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Chapter 1: Barren Ground

	 

	 

	“Tom?”

	“Hmmmm?”

	Meredith Bayfield tried to make her voice low and seductive. A temptress’ voice. “Stay home from work today. Please?”

	Her husband’s reflection glanced at her in the mirror, then went back to adjusting its tie. “Why? I have a board meeting today.” A quirk of his lips. “More like a bored meeting. Because I’ll be bored to death, most likely.”


	She cleared her throat nervously. “My period ended eight days ago. I should be…” God, she couldn’t believe she was actually saying this! “I should be ovulating soon.” A flush of heat warmed her face. “Today would be a good day for the two of us to try to make a baby. The next several days, actually.” She gathered up her courage. “If the meeting is going to be so boring, then it wouldn’t be a big deal if you missed it. Would it?”

	Tom’s next glance at her was irritated. “Really, Meredith? You want me to skip work so I can stay home and screw?”

	She bit her lip. “I want to have a baby, Tom. I thought you did, too. You said so when we first started going out, at least.” With an effort, she kept her voice from quavering in disappointment. The same thing had happened last month. And, she remembered angrily, the month before.

	“Merry.” He bent and kissed her cheek as he left the bathroom. “We have plenty of time. Besides,” he added, “if I stay home from work, how are we going to pay for all this?” He gestured at the downstairs of the house, which had made her parents gasp when they visited. ‘Opulent’ was not too grandiose a term for it. “I have to earn a living, you know.”


	“But it’s just a few days,” she protested weakly. “Can’t you-”

	“Meredith.” He hugged her, and she pulled him in close, her grip almost desperate. His eyes were fond, and not condescending at all, she swore. Brushing back a lock of her dark hair, he smiled at her. “There’s all the time in the world for us. You’re only, what? Twenty-four? And I’m not ready for the retirement home, myself. We have plenty of time yet to have kids. Years and years.”

	He glanced at his wrist. “God, look at the time. I have to run, or I’ll miss the train.” He picked up his suit jacket from the back of the chair where he had hung it earlier, and paused. “The landscapers are coming tomorrow, aren’t they?”

	She nodded. “Yes. Roxanne recommended a company to me. A good one, she said.” Her nose wrinkled as she looked out onto the scrubby, weed-filled mess that was masquerading as their back yard.

	For a moment, Tom’s smile grew deeper and more genuine. “And how is my ex-girlfriend doing these days?”

	“Oh, Roxanne’s fine. Same as always. We’re having a girls’ day today. A pedi-mani at the spa, and then lunch at the club this afternoon.”

	“Tell her I said hello, won’t you?”

	“Sure.” She shook her head. “I still can’t believe you don’t have a problem with me hanging out with your ex-fiancee.”

	He laughed as he walked towards the door. She trailed after him like a lost duckling. “Well, we owe her a lot. If it hadn’t been for Roxanne, we would never have met, right?” He bent and kissed her. “I’ll see you tonight. I love you.”

	Her throat was tight. “I love you back.”

	 

	*****

	 


	When the door closed behind her husband, Meredith sank into an armchair, the lace nightie she had put on for the purpose of seducing her husband hitching up around her knees.

	What’s wrong with me? She put her head in her hands, muffling bitter sobs. Why doesn’t he want to go to bed anymore? He can’t be tired of me already, can he? We’ve barely been married a year! Is all the money worth it? I mean, really worth it?

	It had been so sudden – a whirlwind courtship, in the words of her not-entirely-approving mother. Meredith had moved to Chicago after graduating from Southern Indiana University. Unwilling to go back to her small hometown, with its lack of jobs and opportunity, she had hoped to carve out a place for herself in the big city. And it had helped that she was able to split an apartment with a friend of hers from college who’d had the same idea.

	When her degree in communications didn’t secure her the television job she had been hoping for (behind the camera, not in front of it), she had taken a data-entry job at one of Chicago’s many financial firms. It had been pure drudgery and she had hated every miserable second of it, but it was still better than going back to Reed, Indiana, population fifty-three hundred, and working as a checkout girl at the supermarket.

	But it had been at James Financial that she had first met Roxanne, a department head with a flair for the dramatic. She had walked past Meredith’s cubicle one February morning, stopped, backed up, and looked over the partition at her.

	“Well, aren’t you a pretty one!” she exclaimed as she rested her arms on the low wall that separated her work space from the hallway. “Who are you?”

	She jumped to her feet. “Meredith Dalton, ma’am.”

	“And so polite!” Green eyes danced in an attractive, sensual face. The older woman looked her up and down, and she blushed under the sudden attention. Merry knew she was attractive. But the combination of admiration, hunger, and perhaps, just a little bit of malice in the older woman made her uncomfortable.

	“I’m Roxanne Bentley,” she said, taking her hand. “Have you been here long?”

	“Three weeks.”

	“And I never even noticed you! I’m going to have to go the optometrist and get my eyes checked out. I don’t know how I missed you!”

	Meredith smiled shyly as Roxanne grinned. She was a taller woman, black-haired and full-figured. Her mother would have described her body as “voluptuous,” while her brothers would have been openly drooling over her chest.

	“What are you doing for lunch?” she asked.

	Meredith blinked. “Um. I brought my lunch. Soup. And canned fruit.”

	“Soup?” Roxanne snorted scornfully. “That’s no way to live, even here.” Her lip curled as she took in the drab surroundings. “Come on. I need a new lunch-buddy, since my last one up and left. And there’s a nice little tapas place right around the corner. My treat.”

	“Are you sure it would be…it would be all right?” Merry was almost certain she had seen something about fraternization in the company handbook. She had tried to read it, but the deadly dull corporate lingo had nearly put her into a coma. “I mean, would H.R. approve?”

	Roxanne patted her hand in a familiar fashion. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I’m not trying to pick you up. I’m strictly dickly. Well,” she went on, as Meredith gaped at her blunt language, “Mostly dickly, anyway. And even if I wasn’t, I’m not your boss, so it wouldn’t be against company policy. Besides,” she ginned sunnily, holding up her left hand, on which a diamond-studded ring was prominent. “I’m engaged.”

	“Oh. Congratulations.”

	A grimace. “Well, I’m still deciding if I should go through with it. It seemed like a good idea at first, but now…anyway, I’ll come by here and pick you up for lunch in an hour, okay?

	“Okay,” she shrugged helplessly. “Sure.”

	 

	And that was how Roxanne Bentley became her best friend, though she would never have imagined it at the time. Two hours after they had first met, they came back from their lunch, the pair of them giggling madly. Roxanne was a revelation to a small-town girl, with a wicked, biting wit and absolutely no filter. It was like being with one of her sorority sisters who was constantly buzzed. She had Meredith in stitches with her stories about some of her fellow employees. And she was full of good advice for someone who was just getting started in the corporate world, on subjects ranging from the dress code to what executives to avoid to just what she could get away with on Casual Fridays. Even though she was ten years older than Meredith, it was only a few weeks before she was thinking of her as the sister she never had.

	A few months after they met, Roxanne invited her to a party at her house. An “Unengagement Party” as the invitations, silver writing on black background, made clear. Thirty people or more were crammed into her condo, with beer, wine, all sorts of food, and music blaring from her stereo – something aggressively upbeat and cheerful.

	“Merry!” Roxanne shouted, as soon as she walked in. She came at her like a ship in full sail, swallowing her up in an enthusiastic hug. “You made it!”

	“Wouldn’t miss it,” she smiled back, caught up, as always, in her infectious good cheer. God, how was the woman always so happy? “So is this congratulations? Or condolences?”

	“Congratulations, definitely. I won’t ever stop loving Tom. He’s a good man and a good friend. But the two of us, married?” She gave a theatrical shudder. “I don’t care how great the sex is. We wouldn’t last a year. Either he’d divorce me, or I’d hit him over the head with a skillet.”

	She cocked her head, considering Meredith with a suddenly thoughtful eye. “You, though…”

	“Me, what? And where can I put my coat?” The room, crowded with so many people, was stifling.

	“Anywhere you can find room, in this crowd. Maybe my bedroom. You know the way, though not well enough.” An eyelid flicked down in a naughty wink.

	Merry smiled uncertainly as she shrugged out of her heavy coat, thankful that her rosy cheeks could be attributed to the late-March chill outside. Roxanne, even when she was still engaged, seemed to hit on men and women equally, and she’d never quite had the gumption to ask if the older woman was bisexual, or if she just enjoyed baiting people.

	She ditched the coat in Roxanne’s bedroom, tossing it onto a bed that was already piled high, and poured herself some wine. Promising herself she would have no more than two glasses, she fixed herself a plate of snacks from the well-stocked buffet table. Dance music was playing, just on the low side of too loud, and cheerful conversations filled the condo as Roxanne went around the room, greeting friends and playing hostess with effortless grace.

	I can’t wait I can afford a place like this, she sighed, looking around enviously. The condo was lovely, with thick rugs, polished hardwood floors, and large rooms with high ceilings. To a girl who had spent the first eighteen years of her life in a five-room house in a tiny town, and the five years after that in cramped dorm rooms and crowded apartments, always shared with two or three other women, it seemed like a slice of paradise. She could just imagine coming home from work on a cold winter night, pulling on a comfortable bathrobe, and watching her shows on a big-screen television like Roxanne had.

	Maybe a kitten, too, she thought wistfully. Or a puppy.

	Lost in her thoughts, she barely heard her name being called. “Merry!”

	Startled, she jerked around, nearly spilling the good red wine on Roxanne’s clean white carpet. She managed to contain the sloshing liquid and took a sip to hide her embarrassment.

	The dark-haired woman smiled. “I want you to meet someone.” She pulled a tall figure forward with one arm. “This is Tom. Tom Bayfield, Meredith Dalton. Meredith, Tom.”

	Merry stood, staring. This was Tom? This was the man Roxanne wasn’t willing to marry?

	“Pleased to meet you, Meredith.” Tom’s voice was a rich, pleasing tenor. He was a little more than medium height, and to Merry’s eyes at least, absolutely gorgeous, with wavy black hair that flopped over his forehead appealingly, dark blue eyes, a cleft chin, and a thin, aquiline nose. She judged him to be a year or two older than Roxanne – perhaps thirty-five at the outside. He wore his expensive shirt and slacks with a quiet, understated confidence, and his tie was loosely knotted, as if he couldn’t be bothered to do it up properly.

	He smiled at her, and she felt her belly flip. “Roxannne’s told me a lot about you,” he said, as he offered her his hand. His grip was firm and dry. “I feel like I know you already.”

	“Thanks,” she stammered. “She’s told me a lot about you, too.”

	“Good?” He cocked his head, a glint in his eye as he glanced at Roxanne, who was watching. “Or bad?”

	“More good than bad, though you didn’t deserve it,” her friend put in. She smiled up at him. “But I didn’t tell her everything. Everyone deserves a surprise. Or two.” She sauntered off, leaving the two of them alone. Tom shook his head fondly as he watched her leave, a small smile on his lips. Merry was struck by a sudden desire to find out how they tasted.


	“So…” She wasn’t sure how to talk with this older, self-assured man. “Roxanne invited you to a party where she’s celebrating the fact that she’s not engaged to you anymore? Isn’t that just a little…weird? Don’t you think? Or is it just me?”

	Tom tipped his head back and laughed. She found herself smiling at the cheerful sound. “Only if you don’t know Roxy. I swear, that woman lives to break the rules.”

	“But…”

	“Oh, we’re still friends. Good friends, even.” His lips pursed. “And not like that phony ‘we’re still friends’ you hear after a couple gets divorced, and they’re bickering over who has to raise the kids and who gets the dog and the good couch. I love Roxanne to death. But, you know, things can be great in the bedroom, and garbage everywhere else. And no matter how much you might want to, you can’t spend your entire life having sex.”

	Meredith nearly sprayed wine out of her nose. One thing Roxannne and her ex definitely shared, it seemed, was a gift for blunt language.

	“So why did you ask her to marry you in the first place?” she asked, hoping the question didn’t seem too rude.

	Tom shrugged. “Oh, you know how it goes. You’re having a bad day, you’re afraid of living the rest of your life alone. You come home, and you and your girlfriend have some spectacular sex. And you think, ‘Well, you know, maybe I could actually do this.’ And so a few days later you buy a ring and you propose.”

	He grinned engagingly, and she found herself smiling back in sheer contagion. “And then you wake up the next morning and you think, ‘Oh my God, what did I just do?’

	“Luckily for me, Roxanne started having second thoughts right around the same time I did. Which was right away. It didn’t take long for both of us to realize we were both thinking the same thing.” He heaved a relieved sigh. “Luckily, we hadn’t done any wedding planning. And the ring could be returned. So no hard feelings on either side.

	“Anyway.” He shrugged. “That’s the story. Hope I didn’t bore you too much. I’m sure you have better things to do than to listen to me blather on.”

	“No,” she said slowly. “I don’t think I do.” She surveyed the room. A couple of people from work, sure, but the rest were Roxanne’s friends, who she knew vaguely, if at all. She bit her lip. Why would this attractive, older man, obviously well-off, if his clothes were any hint, want to hang out with her?


	But if she didn’t make a move soon, the moment would be lost.

	She put her hand on his arm, recapturing his wandering attention. “So. You’ve talked to me about Roxanne.

	“Let’s talk about you.”

	 

	*****

	 

	Five hours later, the party was beginning to break up. People were finding their coats, finding their rides, and saying goodbye to Roxanne, who watched them depart with bleary good cheer.

	Meredith had taken a moment to slip outside, to a small balcony which jutted off the living room. The cold wind scoured her cheeks and cleared her head, which was just a little bit delirious from a combination of wine and desire.

	God, Tom was so hot! And so…so easy to talk to. When she was with him, she didn’t feel like an ignorant small-town girl, intimidated by all the Chicago natives who knew so much more about living in the big city than she did. And he actually listened to her, which was a pleasant change. And unlike most men her own age, he didn’t spend the time talking to her staring at her chest, as if by sheer effort he could see right through her blouse and bra and check out her tits.

	Behind her, out of her sight, the balcony door slid open, then closed again, a shadowy figure slipping into her vision. Tom leaned on the wrought-iron rail, his warm breath steaming for a moment before it was swept away. They stood for a while in companionable silence, the only sound coming from the parking lot as people left the party, laughter ringing oddly loud in the early spring night.

	“Penny for your thoughts,” she said at last.

	“Are you sure?” His eyes shone like moonlight on the edge of a knife.

	“Yes.”

	“Well, then.” He glanced over at her, his expression unreadable. “I was wondering what kind of panties you were wearing. Whether,” he said as her mouth fell open, “they were a pair of good-girl white cotton panties. Or if they were something a little more…exciting. Silk? Satin? Lace? Or maybe even a thong. Or maybe,” he finished, his voice going deep and growly, waking a shiver in her belly, “no panties at all.

	“And I was wondering what it would be like to pull up your dress, slide your panties off, if you were wearing any, and screw you standing up, right here on the balcony. Would you scream? And why? Would it be from pleasure? Or not?”

	For a moment Meredith stood still, unable to believe what she had heard. Then her head whipped around. Face burning despite the chill, she glared at Tom. “What did you just say?”

	He shrugged nonchalantly. “You wanted to know, didn’t you?” He shoved his hands deep into his pockets, one hip cocked against the railing, the very picture of successful insouciance. “You’re sexy as hell, Meredith. You can’t blame a man for wanting to know what kind of a lay you might be.”

	His casual arrogance was almost appalling. In her entire life, she had never met someone who could pull off such a declaration. And he did it with a relaxed boldness that was completely unlike any man she had ever known. Oh, sure, a frat-boy at a party might have made his intentions just as clear, but that would have been a result of a combination of cheap beer and testosterone. There was no hint of drunkenness in Tom’s face. There was simple calm assurance – the look of a man who got what he wanted from the world, whether it liked it or not.

	It was infuriating. But also, at the same time, strangely arousing. To have a man openly declare that he wanted to hear her screaming in pleasure…she shifted, suddenly aware of a certain betraying dampness between her legs.

	Feebly, she tried to counterattack. “Do you talk to every woman this way?”

	“Only the ones I want to get into bed with,” he replied bluntly. Then a white grin flickered in the dark. “Sorry. Did I say too much? It always seems to get me in trouble. Roxy says that I overshare, and that’s why I scare off some women.”

	“Like her?”

	“Oh, not her. Roxanne’s more than a match for me. Our problems weren’t because of that.” A finger reached out and trailed along her cheek. “And what about you, sweet Merry? Do I scare you?”

	Now her flush was entirely unrelated to either the March chill or Tom’s blunt language. Her body heated, and, incredibly, she found herself seriously considering his proposal. How would it feel to hike up her dress, pull down her panties (blue satin, for the record), and feel Tom’s cock slide into her as she bent over the rail? Would he take her hard and fast? Or slowly, sensually, his fingers pulling at her passion-stiffened nipples?

	“I liked talking to you tonight, Meredith.” His voice caressed her name. “Would you like to go out to dinner? Tomorrow night?”

	“Sure,” she found herself replying, without even thinking about it.

	“Excellent. Movie afterward?”

	“Okay.” She blinked. This really wasn’t like her.

	He pulled out a phone. “Can I have your number, then? I’ll text you tomorrow.”

	 

	*****

	 

	“So? Roxanne’s voice was low and sweet, darkly curious. “How did it go?”

	Meredith merely smiled.

	“Merry!” In the break room, heads turned towards them, and her friend lowered her voice. “Tell me!”

	Meredith’s smile grew. It wasn’t often she got the opportunity to tease the older woman, and she intended to enjoy it. “I am contemplating the wisdom,” she said, seemingly to the air, “of a woman who managed to get a man like Tom Bayfield to propose marriage to her, and then threw him back like a fish that wasn’t quite big enough.”

	Roxanne’s pout disappeared, replaced by a broad grin. “That good, huh?”

	She nodded. “Yeah.” She fiddled with her coffee mug. “But can you answer me a question?”

	“Sure, sweetie.”

	“How…” she finished in a rush. “How well-off is he? He didn’t talk about work much, or what he does for a living. He just kind of changed the subject whenever it came up. But the car he drives, his clothes, the place he took me to dinner…those things don’t come cheap.”

	Roxanne nodded. “I hear you. And it was one of the reasons we broke up.” Her finger traced a line of condensation on the stained formica. “He’s rich. Some of it from his family, most he’s made himself. He doesn’t have ‘fuck-you’ money. What he has is ‘let-me’ money?”

	“What?”

	“You’ll find out, if you keep going out with him.” Her lips quirked. “’Let me get the check. Let me take you on a vacation. Let me help you out with the rent. Let me buy you this, that, or some other damn thing.’ It’s very pleasant. Until it isn’t anymore.”

	Her brow furrowed. “What do you mean?” She thought it would be quite nice to have someone buying things for her.

	“You have to be careful, Meredith, if you intend to spend a lot of time with Tom.” Her hand gripped hers, her face suddenly intent. “He’s a good man. One of the best. But he’ll take you over. Unless you fight back, draw a line, make clear to him that you are your own person, independent, he’ll…”

	“He’ll what?” Meredith laughed. “Make me his slave? Lock me up in the attic?”

	“No. But you’ll be dependent on him. Do you really want that, Merry?”

	She smiled. “Maybe.”

	 




Chapter 2: Planting Temptation

	 

	 

	And maybe not.

	Sitting at the country club with Roxanne, she picked at her meal, her mind a million miles away. She would have cancelled the ‘girls’ day’ she and her friend had scheduled in a hot second, if it had meant Tom was staying home with her, rather than going to some stupid board meeting. But he hadn’t, so she’d tried to fake a cheerful demeanor as they’d had their nails done, been primped and pampered in the most satisfying way, and then had driven her car (bought for her by Tom, of course) to the country club, where the waitstaff hung poised to cater to her every whim.

	“Meredith?”

	“Hmmm?”

	“Meredith, look at me.”

	She raised her head, knowing that Roxanne would see her miserable eyes. “What?”

	“Honey?” There was a world of sympathy in her friend’s face. “What’s wrong?”

	“Nothing. It’s nothing.”

	“Don’t lie to me. Is something wrong? Something with Tom?”

	She sniffled, then burst out in a rush. “I want a baby.”

	“And?”

	“And Tom…Tom’s not paying any attention to me!” Not wanting eavesdroppers to hear, she lowered her voice. “We could do it this week, Roxy! If he could be bothered to actually go to bed with me!” She wadded up a napkin and threw it onto her plate. “But instead he acts like I’m…I’m an aggravation. Like he has way better things to do than making love to his wife.”

	There it was out. And boy, did it feel good to finally let go of the festering resentment that had been simmering in her for months.

	Roxanne’s lips twitched. “Well, if the field isn’t bearing, maybe you should change plowmen.”

	She blinked. “Huh?”

	“Well, you do have the landscapers coming over tomorrow, right?” The older woman licked her lips. “I bet some of those guys could give you what you need. There’s nothing like a man who works outdoors. Way better than some chump who’s in an office all day. Strong. Good muscles. Young. If you give one of them a hint you’d like them to work on a ‘special project’ for you, they’d be in your bed before you could blink.”

	She set her glass of tea down with exaggerated care. “Are you suggesting that I cheat on my husband so some stranger can get me pregnant?”

	“Why not? Seems like a completely rational decision to me. You want a baby. Your husband isn’t fulfilling his duty. Let someone else do it.” She grinned naughtily. “Wouldn’t you like some hot young stud in your bed, anyway, Merry? Someone who would love to screw a high-class woman like you?”

	“I’m not high-class!” she protested.

	Roxanne lifted a sardonic eyebrow, glancing around the country club. Her cheeks heated, and she looked down at the table with its spotless white linen, the elegant tableware, the tiny bowl of bright flowers.

	“All right,” she said grudgingly. “Maybe I am. But I’m not cheating on Tom. What sort of name is that, anyway? BBC Landscaping?”

	Roxanne shrugged in apparent disinterest. “I don’t know. Maybe the names of the people who founded it?” A slow grin lit her face. “But they do good work. Trust me on that. Very good work.”

	“You don’t even have a yard. How did you come across them?”

	“They did some work for a friend.” She winked lewdly. “Yard work. And then some hard work. Took them days to finish. Bonnie was getting a little bit annoyed at the end. She accused me of horning in on her fun. But when there were a couple of really well-hung men who were just aching to bone us, it seemed like a shame not to take advantage.”

	She realized her mouth was hanging open. “Bonnie? Bonnie Taylor?” The tall, slim woman was a friend of both Tom and Roxanne, and one hell of a tennis player, too. She was women’s champion at the club, and married to the president of one of the local banks.

	“The same. But old Derrick enjoys playing with money more than playing with Bonnie’s tits, so she has to find her fun somewhere else.” She made a fanning motion with her hand. “Those boys wore us out. College age, I think, working on a job over the summer. No need to slip them a little blue pill over dinner to make sure they were ready to go by bedtime. Just flash them a little titty and they were on us like a dog on a bone. And they had bones for both of us.”

	“All right. All right. Forget I asked.”

	Roxanne patted her hand. “Just remember my suggestion, babe. If your man is shooting blanks, you need to switch to someone with a little real…firepower.

	“After all, he’ll never know.”

	 

	*****

	 

	After her lunch with Meredith, Roxanne waited for the valet to bring her car around, then slowly drove home. At a red light, she punched in Tom’s number. Her former fiancee’ picked up the call on the second ring.

	“Well?”

	“Tom, I don’t know what you’ve been doing to that poor girl, but she’s so stressed out she’s about to burst.”

	“It’s what I haven’t been doing that’s the issue, Roxy. You should know that. So how is she?”

	“Stressed. Keyed up. Horny. Quietly furious at you. Just about a step or two away of carving her name into your chest with a dull butter knife just to make you pay attention to her. You know, if I had known you were going to play this game with her, I would at least have tried harder to get her to change her wedding vows. She’s a country girl, Tom. Unlike some people, she takes her promises to you seriously. Especially the one about being faithful.” Her voice grew sharp. “She does love you, you know. And she’s my friend. This is hurting her.”

	“It’s the only way, Roxanne. I tried telling her, when we were dating. Little hints, here and there. But she ignored them.” A sigh sounded from the speaker. “I don’t think it was deliberate. I just think she doesn’t have the proper…conditioning to understand what I was trying to say.”

	“If you mean that you’re kinky enough to walk through a corkscrew sideways, and she isn’t, I completely agree,” she said tartly. The light turned green and she pulled away smoothly. “Well, I’ve planted the seed. God only knows if it’s found fertile soil to grow in. But so help me, Tom, if you destroy your marriage just for the sake of a hard-on…”

	“Roxanne.” The voice on the other end of the line was weary. “I’m thirty-six years old. Over the last fifteen years, I’ve had serious relationships with twelve women. I’ve loved three, been engaged to two, and married one.

	“I know what I want is considered perverse by other people. But I can’t help the way my brain and body are wired, any more than a gay man can stop being attracted to other men, despite what a load of damn fools have to say about things. If this doesn’t work, then the result will be the same as it was with you and Yvaine and Nina.

	“I’m bored, Roxanne. It isn’t Merry’s fault. She’s gentle and sweet and kind and gorgeous. But that’s not what I want. If things don’t change, and soon, I’ll divorce her. Because right now all we’re doing is making ourselves miserable. I want someone who will challenge me, Roxanne. Fight back. And right now that’s not Meredith.”

	“You could,” Roxanne snapped, “tell her the truth. For a change.”

	“And then what? You know her background. She’d probably pass out.” A snort from the speaker. “if she hadn’t been so blasted cute at that party of yours, I would never have given her a second look. God save me from small-town girls. They don’t have any…experience.

	“But hopefully, soon she will.”

	 

	*****

	 

	The next day dawned fair and sunny. Meredith greeted it with a black scowl. Tom had come home late the night before, and not even the most obvious displays had been able to entice him into the night of lovemaking she had hoped would occur. Furious at his neglect, she had gone to bed early and had ignored him when he got up for work, turning her back on him when he had kissed her cheek and whispered his goodbye.

	Let him go and fuck his spreadsheets, if that’s all she cares about, she had thought spitefully, stonily ignoring the tears that seeped from under her closed lids.

	But the landscapers couldn’t be ignored. After the door had closed behind her husband, she had risen and made herself a pot of coffee. She stood in the doorway, sipping a mug liberally dosed with cream and sugar. The hot liquid sluiced the weariness from her brain, and by the time the two big trucks rolled up to the driveway, she felt at least halfway presentable.

	A big man climbed out of the cab of the lead truck. Dark-skinned and balding, his beard was salted with gray, giving him the look of a slightly grumpy African-American Santa Claus. He walked up to her. “Mrs. Bayfield?”

	She took his hand. “Call me Meredith. Yes.”

	“I’m Frank. So.” He scanned the front yard with an expert eye. “What all is it you want us to do?”

	For the first time in months, she felt she was on firm ground. This wasn’t like hosting a party, or attending one of the charity fund-raisers that all of the wives of Tom’s fellow executives seemed to always be attending. She was a farm girl at heart, and here, at least, she knew what she was talking about.

	“The front isn’t too bad,” she said, gesturing at the wide sweep of yard that led from the front of the house down to the sidewalk and the sweep of Windsor Terrace, curving around like a lover’s arms to embrace them in the cul-de-sac. “The weeds are pretty bad, but I could probably handle that myself, if Tom didn’t think the sight of his wife grubbing weeds out of the ground on her hands and knees would be some sort of poor reflection on him. But the back is a disaster. Here, let me show you.”

	“One second, Miss Meredith. Let me get the kid.” He turned around, cupping his hands around his mouth and hollering towards the second truck. “Aaron! Get your skinny white butt out here, boy!”

	A tall, gawky figure climbed out of the cab of the second truck, dressed in jeans, a gray t-shirt, and heavy work-boots. His dark brown hair was too long, falling over his ears and down his neck, and his face was creased in an expression of preemptive apology.

	“Sorry, Mr. Cox.” He waved a cell phone. “I was just-”


	A wave of a large hand cut him off. “I don’t care what you was doing. Now stuff that damn infernal device in your pants and pay attention.

	“Miss Meredith, this is Aaron Black. He’s the son of my friend Jimmy, who helps me run this operation. He’s learning the trade now that school’s out.”

	“Aaron.” She smiled in what she hoped was a friendly fashion. “Where are you going to school?”

	He swallowed, making his Adam’s Apple bob. “University of Illinois, ma’am.”

	Her smile grew. “Big Ten, huh? Impressive.” She looked him over with an expert eye. “Engineer?”

	He blinked. “How did you know?”

	She snickered. “There’s a certain look a man gets. You know,” she teased the younger man. Goodness. He can’t be more than nineteen. “Not enough sunlight, too much time in the computer lab. So what is it? Electrical? Computer?”

	“Mechanical,” he sighed, as she lifted the gate that led from the front yard to the back and led them through. “I want to build stuff.” He darted a glance at the older man. “Not sit around on my butt in an office all day, like some people say.”

	“What’s between you and your daddy is no affair of mine, boy. Don’t be dragging me into it.” Frank set his hands on his hips, looking at the scrubby expanse. “Lord, what a mess.”

	Meredith had to agree. The back yard was a wasteland. “I think the people who owned it before us didn’t much care for yardwork,” she offered. A thin excuse. “And then we had that really hot summer last year, with no rain at all. And now…” Grass grew in listless, piebald patches, interspersed with bare dirt. Creeping charlie, crabgrass, dandelions, and thistles sprouted everywhere, giving the area a crazy, patchwork quality. “What do you think?”

	“I say we take off and nuke the entire site from orbit. It’s the only way to be sure.”

	She snickered, then laughed outright, looking at Aaron. He glanced at her, a crooked smile on his mouth.

	Frank whistled. “Well, this is going to take a whole lot more than just a day or two.” He sighed theatrically. “Now, we could fight this with conventional weapons. But that could take years and cost millions of lives. No. In this case, I think we have to go all out. This situation absolutely requires that a really futile and stupid gesture be done on somebody’s part.” He looked at their blank faces. “Kids. None of you knows the classics anymore.

	“Aaron. You’re going to be hanging out here for a while.”

	“Sir?”

	The older man scuffed at a patch of dirt with his heel. It barely left a mark. “Look at this. Sure. We could lay down new sod. But look at the ground, boy. It’s like fucking granite. You might as well try to plant a garden on concrete. Sod would just dry up and blow away, because it won’t have nowhere to root. No. We’re going to need to start from scratch. Till the land.” He waved at the bleak expanse. “We need to get whatever groundwater is down there close to the surface. And get those fucking weeds out of the way. That’s going to take you a day or two. Hopefully we’ll have some rain while you’re at it.

	“Then you’re going to put in as much seed as the ground can handle.”

	“Seed?” Aaron’s face was confused. “We’re not going with sod?”

	“We’re going with everything,” Frank said grimly. “Sod and seed. And I still ain’t making no guarantees. You abuse land like this, Miss Meredith, you can almost turn it sterile. I don’t know what those people were thinking,” he scowled. “Some things are just plain wrong. Till it. Water it. Seed it. Fertilize it. Pray for some rain, or at least a stretch of cool, cloudy weather, so what you sow won’t burn up in the sun. Lay the sod. Water it. Pray some more.

	“And maybe, maybe, you’ll have a yard back here that isn’t a damn disgrace.” He sighed. “I do hope,” he said, his deep voice rumbling, “that we can save it. I do hate to see good land go to waste.”

	“How long?” she asked. Over a year as Tom’s wife had taught her the pointlessness of asking how much. Her husband was so wealthy that he could pay the bills without blinking an eyelash And did.

	“A week. Maybe two. Maybe longer. Aaron. Come on back to the trucks with me. I need to put together a list of what you’ll need. And then you can come back here this afternoon. These people are paying us good money. The least we can do is earn it.”

	 

	*****

	 

	Aaron Black looked at the list in his hand, his mind stunned.

	It wasn’t just the work he had to do. The back yard of the Bayfield place was big, yes. And it was one hell of a mess. But he had been helping his father, Frank Cox, and Leonard Bigsby on their jobs almost from the time he had been able to walk. Hard work was no stranger to him. His father and friends had built BBC up from a three-man operation to one of the premier landscaping companies in the western suburbs. The issue wasn’t the size of the job. Or even the scope.

	The issue was Meredith Bayfield. He had heard stories, over the years, about how some jobs had certain perks. About how some women, at some times, might hint that they were feeling…lonely.

	And if any woman could tempt him away from Suzie Perkins, his girlfriend, that woman would look a whole lot like Mrs. Bayfield. She reminded him of some of the girls down in Champaign. Not the suburban girls, who’d had years to grow jaded. But the fresh-faced farm girls from downstate, who were experiencing life in a large town (or small city, depending on your point of view) for the first time in their lives. Mrs. Bayfield (“please, call me Meredith”) was a breath of fresh air, a reminder of what he had left behind. Small, slim, but artfully curved in all the right places, with a firm, high bust and eyes that danced when she smiled, she was a chocolate-haired pixie who he wanted to take home with him.

	Or take to bed.

	He put the idea firmly out of his mind. Firstly, because he had a job to do. Secondly, because the Bayfields were so rich they could destroy him and his career before it even got started. And thirdly, because he already had a girlfriend, and he didn’t need to go drooling after a married woman like some moronic horn-dog. Even if Frank hadn’t taken him aside on his first day on the job, slipped him a packet of Notosterone, the new male birth-control pill, and threatened him with bloody death and murder if he didn’t take a pill a day, “just to make sure,” he wouldn’t have tried to make a move on the all-too-appealing older woman.

	You didn’t think about Suzie until thought three, his all-too-efficient conscience reminded him. And it’s not like you’re taking any sort of chance. With Notosterone, you’re shooting blanks. You could go in bareback with Meredith, which is more than Suzie will let you do. Wouldn’t that be fun? To feel your bare cock sliding into her pussy?

	Shut up.

	He wheeled the tiller down the ramp from the truck to the ground. Frank had already left on another job, driving away from the oh-so-exclusive gated community with a wide grin on his face. The older man was leaving him to sink or swim on his own. And if he fucked things up, it would be his own fault.

	Shit. I should have stayed down at school. I bet I could have got a decent summer job in one of the labs. Air conditioning and all the internet time I could ask for. Instead I came home to help Dad.

	Shit.

	He took a deep breath, made sure the tiller had a full tank of gas, and turned it on.

	Fuck my life.

	 

	Two hours later, he turned it off. His arms were jangling with vibration and his head throbbing with an impending headache. Even through the ear protection he prudently wore, the noise of the tiller was an aggravation. And the jarring jerks as the rotating blades cut through the baked hardpan threatened to pull the machine out of his hands at any moment, sending it careening across the yard like a demonically-possessed piece of machinery.

	Still, a good half of the yard was done, though now it looked as if a series of poorly placed land mines had gone off underneath the surface. The ground was ripped up and chewed, what little grass there was torn to shreds by the spinning blades of the tiller. Perversely, the areas where there hadn’t been anything growing looked best, as those spots were just bare earth, though now looking simply like turned-over soil, rather than baked rock.

	Mrs. Bayfield came outside, perhaps lured by the silence. “Goodness,” she said, her eyes wide as she took in the blasted expanse. “That’s a change.”

	He nodded, taking off his hat and running fingers through his sweat-soaked hair.

	“Now I know why Mr. Cox said it would take so long. What’s next?”

	He shook his arms out, trying to get rid of the tingling sensation that had seemed to seep into the very marrow of his bones. “Now I get the weed-killer out of the truck, and lay down a broad-spectrum herbicide. The tiller killed the weeds, basically by chopping them all to pieces. But they’re tough. Some have deep roots and will try to regrow. Others, like the dandelions, will go to seed. So we have to put in something that will keep them from coming back.

	“I’ll do that, and then till things again, to make the soil really fine. Right now a lot of it is kind of…chunkified. Plants don’t grow well on that sort of base. We need to cut the soil up even more.

	“Then I’ll get rid of all the dead plants. Grass and weeds or whatever. Once the ground looks good and we’ve got all the crud out of the way, I can start on the real work. Seeding and sodding.”

	Meredith nodded, looking down at her shoes. “Can I help?” she asked in a small voice.

	“What?”

	“I’m bored. I want to help.”

	Confused, he dithered for a moment. “I don’t know.” He took in her expensive blouse and skirt. “I mean, I don’t think your husband would like it, to be grubbing around in the dirt. And you could get hurt. My dad’s company might be liable, if you did.”

	She gave him a sardonic look. “Hurt? By picking up dead weeds? That’s what you said you were going to be doing, right?

	“And anyway,” she continued as he nodded. “I can probably run those machines better than you can, Aaron. I grew up in a farm town. I used to drive my grandfather’s old Oliver Eighty-Eight when we visited his farm. It’s not like it takes an engineering degree to run the damn things.”

	What to do? The last thing he needed was for Meredith to complain about him to his boss. Frank wouldn’t have let the wealthy woman help with a project like this. But Frank had a lot more leverage than he did. He was a co-owner of the company, not summer help like Aaron was. And the older man certainly wouldn’t thank Aaron if he did something to piss the Bayfields off. The last thing they needed was for an angry housewife to be spreading rumors about shoddy work, or putting bad reviews up on the internet.

	“All right,” he shrugged, giving in. “But not the tiller. That thing can chew your foot off, if you’re not careful. But when I’m done with the second pass, I’ll let you know, and you can help with the weeds and stuff.”

	Meredith’s face lit up. “Thanks!” She took in his bedraggled appearance. “Would you like something to drink? Tea? Soda?” Her lips quirked. “A beer?”

	“Not a beer.” He shook his head. “My dad would kill me if he even thought I was drinking on the job.” The old man had told his children many a lurid tale about how heavy machinery and alcohol didn’t mix. The results were grisly. “But some iced tea would be awesome.”

	“No problem. I’ll have it for you in a jiffy.” She walked back inside, and Aaron treated himself to the sight of her long, slender legs, flashing from underneath the eggshell-blue skirt she was wearing.

	One side of his mouth curled up in a grin. If she decides to wear that in the yard, she’s going to get a rude awakening. It’ll be ruined in about five seconds.

	Maybe I should suggest she take it off. And put nothing at all back on. That ass is fine.

	 

	*****

	 

	Working outside with Aaron felt like a respite. Armed with a long-handled rake the younger man gave her after he finished his second pass with the obnoxiously loud tiller, she gathered up the chopped bits of plants and dumped them into big paper refuse bags, then set them out by the curb for pick-up. The work was soothing, far better than wandering around the house, texting her friends, or brainlessly watching television. She took a deep breath of mild May air and felt a knot of tension loosen in her neck. The sun was warm on her back, the sky a deep, windswept blue, the temperature in the upper seventies. A perfect day for outdoor work.

	And Aaron Black was a pleasant young man to hang out with as well. She snorted to herself as she raked dead crabgrass into a pile. Young man! She was acting like some of the old biddies at the club, who thought no one under the age of sixty should be allowed to drive or vote. He was…what? Five years younger than she was? At most?

	But the truth was, Aaron was…restful. Unlike most men his age, he didn’t seem to have a need to fill the silence with useless blather to try and impress her with how witty he was. He was content to talk to her, or not, depending on whether their paths brought them in proximity. But he didn’t force the conversation on her.

	Which left her free to admire his tall young body. She felt a moment’s pang of guilt, ashamed that she was admiring someone who wasn’t her husband, but she quashed it ruthlessly. The only satisfaction she had been getting lately was with her fingers or her vibrator. Looking never hurt anybody. Not Tom, and certainly not her.

	And Aaron was definitely worth a look. Or two. Or more. Especially later in the afternoon, when he stripped off his sweaty t-shirt and went bare-chested. She had assumed the young man was skinny. But now, she thought, eying him sidelong from under her lashes, she decided she had been wrong. It was just his height and the way he held himself that made him look thin and weedy. When she got past that, she could see that his shoulders were broader than they looked at first glance, and that his chest tapered to a flat belly, packed with firm muscle. Beads of sweat trickled down his back, and she closed her eyes, trying to hide the sudden, visceral pang of desire.

	She gathered up another armful of dead plants and walked over to the bag. As she dumped it in, she was aware of Aaron’s admiring eyes on her, and was tempted to arch her back to make her chest stick out a little bit more. She had changed out of her expensive clothes, choosing simple shorts and a faded blouse, bought back before she had met Tom. More than suitable for a day outside. But there was something about Aaron that made her want to strut a bit, to make him acknowledge her femininity. Her desirability.

	“You’re going to get sunburned, you know,” she said. “Walking around with no shirt on.”

	“I don’t burn,” he grinned back at her. “I tan.”

	She smirked. “That’s what my brothers used to say, when they were fishing or fooling around outside and didn’t want to take the time to take care of themselves. And then they would come home looking like a bunch of overripe tomatoes.” She walked over to the patio and came back with a tube of sunblock. “Put this on.” When he balked, she put her hands on her hips, staring up at him. “Do it.”

	“Fine, fine.” He acceded with good humor, slathering the sunblock over his arms and chest. She tried to hide the avid way her eyes were drinking him in, especially when he coated his belly and his shoulders. He grimaced. “I don’t suppose you could do my back?”

	“Sure.” She took the tube away from him and squirted a dollop into her palm. Funny,  she thought, holding back a snicker. It almost looks like… she stopped herself before she was overtaken by a terminal set of the giggles, spreading the lotion over his back. His skin was warm and firm, and it was only with the greatest effort that she as able to keep the innocent touches from turning into longer caresses. Her eyes dropped to his rear, encased in a pair of well-worn blue jeans. They seemed to be begging for her touch. A little squeeze to feel how firm they were, that wouldn’t be too bad, would it?

	“There.” She pulled her hands away before the trickle of arousal became a full-out flood. “All done.”

	“Thanks.” Whistling cheerfully, he got back to work, leaving her clenching her hands in frustration.

	You can’t blame the guy for not trying to hit on you, she told herself savagely. Especially when he can tell you’re married by the ring you wear. If you’re thinking about cheating on Tom…

	No. Dismissing the thought from her mind, she raked up more dead weeds.

	Never.

	 

	*****

	 

	“So how’s it going so far, Tom?”

	Her former boyfriend’s voice was cool and amused. “Not as well as I hoped, but better than I feared. Where in the world did you dig up that boy?”

	Her throaty chuckle filled her bedroom, and the man lying on the bed next to her turned over sleepily. “That,” she said coquettishly, “would be telling. Let’s just say that Aaron’s father and I have had a long and…mutually beneficial relationship.”

	“Friends with benefits?”

	“Mutual benefits. That have kept me warm on so many lonely nights. And his wife none the wiser.” She sighed dramatically. “More’s the pity, unfortunately. She’s cute.”

	“And is it like father, like son?”

	“Well…” she drew out the word teasingly. “I haven’t had the chance to…sample…young Aaron’s charms yet. But the word on the street is that he’s able to keep his girlfriend satisfied.”

	“Girlfriend?” The word was sharp. “No one told me about that!”

	“You didn’t need to know. Calm down, babe. Once your wife gets over her case of shyness, Aaron won’t have a chance. Girlfriend or not.

	“So how are things going between your wife and her oh-so-studly young landscaper?”

	“Well enough,’ her friend admitted grudgingly. “Those security cameras were a good idea. I can see everything they’re doing, and they don’t suspect a thing. She was outside a good part of the afternoon. First, just talking. But then she started to help out in the yard. She even put suntan lotion on him.”

	“Well, that’s certainly progress. I was afraid Merry would hide inside. And I wasn’t sure how you would lure her out.”

	“I have ways.”

	“And I bet you’re touching yourself right now, aren’t you, Tom?” She deepened her voice. “Your cock all big and hard and stiff while you fantasize about your wife with another man. You naughty boy.”

	“Yes.”

	“You want to see it, don’t you? Want to see your sweet, innocent little wife get taken by another man. You want to watch her betray you.” Despite the fact that Rudy had given her pussy a quite thorough fucking only a little bit ago, she began to tingle at the thought of sweet, shy Meredith getting boned by a horny young college student.

	And she knew for a fact how much it turned Tom on. Her sometime-lover and ex-fiancee’ had a kinky streak a mile wide. Unfortunately for both of them, their kinks didn’t align. For all of her hints and dirty talk, Roxanne was relatively straightforward when it came to sex. She liked to fuck. Her and one man. Or, rarely, one woman. But she didn’t get turned on by the pervy sex-games that Tom liked to play. She didn’t want to screw outdoors, or with her boyfriend watching, or on camera.

	Tom, though…he got off on it. No vanilla woman, no matter how highly-sexed, could ever make him truly happy. So his best bet was to find someone just as sexily perverse as he was. Sadly, she didn’t think Merry would be. But stranger things had happened, and who knew what lay inside someone’s secret heart?

	“I do.” Tom groaned, and Roxanne held back a grin. She could picture her friend, behind the frosted glass walls of his office, stroking a truly impressive erection as he watched closed-circuit camera footage of his wife and the handsome young landscaper. Even if things truly were innocent between the two, just seeing them together would be enough to get his perverted mind working. “God, I want to watch someone fuck her.”


	“Well, I hope you have the inside of the home wired as well as you do the outside,” she hinted. “Since I don’t think Merry is the type to screw a guy outdoors.”

	A long silence was the only response she received, and she looked at her phone, making sure she hadn’t been cut off.

	When Tom came back, his voice was subtly altered, just a little bit breathless. “Don’t worry about that. There’s not a square yard on the property, inside or out, where she can hide from me.”

	“Does your wife know that you’ve got her basically under 24-hour surveillance?”

	His voice was dismissive. “She knows that there’s security cameras. That’s all she knows.

	“And it’s all she needs to know.”

	 




Chapter 3: Fertile Soil

	 

	 

	Over the next few days, Meredith found herself looking forward to the morning arrival of Aaron in the same way she had looked forward to her favorite cousins coming over for a visit when she was a little girl. The tall, quiet young man was a calm, soothing presence on her fretful nerves, allowing her to help him in the yard and bantering her with a sly sense of humor she was just starting to unpack. Under their shared efforts, the yard was every day looking less like a military bomb range and more like a place she wouldn’t be ashamed to invite friends or family. The soil, refreshed both by recent rains and by an entire truckful of topsoil, hauled from the front to the back one weary wheelbarrow at a time, was now a thick and loamy black. Wandering lines like snail tracks scored the earth, where Meredith and Aaron had both run the spreader, casting grass seed in a thin layer.

	She waited by the front door, a mug of coffee in her hand. She took a sip, hardly tasting the sugar-laced liquid, because today was going to be the culmination of nearly a week of effort. What did she care if her muscles ached every morning, that her nails were grimy with dirt or her skin growing darker with a tan that most decidedly did not come from a tanning bed? Who cared if Tom barely talked to her when he got home every night? Today they were going to lay the sod! By the evening, a thick, fertile carpet of green would lay where there had only been bare dirt.

	A rattle at the end of the road, and she smiled as Aaron’s truck hove into view. The back was filled with tightly-furled bundles of sod, looking for all the world like the world’s messiest batch of crescent rolls.

	“Morning, Mrs. Bayfield,” Aaron said, climbing out of the cab.

	“Morning, Mr. Black,” she replied, her voice low and teasing. Despite all her urgings, she couldn’t get the shy young man to call her by her given name. It was kind of cute, really. She could almost imagine she was in one of those old English dramas, where exquisitely polite servants waited on the lady of the household, who might seduce the handsome stableboy in a fit of boredom.

	“No one else with you today?” she asked innocently.

	“My dad asked if I was sure I didn’t want any help,” he said. “But I told him that the two of us could handle it. And he just snorted and said that if we wanted to break our backs it was our call.”

	Meredith nodded. She had been more than a little miffed when Aaron confessed that he had told his father how she had been helping. But since the old man didn’t seem to mind, she had let his betrayal slide.

	“Is Mr. Bayfield here?”

	“Golfing,” she said shortly. Which was just fine with her. Tom had never been a terribly chatty sort. But over the last week he had been positively wooden, barely talking to her between the time he got home from work and the time he went to bed. The evenings had been filled with long, tense silences, and when she looked up from her book or the television, she had caught him watching her with a strange, hungry look on his face. This morning he had been out the door before she even woke up, taking away whatever fading temptation she might have had to try to seduce him. A scribbled note on the counter was all the word she’d had. “It’s Saturday, after all,” she finished with a thin smile. “He’s out with some friends.”

	Aaron’s dark brown eyes glowed. She had noticed that he became much less reticent when Tom wasn’t around. “Well, I thought he might like to help out. But since he’s not here, no reason not to get started.”

	“Him?” she snorted, following Aaron out the door and down the driveway. “He wouldn’t get his fingers dirty doing something like this. It wouldn’t fit his image.”

	The young man gave her a concerned look as he unlatched the tailgate of the truck and let it swing down. “Are you two…having problems? Or is it none of my business?”

	“Problems.” Meredith huffed out a breath. “Yeah. That might be one way to think about it.” She faced Aaron squarely. “One piece of advice, no charge. When you decide to get married, don’t get taken in by appearances. Make sure you know all about the person you’re marrying.” She tried to keep her smile from being too bitter. “It can save you trouble later.”

	“Oh.” Aaron looked briefly daunted. “Well, I’m still in school. I’m not fixing to get married for a long time.”


	She lifted a roll of sod to her shoulder, her knees buckling only slightly. Bits of dirt trickled past her ear and ran down her neck. Instead of the girly-girl blouse and skirt she had worn the first day the landscapers had been at her house, today she was in jeans, t-shirt, and a disreputable flannel shirt left over from her college days. Her feet were covered in a pair of old heavy shoes, and her strawberry-blond hair bound back in a simple ponytail, not done up in an elaborate hairdo.

	“Can we get started? I really don’t feel like discussing my love life. Or yours.” She allowed a small bite of sarcasm. “Though I’m sure it’s fascinating.”

	Luckily, Aaron took the hint, lifting a roll to each of his temptingly broad shoulders. Christ. If I tried that, I’d fall over like a cut tree. And he doesn’t even notice.

	“Sure,” he said. “Though I got to warn you. Laying sod is like putting together the world’s boringest jigsaw puzzle. The kind where all the pieces are the same.”

	“Whatever.” She shifted the roll to a more comfortable position, ignoring the tickle of dirt against her cheek.

	“Let’s get to work.” 

	 

	*****

	 

	I wish this job could go on forever.

	It wasn’t just the fact that Meredith was sweet and charming. And it wasn’t that, unlike some other homeowners, she didn’t demand the impossible, asking him to do in one day what would take three or four. And it wasn’t that she didn’t bitch when he needed to take a break or a leak.

	She was just…nice. BBC Landscaping had made its money by catering to the well-off. And there were lots of subdivisions in lots of suburbs where the owners would have pitched an absolute fit about a nineteen-year-old kid being put in charge of a project like this. But Merry hadn’t. She hadn’t stomped her feet and insisted that someone else do the work. She had waited and judged him on the results. And those, he felt, hadn’t been too terrible.

	They fell into an easy rhythm. The day was warm but cloudy, the air heavy with the scent of approaching rain. Piece by piece, the yard took shape, every piece adding to the whole.

	“Seems a waste of time,” Meredith observed, the curves of her rear sadly hidden by her heavy jeans as she struggled to push the edges of one piece against the ones already laid. “To put down all that seed and then just cover it up.”

	“You’d be surprised,” he replied, thumping to his knees beside her. His back was beginning to ache, but they were halfway done, and it wasn’t even much past noon yet. “Sure. You need the ground to be ready,” he went on, unrolling yet another piece of turf and laying it next to Meredith’s. “And you need to water it real well the first few weeks, and hope it doesn’t get too hot. or it will just dry up and blow away on you. But keep an eye out. You’ll see some of the grass we put down, poking up between the cracks of the sod. Just like a weed growing in the middle of a parking lot. Life finds a way.” He paused. “And it’ll make the yard healthier, too. Two pieces that are greater than the sum of their parts.” His mind flashed back to some of his engineering classes. “Just like bronze is made out of tin and copper. One is too brittle. And one is too soft. But you put them together, and you can create an empire. The Romans did.”

	Meredith smiled up at him. Her chocolate-brown hair was straggling loose from its ponytail, her face was flushed and streaked with dirt, and she looked like a grimy street urchin. But her face was somehow happier than it had been during the entire time he had been working for you. “I didn’t know you were a philosopher, Aaron.”

	He shrugged, uncomfortable. “Not a philosopher.” He shoved the piece into place, the muscles in his arms and shoulders bunching. “You learn a lot of history when you’re an ME major. All the profs make you study stuff from back in the past. The Romans and the Greeks and the Chinese. Aqueducts and roads and concrete and things like the Great Wall and the Parthenon and the Collisseum. They say it’s so you don’t make everyone’s old mistakes.” He grinned. “So all your fuck-ups will be new and exciting.”

	Meredith laughed. Her face lit up, and Aaron felt his heart clench at the sight. She wasn’t gorgeous. At least, not by the standards of a lingerie model at Victoria’s Secret. But when she smiled a guy didn’t know whether he should take her home to meet his mother, or take her to bed and make slow, gentle love to her.

	“Christ.” She wiped at her face, then stretched, her back arching, which made the tips of her breasts press into her shirt. Aaron took one guilty glance, then looked away, his face burning. “This is taking longer than I thought. And it’s about lunchtime. What say we get cleaned up and I order us some sandwiches?”

	He really should say no. He really should. He had brought a bag lunch, which he could eat in the truck. He had a girlfriend, though Suzie had been irritatingly hard to reach over the last few days. He shouldn’t be eating with Mrs. Bayfield. He should be thinking about Suzie. His cock swelled in his jeans as he thought about her smooth, dark skin, her cute little breasts…

	“Aaron?”

	“Oh!” He blinked. His hand twitched to his crotch, then away. He swallowed his embarrassment, not wanting this cool, composed woman to see him adjusting himself like he was some stupid, randy high-school kid. “Yeah. Lunch sounds good.”

	Don’t be stupid, he told himself as he followed her into the house. Don’t do anything that will get Dad or Frank pissed at you. I don’t care how much ass Frank says he gets from lonely women. If you hit on someone like Meredith Bayfield, and she takes it the wrong way, there won’t be enough of you left at the end to carry home in a basket.

	Meredith called a sandwich shop while he cleaned up in the downstairs bathroom, washing off his dirt-caked arms and scrubbing his face with a washcloth. Cloudy gray water swirled down the drain, and he wiped down the white porcelain with a towel, unwilling for anyone to have an excuse to complain. When he came out, Meredith switched spots with him, leaving money on the dining room table. She stayed in for what he might have thought was an awfully long time, if he hadn’t already been used to Suzie traipsing off with her girlfriends every time they went out together, emerging in a giggling huddle after fifteen or twenty minutes in the ladies’ room.

	When she finally emerged, the delivery lady had already been and gone, and he had the sandwiches unwrapped and on a pair of plates, the chips and sides and drinks close by.

	“Thanks,” Meredith said, sinking into her seat with a groan. She took a bite of her sandwich, chewing slowly. “God, how do you do this every day? I’ve been doing this for a week, and I’m exhausted.”

	Aaron shrugged, taking a bite of his own sandwich. Ham and cheese and roast beef on whole wheat, God yes, he was starving. “You get used to it.” He smiled briefly. “Besides, I’ve been helping Dad and Frank and the rest of the guys ever since I was a kid. When Mom couldn’t take any more of us kids tearing around the house, she would send us to work with Dad for a day or two. That usually cured us of wanting to misbehave for a few days.”

	“So is that why you’re going to be an engineer? So you don’t have to do that sort of thing?”

	He nodded. “Yeah.” He opened a bag of chips and dumped them onto his plate. “Don’t get me wrong. My dad has given my mom and my sister and me a good life. But during the summer he’s working fifty, maybe sixty hours a week. I don’t want that. I want to build things. Roads. Bridges. That sort of thing. The infrastructure in this country is falling to pieces. I want to make it better.”

	She smiled, unwrapping a thick chocolate-chip cookie. “Seems like the same thing, in the end. Your father makes things look better. Landscaping, flowers, trees, yards. You’re going to do the same thing, just on a larger scale.”

	He grinned across the table at her. “That’s right. No one says bridges have to be ugly, after all.” He snickered. “Hell. Maybe I’ll put some planters in at the sides, and throw some business my dad’s way.”

	He finished his cookie and glanced outside. It wouldn’t be easy getting up after they ate. But Aaron knew from experience that the longer they waited, the harder it was going to be to get back to work. So after they cleaned up, it was back outside they went, where the weather had changed. A heavy mist was in the air, coating everything with heavy droplets of water.

	“Perfect,” he declared.

	“Huh?” Meredith looked at him as if he was crazy, then scowled up at the low-hanging clouds. “I don’t really feel like getting soaked.”

	“No, really. This is perfect. What we don’t want right now is sun. Especially sun and wind. That would dry things out too quick while the sod is trying to get its roots down. But this…” He waved at the clouds. “Perfect. Warm, but not hot. No wind. And what you really need is a nice, slow, soaking rain that lasts a day or two. Not heavy. But enough to keep things nice and moisturized.”

	“Really? I thought moisturizer was just for my skin.”

	She looked at the still-bare part of the yard, then heaved a sigh. “All right. Let’s get this done.”

	 

	*****

	 

	By four o’clock, Meredith had gone beyond tiredness into a new, unexplored territory called exhaustion. She couldn’t keep track of how many times she had trudged back and forth from the yard to the truck and back again. Her arms and hands were filthy, streaked with dirt, and the steadily drizzling rain made a morass of the unsod portion of the yard, so every time she walked across it her shoes picked up huge clumps of mud that had to be scraped off.

	Why am I doing this? I’m not even getting paid! Over and over, she thought about calling it quits and going upstairs for a hot shower and a nap. But, somehow, she couldn’t leave Aaron to do the rest of the job himself. It became a point of pride, and she set her jaw and heaved another roll of sod across her shoulder. And then another one.

	And another.

	And then, somehow, the last rolls were off the truck and sitting on the deck. Grinning at her, Aaron pulled a long-bladed knife out of his pocket, cutting the final rolls into narrow strips, fixing them into place around the edge of the deck as carefully as a master carpenter would lay down a hardwood floor.

	“Well?” he asked, climbing to his feet and brushing off his knees in a futile effort to get rid of some of the mud.

	She looked around the yard. From one side to the other, an emerald expanse met her eyes. Even in the dim, cloudy murk, softened by the falling drizzle, it seemed to glow.

	Her throat tightened, imagining her children here. Running around, playing tag, or simply tossing a ball or frisbee back and forth. She could almost see them, little legs churning as they pelted across the grass, laughing with glee.

	Children I’ll never have. Her stomach clenched at the thought.

	Oblivious to her thoughts, Aaron was looking around the expanse with a judicious eye. “You’ve got nice high fences here. Gives you some privacy. But you might want to think about putting in a tree or two. Something that grows fast, but won’t need too much maintenance. A honey locust, maybe. Or a maple. Not a silver one, though,” he warned, not realizing the maelstrom of emotion tearing through her heart. “The leaves don’t turn in the fall. Get an autumn blaze.”

	“An autumn blaze,” she repeated woodenly. “Sure.”

	“Hey.” He looked at her narrowly, his gaze surprisingly keen. “Are you all right?”

	“I’m fine.” Just leave me alone, you stupid, stupid…kid.

	Perhaps he sensed her silent frustration, because after a long moment, he shrugged easily. “All right. Whew.” He looked down at his clothes. The jeans were filthy, and his heavy work shoes caked with mud. “We better try to clean up a little, before we go inside.”

	“There’s a hose on the side there.” She pointed to a small area of raked gravel, bordered with paving stones, which had escaped the reseeding mission. A green garden hose was hooked to an outside outlet.

	“Perfect.” Aaron picked up one end of the hose, to which a sprinkler attachment was fastened. “Can you turn it on?”

	“Sure.”

	A burbling sound emerged from the hose as she twisted the knob, but no water came out. “Are you sure it’s working?”

	“Seems to be.” Aaron held up the nozzle, working the handle. A few sad dribbles of water trickled out, but no more.

	“Wait,” Merry muttered. “I think we’ve got a kink in the hose.” She bent down, straightening a section.

	And then it happened. Undoing the kink let the water flow, and Aaron still had the nozzle up to his head when a spray of water blasted out, catching him full in the face. With a muffled shout or surprise he flew backwards, landing on his rear in the sodden grass as water dribbled down off his cheeks and chin.

	Meredith couldn’t help it. The last week…hell, the last two months came pouring out of her in a shriek of hysterical laughter. She held her stomach, doubled over, as Aaron climbed to his feet, the nozzle held at his side like some sort of deranged gunslinger.

	“You think that’s funny, huh?” he growled through her choked giggles. “Take this!” With a twist of the nozzle, he set it to full, a firehose-like jet of water shooting out to soak her shirt.

	“Oh, yeah?” Meredith lowered her shoulder and charged, her arms wrapping around the younger man as she tackled him to the ground. Before he could react, she had wrestled the nozzle away, blasting him in the face. Then she changed the setting to “bubbler” and shoved it down his pants. “See how you like that!”

	“Oh, I like it,” he breathed up at her. “I like it a lot.”

	Their eyes locked. Meredith became aware, with an intensity which was almost painful, of their position. Her t-shirt was plastered to her breasts, the cold water making her nipples draw up into hard little points. Every move she made caused the wet fabric to scrape over the taut buds in the most…distracting way. Underneath her, Aaron smiled up, his face free of hidden agendas or disinterest or strange motives. All she saw there was clean, pure desire.

	Or, perhaps, impure desire, she thought to herself as his hands tightened on her hips. She put her hands on his chest, feeling, for the first time, the hard muscle through the damp cloth of his shirt.

	“Don’t…” It was a sigh.

	“Don’t what?”

	“Don’t…tease me.” His brown eyes blinked up at her. “You’re hot as hell, Miss…Mrs…”

	“Meredith,” she corrected firmly.

	He nodded. “You’re hot as hell, Meredith. But…”

	“But what?” she asked impatiently. She realized she still had her hand stuck down his pants, the nozzle burbling idiotically, soaking the ground underneath them. She pulled it out and tossed it to the side. “I’m horny. My husband hasn’t touched me in weeks. I want to get laid so bad I can taste it.”

	She unbuttoned the fly of his jeans, not breaking eye contact. “I’m not asking you to love me forever, or break up with your girlfriend, or embark on an epic romance which will shatter the lives of all who cross our path. I just want you to fuck me. Right here. Right now.”

	“Wait.” He swallowed, his eyes darting around the yard. “Here?”

	“Right here,” she affirmed. “On this grass we put in ourselves.” She slid her hands under the hem of his shirt, exploring. Wet skin, but fever-warm, a delight to senses which had been ignored for too long. “We don’t have to worry about mud or getting clean. I want to fuck like a goddam animal, out in the open.”

	And before he could say anything else or mount another stupid, useless protest, she covered his body with hers and kissed him like a starving woman. Her hands tangled in his hair and she rubbed her denim-covered crotch against his groin, moaning as his lips parted under her prying tongue. His breath was sweet, and she played with his lips, reveling in the first burst of spontaneous sexuality she’d had in weeks.

	Aaron squeezed her buttocks, and she moaned into his mouth. Finally, someone who wanted her! Just for a second, she took her hands away from his body, unsnapping her jeans and pushing the waistband lower. He squeezed her butt again, fingers squeezing her cheeks hard, and she felt a gush of heat deep inside her.

	“Take it off,” she whined, deep in her throat. “Take it all off.” Her hands were flying, pulling at his shirt, stripping off her mud-caked shoes and damp socks, her jeans flying to land with a sodden splat on the deck, even her panties wadded up and thrown away. In less than a minute, she was bare and naked, on her knees, with a wild-eyed college freshman in front of her, his cock bobbing wetly in front of his belly.

	And what a cock it was! Maybe not as thick as Tom’s, but still girthy enough to make her belly flip, and with a length that was a match for his height. He was uncut, and his foreskin and cock-head was smeared with pre-cum.

	Oh, God, I want this so bad.

	She turned, falling to her hands and knees, her rear canted up sexily. “Now.”

	“Already?” Aaron’s voice was high and reedy, but his hands gripped her hips with a confidence that belied his voice, and her breath hitched as she felt his shaft rub against her thigh.

	“I can’t wait. And I don’t want to. And,” she murmured in her sultriest voice. “I’ve always loved doggie.

	“Fuck me, Aaron. Fuck your big, hard, wonderful cock into me. Now!”

	With a wonderful sense of power, she felt him obey. She leaned her head down, her hot cheek against the wet green grass. A tickle at her nether lips as he rubbed the tip of his manhood against her, getting it wetter, and then he pierced her a long, slow plunge that pushed the wet walls of her womb apart, his thick, virile manhood filling her in a way she had been desiring for days.

	“Fuck!” Her hands clenched in the grass, her nails digging deep into the muddy soil.

	“Meredith?” His voice was uncertain. Nervous? Afraid? Maybe. “I didn’t…did I hurt you?”

	He began to pull out, and her hand whipped around, catching his wrist. “No, Aaron. You feel great. Just give me a second…to get used to you. Hold still. Can you do it, baby? Can you wait?”

	His cock twitched inside her, and she closed her eyes, willing him not to cum. She could feel him above her, breathing deeply, trying to regain control. Then his hands slid from her hips up to her ribcage, curling around until they held her breasts in his long, clever fingers. She closed her eyes, moaning, as the tips circled the passion-puffy buds of her aereolae, sending sparks of lust deep inside her. Her womb grew even wetter, and she groaned as something deep inside loosened, her womanhood accommodating itself to the wonderful invasion.

	“So…big.” It was barely more than a puff of breath, but she knew Aaron heard her. There was a subtle easing of his muscles as she praised him, and she smiled into the grass. Men were…so simple. So easy to control, if you knew the right buttons to push.

	Mostly. Her forehead creased, and damn Tom for intruding on her happiness this way. She didn’t want the specter of her husband ruining this moment.

	Somehow she twisted her head around until she was able to meet the younger man’s eyes. “Once we start this, Aaron, there’s no going back. You got me?”

	The hands on her breasts tightened. Not enough to hurt. But enough to make clear his intentions. She was being claimed, and the thought made her body burn. “Yes, Meredith.” His voice was steady. “I’m sure.”

	“Then fuck me, baby. Fuck me good. I’m so turned on I can barely think. Make me come!”

	Slowly, he pulled out, then pushed back in. After a few strokes, he settled into a rhythm, and she caught her breath. Oh! He’s good! Not so slow and tentative that she had to encourage him. Not so hard and fast that he was slamming into her. But long and sure and firm, his flat belly lightly slapping against her ass on every stroke. Not needing to guide him, she was able to close her eyes and simply revel in the sensation of a man’s hot cock sawing against the exposed bud of her clit, the first time it had been touched by anything other than her own fingers or the nozzle of her shower-head in weeks.

	“Oh, Aaron,” she sighed, her hot cheek cooled by the wet green grass. Its scent filled her nostrils. “That’s…lovely, dear. But could you do it just a teensy bit harder?” She lowered her voice, making it low and sultry. “I like it rough, sometimes.”

	“God.” His lips nipped her ear. In answer to her request, his hips began to strike her more firmly, shoving her naked body across the rain-wet grass. “You’re incredible. Why doesn’t that useless husband of yours do this? If you were my girlfriend, I’d never leave the fucking house.”

	“I don’t want to talk about him,” she panted. Her pussy was boiling, ready to erupt into a climax. “Shut up and keep fucking me!” she ordered.

	Aaron did, and it was a relief. She didn’t want a relationship. The young man was cute in a polite, earnest way. But there was no spice to him, no hidden sense of danger that Tom had, during those first few blissful months of their marriage. Aaron was…nice. And a good fuck. But he would drive her to hair-pulling insanity, through sheer boredom, if nothing else, if she had to deal with him for longer than a few hours at a time.

	But his cock was really good, and she was prepared to forgive a lot in exchange for that. She let her eyes unfocus, concentrating on the swelling bubble of pleasure deep inside her belly. Any second now it would burst, and then…

	And then she saw him. It was a hint, a flash, a flicker of motion in the corner of her eye as Aaron plowed into her wet, horny pussy. Drawn to the movement, her head turned.

	And her jaw dropped with shock. Sitting in one of the wrought-iron chairs that surrounded the patio table was her husband. Lounging at his ease, completely nude, he returned her stare with a slight quirk of his eyebrows, as relaxed as if he was sipping from a tumbler of single-malt scotch in the country club after a round of golf or a tennis match.

	No, she suddenly realized, as her arousal hit a new, unexpected peak, lifted higher by the mere fact of his presence. Not relaxed. Or, at least, not entirely. Her husband’s cock was sticking straight up in the air, visible evidence of his desire. One hand was wrapped around the shaft, slowly pumping. Even as she watched, she could see a bead of moisture form on the head, then break, coating the tip with his essence.

	Some portion of her surprise must have communicated itself through her body. Because above her, Aaron’s hard, laboring thrusts suddenly stuttered to a stop. Despite her mortification, Meredith whimpered in loss as the incredible sensation of his phallus stroking her walls vanished.

	“Oh, don’t stop on my account,” Tom drawled. He leaned back in his chair, unperturbed by their actions. “I am delighted that my wife has chosen to rut outdoors like an animal. And such a young lover, as well!” He placed his free hand over his chest, his face the epitome of mocking despair. “Oh, woe. I am made a cuckold. I am overcome by shame and rage.

	“Please, continue.”

	Merry couldn’t believe her ears. But, with Aaron’s stiff rod still half-in, half-out of her sheath, her eyes locked with those of her husband. And what she saw there stunned her, shook her to the roots of her being.

	Because he was serious. Under the self-deprecating mockery, his eyes blazed, conveying to her what his light, bantering voice, filled with subtle hints she could not even begin to unravel, could not. Tom actually wanted to see her with Aaron. The sight of the younger man fucking her was arousing him to a degree she had not thought possible.

	Abruptly, a dozen clues and hints, picked up like scattered clothes over the past year and more, made a great deal of sense. That first strange conversation on the balcony at Roxanne’s party. Risque suggestions which she had always passed off as jokes took on new, unexpected undertones. And, most of all, the way Tom had slowly withdrawn from her over the last several months, retreating until their marriage itself had seemed a sham, a play put on for a bored, unappreciative audience.

	He wants to see me screwing other men. He likes it! It turns him on!

	Could she do it? Could she go through with it? Suddenly, Aaron’s shaft seemed even bigger, a symbol of both how she had broken her marriage vows, and of how, in breaking them, she and Tom could forge something even stronger. She had a choice, now, in this moment. A choice that could chart the course of their future together, or destroy any chance at having a future at all. She could scramble away from Aaron, who was frozen inside her, pretend a remorse that, in all honesty, she didn’t even really feel, and beg Tom’s forgiveness.

	He would grant it, she knew. But it wouldn’t get her what she wanted. And it wouldn’t give Tom what he needed. They would continue down their separate paths, their lives slowly diverging, the walls between them growing ever higher until all hope was gone. Eventually, bored by a woman who could not satisfy his own desires, Tom would divorce her, and it would be too late for anything. Even regret.

	No. Instead, she kept her eyes locked on Tom. Slowly, deliberately, she shifted her weight backward, until Aaron’s staff filled her again. Filled her horny, pulsing pussy with his rigid manhood. A low moan escaped her lips, and she shivered. It was so wrong, so wickedly naughty. Screwing outside, cheating on her husband, while her husband watched her, an approving light in his eyes.

	“Fuck me, Aaron.” It was barely more than a whisper, hanging in the still moist air.

	“But…but your husband.” Aaron’s voice edged upwards, verging on panic. “He’s right there. He’s watching us.”

	“Then close your eyes if you can’t handle it,” she said sweetly, ladling her voice with a helping of gentle scorn. “But I’m not getting off this nice fat prick until you’ve come. So are you just going to sit there and let me do all the work? Or are you going to act like a man?”

	The last gibe must have stung, because she felt Aaron’s hands shifting from her breasts to her hips, and she bit her lip as he shoved his cock deep inside her, matching her rocking motions.

	“That’s it,” she crooned, backing into him. Her breasts were hot and heavy on her chest, swaying with Aaron’s thrusts. Her core was growing wetter and wetter, on fire with desire. She had never done anything like this before, had never screwed outside, had never cheated on any of her boyfriends before she and Tom started going out. But the sensation was thrilling, knowing he was only a few yards away, watching her fuck another man. Somehow she kept her eyes open, did not close them, did not shut Tom out of her vision. She wanted to share this with him, to make him see how much she was enjoying this.

	Am I punishing him?

	Maybe she was, a little. The past few months had hurt her. The slow dripping poison of Tom’s disregard had made her question her desirability - indeed, her very worth as a woman. So she took a savage pride in knowing that Aaron wanted her, his stiff manhood all the proof she needed.

	“Oh, Aaron,” she sighed, letting a corner of her mouth turn up mockingly as she looked at Tom’s cock, wrapped in one slowly pumping fist. “You’re so…hard. You feel so good, baby. So big. I’m glad you’re here. My husband doesn’t do this. I don’t know what’s wrong with him,” she simpered. “I’m thinking he might be undersexed. Or maybe even gay. It’s been so long since I’ve had a real man. One like you.

	“Are you getting close, baby? Close to cumming? I want to feel you explode inside me. I want to feel your hot jizz in my pussy.” She braced on one arm, using her free hand to pinch her nipples. Bolts of pleasure strobed through her fevered body. “Please, baby. Tell me you’re about to cum!”

	“Close.” The word was a groan, and Aaron’s groin struck her again and again, making the skin of her ass ripple as he thrust blindly into her. “Oh, shit, Mrs. Bayfield, I’m going to cum!”

	“Do it!” She almost screamed the words. She caught her right nipple between thumb and forefinger, pinching and twisting it until the pain made her pussy gush. “Shoot into me! Give me a baby, Aaron!”

	His hips locked, driving into her as he slammed forward one last time. His fingers clenched on her hips, his nails digging deep into her skin. A pulse deep inside her, and she felt it, a hot, liquid spurt that made her throw her head up in ecstasy, her own climax ringing through her body like a bell at midnight, wave after wave of pleasure making her sink down into a puddled heap on the grass, the only thing that mattered being Aaron’s rock-hard rod shooting load after load of life-bearing seed into her horny, fertile womb. Caught on his prick like a spike of passion, she wept tears of joyous release as weeks of pent-up longing were finally erased.

	Eventually, the swirling specks behind her eyelids faded, and she turned her head to the sounds of faint footsteps. Only a foot or two away, Tom’s bare feet rested on the edge of the deck.

	“So,” he said quietly. “I hope for your sake Mr. Black, that you’ve been using what Frank gave you.” His voice took on a hard edge. “Have you?”

	A low mutter. “What?” Tom repeated.

	“The notosterone? Yeah. I’ve been using it.” A faintly challenging note entered the younger man’s voice. “So what?”

	“So you’re a lot smarter than a bunch of other people.” A soggy thump sounded, and Merry turned her head to see a pile of clothes land a foot or two away. “Get dressed and go home. My wife does not require your…services…any more this afternoon.”

	Aaron got off of her, the lifting of his weight both a relief and a disappointment. She rolled over and watched him slowly put on his clothes.

	As one pale foot emerged from the leg-hole of his jeans, he straightened and glared at Tom. “What are you going to do to her?”


	“That,” her husband said, with that superior tone of voice which usually made her want to slap him, “is none of your business.”

	It seemed that the tone had a similar effect on Aaron. “All due respect, sir,” he said, though he didn’t sound respectful at all, “it is. How can I know you’re not going to slap her around once I leave? Or…or something worse?” His eyes fell to her, lolling lazily on the rain-wet grass. “Meredith, I don’t think your husband is…safe. Come with me. Please.” His throat bobbed as he swallowed. “I can protect you.”

	She rolled over and stretched, her arms over her head, watching the greedy way Tom’s eyes followed her. “No,” she agreed. “He’s not safe. Not safe at all.”

	She cupped her breasts in her hands, rubbing her thighs together. She could feel a warm trickle at her cleft, and knew that if she looked, she would see a steady seep of Aaron’s seed, spilling from her nether-lips.

	“But I don’t want safe. Not now. Not today.”

	She rose, every muscle in her body feeling loose and balanced. Gone was the silent, raging tension that had haunted her for weeks. Reaching up on tiptoe, she kissed the younger man’s cheek.

	“Go,” she whispered. “Everything will be fine. And if you want, you can come back later in the week, to check on the yard.” Hidden by his body, she let her hand drift down to give his ass-cheek a casual squeeze. “And check on me, too.”

	He looked from her to her husband and back again, his young face uncertain. “You’re sure?”

	She smiled at him. “I’m sure.

	“Go on home. Tom and I have a lot to talk about. And as great as the sex was, Aaron – and it was great – I don’t think this is the time and place to discuss our…relationship.”

	“Relationship,” he repeated, his voice ever-so-slightly bitter. “Yeah. I guess that’s one way to talk about it.” Gathering the remnants of his dignity, he slid his feet into his shoes and headed for the gate.

	“Young man?” Tom called, just as he was about to exit.

	Aaron spun, his face wary. “Yeah?”

	“Good work on the yard.”

	 




Chapter 4: Fertilization

	 

	 

	Once the gate swung shut, Meredith turned to Tom, her hands on her bare hips. “Well,” she demanded. “Care to tell me what that was all about? And why you’re standing there with a boner and nothing else?”

	Tom merely lifted an eyebrow. “The answer to one is the answer to both,” he said. “But maybe we should take this discussion inside? I think you could use a shower.”

	“Fine.” Lifting her chin, she strode past him and back into the house.

	To her surprise, Tom followed her into the bathroom, which had shocked her with its casual decadence the first time she saw it. He leaned, one hip cocked against the sink, as she turned on the water in the huge, walk-in shower. To her unspoken relief, he had stopped masturbating, but his cock was still erect, pointing at her like an exclamation mark. Her mouth watered slightly as she looked at it, and she swallowed. It was the first time Tom had shown the slightest interest in her in weeks, and she wasn’t going to miss this chance to get things clear between them.

	“Well?” she said.

	“Get in the shower,” he replied. “I don’t want you to catch a chill.”

	She folded her arms across her chest, belatedly aware of the way the gesture lifted her breasts. “No.” A thought struck her. “You’re not going to do anything to Aaron, are you? He wouldn’t have touched me if I hadn’t jumped his bones.”

	“If he had,” Tom replied, a scowl marring his pleasant face, “I would have ruined his ass.”

	She shook her head. “I don’t understand you, Tom! You ignore me for months, and when I cheat on you, now you get turned on?” She glanced down at his penis. “What did you do? Snort a can of Viagra?”

	He nodded at the open door of the shower, which was emitting clouds of steam. “Get in.”

	She scowled at him. “No.”

	“All right. We’ll do this the hard way.” Taking her by the arm, he pulled her across the room, her bare feet skidding on the tiles, and into the shower. Once inside, he trapped her against one wall and kissed her with a savage intensity that made her senses reel. Hot water beat across her back, but it was nothing compared to the fiery bloom on her belly, where his rock-hard shaft ground against her.

	She found herself moaning, caught up in his desire as his chest rubbed against her slippery breasts. When their lips finally parted, she looked at him in stunned amazement. “What? How?”

	Tom looked away, and she caught his chin in her hand, forcing his head back up, forcing him to meet her eyes. “Dammit, Tom!” she raged. “Talk to me! I can’t be who you want if you won’t tell me what you need!”

	His lips pressed together in a thin line, and she thought he was going to remain silent. “I’m…kinky,” he ground out at last.

	“Well, yeah,” she retorted sarcastically. “I kind of figured that out, what with the entire ‘masturbating while you watched the garden-boy screw me’ thing.” She ran her hands through her water-dampened hair in exasperation, letting it fall in a sodden horsetail across her chest. “I need you to explain things,” she said, gentling her voice. “This is the first time in a long, long while you’ve even acted like you’re interested in me. Why now?”

	“Because you’re mine. And someone tried to take you away from me.”

	She laughed. “Aaron? That kid? I would never leave you for him!”

	“Of course not.” Even now, his unbreakable confidence made her shake her head. “You’re too loyal to do something like that.”

	“But you don’t mind if I cheat on you?” she shot back.

	“Not if I can win you back.” His hand ran from hip to breast, making her shiver. Even in the hot closeness of the shower, her skin pebbled with goosebumps. He always knew how to touch her, how to make her wet.

	When he wanted to.

	“When I was about eight or nine,” Tom said, his eyes focused on something she could not see, “my brother Mike stole a bunch of baseball cards out of the shoebox where I kept them, under my bed. I knew it was him, because the only ones he took were the White Sox cards, not the Cubs or the Yankees or anyone like that.

	“When I found out, I chased him out into the back yard and beat him up.” His eyes were fondly reminiscent. “Pissed Mom off something fierce. She paddled my rear end when Mike tattled on me. But it didn’t matter. Those cards were mine. And I made sure I got them back.”

	His blue eyes locked on hers, and she shivered at their heat. “Do you get it, Meredith? Can you get it? Screw one guy, a dozen, a hundred, I don’t care. As long as I can take you back.” His hands wandered back down to her bottom, nails pricking. “You’re mine.”

	She tossed her head defiantly, ignoring the water dripping in her eyes, or the way her body heated at his casual claim of ownership. “I’m mine. I’m not your slave or your toy.”

	“No?” His lips curled as his fingers roamed to her front, dipping down to part the folds of her pussy. “Your mouth says no, but your body…” She shook as he pushed a finger into her. “Wet,” he whispered into her ear, probing her deep. Involuntarily, her canal tightened as he added a second finger to the first, up to the knuckle. “What would happen if I fucked you right here, right now?”

	“We’d probably fall down and break our necks,” she replied, reaching for a bottle of body wash, ignoring the way her hands shook. A dozen lovers? More? She swallowed, trying to hide her excitement. She had never really considered cheating on Tom. But to have his permission…not just permission, but his active participation? She imagined going to a club with Tom, picking out a hot young stud to have sex with, and bringing him back home, fucking him while he watched with that little smile on his lips, waiting to claim her again when the nameless, faceless lover left.

	“Let me,” Tom breathed. She groaned as he turned her around, his hands soaping her back. Almost against her will, her nipples tightened, and when he massaged the globes of her rear, she spread her legs invitingly, almost daring him to get on his knees and pleasure her. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been so turned on. Certainly not recently. Not even on her wedding night, or the first time she had taken Tom to bed. It was as if a door in her soul she had not even known existed had suddenly swung open, unimaginable vistas opening before her spell-struck eyes. She tilted her head back, shivering as he washed her clean of mud and grass-stains and random bits of old, decayed leaves, making her clean.

	Making her his.

	“All done,” he said at last, and she opened her eyes again.

	She looked down as she left the shower. “What was that you said to Aaron? Before you kicked him out?”

	Tom cocked his head at her inquiringly. “You know,” she said impatiently. “You asked him if he had been using something.”

	“Oh, that.” One side of his mouth curled up. “The notosterone. The male pill. No one, Meredith,” he said slowly, “is ever going to give you a baby.

	“No one but me.”

	She blinked. “You? You mean it?”

	“Of course? Why not?”

	“Because every time I’ve told you that it was the right time of the month to conceive, you’ve acted like even holding hands with me would get me pregnant!” she shot back, scrubbing her hair with a warm, fluffy towel. “Jesus, Tom! What was I supposed to think?”

	“Well, I certainly wasn’t going to get you pregnant before I made sure we were…compatible…was I?” he said in such a tone of reasonable puzzlement that it made her want to scream. She shook her head. Men. They were all so stupidly arrogant. Every damn one of them.

	Then the import of his words hit. “So…you want to make a baby? With me?” In her own ears, her voice seemed pathetically eager.

	He tipped up her chin with a gentle finger and kissed her with casual thoroughness, not leaving her mouth until she was panting.

	“Yes, Merry. Yes.”

	She dropped the towel to the floor. “Then what the hell are we waiting for?” 

	 

	*****

	 

	She beat him to the bed by two steps at most. She was wet for him, eager to be impregnated, to be bred by her husband. But to her intense disappointment, he didn’t stick his gorgeous cock into her desperately horny cleft right away. Instead, he flopped down between her legs and began to lick her, smiling up at her look of frustration as he lapped at her tender lips and throbbing clit. “What’s the matter, Merry? A little oral not good enough for you?”

	“I want your dick,” she growled, though her insides melted as he tongued her. She imagined Aaron doing the same thing and shuddered inwardly. The young man was very enthusiastic, it was true. But she didn’t have the slightest faith in a boy his age being able to make her cum that way. It had taken her last boyfriend weeks to learn what she liked, and he had been in his twenties. Aaron was what? Nineteen? Men of that age either didn’t have any confidence in what they were doing and needed step by step instructions, as if they were setting up a stereo, or thought they knew everything, and if the woman didn’t orgasm, well, she was probably frigid or a lesbo anyway.

	She smiled, reaching down to ruffle Tom’s hair. His skilled mouth was making her lady-parts extremely happy, especially when his hands reached up to caress her breasts. No one, she thought, had ever made her as happy in bed as he did.

	“Oh, Jesus,” she whispered, as he slid a careful, probing finger inside her sopping-wet channel, curling it against her inner walls. She could feel it starting, a climax as unexpected in its swiftness as it was desired. “Oh, God, Tom, get up here!” she begged, pulling at his shoulders. Somehow, she wrestled him to her level, even though one hand remained at her greedy cunt, rubbing her button until she was writhing on the bed. His mouth sank to her breasts, kissing each taut nipple in turn, pulling at her engorged nipples until she was panting, her mound pumping up into his palm, grinding grinding grinding

	FUCK!

	Her orgasm exploded through her, making her entire body ripple with pleasure and her mind contract until the only part of her that had any real meaning was the roiling boil of her pussy, throbbing with still unfulfilled lust. Limp, she clung to Tom as she shuddered and shook, mindful all the while of the steely presence of his cock, pressed against her side.

	“I’m ready,” she whispered, when the storm had gentled. “Please, Tom, I want it.”

	His thumb stroked her cheekbone. “And who do you belong to?” he asked, kissing her lightly on the mouth. She could taste the proof of her own desire on his lips.

	She shook her head, glaring at him. “I belong to me!”

	“Good.” He positioned himself over her, the head of his cock brushing her oh-so-sensitive lips. It was all she could do to keep herself from surging upwards and spearing herself on his shaft. “I want someone who will fight back. Who will challenge me. Needy women are so…boring.”

	“Is that why you and Roxanne broke up?” She asked as she reached down between her legs, easing him inside her. She bit her lip as his thickness breached her gates. Oh, God! Had he ever been so big for her? So hard? She didn’t think so.

	“Roxanne?” Tim let out an unsteady laugh, and she wondered, fleetingly, if this was as good for him as it was for her. Certainly his eyes were seeing her in a different light. “No.” He buried himself deep inside her with one casual thrust, making her squirm happily as he filled her, stretching her channel wide. “She’s a great woman. And great in bed. But she thought I was too…possessive.”

	She filed that thought away for later, even as Tom moved inside her, making her moan. She lifted her hips, moving with him, the inner muscles of her thighs quivering as his shaft rubbed her clit. It was too much, and somehow, at the same time, not enough, her brain boiling with wicked fantasies. What could she do? What could they do?

	Together, she sighed. Whatever we do, it will be together, Him, and me. It was incredible. A few hours ago, she had been ready to toss this amazingly complicated man aside, to abandon him. Now, the mere idea was unthinkable.

	She blinked. “Hey,” she whispered suddenly, pulling his lips away form her passion-engorged breasts and forcing him to meet her eyes. “I thought you were going golfing. How did you know…” She had thought she was beyond embarrassment, but her body heated. “You know? That Aaron and I…”

	“Were fucking in the yard like a couple of cats in heat?” he teased, changing his pace and angle skillfully. Slick juice seeped from her opening, coating her thighs as she wrapped her legs around Tom’s waist, holding him tight in her grip.

	“Yes,” she moaned in happy memory. She had to get Aaron back here. If only to apologize for the way Tm had kicked him out. “That.”

	“I was watching you.” He bent down and kissed her, his tongue exploring the inside of her lips, her mouth. “We have cameras here, don’t we? For ‘home security?’ Well, it’s not too hard to tap into the feed. If you had checked the garage, you would have noticed my car was still here. I was in one of the spare bedrooms most of the day, watching on my laptop.”

	“You were spying on me?” Somehow, with Tom finally back in her bed where he belonged, fucking her the way he used to when they were first going out, it was difficult to gin up much of a sense of outrage.

	He whispered into her ear. “And hoping like hell you would do what you so obviously wanted to do, little Meredith. Hoping you would screw him. Your eyes followed him around like a puppy. And he looked at you like he wanted to rip your clothes off.” He smirked at her. “Very politely, of course.

	“So when you finally got up your courage and started making out with him on the grass – which looks very nice, by the way, thanks for taking care of that – I decided to come down and watch.” His strokes became longer, deeper, harder, and she ground her mound up into his cock, trying to prolong each thrust as long as she could. His finger stroked her cheek. “I’m very proud of you, Meredith.”

	She laughed shakily through the haze of lust. “This has been the craziest day ever. I cheated on you and you like it!”

	“Mmmmm. I love it.” He kissed her again, and she held his head to hers, their tongues licking and battling. “My slutty little wife.”

	“Yes,” she whispered back, her mind reeling. “I am. Come on, Tom,” she urged him, holding her breasts up for him to suckle. “Give it to me. Give me your baby! Breed me like the horny slut that I am. Fuck a baby into me right now! I want it. I need it so baaaad,” she wailed, her pussy clenching around Tom’s cock as she felt the hot spurts as he finally, finally gave her what she needed, his manhood delivering its wonderful fertile load of seed into her waiting womb. Her climax went on and on, her body wrenching convulsively in ripples of pleasure as she imagined his sperm joining with her egg, making the baby she wanted to give to him.

	Give to them both.

	She opened her eyes to see him smiling at her fondly. He was still inside her, his hips moving in slow, languorous stokes, making her shiver in small bursts of delight.

	For once, he had no need to talk. She held him close, content in the feel of his strong male body against hers, pressing her down into the mattress. “I love you,” he whispered into her ear.

	Tears pricked her lids. “I love you, too.” She tightened her arms for a moment, making him feel her love. “Do me a favor next, time, okay?”

	“Whatever you want.”

	“Oooh,” she whispered, her breath stirring his hair. “That could get…interesting.

	“Next time,” she continued, letting a hint of steel enter her voice, “tell me the truth.”

	He sighed. “All right.”

	“Good. So,” she went on. “Do we need to do something like this every time I want you to screw me?”

	His eyes popped open. “Hell, no. Just…once in a while.” His hand stroked her side, then closed on her hip possessively. “It’s not like I can’t get my pecker up unless I lick grape jelly off a hobo’s toes, or something really weird,” he continued as she giggled. “But I need…I want…a woman who will fight me a bit. Who isn’t Little Sally Homemaker. Who has some spice.”

	She snuggled close to him. “So if I went to a bar and picked up a hot guy, and took him out into the alley to give him a blow-job, and my big, strong,” she stroked his shoulders, “jealous husband found us? Would you take me there? Screw me standing up against the wall until I came all over your hard cock?”

	“Mmmm, yes.”

	“Or, maybe,” she went on, “we could invite Roxanne over for dinner. We know that you two are good in bed. And,” she said, drawing a finger up and down his arm, “she’s been teasing me by hinting about how much she wants to go to bed with me since the day I met her. Let’s call her on it.

	“What do you say, Tom?” She let her voice go low and sultry. “Would you like to see your ex in bed with your wife? Have me suck on those big tits? Watch her eat me out until I screamed her name? And then you could come into the bed and fuck me while she watched. And then fuck her while I watched.”

	“Jesus.” His eyes were slightly wild. “I’ve created a monster.”

	But she could feel the way he was stiffening inside her, his wonderful cock getting big and fat and hard inside her hungry pussy.

	She flipped him over, coming to rest on top of him. Slowly, she lifted up, not missing the way his eyes drank in the sight of his cum-smeared cock, slowly emerging, glistening, form her depths.

	“Oh, Tom,” she whispered, sinking back down, her eyes closing.

	“Breed me again.”

	 

	The End
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	If you enjoyed this story, be sure to read my other books, available wherever quality erotica is sold! Excerpts are below!

	 




 

	Hot To Trot Hotwife

	 

	 

	Amanda is a trophy wife and her husband isn't the man she needs in the bedroom. When she finds out that Clive is planning to sell her prize racehorse, she decides to get revenge! Can the lure of a horny hotwife inspire the men of Weatherstone Stables to victory? Find out in "Hot To Trot Hotwife!"

	 

	~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~

	 

	She slipped back into the owner’s lounge, above the second tier of stands, trying to be inconspicuous. Her stomach roiled with a combination of fear, excitement, and…

	Arousal?

	Yes, arousal, she decided. She hadn’t been laid in weeks, hadn’t had a climax which hadn’t been provided by her own fingers or her vibrator in even longer than that. If the price for breaking free of Clive and his cronies was screwing Bowie and Greg, then she could deal with it.

	It didn’t hurt, she admitted with a wry smile as she asked the waiter for a rum and coke (heavy on the rum, light on the ice, please) that both men were good looking, albeit in completely different ways. Bowie, with his iron-grey hair, tanned face, and long, lanky body, reminded her of a cowboy out of an old western. All he needed was a hat and a six-shooter strapped to his narrow hips. Greg was all tightly-coiled energy, needing only a nudge to set it loose. The question was whether it would be in a fistfight, and all-night bender, a horserace, or with one of the squealing women who clustered around the track, drawn to danger and fame.

	Bowie would be slow in bed, she thought, sipping her drink dreamily. Greg…would not. She closed her eyes, her mind spinning up fantasies. Could she bring them to the house when Clive was away on one of his business trips? He seldom invited her along these days, which suited her. He claimed it was work, but sitting in on a meeting of a board of directors in a conference room, sipping on Perrier, while someone gave a Powerpoint presentation, was not her idea of a tough job.

	Cheating on her husband. It gave her a naughty, delicious thrill, deep in her belly, and she found herself growing wet. Under her dress, her thighs rubbed back and forth, setting up a wonderful friction...

	 




 

	Our Lusty Cheating Neighbor

	 

	 

	When John and Stephanie move into their new house, they get a new neighbor. Sandy is hot, sexy, and friendly. Almost TOO friendly. Can John resist her? Does he want to? And why is his wife spending so much time with a woman who is cheating on her husband? Find out in "Our Lusty Cheating Neighbor!"

	 

	~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~

	 

	“Hi, Monica.” I pressed a button on the phone. “You’re on speaker with Steph. Do you mind?”

	“Of course not, darlings. I have to say, I’ve been expecting this call.”

	“Have you?” I said with heavy sarcasm. “Then maybe you can explain why half the damn neighborhood is treating our front yard like a damn litter box.”

	“Don’t take that tone with me, young man.” Her voice had changed from cool to chilly. “I’m not the one who’s been needlessly antagonizing my neighbors. What did you do to poor Sandy? She was bawling her eyes out when she came over here last week. It took me forever to calm her down.”

	I glared at the phone. “I didn’t know it was a crime to refuse to cheat on my wife.”

	“Well, not a crime, darling. But still, one might consider it terribly rude, from Sandra’s point of view, after the way she has thrown herself at you. I must say, she is far more taken with you than she has been with any other man in several years. But that is not surprising, as lovely as you are.”

	I stared at Steph, who was looking right back at me, shaking her head. “All right. Am I the only one who is taking crazy pills here? Why is it rude to be faithful to Stephanie?”

	A light chuckle. “Well, when you’re the neighborhood hotwife, you get used to men chasing you, not the other way around.”

	I blinked. “The neighborhood what?”

	A long silence ensued, followed by an even longer sigh. “Young people. You didn’t read the brochure, did you, John? Did you, Stephanie?”

	“What the heck has that to do with anything?”

	“Sandra,” Monica said, as slowly and clearly as if she was speaking to a dim-witted child, “is the neighborhood hotwife. As such, she is…contracted…by the Paradise Place HOA to sexually service any man, or woman, for that matter, who might want to use her for that purpose.”

	 




 

	His Horny MILF Babysitter

	 

	 

	Michael has known Lisa since he was a kid. But when the sexy MILF divorces her husband and moves back home, he has one last chance to make his teenage dreams come true. Michael's all grown up, and it's time to prove it to "His Horny MILF Babysitter!"

	 

	~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~

	 

	“Is she asleep?”

	Michael shook her shoulder. The only response was a faint whine of complaint. “Out like a light,” he smiled. He carefully picked up his little sister and carried her into her room. He put her to bed, taking off her shoes and pulling the covers over her small body.

	When he turned, he found Lisa eying him fondly. “You’re a good brother, Michael.”

	“Thanks,” he said awkwardly. He closed the door to Vicky’s bedroom and followed the older woman back down the hall. His eyes couldn’t help but admire the sexy sway of her slim hips, encased in the designer jeans she favored. Above, she wore a dove-gray sweater that clung to her torso in a way that made him bite his lips from suppressed desire.

	They sat around the kitchen table and talked for a while, the topics ranging between Lisa’s hopes for her life after college and her impending marriage, and Michael’s season with the basketball team.

	“It’s almost midnight,” Lisa noted. She took a sip of beer. His parents had decreed, in a case of injustice which was almost cosmic in its scope, that she could have beer (“But only two, okay, Lisa?”) while he could not. Her eyes were suddenly bright. “Too bad neither of us have a date. We could kiss them for the new year.”

	His stomach suddenly churned nervously. “I’m here,” he croaked. “You’re here.”

	Lisa blinked at him, and her face was illuminated in that sudden, heart-stopping grin that had captured his heart when he was no older than Vicky. “Well, why not?” she smiled. She looked across the room. “Under the mistletoe?”

	Unable to believe his luck, he had barely been able to nod. “Sure.”

	She got up and he followed, his blood thundering in his ears. They stopped under the doorway where the kitchen led into the family room, a plastic sprig of mistletoe with improbably red berries taped to the lintel, a leftover from Christmas. His father delighted in trapping his mother under there at least twice a day.

	“Mmm,” she smiled, her eyes dancing. “I like tall men.” She ran her hands up his arms to his shoulders. “You’ve grown.”

	Anything he could possibly say in response would seem either perverted or creepy, so he kept his mouth shut. But something in his heart must have showed in his eyes, because Lisa’s chest began to rise and fall more quickly. Did she see how much he desired her, how long he had kept his feelings hidden?

	“Michael,” she whispered, then pulled him down. Her lips brushed his. Once, twice. Then they softened, her mouth opening, a breathy moan escaping her lips as they fastened onto his.

	Suddenly they were grappling, his long-denied desire bursting forth. Her hand clutched his rear, pulling him close, her nails pricking his ass-cheeks. He groaned and ground his groin into her, hard as a bar of steel. His hand slipped from her hip to her side, finding the mound of her breast. So firm! So soft!

	 

	== << || >> ==

	 

	And if you want to read more of my books, check out my website at www.alanachurch.com, or my pages at Smashwords or Amazon!
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