

“Hello Barry.” She clutched the phone tightly in her hand, as her heart leapt into her throat, her body completely at odds with the casual tone of her voice.

“Claire! Have you looked outside? Isn’t it beautiful? You know what I’m thinking?” Barry sounded like he’d had too many coffees.

“Not a clue. What?” She sat down on the sofa and put her feet on the coffee table.

“Remember when we used to go cross country skiing? Whaddya’ say? You didn’t throw my skis out did you?”

“Oh my God. That was years ago. And no, I still have the skis.” A picture of them skiing on a trail through trees near a lake flashed in her mind. Would her ski pants still fit?

“Why don’t I pick you up in an hour and we’ll go to the nature reserve. You know the one, remember?” He sounded as excited as a kid. How do men do that?

“Yeah. I’m not sure how far I’ll be able to go. I’m no spring chicken anymore.” Barry hadn’t been the only one who had gained weight in the last six months.

“You look great! All those exercise classes with Abby have paid off. Don’t think I didn’t notice.”

Okay, he was laying it on a little thick now, especially since she’s been wearing a parka the last time she’d seen him. The sands in her hourglass figure were settling in the bottom now.

“Okay, let’s do it. With Abby gone, I need the exercise. See you in an hour.” She hung up the phone and sat quietly for a few moments. Was she making a mistake, starting things up again? Maybe. But if she was going to allow him back in her life, he was going to have to prove himself. It could be like when they were in college again, him wooing her. Actually, that would be fun and it’d give her time to go slow…be sure she wasn’t making a huge mistake.

She downed her coffee and went up stairs to get ready. Not rushing, the way she’d once done when she was a girl and he called. Now, she was a woman to be courted.

***

Barry was reluctant for their (dare he call going cross country skiing a date?) yes, their date, to end. Claire’s cheeks were rosy from the cold air and skiing. Her blue eyes, shaded by the heavy long lashes, sparkled. God, she was pretty. She’d put on a few pounds in her behind, but the curve of her ass in front of him skiing looked even better than he’d remembered.

It had nothing to do with the fact that he hadn’t been laid in six months. Well…almost nothing.

“Where’s the snow shovel? Let me do the driveway for you. Especially that heavy shit the snowplow leaves.” He watched her open the garage door and grab the shovel. Well, she hadn’t said no.

“Thanks. I’ve had as much exercise as I want today. Knock yourself out.” She handed him the shovel and turned to go in.

Barry started with the steps where she had just been. It’d been a long time since he’d shoveled the steps and his driveway. He never thought he’d get the chance again. Thank you, God. But she hadn’t asked him in for coffee or a drink. Would she take pity on him when she saw what a great job he’d done? Maybe a drink and then she’d ask him to stay for dinner?

Don’t push it Wolf. One step at a time. He paused and leaned on the handle of the shovel.

Wolf? That was stupid. He wasn’t a Wolf. He was Barry, a husband who’d fucked up and regretted it every minute for the last six months. And then to think she’d make dinner for him? No. She deserved better. He’d finish this job and ask her out for dinner. Someplace fancy and romantic.

Hell, he’d helped Glen put some romance back in his marriage and now it was time for him to walk the walk.

***

At the knock at the door, Claire rushed from the window where she’d been watching him shovel. The poor guy had really slowed down near the end. Maybe she’d ask him in for a coffee or a beer.

She opened the door and his green eyes, along with his lips, smiled at her.

“All done! Claire, if you aren’t busy, would you like to go to dinner with me tonight? Get dolled up and go to someplace fancy, like Chez Francois.”

What! He’d never taken her to such a classy restaurant, even on their anniversary. Should she play coy? Pretend that she had other plans, maybe another man in her life? It WAS last minute after all.

“That would be nice. Sure. What time?”

“Seven? Or six? Whatever you’d like.”

Now his eyes were wide. Maybe he’d expected her to say no. Damn. She should have offered another time. Now, he probably thought she was anxious.

“How about seven thirty? I’ve got some things to do later today and that would be a better time.”

“Great! I’ll see you at seven thirty. Bye.”

She watched him walk down the driveway to his car. Seeing him and doing something as wholesome as skiing had been fun. She shut the door and peeked through the glass window, watching him pull away.  When he was out of sight, she grabbed her car keys and made a mad dash to the Buick. There were a lot of shops to hit to find the right dress.

***

It was close to midnight when Barry drove Claire home from their dinner date. Dinner had turned into dancing, lots of wine and laughter. And Barry had been the perfect gentleman, curtailing his drinking for the drive home. There was no doubt about it; he could clean up really well. Even the jokes he had told were cute, not smutty or disrespectful.

It was Claire who had put away too many glasses of wine and hinted at more, with double entendres and flirting. She knew it and she didn’t care anymore. It was the first time in a long, long time that she’d danced and laughed so much.

“Would you like to come in for a nightcap? Tuck me into bed?” Her ruby red lips pulled back in a lascivious smile and her eyes, half closed and twinkling were sending the same message.

“Claire! What kind of man do you think I am? I’m that easy?” His hand tucked a wisp of hair behind her ear as he sat looking at her.

“I know what kind of a man you are. Horny as I am.” She smiled when he swept his door open and almost ran around the front of the car to get hers. Oh yeah. She called that one right. Dancing so close to him all evening along with the wine had made her panties wet.

He opened the door and held out his hand to help her from the car. As she stood, her foot slipped on a small patch of ice, and his arms were around her holding her upright. She looked into his green eyes, suddenly sober. When he leaned in to kiss her, her lips parted and she kissed back, a long, passionate, deep throat kind of kiss, their breath fast and mingling. Oh God, it was not only her mouth responding. There was a pleasant ache between her legs.

Barry held her hand on the way up the steps and waited for her to find the house key. She fumbled a few times with the lock before he took it from her and opened the door. For a nanosecond, she half expected him to carry her over the threshold when he pushed the door open. Instead he followed her in and hung up the coats.

They stood for a moment facing each other, silently. She’d given him plenty of come-on signals all evening, now it was his turn.

“Would you like me to make you a coffee? I know I could use one.”

Her stomach fell. Of all the things to say, this wasn’t what she’d been expecting (hoping for?). Well, she had wanted him to woo her, treat her like a lady, with respect and now she was getting it.

“If you still remember where the kitchen is.”

“How could I forget? I’ve dreamed of that kitchen and you since I moved out.” He put his arm around her waist, hugging her close, walking to the kitchen. “C’mon. Still double sugar and cream or are you counting calories? You look like you’ve lost weight in that dress.”

“Thanks but just the opposite.”

“Me too.” He pulled her even closer and kissed her head. When they were inside, he pulled a chair out for her and held her hand as she sat. God, he was being so nice. She watched him take the coffee can down from the cabinet and start the coffee.

“I wonder how Abby and Glen are making out? A cruise. What a romantic vacation for them.” She watched him turn to face her, the coffee pot full of cold water in his hand.

“It should be. I booked it. You know Glen’s useless when it comes to computers.” He was grinning ear to ear.

“You booked it? What cruise line? How much did it cost?” Her mouth dropped open, staring at him.

“Get your laptop and I’ll show you the site. Y’know, I wish we had taken a cruise when we were together--a second honeymoon kind of thing.” He had turned back to pouring the water into the coffee maker.

She got up and went to the living room to get her laptop. This was incredible, Barry giving Glen help in the romance department. Although he’d been quite a gentleman tonight. Very complimentary and caring. She sat down at the kitchen table and fired the laptop up.

As her fingers punched in her password, Barry moved to stand behind her and put his hand on her shoulder. It felt good--this casual and familiar gesture.

“Type in Cruise Control dot com. That’s the site.” Now his lips were close to her ear as he bent to see the screen. A shudder at his warm breath skittered up her spine.

“There it is!” He reached over her shoulder and pointed at one of the packages.

Claire blinked and looked again. THAT was the cruise? An ‘Adult Lifestyle’ cruise? She’d heard the term Lifestyle and knew what it meant.

“BARRY! You booked Glen and Abby on a Swinger Cruise!”


Chapter 27

Glen lay in the tangled sheets with one arm tucked behind and supporting his head. The hand at his side wandered to his crotch. Oh God, Private Pecker was tender from all the lovemaking or as Abby now called it, ‘glorious fucking’, they’d done all night. There was no doubt about it, the sex was better than they’d had in years.

The sex was… different now. He was more Neanderthal, and Abby’d turned slutty in the bedroom, talking  dirty, and a lot less inhibited. He lifted the sheet to see his soldier standing at attention. Oh my God, again? No way. He and Abby were going to have to go AWOL on Private Pecker for awhile or there’d be no skin left on him.

There was a tap at the door and a muffled ‘Room Service’.

“Come in.” Glen tucked the sheet, hiding Private Pecker.

“Your breakfast, Sir.” A dark haired, clean cut young man entered the room.

“Thank you. Dinner last night was great, by the way. One question…guests wear clothes in the restaurants right?” He sat up carefully in the large bed, and glanced at the steward.

“Yes. That’s a health and safety rule. You’ve heard the phrase ‘no shirt, no shoes, no service.’ It’s the same thing on board ship.”  The steward picked up the used tray and was about to leave.

“Wait. What’s your name? I’d like to give you a tip or something.” Glen reached for his wallet on the night stand.

“I’m Christos. Your wife and I spoke the other day.” He hesitated and smiled at Glen.

“Oh in that case, I definitely want to give you a tip!” Glen pulled a ten dollar bill from his wallet and extended it to Christos.

“Sorry sir. But gratuities are left at the end of the cruise. But thanks anyway.” The young man balanced the heavy tray from their dinner the night before in one hand and opened the door to leave.

The sound of the shower stopped and a few minutes later Abby emerged wearing a towel. “Mmmm. Something smells good.”  She took a few steps to the dresser where the breakfast tray was set out. “Breakfast and a hot man in bed. Now that’s a combination, I like.”

She brought the tray to the bed and set it between them.

Glen reached for a coffee cup and poured some from the carafe. “Abby, your hot man’s got some friction burns today. Maybe we want to give the little guy some time to recover.”

“Oh. I’m a tad tender myself but I’m not complaining. I think I may have a solution.” She grinned at him and bit into the warm, buttery croissant.

Abby’s head and his little head were on the same page from the way she was looking at him and the swelling of Private Pecker. “What’s that?”

“Lubrication!  I just happen to have packed some. And…” She rose from the bed and grabbed her purse, digging inside it with her hand. With a flourish, she threw neat little packages of Trojan condoms on the bed.

“Condoms? You brought condoms? We haven’t used them since we were teenagers.” His mouth pulled to the side. Why on earth would she want to put a raincoat on him?

“No. There’s a tray of them at the end of the corridor. They were free. You know that’s my favorite word after sex, so I grabbed some. For Peter! But we can use them.” She flopped onto the bed next to him, almost spilling his coffee.

“For Peter? Isn’t that my department with him? How’s that going to help me?” He took a bite of the eggs Benedict.

“Well…I read something in Cosmo once that said lubricating the inside of the condom is supposed to be really intense, especially after a weekend of sex. I say we give it a whirl.”

Glen drew the sheet off his crotch and legs. “Well, I guess here’s your answer.” His cock was now standing at attention, ready for anything she could throw at him.

She downed her orange juice and picked up the tray to set it on the dresser. In the process the towel slipped from her body, revealing her dark button nipples, a small tummy and the smooth V between her legs. Oh yeah, he was really ready for the condom demo now.

He watched her open her suitcase and take some sort of tube of gel from it. Smiling at him she sat on the edge of the bed and opened it, squeezing a small amount into the palm of her hands.

Oh my God, when she touched him with her slippery warm hands, it was heaven. His eyes closed slowly and his hips arched up, allowing her hands full access to his cock, which was healed suddenly. Praise Jeeezaaas! When she stopped, he opened his eyes to watch her remove the wrapper from the condom.

She placed the sheath on top of his glistening shaft and rolled it slowly down. When that was done, she lowered her body on his, straddling his waist with her knees. She squeezed the tube again until a generous helping shot out to the fingers of her other hand.

She placed the lubrication on herself, fingers circling her clit and then down to her opening. It was porn movie hot. The look of lust in her eyes was making him crazy. His hands went to her hips and pulled her down, his cock sliding into her like greased lightning.

She rocked her hips, circling and pulling at his shaft. “How does the condom feel? Are you still sore? Do you want to keep fucking me?” Her hands went to her breasts, pinching her nipples.

Oh my God! When she said those words, he’d almost come. He thrust upward, hard into her. “I’m going to fuck you, like this!” He thrust up hard again. “And this.” Another thrust. “You’re need my cock don’t you?

“Ohhhh yeeees!” He voice went soft, husky, almost pleading. “Please… harder.” The muscles of her inner walls contracted on him as she bit her lower lip, riding his cock for all she was worth, while fingering her clit.

“That’s it. Play with yourself while I fuck you. Show me how much you like it.” His fingers dug into the smooth flesh of her hips, lifting her up and down on his shaft.

Her eyes locked with his. “That’s right… I need it. Harder.”

Those words shoved him over the edge. “FUCK, I’M COMING!” He drove deep inside her, his cock convulsing, again and again.

When he opened his eyes Abby’s body was thrusting down on him in short jerks, fingers still moving on her clit, enjoying her own orgasm. It was the most erotic sight he’d ever seen, Abby lost in pleasure he’d given her.

“Oh Glen. Let’s stay here all day and fuck like minx. Oh my God, that was good.” She collapsed, falling forward to kiss his lips, chin, neck...

His hands went around her holding her tight to him. “That was wicked good. And the dirty talk. I like it. The dirtier the better.”

“You know what I’d like to try next.” Her lips brushed the folds of his ear. A shiver went through him from her breath.

“What?”  His penis slipped out of her slippery sweet spot.

“Ohhh….maybe I shouldn’t tell you. You’ll think I’m awful.” She slipped to the side and played with the dark hair on his broad chest.

“No I won’t. Tell me.” His hand covered hers and held it firmly.

She snuggled into his neck, her lips brushing his earlobes, her breath warn and soft and whispered.

His head drew back and he looked at her. He couldn’t believe what she’d just said.

“YOU like watching porn, don’t you?” Her voice was low and soft.

“Yeah, they’re okay. Most guys do, you know.” He held his breath.

“Let’s watch some together. Do you think we can get dirty movies on that TV?”

He rolled over and looked into her eyes. Was she serious? Wow. He never thought he’d see the day when she wanted to watch porn. Her eyes were half closed, twinkling above an impish smile. Oh yeah.

“We’ll soon see.” He rose and in a few steps, he grabbed the remote, turning the TV on. Oops. The condom had slipped down and threatened to fall on the carpet. He pulled it off his almost fully erect cock and flicked it into the garbage.

After scanning through five or six programs, mostly News, he found what he was looking for and hopped back into bed

“Would you like to finish breakfast Abby?”

No response.

Oh well, he was hungry and he’d need the energy. He picked up the tray and sat down on the bed, placing it on his knees. He finished the cold eggs and coffee watching the action on the television. Abby hadn’t said a word and her eyes were like marbles in her head. He set the tray on the floor and snuggled closer to her, his hand straying to play with her nipple as they watched silently.

Now her hand was on him once more, stroking him to life. Oh my God, the scenes on the TV were really sexy. His hand drifted between Abby’s legs and his fingers found her clit, hard once again. It was wonderful and so decadent to be lying with the woman he adored, each of them playing with the other while watching porn.

They stayed like that for a few minutes, getting more and more worked up

The afternoon sun was low on the horizon when they left their cabin.

***

“People on this ship are going to think we’re vampires …only going out at night.” Abby fastened her earring, staring at her reflection in the mirror. She’d had second thoughts on buying this dress. It was so short and tight. Now, after spending the day in bed, having wild monkey sex, it was appropriate.

Still, with her complexion, the red was complimentary. The sequined fabric was mid-thigh, short without giving away too much, a good length for a woman her age. Okay, maybe a little short but, she was on vacation. What the hell, live a little. And the tightness around her midriff made her boobs look bigger.

Glen’s face, lips drawn back to expose his teeth, popped into the mirror before she felt a gentle bite on her neck. “Vampire isss gute.” She wiggled away from the breath and lips ticking her neck.

“Hey! That dress is new isn’t it? I like it.” His fingers trailed along the low scoop of the neckline and then to her generous cleavage.

She turned to face him. “You’re looking pretty sexy as well. That shirt really hugs your body. Rrowlll.”

“Maybe if there’s a full moon we’ll go dancing on deck, whaddayasay’?” He took her hand and led the way out of the cabin.

If anyone back home saw her dressed like this, she’d die of embarrassment. But, they didn’t know anyone here. She followed behind him up the corridor to the stairs.

Music could be heard from the deck above and the smell of BBQ’d meat.  After all the sex and just a light breakfast and lunch, Abby’s mouth was watering. “Follow our noses.”

They walked up another two flights of stairs and stopped. In the twilight, the ship was ablaze with colored lights from the bars and restaurants. One, with a flashing neon sign, showing a bull, caught her attention. RED MEAT. Yes.

The dining area was larger than she would have thought as they entered and found a table. There was a stage and band playing. Great. Maybe there’d be a dinner show and dancing after. The restaurant was half full with people laughing and talking, having a good time.

Oh my God. Compared to some of the other dresses, hers was demure. Some of the women’s tight fitting dresses barely covered their asses and forget about the fronts. How did they manage to keep their boobs from slipping out when the neckline ends at their navel? And she’d thought she was being daring! Maybe she’d have to pay a visit to one of the ship’s boutiques.

A waiter with bedroom eyes appeared and took their drink order. What was it with the staff? Was it a requirement that you had to be drop dead gorgeous to work here? Glen was also checking out the people who were filtering in to the dining room. Hmph. He was smiling and waving at the red head she’d found him with, in the bar. Her boobs looked like they were ready to bust out.

When he turned to face her, Abby made a show of waving at the swarthy good looking guy she’d noticed earlier. So what if she hadn’t actually talked to him or knew his name? Glen didn’t know that.

The band started playing and a portly announcer appeared on stage. “Good evening ladies and germs.”

Oh no. Did he really say ‘germs’? This wasn’t promising. 

“I hope you’re all having a nekkid good time on the gem of the Atlantic-Bellstar. I don’t want to em-BARE-ASS anyone but, who got laid once today? C’mon, stand up.”

Abby looked at Glen. Yeah, his mouth had dropped as well, at this odd ice-breaker. There was a loud rustle as couple after couple rose to their feet. The whole room was standing, even people who looked to be in their seventies! At Glen’s nod, they both rose. It would have been weird not to. The only people sitting?

Their drinks arrived and Abby took a large swallow. There were waiters circulating carrying large trays of oysters. Good thing she liked oysters because there didn’t seem to be much choice of appetizers.

“Wunderbar! Now, who had sex twice today?” The MC was beaming at the crowd.

Abby looked around and noticed a few couples take their seat. Surprisingly, it wasn’t the older couples.

“Okay. Now this will separate the men from the boys. Who had sex three times today?”

Abby looked at Glen. He was grinning, looking around the room at all of the people who were taking their seats. About a quarter of the people in the room were still standing. She touched Glen’s arm and shot him a look, suddenly self conscious.

Nope. He was still proudly standing and holding her hand on his arm to prevent her from sitting.

“Okay we got the men now. Let’s move to the rabbit category. Who had sex four times today?”

Oh my God, this was almost embarrassing. There were only three couples still standing. The red head and her husband, the swarthy guy and his wife and her and Glen! Surely the MC would stop at four.

“Wow! I want to get next to you couples later! What are your names?” He left the stage and approached the red head and her husband, shoving the mike in their faces.

“I’m Sherri and this is my husband Richard.” Her face was almost as red as her hair but Richard was wearing the same smile as Glen.

“Sherri, I’m surprised you can even walk! Can’t wait to see you dance later!” The MC eased away and approached the swarthy guy.

“I’m Jean-Guy. This lovely lady is Ginette, my wife. And she doesn’t have a hard time walking. Lubrication man!” The crowd laughed, some doing fist pumping.

Holy hell! Talk about getting personal. Oh my God, we’re next! A nuclear powered blush started at her bellybutton and shot to her ears in a split second.

“I’m Glen and this is my wife Abby. I’m with Jean-Guy. Lubrication helps.”

She stared at Glen. The lubrication had been HER idea and when the hell was this MC going to go away? There were hundreds of eyes staring at them.

“Glen, just between us and the other hundred people here, did you have some help with the little blue pill? But looking at your wife, probably not!”

There was a burst of applause and laughter. Oh God, don’t let me faint. This was worse than when she’d been a kid, standing in front of the class for the mandatory public -speaking assignment.  And Glen! He was eating this up!

“No blue pill. Honest.”

“Attaboy Glen!” The MC turned and looked at the other two couples still standing. “Now we’ve got to have a winner here, although if I did it four times in a day, I’d count myself a winner. Who did it five times today? C’mon and be truthful.”

Oh my God! The other two couples sat down. It was just her and Glen standing!

The MC turned and took her hand and Glen’s hand in his and raised them in the air. “Let’s hear it for Abby and Glen. The two horniest kids here!”’

There was a burst of applause and a few wolf whistles. Please Jesus, let the floor open up and swallow her whole.  She wished she could be as cool as Glen was with this. His chest was puffed out like some stud bull or something!

“Abby and Glen, since you like to spend so much time in bed, here’s a coupon for free massages. It should take care of any friction burns! And a We Vibe!” He waved a small box in the air and the crowd applauded again. What the hell, Nintendo makes vibrators?

Glen took the coupon and Abby took the vibrator. At last, they were able to sit down amidst the laughter and cheering. Abby drained her drink in a few swallows. The burning liquor in her throat was cool compared to the temperature of her face and neck.

“We hardly ever win anything. Look Abby, free massages. I’ve never had a massage.” Glen held the tickets up in wonder. “We beat all those other younger couples!”

“Oh my God, Glen. That was embarrassing. People will think we’re sex fiends. I’m not going to leave my cabin again.” Abby signaled to the waiter for another drink.

“You can’t do that, Abby. Then they’d KNOW you’re a sex fiend. C’mon. It was all in good fun, right? And we don’t know anyone here, so what?”  Glen patted her knee under the table.

She opened the box and held the U shaped vibrator, hot pink no less, between her fingers, looking at it. It was nothing like the one she’d purchased before. How the heck …

Glen leaned close and whispered in her ear. “I got some ideas about that. It could be fun, especially after what we tried this afternoon.”  He took it from her and tucked it into his shirt pocket.

Her eyes flashed as she realized what he meant. Yeah, that could be fun. She squirmed on her seat. She’ll read the manual on that doo-hickey, for sure!

***

The dinner had been scrumptious and they were still sitting in the dining room enjoying coffee and dessert when the red head, Sherri and Richard stopped at their table.

“Congratulations! That was fun, wasn’t it?” Sherri placed her hand on Glen’s shoulder and leaned over the table. The low cut dress barely covered her nipples.

A hand on Abby’s shoulder made her jump and turn to face Richard’s crotch.

“We’ll see you guys in the playroom later, I hope.” Richard’s dark eyes roamed over Abby’s chest like she was naked…or at least that was what it felt like.

When Glen spoke, she turned to face him. “Yeah, sure. We’ll probably find our way there. We’re going to take a stroll around the ship. Work off some of this dinner.”

“Sounds great! We’ll look for you there.” Richard’s hand lingered on Abby’s shoulder for a moment before he and Sherri moved away, going towards the doorway, hand in hand.

She looked over at Glen. “Holy cow, did you see how low cut that dress was? Don’t answer. Of course you did. What’s this playroom thing?” Abby finished the last of her coffee and set the cup down. Yeah, a walk around the ship sounded good.

“It’s probably a bunch of pool tables and stuff. He gestured to a much older couple that joined Sherri and Richard and snorted. “Probably shuffleboard too. Or cards? Look, we don’t have to go if you don’t want to. I know you’re not crazy about pool, and to tell the truth, it kinda’ sounds boring.” Glen stood up and took her hand.

“Well we can wander through and say hi to people. See what it’s like.” She walked by his side through the dining room and then into the open air. God, what a night. It was gorgeous with the full moon reflected off the water, catching the sparkling crests of the waves. The air was warm and sultry against their faces.

Hand in hand they walked the deck enjoying the evening. Up ahead, about twenty feet away, dance music throbbed.

“We haven’t gone dancing in a long time. Would you like to stop in there for a few minutes?” Glen nodded his head to the area where the music was playing.

“Still remember how?” Abby squeezed his hand.

“Like riding a bicycle, baby.”

They stepped inside. Lights flashed in time to the beat on a crowded dance floor. Abby bobbed and danced her way to a spot trailing Glen behind her. The song was a remix of one of the hits popular when she was a teenager. This was great!

***

Wow! Abby was really getting into this! He pulled her to him and spun her around the way they’d once done. Sure, it was a younger crowd in the bar, but he and Abby could show them a thing or two about dancing.

Over her shoulder he watched as a couple really started to get into the whole dirty dancing routine, rubbing suggestively against each other. Yeah, those two could give Patrick Swayze a run for his money. His eyes widened. The guy was lifting his wife’s top up and off, twirling it in his hand! And the wife was still dancing, actually strutting with her bare boobs (they were a nice set of knockers) sticking out.

Geez, these nudists can’t get enough. They shed their clothes at the drop of a hat. Abby was about to turn to face the couple. He reached out and pulled her tight to his body dancing. What would she think if she saw that woman dancing topless?

Holy God. Now another woman shed her top! Smaller boobs with perky nipples! Not bad. This time Abby did manage to turn away in a swirl. When she faced him again, she was grinning, eyes wide. Okay. She’s going with the flow, live and let live. Better keep my eyes on HER though or that could change.

“Abby!” She had bent towards him, shimmying her boobs in the low cut dress. Part of her nipple was showing! He glanced to each side before he pulled her close. Had anyone seen? No. they were all focused on their own partner. Shit. Why was that disappointing?

Abby pulled away once more. The nipple was still showing and this time her clinging dress was half way up her ass. You could see her butt cheeks. OH my God, was she even wearing panties? She was really getting into this! He watched as a woman dancing next to her gave her a friendly pat on the ass and then a thumbs up sign. And instead of Abby being affronted, she smiled back. This was hot and Private Pecker was stirring awake. Even though the song was still playing he took Abby’s hand and dragged her off the dance floor and out the door.

“Glen!” Abby stood next to him at the railing, nipple and ass still exposed. “Why’d we leave? That was fun.”

“Oh my God, Abby. Too much fun! Look what you’ve done to me.” He glanced in each direction and seeing they were alone, placed her hand on the crotch of his pants.

Abby leaned into him, her hand stroking his hard shaft through the fabric of his pants. “Nice. And that was because of me or was it the topless women?”

His arms went around her and he held her tight. “Maybe we should go back to the cabin?”

“Or, maybe instead of dancing under the moonlight, we’ll find a nice spot and make love under the stars.” She waggled her eyebrows at him. “Whaddya’ say, sailor?”


Chapter 28

“Everything going okay, Peter?” Claire’s voice on the telephone sounded almost… cheerful?

He hadn’t heard her sound so upbeat since she and Barry split. “Yeah. Everything’s great. Got lots of food and keeping the driveway cleared, shoveling and stuff.”

There was NO WAY, he’d give any hint of what he had planned for that night. The last thing he needed was a surprise visit from Aunt Claire or even Uncle Barry.

“Good. I promised your mother I’d check in on you. I figured everything was okay or you’d have called me.” There was a muffled sound and what sounded like her covering the mouth piece and laughing.

“Aunt Claire? Are you okay?”

“Yeah, yeah. Sorry, I dropped something on the floor.” Again, it sounded like someone was in the background.

Peter shook his head and rolled his eyes. Whatever. “Yeah, I’m looking forward to Mom and Dad getting back. I hope they’re having a good time.”

There was a pause before Claire answered. “Yeah, I can’t wait to hear all about their trip. Hope they have lots of pictures!” A giggle once more.

Had she been drinking?  “Yeah. There’re probably taking all kinds of pics and will have you over for a movie night of their trip.”

He held the phone away from his ear, at the high pitched cackle. Yeah, she must be drunk. A little early to be hitting the sauce, Aunt Claire. When the laughter stopped he brought the phone to his ear again.

“Look, I’ve got some studying to do. I’ve got an exam next week and I’m behind the eight ball. I’ll talk to you later. Thanks for calling, Aunt Claire.”

He hung up the phone just as his cell phone vibrated in his pocket. He scooped it out and read.

Hey Homey. I got the booze. U sure Rachel’s going to b there 2nite?

Peter rolled his eyes before he answered. Frigging Eric.  Such a spineless wimp. He hadn’t had the balls to ask Rachel himself, leaving it up to him to get her to the party. Well, not really a party, more like an orgy if things went as planned. Rachel was Lisa’s BFF and she helped him get Rachel to agree to come.

Thank God James had his shit together. He’d be there with Jessica and he was on side with a group bang. If Eric couldn’t get with the program, then he could leave, just as long as he left the booze behind. Actually that was the only reason he’d asked him. Eric’s older brother always came through with the booze.

Oh yeah. Tonight was going to be sweet. Lisa was hot--a cheerleader who’d been with every guy on the football team. Well, everyone but him. But that was going to change tonight. And maybe he’d do Rachel too? 

The other guys on the team bragged about doing threesomes. He’d never done that but he was shooting past that mark anyway. Group sex. Yes! And he had the condoms.

Eewe. The condoms triggered a picture of his mother in his mind. Why’d she have to lecture him about that before she left?

They weren’t stupid. They’d probably guessed that he’d be having a girl over while they were away.

If they knew what he had planned, they’d have a coronary. 


Chapter 29

When Claire hung up the phone from Peter, she ran to the bathroom, leaving Barry sitting on the sofa. What was up with that? Hope she’s not coming down with something.

He looked around the living room at the furniture and photos they’d taken over the years. His gaze lingered on their wedding picture. How innocent and skinny they’d been back then. Now look at them, forty pounds heavier and a heap wiser. Life had been simple back then when they were just starting out. There was no way he’d ever have thought they’d have any problems, aside from stupid stuff, like squeezing the toothpaste from the middle or leaving the toilet seat up.

His stomach fell as he re-lived the night he’d fucked up so badly. A stupid sales convention, too many drinks and falling into bed with that psycho-slut. The next morning he’d been shocked waking up next to her. Even on Claire’s bad days, waking up with bed-head and morning breath, she was a movie star compared to what he’d slept with that night.

He’d regretted it as soon as he opened his eyes, hung to the gills, feeling physically and emotionally sick about it. Claire would never have known about the ONE time, he’d cheated on her if not for psycho-bitch. When he refused to see her again, she’d gotten pissed and called Claire. And that had been the beginning of the end of happily ever after.

Even when they’d learned that they couldn’t have kids, they’d stuck together and made it through. Hell, Peter was the closest thing to a son either of them would ever have. Their own ‘real’ nieces and nephews lived halfway across the country. Maybe he should stop over and see Peter. If it was Glen in his shoes, he’d do the same thing. Maybe Claire would go with him.

He looked up when Claire returned and flopped on the sofa next to him.

“You okay? You’re not sick or anything, are you?” He looked into her red rimmed eyes. Had she been crying?

“No. I’m fine. I almost wet myself though. Peter suggested that we get together for a movie night of pictures of their trip!” She started to giggle again.

“Oh my God. If he only knew what kind of a cruise they’re on. They’re going to kill me y’know.” He chuckled and shook his head picturing the photos.

“What do you think they’re doing? My bet is hiding out in their cabin.” Claire started to laugh once more.

“I’m not taking that bet, ‘cause you’re probably right.” He pulled his lips tight and looked at her from under his eyebrows. “What do you suppose it’s like? A swinger’s cruise?”

He watched Claire’s hands cover her mouth as laughter once more erupted. After a few moments, she sat still, smiling. “I don’t know. YOU’RE the one who watches the porn movies. Don’t tell me you don’t have one of swingers, ‘cause I know you do.”

He looked at her and smiled. She was teasing, not angry. “Well, what if I did have some swinger movies? Would that be bad?” He felt a twinge in his dick. Maybe, if he played his cards right…

“Well no, not bad. I mean guys watch skin flicks because guys are visual. They like watching naked people having sex. For women, not so much. Now give me a sexy book and…” She snuggled closer sitting next to him.

“Now wait a minute. Have you ever watched a porn movie? How do you know?” He ran his hand along her thigh, stopping well short of where he’d like to put it. Take it easy Barry. Slow and sure wins the race.

“Well no, not for any length of time. Sometimes shit like that pops up on my computer when I’m doing a search but I just shut it down.”

“Then you don’t really know how you’d react do you?”  Could she see his crotch from the way she was sitting? He draped his arm over his groin.

“No, I guess not. But I know from what other women say about them. Shallow and stupid is usually it.” Her hand slid to cover his on her leg.

“So if other women jumped off a cliff, would you do it too? Or would you decide for yourself?” This was it. He held his breath.

“No fair. You sound like my father. I suppose you just happen to have some swinger movies on you.” Her fingers stroked along his hand.

Oh boy. Was he reading too much into this? Was she hinting she’d like to see some porn? He’d stopped himself from jumping her the night after their date at the schmancy restaurant and he’d been a gentleman the next day and even now. But, she was turning him on and he couldn’t take much more of this. Her perfume wafted into his nostrils and her hand on his was warm.

“No, but if you’re not too chicken I can hook up your laptop to the TV. C’mon. It’ll be fun. We can see what Abby and Glen are going through.” He turned to look into her eyes.

Yes, she was smiling, the little devil. She was probably as horny as he was.

“Okay. You hook the laptop to the TV. I’m going to take a shower and slip into something more comfortable.” She leaned forward and kissed his lips, softly, lingering. When she broke their kiss and was getting to her feet, her hand slid across the bulge in his pants.

He watched the round cheeks of her voluptuous ass in the tight jeans as she walked from the room. YES!


Chapter 30

Oh God. Hard again and after doing it five times that day! Abby exposing her nipple and ass was hot! Did she do it on purpose? That thought, along with the dancing that was practically foreplay in the bar… He was ready to go again. He turned his head in each direction. Was there a chaise lounge anywhere? Any kind of platform?

He grabbed her hand, hurrying along the deck towards the front of the ship. Sure enough there was a set of lounge chairs and no one in sight. Abby scooted ahead of him, already hiking the tight dress up over her hips, adjusting the back of the chair so that it laid flat.

His fingers were trembling as he loosened his belt and slid the fly of his pants down, watching her settle onto the chair and slip out of her panties.

In a flash he was on her, directing his hard shaft into her slippery folds and beyond, burying himself to the hilt. She sighed and gripped his buttocks with her legs, pulling him deeper into her. He could feel her hand snake between them to touch her clit.

This was wonderful, like the way it had been when they were teenagers, making love under the stars on a blanket. He was that guy once again, all hormones from the sexy sights in the bar, as he pumped into her, lost in lust.

There were footsteps coming toward them. Oh my God, should they stop?

“Look. It’s that couple who won the contest and they’re going at it again!” It was a woman’s voice.

“Wow. That guy’s a bull.” A deeper voice, her husband?

Glen froze, buried deep within Abby. But Abby wasn’t stopping. She was bucking under him like a bronco, her hand playing with her clit and from the sound of her moans she was close to coming.

He pumped again into her. There was a couple watching him screw his wife, admiring him even. The thought of it pushed him over the top. He drove into her, hearing her moans and orgasm as he fell over the moon into bliss.

God, that was good. His breath was ragged in Abby’s ear as he returned to earth. There were footsteps once again as the voyeur couple walked away.

“Glen, we weren’t alone. You know that right?” She whispered in his ear, running her hands along his back.

“I know.”

They held each other and started to giggle.

Glen popped his head up and looked side to side up and down the promenade. “I hope they don’t complain to the crew, we could get in trouble.”

“I don’t think they’ll complain. Thank God, they’re cool with it.” She grabbed his face and looked in his eyes. “Oh my God! We just had sex in public!” She looked like she didn’t know whether to shit or wind her watch.

He snorted. “Yeah, I guess so… it was pretty hot, them watching us.”

Through a giggle, Abby said, “Do we get another prize for six times in one day?”

They both laughed.

“Glen, I liked that.”

“Me too. Sex with you is always great.” He started to get up when her hand stopped him.

“No. I don’t mean that. It was being watched while we did it. It put me over the edge, made it hotter for me too.”

“Yeah.” They were still for a few minutes, their breath and hearts resuming a normal rhythm, clutching each other when he started to laugh again.

“What’s so funny?” Abby’s hands pushed against his chest.

“Barry. We haven’t had this much sex in years. Still ready to kill him?”

He could hear her and feel her body as she broke out laughing too.

***

They strolled along the deck, on their way to their cabin when the lights and soft music of a jazz bar caught their attention.

“Want to stop for a nightcap?” Glen paused in front of the bar.

“Sure, but just one. I’d like to tour some of the Bahamas when we dock tomorrow.” Abby turned and entered the bar.

A waiter met them and asked, “Good evening. Will you be staying in the bar or are you on your way to the playroom?” He smiled, revealing perfect dental work.

“Maybe we’ll pop into the playroom and see what that’s like.”

Abby’s head swiveled to look at Glen. Well, they’d said they might see that other couple. It wouldn’t hurt to wander through and then have a drink.

“Enjoy yourselves. It’s right through that door,” The waiter gestured to the rear of the bar, “and there’re lockers and towels just inside.”

“Thanks. We aren’t playing any sport, so we’ll be right back.” Glen held Abby’s elbow, steering her through to the door.

“Well that’s odd. Why would anyone want to play a sport where you need lockers and towels, especially right after a huge meal?” She glanced at a corridor of metal lockers, and skirted the long bench next to them. Everything was so quiet, no balls bouncing or rackets clanging.

They rounded the corner, entering a large dimly lit room. She glanced at Glen and then back into the room. Now she could see.

There were groups of naked people scattered around the room on beds and they were… She sucked in her breath. They were having all kinds of kinky sex.

“Glen?” She squeaked.


Chapter 31

He was staring slack-jawed as well, like a deer caught in the headlights.

“GLEN!”

“We’re not in Black Rapids anymore, Abby.”

There was a hand on Glen’s shoulder and an older man’s face appeared at his side.

“I’m sorry, but you must undress before you are permitted in the playroom.” The man’s face was apologetic.

Glen spun to face him. “What the hell kind of place is this? People are having sex, in public! It’s an orgy!”

The man’s head tilted, his eyebrows high on his forehead. “Of course. What else would you expect on a swinger’s cruise?”

“SWINGER’S CRUISE?” Her hand went to her mouth immediately. She hadn’t meant to say it so loud.

She followed Glen and the host from the room. A swinger’s cruise? Glen had booked them on a swinger’s cruise. No, it was that asshole, Barry. No matter. What were they doing on a swinger’s cruise? They weren’t THAT kind of people. Okay, so they’d just had sex on deck when that other couple wandered by. THAT didn’t make them Swingers!

Now what? Would people be coming onto them, expecting to have sex? No wonder Richard had checked out her chest in the restaurant. They’d invited Glen and her to go to the playroom. She’d just seen the playroom. It was an orgy! That Sherri and Richard wanted to have sex with her and Glen. Oh my God! 

Glen was trotting, dragging her through the bar, and only stopped when they came to the railing, overlooking the pool. She stood beside him and looked down. A woman was laying at the edge of the pool, legs spread and dangling in the water. Long dark tresses of a woman’s head were between her legs. Meanwhile the woman lying down was giving head to some guy.

There were people at the other side of the pool having sex as well. She looked up at Glen and grabbed his arm, her fingers digging in.

“WHAT THE FUCK? THIS is our romantic cruise? Oh yeah, romancing a couple of thousand passengers! WHERE’S AN ICEBERG WHEN YOU NEED IT!”


Chapter 32

“Admit it! I’ll keep tickling you until you do!” Barry’s fingers pressed into Claire’s waist, twitching and struggling to keep her within his grasp. His leg was over hers, pinning her bottom against his tummy.

Her arms flailed, trying to escape the torture. “Stop! I’m going to pee! You’ve got to stop. OKAY! I liked it! There! Stop it!” Her eyes were slits above cheeks pulled back in laughter.

“Liked what? Say it Claire. I want to hear you say it.” His fingers started another assault on her waist.

“I LIKED WATCHING THE SWINGER PORN! Now stop!” She pulled away from him, her face still grinning. “Happy?”

“You have no idea how happy I am right now, just being here with you, in my own bed again.” He pulled her close to him and kissed her lips gently. “I love you.”

Her hand rose to the back of his neck, fingers idly playing with his hair. “And the sex was pretty good too.”

“Awesome is more like it. Where’d you learn that little trick you did? You know the squeezing just when I’m about to come? No wait. It’s none of my business where you learned it. Actually I don’t want to know.” He tucked a tendril of her hair behind her ear, his smile now gone.

“It’s my kegel muscle silly. I exercise it whenever I can. I wasn’t kidding when you tickled me. I almost peed and had to run to the bathroom yesterday when Peter mentioned the cruise pics. The more I exercise it, the better control I get. It’s only when I laugh.”

“So if I tell you jokes, I get a golden shower?” He edged sideways barely missing the blow of her hand.

“Stop. I’m working on it and you didn’t seem to mind.” She pulled away and sat up, looking down at him. “I’m hungry. How ‘bout you?”

“Starving!” He sat up and pulled her on top of him once more. “For you.”

She looked into his eyes quietly for a few moments. “I’ve missed this. Being with you, playing and just being close.”

“I know, baby, me too. I want to go back to the way we were before.” He stroked her hair with his hand, looking deep into her eyes. This evening had been great. Would she take him back?

“We can never go back there. We lost something.” She looked away for a second and his stomach dropped. When she looked at him again, he saw…hope? “But I’m willing to try again.”

“Oh Claire! Thank you. I love you so much.” He held her tight and rolled them both over so that he was on top of her. “There’s only you, from now on, baby.”


Chapter 33

“I’m sorry, Abby. I fucked up. This cruise was supposed to be just us, reconnecting.” He put his arm around her shoulder pulling her close to him. Below them at the pool, the odd moan or squeal drifted up as the couples continued their delights.

He waited for her to say something. Forgive him? Yell at him? Anything. What was going through her mind? Did she want to leave? Catch a flight home tomorrow? God Abby, say something. They stood together watching the couples below.

“Actually, we’ve done that. As odd as this whole trip is, it’s the best sex we’ve ever had--and laughter. If I had to be on a swinger cruise, I’m glad it’s with you.” She leaned her head on his shoulder.

“I know I haven’t been much of a husband to you for awhile now. It wasn’t you. I’ve always loved you. You’re still as sexy as you were in high school.”

Her hand rubbed his back.

“It was the job. For too long I let that little prick Carl get to me. But that’s over now. I almost lost you and you’re the most important person in my life.” He pulled her tight to him for a second.

“I love you too.”

The scene below them was really getting hot and heavy. The guys screwing women were pumping like steam engines while the women were crying out with pleasure. And now the red head and Richard wandered into the party, both completely naked. Sherri walked right up to the one woman who was doing it doggy style and started kissing her and playing with her boobs. Holy shit, it was hot.

“It’s fun to watch this, isn’t it? I mean, it’s just you and me. No one in Black Rapids will ever know, right?” Her hand continued rubbing his back.

“No one, but us chickens. And yeah, this is fun.” Fun! He was getting a chubby again! His hand drifted down from her shoulder, to her waist and then to her ass, rolling over the cheeks.

She looked at him and smiled. “Stand behind me. Play with me while we watch.”

No need to ask twice. He stepped behind her and reached for the front of her dress, pulling it up, out of the way. Hey…

His other hand scooped the We vibe out of his shirt pocket. How do you turn this thing on? He fumbled with it, pressing all over the surface at random until it started humming. He slid it past Abby’s ass, reaching under the dress and up. God, she was wet. His hand at her front pushed the thin line of her panties aside, while his other hand pushed one end of the vibrator into her opening.

“Oh Glen. That’s it. Press it right there, against my clit. Oh fuck, this is nice.” She hadn’t even kept her voice down!

His head dropped to kiss her neck as he rubbed her with the instrument. Below them, Sherri was spread out, getting done by some guy and it wasn’t Richard. He was really pounding into her, making her boobs jiggle.

She was bent over, hands clinging to the railing. “Look at all those people fucking down there Glen, just like you’re fucking me right now. And those people who walked by, they saw you fucking me. I liked that. You’ve got a big dick and I liked that people saw you fuck me with it.”

Holy shit. He’d never heard Abby say stuff like this— and in public? Fuck that! He was masturbating her, right out in the open. People down below could see everything and the bar was only six feet behind him. Oh yeah. They were putting on a show and it was hot. He rubbed the vibrator against her faster.

“That’s it baby. Fuck me harder!”

Jeeze. She’d almost screamed it! People in the pool had heard it. A few of them looked up at him and Abby. He felt Abby’s body stiffen and then fall into his hand and arm.

She panted for a moment or two. “Oh God, Glen, that was great.” Her hand reached between her legs to still his hand.

“What’s that, number six?” Richard shouted up at him, grinning like a hyena.

“Seven!” He pulled the vibrator away from Abby and held it aloft. “But I had help!”


Chapter 34

“Abby, are you almost ready?” Glen sat on the bed watching her finish her make-up.

She watched herself in the mirror. Her skin was almost glowing. Was it the bit of sun she’d experienced or all the sex she was having? She finished putting lipstick on and turned, ‘striking a pose’.

It was easy for Glen to be all ready and waiting. HE didn’t have to put make-up on or spend half an hour hemming a sundress. The bright yellow frock had been shortened from the demure, mid thigh length. Who knew what these swingers would be wearing on the shore excursion?

Glen’s eyes roamed from the short hem and lingered on the scooped neck of the dress. Yup. The push up bra was holding the girls up and together, making her look really stacked. He gave a wolf whistle.

“I’m not leaving your side today, especially with you wearing THAT around this group of people!” He got up and kissed her cheek.

“You’re one to talk! Mr. Seven. Or is it double O seven? Should I call you James?” She looked up at him from under her dark eyelashes.

“Bond. James Bond. C’mon Pussy Galore. Let’s go.” His hand slid under her dress to pinch her ass. “You ARE wearing panties, aren’t you?” His fingers slipped between the cheeks of her bum, searching.

“G string.” She opened her legs. “Find it?”

“Sexy.” He pulled his hand away and kissed his fingertips with a flourish.

When they were outside, they noticed Sherri and Richard in the line-up of people waiting to disembark. Sherry was wearing a gingham halter top and micro mini skirt. She must have sensed Glen and her watching because she turned and waved when she saw them. Oh boy. She was dragging Richard out of line and coming their way.

“Glen, Abby! How’re you doing?” Sherri put her hands on Abby’s shoulders and leaned forward to kiss her cheek. THAT was a friendly greeting. Was she supposed to kiss back?

Now it was Glen’s turn for the kiss. When Richard approached, Abby reached up on tiptoes to kiss his cheek. With his Pierce Brosnan eyes and bone structure it wasn’t hard to do. Besides, she was a fast learner.

“I LOVE Nassau. The white sand beaches and the shopping! Wow. Have you two decided what you’re going to see?” Sherri looked from Glen to Abby, her blue eyes, sparkling with delight.

“Well, we read about the straw market and the flamingo parade. We don’t see too many flamingos in Ohio.” Abby was glad that she’d read through the brochure while Glen was showering that morning.

“Great! That’s what we were thinking of doing, isn’t it Richard?” She glanced at her husband who was flashing a brilliant smile. “Mind if we team up? We can get some great pictures that way. And we know a great spot for lunch. How about it?” She placed her hand on Abby’s arm and squeezed it gently.

Her enthusiasm was infectious and Abby couldn’t help grinning. It could be fun to hang out with them, especially since they’d been to Nassau. “We’d love to. We haven’t done much travelling so it’d be good to go with you.”

“Yeah. That’d be great!” Glen placed his hand on hers and gave it a tug.

“I’m surprised you’re walking after your day yesterday, Glen. SEVEN times? My best day’s only been five. So is this your first cruise?” The line started moving forward and Richard fell into step next to Glen.

Abby waited for Glen’s response.

“Yeah. What a ship! So far, so good.”

“Are there many clubs where you live? Ohio you said. Where in Ohio?” Richard’s question hung in the air for a moment before Abby turned to answer.

“Black Rapids. By clubs…do you mean swinger clubs?” She could feel Sherri’s eyes on her.

“Well yeah. What other kind of club is there?” Richard and Sherri shared a small laugh.

“We’re not swingers.” Glen spoke quickly.

“What? You’re on a swinger’s cruise, had sex seven times yesterday and you’re not swingers?” Sherri’s head dropped and her hand held her sunglasses down, looking from Glen to Abby with her blue eyes.

“No. We booked it by mistake. It was a bit of a shock the first day, seeing everyone naked. But now…we’re kind of getting used to it. We’re cool.” Glen was trying his best nonchalant voice.

Sherri and Richard began to laugh. “Oh my God, I would think it was a shock. You poor kids.” Sherri’s hand rose to Abby’s shoulder.

“Yeah, this was supposed to be a romantic second honeymoon sort of thing.” She shook her head and was soon laughing too.

“Well it HAD been romantic up until we found out everyone was swingers. Now it’s just out and out horniness watching people have sex. I guess we’ve graduated to being voyeurs.” Glen spoke up.

“Nuthin’ wrong with being a voyeur. Actually, that’s how Sherri and I started.”

They were moving along in line, almost at the gangplank, the hot Caribbean sun shining down on them, talking about sex with perfect strangers, off handed, as if they were talking about the weather. This was a whole other world. And that’s how THEY started out swinging? By the end of this voyage, would she and Glen be swingers? They were a long way from Black Rapids.


Chapter 35

Oh fuck, what happened last night? One eye creaked open. Ow, the light. Eyes blurred and squinting he threw the covers back and sat up. This was not good. Easy. Is the stomach going to stay down?

He eased his feet onto the floor and slowly stood up. So far so good. Holding his head to keep it from dropping to the floor he walked to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. Images of the evening before flooded his brain.

Peter Henkel, you are soooo dead. How had all those people got word of the party? There had to be fifty of them. That asshole Eric. He’d left just when things were getting warmed up. The girls had agreed to play strip poker and they were down to bra and panties when Eric just up and left. It HAD to be Eric who got the word out.

He used the toilet and looked around. Oh God, the shower curtain was torn and hanging in tatters. He flushed and washed his hands purposely not looking in the tub. Plodding along the hallway, he noticed the guest bedroom door ajar and stopped. He opened it and peeked in.

What the fuck! The box spring was propped up against the wall and the mattress was on the floor. Whoever had done that couldn’t just leave the bed the way it was? They had to make some sort of fort? He closed the door softly and continued walking.

His parent’s bedroom door was closed. His hand went to the handle and tried it. Good, it was still locked. Thank God he’d had the foresight to close that door and lock it. There was no way, even when the party was small that he’d let anyone in there.

He walked down the stairs, gripping the handrail for dear life. The entrance way didn’t look too bad, a few beer bottles and glasses strewn on the floor. That’d be easy to clean up. At the last step his bare foot stepped on something squishy that oozed between his toes. Fuck! He took a deep breath of air, fighting the retch that was rising in his throat. Don’t look down.

Stepping only on the heel of the contaminated foot, he walked into the living room. There was a hole punched through the drywall about a foot wide. His hand went to his eyes recalling how it happened. Ron Thompson and his brother’d been in a contest to see who had the hardest head. He’d caught them banging the wall and made them stop. But when he left the room, they must have started up again. Idiots!

Of course the sofa cushions were scattered all over the floor and the TV set was still on. That was nothing. But that hole in the wall. How the hell was he going to fix that? Dad was going to kill him.

He walked to the kitchen and stopped at the kitchen sink. He turned the cold water on and let it run. The counter surrounding it was a mess of beer bottles, dirty glasses and pizza boxes. He reached for a clean glass from the cabinet but there weren’t any. Fuck. He grabbed a coffee mug.

Gulping cold water like a camel, he looked around the kitchen. Dirty dishes, empty potato chip bags, bowls and an empty milk carton filled the table. Well, at least there weren’t any holes head butted in the walls. He set the mug down, already feeling his brain suck up water like a sponge.

What about the rec-room? How bad would THAT be? Oh the hell with it. He’d deal with that after he’d had a shower and got whatever was sticking to his toes the hell off! He started toward the stairs again. He jumped, almost having a heart attack when the doorbell rang.

Oh God. Maybe it was Mom and Dad back early from the cruise. No, you idiot, they wouldn’t ring the bell. Who the hell could it be? He goose stepped into the living room and looked out the window.

Shit! It was Barry and Aunt Claire! The doorbell rang again. He peeked from behind the sheer curtain at the car that they’d left running, the exhaust smoke puffing plumes into the frosty air. His eye was caught by a movement in the bare branches of the maple tree on the front lawn.

Frig, there was a pale blue bra dangling from an icy branch. Oh my God. Above it was a matching pair of bikini panties. How the hell did they get up there? Whose were they? Well someone got laid last night and it sure wasn’t him.

Oh frig, don’t let them see it. Aunt Claire’s got eyes like a hawk. Please Jesus, just go away. He held his breath as he watched them turn to walk back to the car. What were they doing, just sitting in the car? The phone in the front hallway rang. The shrill sound ping ponged inside his head.  Just go away. Leave a message.

He left the window and managed to climb the stairs, still keeping his toes aloft. When he went into the bathroom, he turned on the shower, lifted the toilet seat with his foot and wiggled his toes. There. It was gone. He flushed the toilet and shimmied out of his underwear.

Water splashed onto the floor where the curtain was ripped as he stood under the warm spray. Oh God, what a mess this had turned out to be. How was he going to fix the hole in the wall? Sure Dad left him some money, but no way did he have enough to hire someone. How do you hire someone anyway? And how bad was the rec-room going to be?

There was no two ways about it; his parents were going to kill him. He’d be lucky if he wasn’t grounded for the rest of the school year. Bullshit. The rest of his life.

If Dad didn’t kill him first.


Chapter 36

The bright colors and the colonial architecture drew Glen’s attention as they strolled down Bay Street in Nassau, Bahamas. It was the first excursion of the cruise and Abby wasn’t wasting any time to get her shopping fix. She and Sherri were browsing in and out of storefronts of pastel hued buildings along the street, or checking out merchandise set up on the sidewalk. The contrast between the American accents and the Bahamian lilt gave a charming backdrop as shoppers and merchants haggled.

The two women were getting on like long lost friends and they’ve only known each other for a day. Glen and Richard strolled behind,  more interested in finding a restaurant than straw hats.

“How long have you and Sherri been doing this, the swinger thing?” Glen asked. Their ship was the only one that was docked at the cruise pier a few blocks away. He figured most if not all of the tourists out this early were from their cruise.

“Probably about eight years or so. This is our third cruise. It’s a smaller ship than last year’s but still pretty good.” Richard smiled and glanced at him. “You sure you’re not swingers? We saw you at the railing last night. Maybe you’re getting into it?” Richard held up a hand, palm up. “And I promised Sherri I’d find out if Abby likes playing with girls. She’s getting a vibe from Abby that she’s a little shy.”

Glen had to concentrate on putting on foot in front of another. Playing with GIRLS? Hole-Lee SHIT! Private Pecker heard too. Keep cool, Glen. When Richard and Sherri invited them to join them on the excursion, not a single word about sex was made. But now… “You think she’s shy? You saw us at the railing last night, man.”

Richard laughed. “Yeah, I know. But you didn’t come down and join us, you know.” He shrugged. “No big deal anyway. After you two split, one of the staff members shooed us all back to the playroom. They really don’t care for orgies at the pool.”

“Oh. Wait a minute—this is a swinger’s cruise, but no public sex?”

“That’s right. It’s a policy on board—no public playing except in designated areas. Didn’t you read the information packet they sent when you booked?”

“Uhhh…  no. We did this all at the last minute?”

Richard laughed. “You guys are sure adventurous, man. It took Sherri and I almost a year to work up the nerve to go on our first cruise, and we only did because our club was hosting it and we had a gang of friends we could go with, to get our feet wet.” He tapped Glen’s arm. “You guys came solo, right?”

Glen nodded.

Richard stopped and looked at Glen. “You said you were from Ohio, right?”

“Yeah. Black Rapids.”

“No shit! We live in Conway!” It was a town not even five miles away. He shook his head with a smile.

“Small world?” Glen was starting to feel uncomfortable.

“I guess. You guys have to get an online profile if you’re getting into the Lifestyle.”

“Uhhh,... I’m really not good with computers.” Understatement of the year! “And we’re not swingers.”

“When you first got on board, all the signs— ‘Welcome Lifestylers’, ‘Clothing Optional’… You really didn’t have a clue it was a swinger’s cruise?” Richard was smiling and shaking his head looking at him.

“Thought you guys were nudists.”

“Oh. Well that makes all the sense in the world. Yeah, nudists.” Richard ran his hand through his hair.

“I think they’re called ‘Naturalists’?” He took deep breath.. “Look, things between Abby and me… we hit a rough patch. My job was getting to me… and we… I mean our… I mean me…” He paused. “Our sex life had gone down the toilet, okay? And I thought a second honeymoon on a cruise ship would add a spark, you know?”

“A ‘spark’.”

“Yeah.”

“Tell me the truth. Did you guys really have sex seven times yesterday?” Richard crossed his arms. “No bull now, okay, Glen? Tell me the truth.”

“No, we didn’t.” He blew out a breath and looked up the street where Abby was buying some T-shirts or something, then looked back at Richard. “After we left the railing by the pool we went back to our room, and… well, it was eight.”

“Eight.”

“Yeah.”

“Spark to your sex life?”

Glen nodded.

“A spark. You guys wanted to add a spark.”

“Yeah.”

Richard chuckled. “I think you found it.”

“More like a flamethrower.”

“Yeah.” He patted Glen’s shoulder. “Yeah, pretty much. Let’s get a beer. I need a drink.”

“Sounds like a plan. I need one too.”

“If I got laid eight times in one day, I’d need oxygen, man. Let’s go.”

They walked up the street towards a sidewalk café. When they passed the girls, they pointed and told them where to meet. They grabbed a table and ordered a round.

“So, Glen… this means you’re not going to jump my wife, huh?”

Glen shook his head.

“No girl/girl play?”

“Nope. I don’t see that happening.” Private Pecker would pout to no end, but no way was he raising that with Abby. He was lucky she hadn’t castrated him! “You cool with that?”

“Cool? Sure! You guys are all right, man. There are lots of people we’re friends with in the Lifestyle we haven’t had sex with!” Richard shook his head. “But I gotta be honest with you, you’re story’s one for the books.”

“You’re telling me.” Glen hesitated for a second, “Can I ask you some questions about this swinging stuff though?”

“Sure, fire away.”

“I’m pretty green in this area, so I couldn’t say. I kind of get it; everybody seems to be having a good time but how’d—“

“You’re wondering how we became swingers, right? We seem like a normal couple.” Richard grinned at him when he nodded his head. “As normal as you and Abby and yet you’re on a swinger’s cruise.” He laughed. “We’d always had a great sex life and for us, this was just a natural extension of that. Actually it was Sherri who got the ball rolling. She’d read about a swinger’s club and we went to see what it was like.”

Glen was hanging onto every word, glancing repeatedly at Richard. Sherri’d started this? “And you got hooked and became swingers from that point.”

“Yes and no. If you mean soft swing, then yes. Full swap didn’t happen for about a year.”

“Alright, ya got me. What’s soft swing? Full swap, I think I can figure out, but you’re losing me.” Glen shook his head looking at Richard and shrugged his shoulders.

“It’s what you guys did at the rail last night. You saw everyone in the pool area having sex and you joined in having sex with your wife.” Richard’s eyes sparkled as he took a haul of his beer.

“Whaddaya mean? Abby and I aren’t swingers.” Sure, doing that in the open last night was out there for them, but it didn’t mean they were swingers, did it?

“Okay you’re not swingers. But what you did was soft swinging--fucking your wife in front of other people. Didn’t you find that hot?” Richard’s head tilted to the side watching him.

No, he wasn’t poking fun or teasing, he looked too serious for that.

“Well…yeah. Seeing all the naked people and dirty dancing in the bar got both of us hot.”

“But you stayed outside having sex instead of running to your cabin? That’s soft swinging buddy and it’s sexy. Watching your wife get off was hot for Sherri and I. You guys were watching at the pool, and knowing you were watching was a turn on for us too. A fun time had by all.” Richard finished his glass of beer and signaled for another one.

“You guys have sex with other people. Don’t you ever get jealous? I don’t think I could stand seeing Abby with another guy.” A picture of Richard fucking Abby flashed in his mind and sent his stomach through the chair bottom. No, that wasn’t going to happen. No way.

Richard laughed. “I think probably a third or more of the people who signed up for this cruise are like you two guys. They get turned on by the atmosphere… the ‘Live Sexy’ vibe, and just get it on with each other.” He held a hand up to Glen. “Hey man, no one says you have to have sex with anyone, okay? When Sherri and I did our first full swap experience, we were both ready for it. We’d talked, experimented just a little to see how the small steps felt. I watched her give a guy a hand job, then some head, then a blowjob. She watched me kiss and make out with a woman. The next time she saw me go down on a gal. We were fine with it so took it to the next level.”

A pretty barmaid brought fresh beers and set them on the table. Her strong dark arms crossed in front of her, standing next to them, hip thrust out. “Would you like to run a tab, gentlemen?”

Richard reached in his pocket and scooped out a twenty. “No. I’ll get this one. That way when our wives join us, they won’t know how many we’ve had.”

“Good thinking.” Glen smiled at the barmaid before she left.

To Richard, small steps were a blowjob and going down on someone? That’d be HUGE for him. “Wow. You guys are really open minded. I can never see Abby and I doing that.” This talk of sex and swinging was interesting, if not stimulating. He shifted in his chair. Private Pecker was enjoying this part of their conversation.

“Most people think of wild orgies when they think if swingers. It’s usually not like that.” He chuckled. “It’s an erotic atmosphere and plain fun. Sherri and I have sex with other people but only when we’re together. It would really hurt her, if she caught me having sex with someone without her. And why would I want to?”

Wow. This was a lot to take in. It was okay for him to fuck another woman as long as Sherri was there? This was a weird spin on adultery, for sure. He took a drink of beer, waiting for Richard to continue.

“Swinging isn’t for everyone. And although it’s called a Lifestyle, that’s a bit of a stretch. When we go home, we still have to work, pay bills and take out the garbage. Our closest friends have no idea that we like to swing. They’re part of our vanilla life and we love them. Our cruises and trips to clubs are something we do for us, as a couple.”

Glen raised his eyebrows and nodded. “That kind of makes sense.”

“Just giving you straight answers to straight questions, Glen.” He nodded over Glen’s shoulder. “Look they’re back! And they didn’t clean the stores out. Thank God, since we’re going to be the packhorses.” Sherri’s arm went around Richard’s shoulder and she kissed his cheek.

Glen rose to his feet to allow Abby to get by him and sit.

“That looks good, Order me a beer will you, hon?” Abby opened a bag and pulled out the straw hat and T shirts, she’d bought.

“White wine for me.” Sherri leaned over, her round breasts almost falling out of the halter top. Glen’s eyes lingered for a moment and then looked at Richard.

His lips were pulled back in a small smile returning his gaze. Richard had noticed him checking out Sherri’s boobs and he liked it? That would get him a punch in the mouth if he was back home.

Abby’s hand on his arm interrupted his thoughts. “Look. Do you think Peter will like this?” She held a T shirt against her chest which read ‘It’s better in the Bahamas’.


Chapter 37

“That’s odd. Peter’s car was in the driveway and he’s not home? He hasn’t even answered my text to him.” Claire rode beside Barry, driving back to their house. “I feel guilty. Abby asked me to check in on him and we have hardly gotten out of bed to do that.”

“He’s fine. He probably caught a ride to school with one of his buddies. Or maybe, he stayed overnight with one. You worry too much.” Barry shot a small smile at her.

“I worry too much! This from the guy who booked our best friends on a Swinger’s Cruise and promised to check in on their son? YOU should be worried Barry.” Her cell phone vibrated in her pocket. “Wait. That’s probably him.”

She scooped her phone out and looked at the display. “Yup. It’s a text from Peter.” She was silent for a moment before she turned to her husband. “Isn’t football over for the year?”

“Yeah, for months. Why?” He glanced at her and then back at the road.

“He says he’s at school, staying late for football practice. Why would they do that if it’s over?” Her eyebrows pulled together and she exhaled loudly. Something wasn’t right here. But at least he was alive and had answered her text even if it sounded fishy.

“Do you think we should go back to their house and check in? Abby gave me a key.” She turned and placed her mittened hand on his arm.

“You got a key? Glen never gave me a key.”

“Of course not. I’m the responsible one, remember? Maybe he thought you’d be throwing wild sex parties in his house if he gave you a key.” She grinned at him. “But we’d have to go home to get it. I left it on the shelf by the door.”

“Let’s not bother. Peter’s fine.” He turned to face her and wiggled his eyebrows up and down. “Speaking of wild sex parties…want to stop at a sex shop? Maybe pick up some kinky toys or a sexy negligee for you?”

“I don’t know…I’m kinda’ worried about Peter.” Something was up with that kid. She was his second mother after all and her maternal instinct was kicking in. Can you have a maternal instinct for your best friend’s kid?

“Look we both called in sick, so we should be in bed.” Barry coughed. “We could get you a naughty nurse outfit and you could look after me. That way, we wouldn’t be lying.”

Naughty nurse huh? She pictured herself in a short nurse’s costume looking after her horny man and felt a stir between her legs. Yeah, Barry was probably right. Peter’s okay and Barry’s idea sounded fun. The sex between them over the last few days had been AMAZING!


Chapter 38

Abby held her arm tight around Glen’s waist, his arm heavy on her shoulders walking up the gangway to the ship. My God, he was so big. It was a good thing she worked out and had strong legs. Thank God, she’d stopped drinking two hours ago.

“Show me the way to go home…” Glen’s voice rose in song. And now Richard, almost as drunk as Glen, joined in. “We’re tired and we want to go to bed.”

“Oh you’re going to bed alright, just as soon as I get you in the cabin.” It was Sherri’s voice walking behind, next to Richard.

“The question is…whose bed?” Glen followed his question with a laugh.

“Glen, be quiet. There may be people trying to sleep.” She smiled when she saw a steward there to help her with her husband.

“Hey Richard! You’re the best. We had a great time tonight. Wanna have a nightcap before we go to bed?” Glen attempted to turn around and almost fell down. Thank goodness the steward was fast.

“No Glen. It was a wonderful evening but it’s over. You two need to go to bed.” Again, Sherri answered him.

“Okay.” Hiccup. “Maybe you’re right. See you guys in the mornin’. You two are the best.” The steward was now supporting Glen, edging forward slowly onto the deck.

“We had fun with you today too, you ‘Sparky Couple’ you!”

Abby looked at Sherri then Richard. He was weaving but at least Sherri didn’t have to carry him. “I guess these two started drinking too early and with all the wine at dinner, it hit them pretty hard. I’ll look for you at breakfast. The Chickin’n Grits place on the Baha deck. These two are going to need grease.”

Sherri was smiling; her red hair shimmered in the lights from the ship. With her blue eyes and pale skin, she was beautiful. On impulse, Abby leaned forward and gave her a kiss on the cheek. What was up with that? Even with her best friend Claire, the most affectionate thing they’d ever done was hug. She could feel her face become warm and she started to look away.

Sherri’s hand rose and touched her cheek stopping her. Her eyes opened wide when Sherri leaned towards her and kissed her lips, softly…and remained there for a few moments. Her tongue flicked over Abby’s lips for a second.

Sherri smiled and her fingertips grazed Abby’s cheeks as she pulled her head back. “See you tomorrow.”

Abby turned and rushed to Glen’s side, slipping her arm around his waist to help the steward get him to the cabin.

Oh my God, Sherri had kissed her! Not a quick friendly peck either. No, it was gentle, almost sensuous. Hell no. It WAS sensuous. And she hadn’t wanted it to stop. Had Sherri sensed that she was curious to see what being with a woman would be like? Did she have gay-dar? Is she turning into a lesbian?

Wait a minute. Just because she’d wondered about it, didn’t make her a lesbian. She was just curious that was all. And the kiss had been nice, different from a man’s lips, soft, like her own.

She dislodged herself from Glen’s weight and unlocked the cabin door.  The steward managed to pull him along and drop him onto the soft surface of the bed.

“Thanks for your help. I don’t think I could have managed by myself.”

“No problem Miss. This usually happens on shore leave.” He placed two fingers at the brim of his hat and left.

Abby closed the door after him and turned to look at Glen. He was already snoring softly, mouth open and passed out. There’d be no hanky panky tonight but that was okay. They both needed a short break. She undressed and laid her clothes on the dresser. It was a good thing it was a sultry night. Glen was lying on the bed covers and there was no way she could move him.

The day had been fun, from the shopping to the waves of brilliant pink on the flamingo reserve to an excellent dinner with waaay too much wine. Sherri and Richard were nice and had made the day fun. And to think they’d been in the lifestyle for eight years. If she’d met them in Black Rapids she would never have guessed in a million years.

All day long she’d sensed that Sherri was attracted to her and now with that kiss…There was no doubt about it. What would happen tomorrow? She could pretend that it was nothing--just an act of simple affection after a great day together. But that would be a lie. She knew it and so would Sherri.

Now, if Richard had kissed her goodnight the way that Sherri had, she’d know how to deal with that. She was in love with Glen and she’d tell him about it. That would probably be the end of them chumming around with Sherri and Richard.

But it had been Sherri who’d kissed her. And she had liked it. She’d read once in Cosmo that all women had bi-sexual tendencies, that it was normal. Sherri was giving her an open invitation to explore this. But was she ready for that?

A picture of Sherri’s gorgeous breasts and her bouncy behind flashed in Abby’s mind reliving the day with her. And she’d seen her naked, although from a distance. She had a pretty hot body. What would it be like to touch another woman’s breasts, to nibble on a hard nipple?

She snuggled closer to her husband’s sleeping body. What would Glen say if he knew she was having these thoughts? She snorted. As if she didn’t know.


Chapter 39

Oh fuck. What had he done last night? One eye creaked open. Oow! The light contracted his pupil too quickly! His head was pounding. He sat up and eased his legs over the side of the bed. Easy. Just take it slow.

With the care of a bomb specialist, he rose to his feet. Holding his head in his hands to keep it from exploding he wandered into the bathroom. He had an enormous whizz and colossal fart and turned his head to look in the mirror. Oh my God, he looked as bad as he felt.

And he was still wearing his clothes from yesterday. The last thing he could remember was sitting in the restaurant eating dinner across from Sherri and Richard. Had anything happened after they got back to the ship? Did they have sex with them? Probably not. For sure he’d remember THAT.

“How you feeling, big boy?” Abby stood in the doorway, wearing only a smile.

“Like shit, thanks.” He turned to face her and started unbuttoning his shirt. “Why’d you let me drink so much? I didn’t do anything too stupid, did I?”

“Me! Let you drink! As if I could stop you. And no, Richard was as bad as you were. We didn’t have sex with them if that’s what you’re getting at.”

He slid his shirt off and undid his pants. “That’s good. He shot a look at her. “Isn’t it?’

“I guess. But she kissed me goodnight Glen.”

He slipped his pants off and turned the shower on. “Can you get me some aspirin, honey? My head’s poundin’.”  The shower was as hot as he could stand it when he stepped in. He closed his eyes and let the spray hit his head full force, feeling some temporary relief.

Her hand on his arm jarred him. He took the tablets and glass of water from her and downed everything in one swallow. God, the shower felt good. Maybe he’d be able to make it through the day.

When he turned the water off, Abby handed a fresh towel to him. She was still naked and giving him some kind of look. If she was horny, she was going to have to wait a few minutes. At least until the aspirin kicked in. Sorry, honey, I have a headache!

“Glen, did you hear what I said? Sherri kissed me.”

He pulled the towel from his face and looked at her, brain cells now operational. “She kissed you? Like in French kiss?”

“Not quite putting her tongue in my mouth but as close to that as you can get.” Her face looking at him was confused, lips drawn to the side, eyes wide.

“What’d you do? Did you kiss her back?” He rubbed the towel across his chest and abdomen.

“No. Well, I guess I may have. I didn’t stop her.” Now she was biting her lower lip.

“Did you like it?” His voice was soft. Private Pecker had been eavesdropping, eager to hear her answer.

“Promise you won’t think I’m a pervert?”

“I KNOW you’re a pervert and I like it. The question was, did you like being kissed by a woman?” God, why did I drink so much? I missed seeing that. He flicked the towel to dry his back now.

“I can see how much you like it.” She stepped forward and ran her finger over the tip of his penis. She brought the finger to her lips and licked it, running her tongue along the length.

His hand dropped the towel and slipped between her legs, searching for the little nub of pleasure.

“Tell me what it was like.” His finger rolled over her clit and she sighed, opening her legs wider.

“It was nice. Her lips were soft. She kissed me for a few moments. I could feel her warm breath on my cheeks.” She grasped his penis again and stroked it slowly with her hand. God, this was hot.

“Would you like her to kiss you again?” His voice was hoarse and his headache gone.

He slipped a finger inside her and back to her clit. She was wet and her clit was firm. “Yes.” Her breath caught in her throat when he teased her.

“What else do you want her to do?” He removed his fingers and held her slim waist in his hands. Stepping out of the shower, he lifted her and set her ass on the vanity counter. He opened her legs and knelt before her. “Would you want her mouth here? Tell me.”

He leaned forward and licked the outside of her folds, purposely avoiding going deeper. Her musky scent was on his lips and in his nose.

“Oh God, yes. I want her tongue on me while she fingers me.” She opened her legs as wide as the small space would permit and tilted her pelvis up.

His tongue pressed into her, with a few soft strokes. “Tell me more.” He pressed harder into her, licking her with a fast fury as he pushed his fingers inside her opening, pumping softly.

“Oh yeah, like that. Use your whole hand. Just. Like. That. Ohhhhh God. Harder. Don’t stop!” Glen’s tongue was going as fast as it could and his fingers were pumping in and out. She became wetter still.

Her fingers slid through his dark wet hair and formed a fist, pulling him away from her, her body already oversensitive to his touch. He looked up at her glowing face, eyes still half shut in lust. She shifted to ease down off the counter and stood before him. Her hands cupped his head and pulled him up.

With the grace of ballet dancers they exchanged positions. He was now standing and she was kneeling before him, her mouth open, tongue licking the thick head of his shaft. Her two hands rolled up and down it, just below her mouth. He was almost ready to come. Her dirty talk and a picture of Sherri going down on her flashed in his mind. His hands cupped her head pulling her mouth farther down on his shaft.

“Oh shit! Don’t stop. I’m coming….” His pelvis jerked forward, shooting deep into the back of her throat, again and again. He let out a loud sigh, his hands now on her shoulders.

Abby stood up and they kissed a long, sweet, languorous kiss, the juices of their pleasure mingling in their mouths.

“Abby, that was so good.” His hands cupped her face as he looked into her eyes. “Just because you and me got off on the idea of you being with Sherri, doesn’t mean it has to happen. You know that, right? I don’t want you to think I have any expectations here.”

“I love you Glen. I don’t think I’m ready to go all the way with Sherri. But I think I’d like to do that soft swing thing. We’d just be with each other and could watch other people. Would that be okay?”

“Oh hell.” He pressed his groin into her stomach, stabbing her with his hardening rod. “Does that answer your question?”


Chapter 40

“There they are. It looks like they’re almost finished.” Abby put her hand on Glen’s arm and pointed to the table where Richard and Sherri were sitting, having breakfast.  Her cheeks became warm, looking at the woman who had been part of Glen and her fantasy just a while ago. But Sherri would never know that.

She was wearing a green dress, waving her hand for them to join them.

“Good morning. How’re you today?” Sherri stood up and threw her arms around Glen, planting a kiss on his cheek.

“How are YOU?” Abby hugged Richard and looked into his bloodshot eyes.

“A little rough around the edges, I’m afraid. But better after the coffee and eggs.” Richard turned to Glen. “How about you?”

Sherri placed her hands on Abby’s shoulders and leaned in to kiss. This time it was just a quick peck.

When they were settled at the table, Abby looked at the two men sitting across from her and Sherri. They both looked just a little green. “Aren’t you glad we showed some restraint last night, Sherri?”

Abby jumped and her head swiveled when she felt Sherri’s hand on her bare knee.

“I don’t know about that. It could have been fun.” Her blue eyes opened wider. “Oh! You mean the drinking! Yeah, yeah, right.” 

Abby felt the start of a blush. A nervous laugh eased the tension that shot through her stomach, but did nothing for the momentary thrill between her legs. She looked at Glen. Yeah, he’d caught it too from the look in his eyes.

“Our last night on the cruise. It went by so quick. Do you think you’ll ever do it again?” Richard looked from Abby to Glen.

“Maybe. This wasn’t what we expected, but it’s been fun, a walk on the wild side.” Glen signaled to the waiter for menus.

“It’ll be a real blow out tonight. The playrooms will be pretty busy. I’m sure it’ll spill out to the pool area again, even though it’s not supposed to.” Sherri finished her coffee and looked at Richard. “Well dear, what do you say?”

“Yeah, we’re going to hit the pool area and just lounge in the sun today. Would you like us to save a couple chairs for you?” He rose to his feet and took Sherri’s hand.

“Please. I haven’t had much chance to just lie in the sun. I want to have some color when I get back home.” Abby looked from Sherri to Richard. For sure, they’d be sunbathing in the nude. Maybe today she’d have enough nerve to go totally native herself.

When the couple left, the waiter appeared with menus and coffee. Glen placed the breakfast order, the one that they usually had on Sunday mornings at home.

“I’m going to try nude sunbathing today. Are you okay with that?” She looked across the table at Glen. He’d been shocked the first time she’d appeared topless but that was a few days ago. Now that they knew what kind of cruise this was, maybe he’d consider going naked as well.

“Yeah, I think so. It’s easy for you lying around naked. I’m not sure I can though.”

“Why not? We’ll never see these people again and we’ve only got one more day of sunbathing after today.” What did he have to be shy about? He was in great shape.

“It should be obvious why not. What if…you know. What if I get excited? That could be kind of embarrassing don’t you think?” He sat back as the waiter appeared with their breakfasts.

“Oh.” How did these other men handle that? Surely the naked women must have an effect on them. “If that happens, you could roll onto your stomach.”

“We’ll see. I’ll just wear my bathing suit, okay?”

“Fine by me, as long as you’re comfortable.”

***

Glen followed Abby from their cabin and to the pool to join Sherri and Richard. Just following Abby, seeing her bare back and the round cheeks of her ass jiggling as she walked was having an effect. He held the towel draped over his arm in front of his crotch. The towel was going to be a lifesaver this afternoon.

When they emerged from the stairway into the bright sun, he was blinded for a few moments, even with sunglasses. He followed her, threading his way through the naked sun worshippers, trying to keep his eyes averted. It might be different when he was sitting, perched with the towel on his lap. THEN, he could look from the safety of his shades.

There were two lounge chairs on each side of Sherri and Richard, empty except for the towels they had placed there. Gulp. Sherri was sitting up, legs open and stretched out in front of her. God! How could he NOT look at her breasts topped with puckered nipples, down her abdomen and to the smooth shaven pelvis and lower still. Holy shit!

He hurried to the empty chair next to Richard, sitting on part of the towel Richard had placed there. He bunched the towel over his lap and turned to Richard. “This is a scorcher. It feels great now but I’m not sure how much I can take.”

Richard’s white teeth flashed in a wide grin. “Yeah, I noticed.”

Glen’s face grew warm, from the inside. So, he’d seen how aroused he was. He leaned closer to Richard. “How do you do it? Sit there so…so unaffected by all of this?” His hand swept the air.

“Think baseball buddy. What team do you cheer for?” Richard picked up his sun tan oil and squeezed some onto his palm.

“Cleveland Indians of course. Matt Albers’ is the best.” This was working! Private Pecker was becoming bored.

“Naw…it’s the Cinnci Reds for me. Cueto’s waay better than Albers. How ya doing now?”  Richard massaged the sun lotion into the tanned skin of his muscular arms.

Glen took a deep breath. “Better.”

“I’m here for ya man. Better close your eyes for a minute. Here comes one, you don’t want to see.” Richard was looking past Glen. His hand went to his sunglasses and lowered them on his nose to peek above the frame.

No way was he closing his eyes. Not from the look on Richard’s face. Glen turned to see the swarthy dark man and his voluptuous blond wife walking by. Oh God, they can’t be real. They’re huge and so firm. They don’t even jiggle when she walks. Her waist was narrow curving out to round hips. She wore a rhinestone G string bikini bottom, which barely covered the V between her legs. Oh no. He settled his hands on the towel on his lap.

This was hopeless. He looked at two women sitting at the edge of the pool, legs dangling in the crystal clear water. One was a beautiful black woman, lithe with an athletic body, slim hips and breasts the size of kiwi fruit. Not so, the Latino woman next to her. She was rounder, carrying a few extra pounds and double D melons.

What would it be like to do a threesome? He’s seen it in the porn movies but these people actually had done it. Yeah, Richard could probably tell him but that was one thing he wasn’t going to ask. Yeah, those two women sitting at the pool, what would it be like with them? Private pecker was straining at the towel, anxious to explore this line of thinking.

“Glen?” Abby’s hand was on his shoulder. “Let me rub some sunscreen on you. I think you’re getting burnt.”

Her bare breasts were grazing his chest bending over him.  And the G string bikini. This was sweet torture. “How about those Boston Red Sox, Abby? Think they’re going to win the series this year?”

“What?”

Richard burst out laughing next to him.

Abby’s hands smoothed lotion over his fleshy shoulders and chest. “What’s up with you two? Are you getting too much sun, Glen?”

Abby took her seat again and two women walking by, popped into sight. They looked to be in their mid thirties. They were chatting and sharing a laugh, walking with their heads high, confident and sexy. Private Pecker became firm once more. The women would never make the cover of Playboy magazine with the extra weight they were carrying but they certainly had his attention. As much… maybe more so than the sexy blonde with the porn star body.

His gaze followed them as they skirted the pool. If he was a swinger, which for sure he was NOT, those were women he’d like to be with. They were real people. Sexy and friendly. Someone you could get to know and have a laugh with after. As long as Abby was there and Okayed it. But that may or may not ever happen. But if it did…

“Hey Glen, want to play some mini golf? Loser buys the beer.” Richard stood up and looked at him.

His brain jack-knifed back to reality when he looked at Richard. Well, this was a game that’d be totally different, playing against a naked opponent. Maybe there’d be some shade on the little course though. He got to his feet still clutching the towel in front of him.

***

“You should turn over. Your chest and boobs look like they’re getting too red. Would you like me to put some sun screen on your back? Sherri sat up and looked over her sunglasses at Abby.

Abby pressed her fingertips into the skin on her arms. Yes, if her arms were getting red, how bad would her lily white boobs be in this hot sun? “I think you’re right. Here’s my sun screen.” She adjusted the lounge chair so that it was horizontal and settled into it.

Sherri stood up and the next thing Abby felt were her hands sliding over her back, covering every inch of her skin. Oops. She should have applied the lotion to her bottom before she’d settled in the chair.  “Thanks Sherri. That’s great.”

“I’m not done yet. From the looks of your ass, it’s never seen the light of day. I’d better put a twenty on it or you will have to eat your dinner standing up.”

Oh no. After her fantasy that morning with Glen, the fantasy woman was about to run her hands all over her ass. Just breathe. Act natural Abby.

Fingers pressed into the flesh of her hips, smoothing the slippery lotion into her skin, circling the round mounds and grazing the crevice between them. God, this woman’s touch was soft, like the kiss last night had been. She took a deep breath, floating into the cushioned chair.

Now under her cheeks to the top of her thighs. Abby’s body stiffened. Sherri’s fingers were edging near the area between her legs. She held her breath, only exhaling when the fingers once more returned to the backs of her legs.

Now her hands were on her the back of her knees and calves….mmm. She’d never had someone massage her feet and between her toes, rolling the ankle and ball of her foot. It was delightful. Her body once more melted into the cushion.

Light as a feather, the fingertips trailed back up her calves, thighs and ass. “How’s that? I think you’re well covered now.”

Abby rose to rest on her elbows and turned to face her. When Sherri was settled once more in her chair, she turned and grinned at Abby.

“You surprised me, last night when you kissed me.” There. The elephant was now out there.

“Did you like it or was I out of line?”

“I liked it, a little. I’ve never been kissed by another woman. It’s common in the Lifestyle, isn’t it?” Listen to her. You’d think she was some worldly woman bandying the term ‘Lifestyle’, waay beyond the common term, ‘swinger’.

“A woman’s touch can be nice, but I promise, I won’t push it. You and Glen are going to be around after supper, aren’t you? Even just as spectators?” Sherri patted more sunscreen on her face.

“Actually, we talked about it this morning. We’re going to be around. Whether we get the nerve to DO anything, I don’t know.” Abby laid her head down, cheek placed against the cushion. If it were up to her, they’d try the soft swing thing but it depended ultimately on what they, as a couple decided. Not to mention spontaneity. Who knew what would happen?


Chapter 41

The place looked pretty good. He’d spent the whole day cleaning up the mess, vacuuming, doing dishes, but it had been worth it. He walked back into the living room to check the patch covering the hole in the wall. Was it noticeable?

It was pretty ingenious if he did say so himself--taping a piece of paper over the hole, finding a little of left over paint and painting the paper. You could hardly tell the hole was there if you just glanced around the room. Someday he’d confess and fix it properly but not until he could catch Dad in a good mood.

He turned when the front door opened, followed by, “Peter! Are you here?”

When he walked to the entrance, Barry and Aunt Claire were standing there, looking shocked to see him. “Hi Aunt Clair, Uncle Barry. How’d you get in?”

“Your mother gave me a key. Where’ve you been? I’ve been calling your cell phone all day and was worried.” Barry just stood there looking blankly at him.

“Sorry. I just got in a little while ago from school. I didn’t realize that my cell phone battery had died.” Shit! She had a key? Thank you Jesus, she hadn’t come over before this.

“How are you doing? The place looks pretty good.” Claire bent forward to peek into the living room.

“No wild parties, Peter? You’re a better kid than I was at your age.” Barry grinned at him.

“No Sir. Mom and Dad would kill me, especially on a school night.” He was going to have to start going to church or he was going to burn in hell.

“We’re going to pick them up at the airport tomorrow. We just wanted to make sure everything was okay, that they weren’t coming back to a disaster area. But you’ve done well.” Finally, Claire was smiling at him.

“Uh…you two are going together? Are you guys back together again?” It had been a long time since he’d seen them in the same room with each other. And they looked happy.

Claire turned to look at Barry and then back at him. She was actually blushing!  “Maybe. We’re going to try, at any rate.”

“That’s great! I’m glad for you. Mom and Dad will be too.”

“Thanks. We’re going to leave now. Is there anything you need? Money?” Barry had the door open waiting for Claire.

Peter looked beyond him to the tree in the yard. Oh no! The bra and panties were still hanging there. He’d forgotten all about them!

“Actually, there IS something I need if you don’t mind...” Peter rushed to close the door and put his arms around each of their shoulders. “I’m just so happy for you guys, that I’d like you to stay for dinner. And I’m kind of lonely eating by myself.” Turning the sad puppy dog eyes, directly at Claire.

“What do you say Barry? We were just going to order pizza anyway. We could stay and keep Peter company and have pizza with him.”

“Fine by me. Abby and Glen would be happy about that. Alright Peter, whaddaya say? Meat lovers or double cheese?” Barry removed his boots and coat and helped Claire with hers.

Peter turned and walked to the telephone to place the order. By the time they left it’d be dark and he’d take care of the evidence in the tree then.


Chapter 42

“Are you sure this dress isn’t too short?” Walking along the deck, on their way to dinner, Abby tugged down on the hem that just covered the bottom of her butt.

“You look sexy. Leave it alone, will ya?” Glen placed his arm over her shoulder, leaned over and nibbled the hollow of her neck.

“Look who’s talking.” She turned her head and sniffed his cheek. “Mmmm. Is that cologne new?”

“Yeah. I picked it up in one of the shops this afternoon. You like it?”

His dark eyes were focused on hers. He looked…apprehensive? Was he as nervous as she was about the after dinner events? “It’s very masculine and sexy. But I’m the only woman who’s going to be close enough to notice. Right?”

“For the most part.” He smiled and dodged the swat she aimed at his head. “It’s okay to dance with other people, isn’t it?

“Sorry. Guess my mind was in the gutter.”She looped her arm through his. “I think we’re both a little keyed up about this. Just so you know, if at the last minute either of us decides to bail, that’s okay, right?”

“Absolutely. The important thing is us.” He stopped and tugged at her arm so that she was facing him. “We don’t have to do this. We can have dinner, dance a few songs and enjoy ourselves in the cabin. I love you Abby.”

“I love you too. I just want to be with you. But…” She looked up at him, from under her eyelashes, a smile on her lips.

“But you’d like to try this.”

She nodded. “At least once. Who knows, we may not even like it.”

“Something tells me, after making love on deck the other night and both of us getting turned on by people watching…that we’re going to enjoy tonight.” He kissed the top of her head.

“I think so too.” She took his hand and they resumed walking to the bright lights of the restaurant where they were to meet Sherri and Richard.

They paused in the doorway and Abby scanned the tables with her eyes. No Sherri and Richard. There was still a good selection of empty tables for four, some at the outside with a view of the water. It was hard to believe that they’d spent only four nights on the cruise. So much had happened.

The maitre‘d escorted them to a table, holding the chair for her to be seated. White linen table cloths with crimson red napkins, sparking glasses and cutlery adorned each table, along with a fresh bouquet of red roses. Everything was perfect for the last night of the cruise.

Another waiter appeared instantly, carrying a bottle of white and red wine. At Glen’s nod, he filled their glasses. When he was gone, Glen raised his glass and held it in front of him.

“A toast. To the most beautiful woman on the ship, and to new beginnings for us.”

“To the best looking man and to us.” Abby clinked her glass against his and took a small sip. Her gaze above the rim, flitted to the doorway. There they were.

Sherri was wearing a short sequined red dress that flashed in the light each time she moved. At her side Richard was wearing a tux, looking very debonair and handsome. She was glad that the ship had a rental store and that she’d had the foresight to rent a tux for Glen. And seeing the length of Sherri’s dress, Glen was right about hers.

“Wow. You two clean up really nice! I love that color Abby! The aqua really brings out the blue of your eyes.” Sherri bent down and kissed her cheek before brushing by to take a seat next to her.

Glen had risen and shook Richard’s hand, waiting for Sherri to be seated.

“Thanks. You look great too. Isn’t this fabulous? A formal dinner on our last night? The last time I saw Glen in a tux was when we were married. The guys look so James Bondish.” Abby glanced at Richard before giving her full attention to Glen. Definitely the Sean Connery Bond with the dark eyes and hair and the tanned skin. After all these years, he could still take her breath away; he was so good looking.

The waiter once more appeared, to fill Richard and Sherri’s glasses with wine and take their dinner order.

“This cruise has been great and meeting you guys has made it even better. I confess, I was shocked at first and ready to kill our friend who booked it.” Abby smiled and looked at Sherri.

“So not kill him, maybe kiss him? Maybe he’ll want to come on a cruise with you guys the next time after you tell him how much fun you had.”

“NO!” Abby and Glen were in unison.

There was a confused look that passed between Sherri and Richard.

“We’d never do this with our friends back home. It would seem…I don’t know, incestuous.” Abby shuddered at the thought of it. “Besides, I thought these cruises were for couples only.”

“Yes, they are. And we totally get what you mean. We have our vanilla set of friends that have no clue this is how we spend our vacations. We’ve had to duck and dive when they wanted to come with us.” Richard chuckled. “Remember how insistent your sister was the last time, Sherri?”

“Oh my God. I had to do my airhead routine and give her the wrong name of the cruise line. Thank God she lost interest!”

“I hope you two had a good time and do another cruise.” Richard’s blue eyes twinkled looking at Abby and Glen.

“Well, if we DO book again, at least we’ll know what to expect.” Glen looked at Abby to see her reaction.

“You could pack a whole lot lighter!” Sherri piped in and held her glass aloft for a refill.

“And what we would bring sure wouldn’t take up much room. Some skimpy dresses and forget the bathing suits.” Abby nodded when the waiter returned and held the bottle of wine in front of her.

“We’ll take that for a yes.” Richard held his glass up, signaling a toast. “To sexy dresses and the sexy women who hopefully, won’t be wearing them much longer.”

“I’ll drink to that!” Glen grinned looking from Abby to Sherri.

The waiter appeared again, this time carrying steaming plates of beef bourguignon. Abby inhaled deeply while her stomach grumbled. No wonder she was hungry. They hadn’t eaten since breakfast.


Chapter 43

“That was nice, having dinner with Peter.” Claire slipped her seat belt on, while Barry started the car engine.

“Umm Hmm…” Barry let the car idle a minute and glanced out the window.

Claire cracked a smile. “Peter’s such a good boy. I’m glad nothing happened while his parents were away.”

Still looking at the branches of the tree, Barry asked, “Do you believe him?”

“Nope. Let’s go so he can get that stuff down.”

“Right.” He backed out of the driveway and they headed home.  “Just for the record, I can’t wait to hear about their trip.” He checked the rear view mirror and pulled out into the street.

“Are you insane? You’ve gotta play dumb. As far as you’re concerned it was a romantic cruise vacation. End of story.” Claire turned her head to look at him, her face in a knot.

“But then I won’t get to see the pictures.” He glanced quickly at her like a kid whose ice cream cone fell on the ground.

“You won’t get to see them if you’re dead either.” She could see from the look on his face that he agreed.

“It’s not going to come up anyway. They’ll be so excited to see us back together that they won’t even get a chance to say anything. Maybe we’ll do a cruise some day, whaddya’ think?” Barry glanced at her.

Claire sat quietly for a few moments. That could be nice. Sitting in the sun, dancing under the stars and the shore visits. She’d always wanted to go on a cruise.


Chapter 44

All the dishes had been cleared except for the wine glasses and two almost empty bottles. Glen sat across the table from Sherri. They both glanced occasionally at Richard and Abby who had left the table and were dancing to a fast beat. Draining one of the bottles into his glass, he caught the eye of a waiter going by and ordered another. Don’t get drunk, but a little more liquid courage won’t hurt.

When it arrived, he poured a glass for Sherri and topped off his own. They were far enough away from the dance floor to talk in an almost normal tone of voice. Sherri was watching him with an almost bemused smile over the rim of her glass. He glanced again at Abby and Richard, got up and sat down next to Sherri.

“So…” Jayyyzuz, what could he say next?

“So.”

“You like my wife, huh?”

Sherri cocked her head to the side a bit. She moved her glass aside and patted Glen’s hand. “I like both of you, Glen.” Nodding to the dance floor, “WE like both of you.”

“Yeah, I know. Abby and I think you guys are great. To tell you the truth, if we didn’t meet up with you, I don’t think this cruise would have been as enjoyable.” He toyed with the stem of the wine glass. “But I didn’t kiss you…”

Sherri’s face became serious. “No. And I think that’s good.”

“But…”

“Does it bother you that I kissed Abby?”

He glanced down at the table for a moment and looked back up. “No. I mean, I’m not jealous or anything… I’m confused though.”

“In what way?”

“I mean, I didn’t see it happen, Richard and I were pretty loaded. She told me about it this morning. I’m confused because maybe I ought to be jealous or something?”

“What was your gut response, Glen?” She leaned forward onto the table, concern in her eyes.

He shook his head and smiled. “Uhhh… my response was lower than my gut if you know what I mean.”

Sherri grinned. “Typical!

He looked over at the dance floor again. Abby and Richard were now dirty dancing along with the other people on the floor. But at least Abby’s chest was still covered, unlike a few of the other women’s. And she was keeping her hands off Richard, not caught up in the lyrics of the song. What kind of song was that anyway? ‘I Want To Fuck You Like An Animal’?

Oh boy. He looked back to Sherri. “So… well… I guess, what do we do now?”

“We who? You and me? You, me, Abby and Richard? You and Abby?”

“Me and Abby.”

“You just answered your own question, Glen.”

“Huh?”

“Did you guys have any sort of agreement on limits for tonight other than what you told us? You said you were ready for soft swinging, right?” Glen nodded. “Then that’s what you stick with, especially tonight. The last thing you want to do is get off the ship tomorrow with regrets.”

“Yeah, but…”

Sherri laughed. “You guys were thrown into the deep end, Glen! And yet, you’re such a great couple, you opened your minds, and are closer now than you were when you came on board.” She waved her hands around the room. “This isn’t going away, you know. There’re lots of opportunities back home to explore further. For tonight, though, stick with your limits, and just remember small steps.”

He looked down at the table and back up. “Thanks, you’re right.” He waggled his eyebrows. “I still want to see you naked though.”

“And I you!” she smiled. “I haven’t seen… what does Abby call him? ‘Private Pecker at full attention. But for tonight, I’ll restrain myself when I’m nekkid!” She glanced at the dance floor again.

Glen rose to his feet and invited her to dance with a gesture of his hand. She didn’t have to be asked twice that was for sure. She’d bounced out of her chair and was already on the dance floor, shimmying her body in time to the beat.

Glen barely avoided bumping into a bare-chested woman who had moved into his path. He held his hands above his head being careful not to touch anyone. Now, his feet moving instinctively to the music, he watched Sherri. She was still doing that shimmy move and each time it was a wonder that she didn’t pop out of the dress. It was mesmerizing.

When she turned and thrust her ass out behind her and into his groin, he caught a glimpse of red panties. He glanced quickly to the side. How about those Red Sox? But other people were doing the same dance move, dry humping to the chorus of the song—even Abby and Richard. What the fuck. He placed his hands on Sherri’s hips, pulling her hard into his groin while at the same time thrusting forward. So what if she could feel his hard dick pressing into her through the fabric of the pants?

Foreplay with a new friend. Who’d a thunk it?

After a few minutes of the sweet torture, the song ended. He slipped his hand into Sherri’s and led her to the table, seeing Richard and Abby follow suit, laughing at some private joke.

Richard poured wine into Abby’s and his glass and took a large swallow.

“You liked that, huh Glen?” Sherri leaned towards him and placed her hand on his knee. She was smiling while her tongue licked her bottom lip.

“How about those Cincinnati Reds, Richard?” He watched as Richard grabbed a napkin and covered his mouth, trying to keep from laughing and spewing wine everywhere.

“What’s with the baseball, Glen? That’s the second time today I heard you mention it.” Abby’s head tilted to one side.

“It’s a guy thing.” He smiled, watching Richard’s eyes crinkle, grinning.

Sherri stood up and moved to stand behind her husband, running her hands from his shoulders, past the now opened collar to the inside of the shirt. “Well kids. Hate to dance and run but I’ve got some things to do with my husband. We’ll be in the playroom behind the bar area if you’d like to join us or watch.”

Glen gulped, immediately sober. This was it. He looked at Abby. Was she okay with this? “We’ll see you in a little while.” His voice was a croak, even to his own ears.

When Richard and Sherri left, Abby took the chair next to him. “Are we still okay with this, Glen?” Her face was serious, eyes peering intently into his.

“Let’s finish this drink and check it out. Maybe there’ll be a spot near them, but just us.” Private Pecker was once again standing at attention. The wine hadn’t affected him either.

He picked up his glass and held it to his lips until it was gone, looking into Abby’s eyes as she did the same. He cleared his throat and stood up, holding her hand to help her to her feet. Silently they walked across the room, past the bar, where a tall man stood at the door to the playroom.

Glen nodded to him and the door was opened for them to enter. This time, he knew what was going on in the room next to the banks of lockers. He tried a couple of lockers until he found one. He turned to face Abby, watching her remove the stiletto heels.

His fingers slowly loosened the tie and pulled it off. She removed the slivery stay-up stockings. He felt a twinge of nerves and increasing excitement. Jayzuz, this was like the first time they were in a motel room together when they were kids!

Now his cummerbund and shirt. Abby’s fingers were on the short hem of her dress pulling it up and over her head.

He placed the shirt in the locker. She hung her dress.

His fingers trembled as he unbuttoned the pants and slid the zipper down.  Abby’s elbows were back as her hands undid the clasps of her bra.

He lifted a leg and slid the pants down, hooking a thumb to also catch his sock. She stood before him wearing only lacy blue panties.

Now the other leg of the trousers, sock. She slid the panties down and stepped gracefully out of them.

He slid his briefs off and took her panties from her to place them in the locker. Their eyes had never wavered as they undressed. Abby stepped forward and kissed him softly, the tip of her tongue darting into his mouth. Their bodies connected--her breasts against his chest while his hard shaft nestled into the warmth of her tummy.

He held her away from him and reached for two clean, folded towels on the bench next to them—their last vestige of modesty entering a room where anything goes.

Her petite body was just in front of him walking into the room, joined only by their warm, moist hands. He stopped and she swirled to face him her eyes wide. He smiled and waited for his eyes to become adjusted to the dim lighting.

He pointed with a finger to an empty bed at the side of the room. Adjacent to it, the two beds almost touching were Richard and Sherri, lying close together kissing. The room was silent except for some low moaning and the slapping of flesh against flesh. 

He looked around as they walked to the empty bed. The beds were all occupied but mostly with couples. Only on a few, were there groups of four and only one had more than that. Everything sexual, with people of varied ages and shapes was happening in that room. It was hotter than any porn movie he’d ever seen.

The bed was covered with a pristine while sheet. Abby sat down and loosened the towel from her body before shifting to centre herself in the middle of the smooth surface. He glanced to the right, for just a second before climbing on next to her.

Richard had eased down on the bed and laid on his stomach, his head between Sherri’s spread legs.

Abby turned and placed her arms around his neck; this time her kiss was more urgent, her tongue dancing with his in a tango of love. His hand slid from her shoulder to her breast, clutching it and rolling it before scraping his thumbnail over the pebbly nipple. Her breath hissed through her nostrils and she arched into him, spreading her legs.

His hand left her breast and swept to where she was wet, where she wanted him. Next to them, Sherri was moaning. Oh God, this was hot. It was all he could do to stop himself from, rolling Abby over onto her back and burying himself to the hilt in her warm folds. He took a deep breath and touched her clit, softly running over the firm surface. Her hips rocked back and forth, a finely tuned instrument that he was controlling with the tip of his finger.

Sherri was crying out in orgasm; her lust filled his ears.

He placed his hand on Abby’s hip and pushed, rolling her for him to mount. She stretched her arm and her fingers cupped his shaft, guiding him to her opening. He drove into her warm, tight, slipperiness with a primal need.

“Oh God, Glen, just like that. Yeah…right there. Oh fuck…keep doing that…harder..!”

Sherri, on the bed next to them had moved, still under Richard but her head was just inches away from Abby. As each man drove into his partner, Sherri reached across and stroked the side of Abby’s face.

Surprised, she turned her head. Hesitating for a second, she began to stroke the side of Sherrie’s face with her free hand. The two women stared into each other’s eyes as they reached the peak of pleasure.

Watching this as he stroked in and out of his wife, his love, was enough to shove Glen over the edge, with Richard right behind him. The four of them pulsed with pleasure and grew still.

Glen rolled Abby to the side and put his arms around her, so that her back was against his chest. He propped his head up, resting the side of his face against his hand, elbow bent. Now, they both could see what was happening on the bed next to them and around the room. His other hand draped over her shoulder, his fingers playing with her nipple.

“Glen?” Her voice was butterfly soft.

“Mmhmm?”

She turned her head and looked up at him. “I really liked that. It was hot.”

“Does that mean you’d like to do this again?” His hand stroked absently along her shoulder.

“Yes. But just like this, soft swinging.” She stretched up and kissed his lips gently.

He hugged her tight to his body for a moment. “Okay by me if that’s as far as we ever go. This was really erotic, just being here with you. I feel really close to you right now.”

She rolled over and placed her head on his chest. “Now what do we do? Should we get up in case someone else wants this bed?”

He started to sit up and looked down at her. “Easy for you to say. I’ve got a reputation on this cruise to uphold. Remember? Mr. Seven Times? We aren’t going anywhere for a while.”


Chapter 45

“There they are!” Claire pointed to the open door where Glen and Abby appeared rolling their suitcases in a cart before them. She clutched Barry’s arm and lowered her voice. “Remember. Not a word about it being a swinger’s cruise unless they bring it up.”

“Roger that.” Barry lifted his arm and waved to catch their attention.

Claire grinned when she saw the surprised look on their faces as they walked towards them.

“Claire? Barry? You’re back together?” Abby’s mouth was open like a guppy’s, gulping air. Even Glen looked shocked for a minute.

“We’re trying to work out our differences. That’s all.” Claire hugged Abby, while Barry was helped Glen with the luggage.

She slipped her arm through Abby’s, almost dragging her from the airport. “Let me tell you all about it.”

“Wow! That’s really something. I’m glad for you both. Before you start, how’s Peter?” Abby’s face was serious for a moment.

“He’s fine. We had pizza with him the other night. He’s been a good boy and kept the place pretty clean.” Claire pulled her coat together when they stepped into the frosty air.

“Okay so tell. What the hell happened between you two while we were gone?” Abby’s eyes were sparkling when she leaned closer and squeezed her arm. 

***

Glen handed the heaviest bag to Barry to lug from the airport. Serves him right booking us on a swinger cruise. But, on the other hand things had turned out waaay better than if it’d been a conventional cruise. “That’s pretty heavy, Barry. Want me to take it?”

“Nah, I got it!” Barry looked into Glen’s eyes for a moment and then at the back of their wives already going through the airport door.

The son of a gun is wondering if I’m going to tell him anything about the cruise. He’d dying to know the dirty details. “So when’d this happen?” He gestured with the luggage towards Claire.

“Almost as soon as you guys left. I called her a few times, we went to dinner and then we were in the sack. She missed me. And yes, we did manage to check up on Peter. Thought that’d be the first thing you’d want to know. How your kid’s making out while the old man’s on a…cruise.”

Oh yeah. This is killing him. He wants to know so much that he’s almost droolin’ at the mouth. “So she missed you, huh? Tell the truth. You probably got on your knees and begged her to take you back.”

“We both agreed, almost instantly. Soooo…think Claire and I would like a cruise like you just had? How was it? Food good?”

The women were already in the back seat of the car. Barry pressed his fob and the trunk sprung open. Glen handed Barry the bag he was carrying after Barry had settled the first piece into the trunk.

“The food was excellent. I think I put on a few pounds. And the people were fun, lots to do, great weather.”

Barry slammed the trunk shut and eyed him as they walked on each side of the car to their doors.

This cat and mouse game was fun.

“But, how about the romance? Was it a second honeymoon for you and Abby, like we’d thought?” Barry stood at the driver’s door; hand on the handle, waiting for his answer before opening it.

“Yeah. Very romantic, like a second honeymoon.” Barry was getting jack-shit out of him. How was Abby making out with Claire?

***

Abby smiled and nodded at all the appropriate spots during Claire’s monologue of how Barry wined, dined and begged to come back. Whew! At least she wasn’t asking anything about the cruise. But maybe Claire and Barry didn’t even realize. Maybe they were too busy with make-up sex to even give it a thought? And for Barry, sex was always uppermost on his mind.

***

Geeze, he’s not giving anything up and I can’t just come out and ask! Barry started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. That friggin’ Glen! If the tables were turned, he’d tell Glen all about it if he and Claire went on a swinger’s cruise!

Wait a second. If he’s dummying up, it can only mean one thing. Glen and Abby must have been okay with the whole swinging thing. Did they have sex with other couples or go to any orgies? He looked across at Glen, sitting there smiling, looking out the windshield.  Just how kinky were Glen and Abby? He’d mention this to Claire and see what she thought before he said another word.

***

Peter was just finishing the rearrangement of the living room furniture when he heard the car pull into the driveway. There. The sofa was now covering the hole. He was definitely golden now.

He rushed to the front door and swung it open, racing down the steps to give them a warm welcome. His mother was the first one out of the car. She threw her arms around him and kissed his cheek. “How was the vacation? You look like you got some sun.”

“It was wonderful. Just the break, your father and I needed.” She put her arm around his waist walking to the front door.

“Wait. There’s something I gotta tell Dad before I forget.” Peter stopped and pulled away from his mother.

“Hey! Got a hug for the old man? How’d things go?” His father stood before him, arms extended. He let himself be pulled into the burly arms of his father. “Now what do you have to tell me? You had a big party and trashed the place. Is that it?”

Peter’s eyes were wide staring at his father. How’d he know? Oh damn. Wait, he’s laughing. He was just kidding. Whew! Dodged a bullet there.  “Some guy from the company you work for keeps calling here.”

His father’s eyebrows drew together and his mouth was a straight line. “Was his name Carl?”

“No. That’s not it. A Mr. Slote, or Stone?” Peter’s brain was bursting. After that close call, he couldn’t think straight.

“Geoffrey Sloan? Was that it?” His father’s head jerked forward tilting to the side; his heavy arm was weighing Peter’s shoulders down.

“Yeah, that was it.” He noticed Barry at the trunk of the car waving him over. He grunted, lifting the heavy bag from the trunk. Mom must have done some serious shopping. Wonder what she got him?

He was almost out of breath when he set the bag down in the foyer. Beside him, Barry set the other bag down and gave him a nudge in the ribs. “What’s with you all out of breath? That’s not good for a star quarterback.”

His father turned and looked at him. “That’s okay Barry. Football’s been over for months. He’s got lots of time to get in shape for the next season, at college, I hope.”

“Let’s go Barry and leave these love birds alone. I’m sure they’ve got lots of un-packing to do.” Claire came forward and mussed Peter’s hair with her hand.

Barry was still giving him the eye before he turned to join Claire. Whew! Another bullet dodged. Maybe he should think about a career with the Marines.

“What’d you do in the living room?” It was his mother’s voice.

“I thought it’d be nice to move things around--kind of a welcome home surprise.” He gulped and stepped into the room.

“How considerate. I like it!” His mother kissed his forehead and handed her coat to Glen to hang up before walking into the kitchen.

Glen came in and looked around. “Hey, it doesn’t look bad at all. How’d the money hold out?” His father placed his big paw on his shoulder again.

And the look he gave him, so proud and everything… Awww shit!

“Dad. I DID have a party. And… somebody punched a hole in the wall. I tried to fix it but didn’t do such a hot job of it. That’s why the furniture’s rearranged. Oh, and I still have a couple hundred dollars left.” He slipped his hand into the pocket of his jeans.

“A party?”

“Yeah.” Here it comes.

“A hole in the wall?”

“Yeah. Over there.”

“Okay. We’ll fix it tomorrow. Probably going to have to paint the whole room too.”

“Dad, I’m sorry— ”

Glen’s hand was on his arm stopping him. “Why don’t you take some of that money and go get a pizza with your friends, go to a movie?”

What the fuck? Peter peered at the Old Man. “Yeah. Sure. Thanks, Dad.” He was already moving to get his boots on. “See ya later!” Peter had his coat on, about to go out the door. Waitaminnit! He looked at Glen from the doorway. “Uh… Dad?”

“Yeah?”

Peter glanced towards the stairs where his mother had gone up and not yet returned. “Uhhh… Nothing! Thanks! Bye!” The door shut quickly behind him.


Chapter 46

“Did I just hear you right? You sent Peter out with his friends?” Abby returned, just after the front door closed.

“Yep.”

“You still in vacation mode?” She put her arms around his neck and kissed his lips. This was looking promising. They were home and he was still warm for her form.

“You go upstairs and slip into something comfortable. How about the bra and panties you bought before your accident? I’ve never seen you in them. I’ll be up in a second. I just have to call work.”

Abby slipped away, giving an exaggerated wiggle to her hips as she walked. She smiled when he gave a low wolf whistle.

At the top of the stairs, she turned and watched him talking on the phone. He was grinning ear to ear and he closed his fist, jabbing the air.  She sat down on the top stair. Whatever it was, he looked happy.

He hung up the phone and once more air jabbed. “YES!”

“Glen? What’s up?”

“ME! That was the Sloan, the owner of my company. They fired The Weasel and gave me the job of Project Manager. They’re really behind the eight ball and they’re going to almost double my pay!” He took the stairs two at a time.

“This is fantastic! A second honeymoon and you get a promotion when we get back?” She jumped to her feet and threw her arms around his neck. “I love you! That cruise was the best thing for us and I’d like to go again…maybe even check out clubs.” She took his hand, pulling him to the bedroom and back to the moment at hand.

“The only thing now is Barry and Claire.”

“Oh God, you think they know what sort of cruise it was?”

“I know so. He did everything but outright ask me about the swingers there.” Glen turned and closed the bedroom door.

“I don’t think we have to say anything. It’s our private sex life after all. We’ll deal with it.” She lifted the shirt she was wearing over her head and threw it on the floor. “Now where were we?”


Chapter 47

“Whaddaya’ mean, let’s go to the gym first? This is our night to get together for a few beers. I’d like to hear about the trip, see some pics.” Barry held the phone to his ear and rolled his eyes.

“We can still have some beers, but later. Let’s play a game of squash and then come back here. I put on a couple of pounds and you could use some exercise you know.” Glen sounded determined.

If he was ever to get the dish on the trip, he’d have to play along. “Okay. I haven’t played squash in years but I know I can whup your ass. Meet you at the gym in half an hour.”

Barry hung up the phone and went down the hall to the bedroom. It probably wouldn’t hurt to get in better shape and now was as good a time as any. There was no way he was going to buy size forty pants but the thirty eights cut into his waist. He was beginning to feel like two linked sausages.

He grabbed a pair of shorts, T shirt and sneakers and got down on his knees to search in the back of the closet for the gym bag.

***

Claire sat across from Abby at their favorite ice cream shop. Her tummy hurt from the strenuous workout. The last time she’d exercised had been with Abby and that had been weeks ago, before the accident. She scooped some ice cream into her mouth and looked at her best friend.

Abby hadn’t said too much about the cruise. You’d think that she’d be anxious to tell her all the dirty details. There was no way she could outright ask without giving up the fact that she KNEW it’d been a swinger’s cruise. Abby’s silence on the subject could only mean one thing—she and Glen must be swingers now. Barry was right.

Oh God, this was awful. Would Abby and Glen try to recruit them? No way would she have any part of that.

“Claire…” Abby rested her spoon in the chocolate spumoni in front of her. She looked directly into Claire’s eyes. “I’d like to…’

Uh oh! Here it comes! She’s going to proposition me and Barry!

“I need to clear the air between us. We’ve always been honest with each other, sometimes painfully so.”

Claire gulped the ice cream down and let out a deep breath.

“We both know that Barry booked Glen and I on a Swinger’s cruise.” Abby’s face looked calm. She wasn’t pissed or anything. Yeah, they’d become swingers.

“So what happened? Did you stay in your cabin the whole cruise?” Please God, say yes.

“No. We learned a lot about swingers or as they call it, The Lifestyle.” Abby looked as calm as if she were telling her about a grocery special or a favorite recipe.

“Were there orgies and people fucking everywhere?” Oh God, a picture of Abby and Glen at a fuck-fest flashed in her mind. Please spare me details of you guys in an orgy! What the hell? I just asked for the details! Argh!

“Only in designated areas. That’s all I’m going to tell you. I’m not going into details. Glen and I are still the same kind of friends to you and Barry that we’ve always been. I won’t ask you about your sex life with Barry and you don’t ask about Glen and me, deal?” Abby extended her hand across the table.

Thank God! Claire grasped Abby’s hand and shook it.

***

Barry stood in the kitchen behind Glen who was reaching for a couple of beers from the refrigerator. There had been people around in the squash court area and he couldn’t ask there. But now, it was just the two of them.

“Glen, you haven’t said much about the cruise. Are you pissed that I booked you on a swinger’s cruise? I’m sorry Buddy. That must have been a shock for you and Abby.” That was the way, ease into it just like the top salesman he was trained to be. Yeah, he knew people.

“Well, it was a shock at first. We were both ready to kill you, by the way. But it was okay.” Glen handed a beer to Barry.

“OKAY? That’s all? C’mon Glen, this is Barry you’re talking to. What happened? Were people fucking all over the place? Did you get pics or did you stay in your cabin the whole time?” He took a long drink from the bottle, his eyes never leaving Glen’s face. What was he smiling about?

“Oh we got pics—scenery, the water. I’ll show them to you.”

“You know what I mean, Glen. Any good ones, of people?” Fuck, Glen could be exasperating at times.

“What happens on a swinger’s cruise, stays on a swingers cruise. Sorry, but that’s the way it is.”

Both men turned at the sound of the front door opening. Abby’s voice could be heard and then Claire’s response.

Oh no. He’d never get the dirt, now that the women were back from the gym. Just a few more beers, alone with Glen, he would have cracked him.

“Hey Abby, Claire. How was the workout? Glen and I worked out too.” He watched Abby’s surprised look and the kiss she planted on Glen’s cheek. Claire stepped close to him and rubbed his back, putting her head on his shoulder.

Had she got anything out of Abby?

“Claire and I talked about the cruise over ice cream. Did you talk to Barry?” Abby was smiling up at Glen, running her fingers along his chin.

What the hell did that mean? Were they going to ask Claire and him to have sex with them? Well, Abby was kind of hot but…well, the thought of a naked Glen? Not so much. What had Claire said? Was she up for this?

“We were just getting to it when you came in.” Glen kissed the tip of Abby’s nose.

God, they were being so lovey dovey. Had the cruise done THAT for them?

“Claire and Barry, we love you like a brother and sister. Yes, Barry, you were a drunken asshole booking us on that cruise. But it worked out fine for us.” Glen put his arm around Abby and drew her close.

“So what…you guys are swingers now? Is that what you’re saying?” Barry looked from Abby to Glen, the last people on earth he’d ever thought would be into this.

“Let’s just say we are open-minded. Our friendship will never change, we’re almost like family. Just don’t ask us about our sex life and we won’t ask about yours. How’s that?” From the look on Glen’s face, he meant business.

“Deal.” It was Claire who spoke up.

“Wait a minnit’. I just got one question and it’s not personal okay?” Barry watched Glen to see how he was taking this.

“Like you said, you’ve known us a long time, almost like we’re family. Would a cruise like that…a swinger’s cruise be something that maybe Claire and I would like? Or is it too out there for us?”

He could feel Claire’s eyes on his face; almost sense her open mouthed stare.

Abby laughed. “You are so asking the wrong person that question, Barry!”

Claire punched him in the shoulder. Hard.

“Sorry! My bad! Forget I asked!” He held his hands up in surrender.

“And if you do, at least you’ll have an idea what you’re getting into, unlike us!” Abby was still giggling.

“And if you do, we don’t wanna know!” said Glen, smiling.

Barry looked at the floor for a second. Yeah, turning the tables, now it made sense. He looked up at Glen and Abby. “Let’s not talk about this anymore.” Everyone nodded.

“We’d better get going Barry, work tomorrow and all that.” Claire tugged at his waist, pulling him to the door.

“But if you DO book a cruise, pack light!”

Abby was on a roll now. Barry hurried putting his winter boots on. Claire was already in her coat.

“And bring plenty of sunscreen. There’s a lot of skin showing.” Glen finished with a chuckle.

“Okay. We got the point. See you guys later.” Barry gave a wave and followed Claire out the door.

“You deserved that Barry. I don’t think they’re mad. They were just giving you a hard time.” Claire looked at him before opening the car door.

“Did you get any details from Abby about the cruise? Glen was like a clam.” Barry got in the car and started it up.

“Nope. She said it was private.”

They drove in silence for a few moments.

“Do you think we should try it?”  Claire asked.

His eyebrows knitted. “No. I don’t think it’s for us, honey.”

“Glad to hear it, ditto for me, hon.” She placed her hand on his thigh. “Now take me home. Let’s take a shower.” She gave a squeeze. “Together.”

***

Abby chuckled, walking arm around Glen’s waist up the stairs to their bedroom.

“What are you laughing at?”

“Barry and Claire. The look on their faces. They probably think we’re sex fiends.” She looked up at Glen, smiling.

She jumped when his hand slid down and pinched the cheek of her ass. “We are. As for Claire and Barry, it doesn’t matter what they think. It’s what WE think that’s important.”

She breezed through the doorway, when he opened it for her. “Know what else?” His words behind her were a low sexy growl.

She spun around to face him, blue eyes dancing. “What?”

“Working out DOES make one horny.”

She started lifting her top. “I know.”

THE END
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