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Chapter 1

“I think I must have sensed it,” Nora said from behind reddened puffy eyes.

I was still in shock.

“By the end,” she continued, “I was already somewhere else. We both were. When I found him in bed with her, it felt more like confirmation than any real surprise.”

Her referred to their next door neighbor. A buxom nineteen year old that Nora had found her husband of eight years in bed with. She had filed for divorce the next day.

Nora spoke like a hollowed out shell of herself, her voice carrying no other tone but defeat.

“Not like I can really blame him, I guess,” Nora said bitterly. “You’ve seen her.”

That I had. Nora and I were in our late twenties, as was her husband Mark. I wasn’t one to go for younger women, certainly not ones nearly a decade my junior, but it was obvious that the girl was a looker. In fact, she was an absolute bombshell. From a physical perspective, I could certainly understand why Mark would be tempted. But that didn’t make it any less acceptable that he had actually done it.

“You absolutely can blame him,” I said, deciding to keep the focus on him. I didn’t think it would be all that helpful for me to agree with her that the woman who had broken up her marriage was in fact incredibly attractive.

“Oh, come on,” Nora said, shaking her head. “She’s gorgeous.”

Tears cut paths across her cheek, racing each other down her face. One clung just below her eye, beading into a drop that caught the light. Without thinking, I reached over with a thumb and brushed the tear away.

“So are you—” I said, and then realizing what I had done, pulled back my hand. “Sorry, I, uh, don’t know why I did that.”

I watched as Nora’s eyes grew wider for a moment, the first signs of life I had seen all day blooming into view. It might have been from the crying, but I thought her cheeks reddened as she glanced away from me.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said, her voice sounding different than it had before.

My own face was hot and I’m sure I was blushing as badly, even worse than she was. Not from any attraction or tension, but out of embarrassment.

“God,” I said, never being one to leave something well enough alone. “You probably think I’m so weird.” That was enough. Stop talking. “You probably think I’m trying to hit on you. Like that’s been my plan all along. Yep, I’ve been playing the long game. Waiting for a moment of vulnerability so I can finally seduce my lifelong straight best friend.”

It was meant as a joke, but I cringed even as the words left my mouth. What the fuck is wrong with me today?

Nora’s mouth narrowed as she pursed her lips. Her eyes blinked away tears; her whole demeanor seemed suddenly different. There was a mystery written on her face as a slow smile crept across her face. I felt a chill go through me.

“Nora?” I waved a hand in front of her face. First once and then again. The second time she seemed to snap to, shaking her head to clear whatever trance had come upon her.

“Sorry,” she said, still smiling. “Sorry.” The laughter in her voice seemed out of place for her apology. “I was just thinking about…something. Sorry, Mia, I have to go.”

I was too taken aback to say anything as Nora stood abruptly, said a quick goodbye, and left me sitting in my living room wondering what the hell had just happened.


Chapter 2

After that, the waves of embarrassment didn’t stop coming. That night and in the days that followed, I kept replaying the conversation with Nora, still in disbelief that I had put my foot in my mouth so badly. I mean, making jokes about being into my best friend, while she is trying to talk to me about her divorce? Classy.

Nora and I had been friends since before we were even old enough to remember. In our diapers and our cribs, we had gotten to know each other. Our parents lived next door to each other, and both our moms were homemakers, and so we grew up together. In every way and for every moment, big and small we grew up together. She was always there for me and I was always there for her. For most of the time growing up, it hadn’t even felt like we had two separate lives. All of that had changed after highschool.

Not the part about being best friends. But about having the same life. We visited, applied to, and were accepted by the same school. I don’t even remember being overly excited when we found out; it was already factored in, already expected. We would room together in college, major in the same subject, study abroad together, get internships and then jobs at the same company, move to the same city and be roommates there, and, and, and…When you are young it is so easy to believe the stories you tell yourself about the future. But real life has a way of changing plans for you.

And when our room assignments came, there was a mistake: Nora and I were not going to be living together. We fought it, or, at least, I did. I spent hours talking to Student Life, the Dean, the Provost, whoever would take my call really. I got nowhere.

“Maybe it’s for the best.”

That was the moment my whole world shifted. It was like being stabbed in the chest. I couldn’t speak, couldn’t breathe, the room was spinning.

For the best. Even now, a decade later, no salve could soothe the wound that those words had caused. Perhaps a scar had formed, slowly, and imperfectly. Uncomfortable, was the word to describe it. At best, that was the truce that I had reached with it. Nora had wanted to spread her wings, to meet new people, and experience new things.

“It won’t change anything,” she told me.

And it didn’t. It changed everything.

The first clue that things would be different was when Nora wouldn’t stop talking about Stephanie, her new roommate. Stephanie was just so interesting, oh and funny, and she was super smart. She was going to play basketball for the school and she already knew a bunch of people on the team, upperclassmen, and even some people from her highschool who were older. Stephanie would be our connection and would get us into all the parties and the most exclusive social circles. One of her good friends was in one of the most exclusive sororities and that meant we had a good chance of getting in and wasn’t that just wonderful?

It all sounded…truly awful. Nora and I had hardly been social outcasts in school, but we had never been, nor wanted to be, part of the popular crowd. We were odd, we were quirky, and most of all we did our own thing. I tried to explain that to Nora, but she patiently explained to me that all that was so high school.

“It’ll be good to try new things in college,” Nora said. “We don’t want to just stay the same two codependent people we’ve been all our lives.”

Codependent. Another word that still stung all these years later. I had always thought that people would kill for what we had. A true best friend, a true partner in crime. But it turned out Nora didn’t quite feel the same way about what we had. I felt cheap, used, discarded. I hadn’t realized there was anything wrong with our friendship, anything wrong with our lives. I had thought that college was going to be a new chapter in the same story. Nora was hoping for a different story altogether.

And so we drifted, not apart, but further from one another than we had been. In college, we were still best friends, but while Nora made friends here and there and everywhere, I struggled to be anything other than Nora’s tag along, her odd best friend that people always looked questioningly at. The looks on their faces always asked Who is that? And the whispers followed me. Oh that? That’s Nora’s friend from back home. I guess she just feels sorry for her.

I’m sure no one ever said something like that where Nora could hear them. I know she wouldn’t have taken that kindly. We hung out, just the two of us, but not like before. Not like the old days.

It was even worse when she met Mark. It had been bad enough to have so many other people competing for Nora’s attention. But at least then I could still tell myself that I was her best friend. I still occupied an important and singular position in her life. But a boyfriend? I couldn’t compete with that.

The jealousy was poisonous. I disliked Mark from the start and everything about him: the way he talked, the way he dressed, the kinds of people he hung out with. He was the epitome of everything I hated about the new part of Nora’s life. He was popular and cool and painfully boring, the way all her glitzy friends were. He was the president of his frat, the ringleader of a group of trained monkeys that followed him around and treated him like their king. Shallow as plates and even less interesting, they were all concerned with little more than ‘getting lit’ or ‘getting turnt’ or even ‘getting schwasty with it’, whatever the fuck any of that was supposed to mean.

After months, it eventually led to one of the few fights that Nora and I had ever had. Mark had come up wasted from a party one night and gotten into it with Nora over nothing at all. Just yelling, but that was enough for me. When she told me the story, I let my opinions of Mark—and maybe a few other people she was close with—out into the open. I don’t know what I was expecting really, but to say it didn’t go well would be an understatement.

Nora told me that I didn’t get it. Maybe if I found someone who was into me I would understand how love changed things. Love, ugh barf. Whatever feelings Nora had for Mark, I was quite certain love wasn’t one of them. That she didn’t realize the same was more than a little concerning.

The whole thing resulted in a shouting match right in the hallway outside her sorority suite. Both of us said some things we would rather not have said, raised our voices a little more than was ideal, but we had managed to keep things more or less above the belt. It seemed like things were winding down, both of us getting close to just agreeing to disagree. It was at that moment that one of her sorority sisters decided to open a can of worms.

“Oh just stop, Mia. We all know what this is really about,” One of them shouted. Over the years, the memory of them all has sort of melded into a single annoying person.

“What this is really about?” I turned toward the sound of the voice, my rage birthed anew, ready to set its sights on whomever it was that thought interrupting us was a good idea.

“This isn’t about what Mark said or did. This is about you being in love with Nora.”

The whole world went still. There were other people that day, I remember. Other people out there in the hallway. Our shouts had drawn a crowd. But after those words were spoken, my whole memory goes hazy, shapeless. Everything becomes unclear and all I can remember is standing there, the three of us, looking back and forth between each other. What happened next I only remember from the stories that I heard after.

Nora lit into the girl. I wish I could remember it because apparently it was a sight to see. She dressed her down five different ways and still wasn’t done. By the time the whole thing was over, the poor girl was in tears, or, at least, that was the version of the story I chose to believe.

That was easiest. I could focus on how my best friend had stepped in and defended me from those baseless accusations. Because they were baseless…

They were…weren’t they?


Chapter 3

It’s such an obvious trope, such an obvious punchline that it becomes background noise. I’m not the first lesbian to have a straight best friend. Certainly not the first lesbian to ever have a straight best friend that someone spread rumors about. Hell, even if I was into my straight best friend, even if I had a confusing feeling about her, I would hardly be the first for that either. Especially given how we had grown up together. We had been close since before I even knew my sexuality. It was only to be expected that a few errant fantasies had popped up one time or another. That was perfectly normal, wasn’t it?

When I went to bed those thoughts were on my mind. Those same thoughts were waiting for me when I got up. It had been years since I had felt this way, years since the thought of Nora in any way that was even remotely romantic had even entered into my conscious brain.

Or…well, that wasn’t entirely true. Sometimes, late at night or when I was in a particular mood, I have to admit that Nora had a habit of popping into my…daydreams. It was never like I set out to fantasize about my straight best friend and all the filthy things that we could do together. Usually, it just sort of happened and was always a surprise. It could be weeks or months between appearances and it was usually a one and done kind of thing.

But that was always contained, cordoned off from my real life. I hadn’t had to contend with these kinds of doubts in a long time. Not since that day on the hall, when Nora had stood up for me.

I remembered and focused on Nora being there for me because I didn’t want to focus on anything else. There was a part of me that hated what that girl had said. But did that part of me hate it because it wasn’t true…or because it was?

A decade ago, when it had happened, that question had haunted me. For weeks afterwards, it was all I could think about. Even months later that fear would pop into my head unbidden and leave me puzzled and anxious for days. But I had managed, eventually, to put that behind me and move on with my life.

Until the other day. Until the divorce.

It started that day, the day that Nora told me and the day I put my foot in my mouth with a dumb joke about being into her. It was exactly the kind of joke I very intentionally never made. Not back in highschool when I first realized my sexuality and definitely not later on in college, especially not after I found out that that very idea was apparently a very funny joke to Nora, or at least to her friends.

My own doubts crept in. Why had I decided after all this time to make that joke? From the outside looking in, it was hard not to read into that. But I wasn’t into Nora and I certainly wasn’t in love with her. I couldn’t be. Maybe if that had been all there was, I could have let it slide, but Nora had reacted oddly. Not oddly as in good or oddly as in bad, but oddly as in strange, mysteriously.

Her whole demeanor had changed. Angry, bitter, and upset one minute and the next it was like someone had flipped a switch. And after that I couldn’t read her. Was she upset? Annoyed?

I considered those possibilities and discarded them. They might still be true but if they were, a few apologies would settle it. Nora and I had never managed to stay mad at each other for long.

No, what I spent my time worrying about was why I had said what I said. And why Nora’s reaction had been so odd. Deep down, somewhere, what terrified me was the possibility that it wasn’t just a joke and that Nora’s reaction was because she saw that.

Saw through years of friendship and support, saw through the facades and the barriers that I had built even against my own self knowledge. It wasn’t possible, was it?

If I liked Nora, then I was in for a world of hurt. It would throw a wrench not just in my life, but in hers as well, and at precisely the time when she didn’t need that.

Something else worried me, something deeper, something darker and more forbidden. It was the kind of thing you didn’t even let your mind consciously think. It was too dangerous. Instead, it popped up here and there unbidden, lurking in the recesses of my mind, waiting to surprise me.

What worried me more than anything was the possibility that not only had Nora not taken my comments as a joke, but that she liked them.

What I was more worried about than anything else in the world, was that I secretly had feelings for my best friend…and that she did too.


Chapter 4

I didn’t see Nora for another four days, which, for us, was an eternity. Text messages were left on read, or eventually responded to with a thumbs up or a single emoji. The divorce, Nora explained, was taking all her time, along with all the logistical challenges. Mark was still at the house as was Nora, neither one of them willing, at first, to cede ground.

By the end of the week, though, Nora must have cracked. My phone buzzed and Nora’s name appeared. I kept my expectations in check. I expected another short, perfunctory greeting, or generic description of her day, instead I found this.

Hey Mia, sorry for being so scatterbrained this week. I’ve been trying to keep my head above water, but I think I’m fucking drowning now. I can’t spend another night under the same roof as this asshat. Any chance I could stay with you for a few days, week tops? Just until I get things sorted.

My fingers were already texting a response before I had finished reading the message. My best friend was in need and I was ready to leap into action.

Is that all this is? A voice asked me.

I stopped short, leaving a reply half-written floundering there. I looked at it, erased it, and then I took a deep breath. I’ve never been one for the whole mindfulness and meditation crap. Nothing against it; I’m jealous of the people it works for. But I’ve always been too anxious and antsy to ever get myself to sit still for long enough to do any good. But right now that was what I needed.

I took another breath and then another, trying to just be, to just feel and to let the answers come to me.

What did I feel? Anxiety, excitement, concern. That all made sense. And what else? Confusion, anger, arousal… Well that made sense to–Wait, arousal? The word had popped into my head unbidden and it was of course so out of place that I should have laughed. Would have laughed, that is, if it really had been out of left field.

“Oh no,” I whispered to myself, panic setting in. “Keep it in your pants, Mia! Now is not the time for life altering revelations that you are secretly in love with your best friend.”

Luckily, that did the trick. In a flash all my problems were solved. Pack it in. We can all go home.

If only.

I still didn’t know exactly what I wanted to say, but, worried that my delay was becoming conspicuous, I texted Nora back. Of course she could come and stay with me. For a few days, for a few weeks or longer if that's what it took. No matter how much I had called all of this when it came to Mark, now was not the time for I-told-you-so. Maybe later, down the road, when things had settled down I could get my shots in and explain to Nora just how right I had been. It was a nice thought, no matter how much of a fantasy I knew it to be. I wouldn’t say anything. The same as always.

Nora texted back almost immediately.

Thank you so much, babe. I owe you big time. Promise I’ll make it worth your while ;)

My heart thumped in my chest. My eyes bulged in their sockets. Breathe, Mia, breathe!

Babe was whatever. We called each other that all the time. Owing me big time was likewise nothing new. We owed favors, traded favors, called them in when we needed something. It all just came with the territory when you have a friendship nearly as old as you are. But that last sentence stuck in my mind, echoed there, bounced off the walls again and again, as though I were replaying it in my mind. Maybe out of disbelief. Or maybe…I liked the way it made me feel. And that terrified me to no end.

I’m misreading this, I told myself. But how couldI be? Make it worth my while? What innocent explanation was I supposed to find for that? Was it even possible that there was one?

Nora would be over that evening. If there was an innocent explanation, I would find out about it then. But if there weren’t…

Well, that would be interesting too.


Chapter 5

Nora’s dress did very little to make things easier.

I had been friends with Nora for two entire decades and most of a third. I knew her style, knew what she wore for a casual night in like I knew what she wore for a wild night out. I could guess which blouse she would pick if she had a job interview and which dress she would pick for a wedding, ceremony and reception. I knew her wardrobe as well as I knew my own, which made sense given how often we swapped clothes.

The dress that Nora was wearing when she showed up at my front door was not one I had ever seen before…And what a dress it was!

Nora had always preferred conservative, elegant looks, but the little black dress she was wearing now would have been more fitting in a club in South Beach than it was on my doorstep. Nora had always had an incredible body. Even without my own confused feelings, that was something anyone would have noticed. But in that dress, it was otherworldly.

“Hellooo, Mia?” Nora waved her hand in front of my face. She wore a knowing smile. “Something got you distracted?”

Despite myself, I couldn’t help but glance down at her chest once more before answering. My cheeks were flushed and it took a great deal of effort not to look like I was drooling.

“My eyes are up here,” Nora joked and the lightness in her tone did something to diffuse the tension.

I felt my shoulders relax.

“Well can you blame me?” I ask, making an exaggerated gesture at her chest. “What exactly are you wearing, girl?”

My cheeks were still hot as I struggled to determine whether I had pulled off the joking, lighthearted tone that I was hoping for. I waited, seconds ticking by, to see how Nora would respond. God,I thought to myself, I really need to get out of my own head.

Nora smiled that same knowing, enigmatic smile again, just for a second before it vanished, replaced by her normal friendly grin.

“Had a meeting with the lawyer this afternoon and most of my clothes are already packed. Stopped at the outlets this morning and picked up this number so that I had something appropriate to wear.”

Appropriate. Nora’s tone and demeanor were convincing in a way that her story was not. Okay, sure, she’s packing things up, maybe moving. That’s fair. Some stuff is in boxes. Fine. Maybe even all her clothes. Wouldn’t be like Nora, but maybe I could buy it.

What I could not buy was that this woman had bought that dress because she thought it was appropriate. No, she was good. I could give her that much. But that was when I knew for sure: Nora was up to something. And I had a pretty good idea what it was.

But no matter what the situation, I was resolved not to be the first one to call attention to it. Partly because I was only 99.9% certain that Nora was into me, but mostly because, even if she was, I didn’t know what that meant.

Like I’ve said, it’s not that the thought never crossed my mind. And on paper it was hard to imagine a better match. Nora had the brains, the looks, a stellar career, and likely had even more money coming in because of the divorce. Mark came from money, lots of it, and to hear Nora tell it, very little of it was protected by the pre-nup.

I know. Woe is me! A beautiful woman interested in me that I get along with perfectly? And what’s that? Oh, she’s also rich? My life was sooo difficult.

But jokes aside, what it looked like on paper aside, this was not an idle daydream, not some fantasy or a lark. This was real life. My life. Her life. Our lives. And for almost all of our lives, we had been inseparable. The very best of friends. What if, in trying for more, we lost it all?

The thought of it made me sick to my stomach. Besides, Nora had no idea what she was doing. Just imagine what kind of mental space she must have been in after finding her husband in bed with another woman. Her whole life had been turned upside down. She was adrift, alone, vulnerable. To take her actions at face value would almost be the same as taking advantage of her…right?

All that and more was on my mind as I helped Nora get settled. She had brought two small suitcases and one monstrous sized duffel bag.

“Weird to think,” she said once we had stacked her luggage at the foot of the guest bed, “that everything important to me fits right there.”

“Ummm, excuse me,” I said playfully, “what about me? I’m important, aren’t I?”

It had been meant to lighten the mood, to take her mind off what had happened, instead the joke fell stillborn into an uncomfortable silence. Slowly, I felt Nora’s gaze shift to me. My own face turned, slowly. Our eyes met.

The unspoken tension of that moment floored me. I felt a stab of panic as years and decades of denial and repression were stripped away. All it took was that smile. Shy and small and mysterious, it felt like an invitation and a promise. It spoke of soft and gentle things and of things that were decidedly not gentle. A whole story was contained in that smile. And in that moment I knew that that story was ours, or at least could be. All I had to do was reach out and take it.

“Well,” I said abruptly, fear providing the douse of coldwater that I needed to avoid doing something monumentally stupid. “I’ll let you get settled. I’m off to take a shower before bed. Of course, you know where everything is.”

I turned to step away, but found Nora’s arm wrapping themselves around me, pulling me into a hug. This is it, I thought, foolishly. This is the moment when Nora is going to make her move. My eyes closed against the sensation of her body meeting mine. I waited for what came next: Nora’s lips on mine, tongues tangled, hands and mouths and fingertips exploring each other’s bodies, discovering what it meant to feel good, and—

“Ummm, Mia?”

Nora’s questioning voice snapped me back to reality. My arms were still around Nora whose arms had fallen to her side. Nora was pressed tightly against me, wrapped up in my unconscious bear hug.

“Having a little trouble breathing,” Nora coughed. She laughed as I released her.

“Sorry about that,” I said, blushing hard—and not entirely from embarrassment. “I’m just so glad you’re here. I know things have been awful, but they are going to get better.”

Nora nodded absentmindedly. Her eyes were looking at me, but I sensed they were seeing something else.

“Yes,” she said as though offering her decision on some debate that had played out only in her mind. “Things are going to get much better. And maybe sooner than either of us think.”

I meant to head straight for the shower, but my thoughts distracted me. I had never been more confused in my life. And about so many things: what I wanted, if I had feelings, what Nora wanted and if she did too. Had I read too much into a few odd glances and suggestives turns of phrase? The little incident with the hug suggested so. Nora wasn’t into me, couldn’t be. It was so obvious I couldn’t help but laugh as I entered the bathroom and closed the door behind me. My mind was so frazzled I realized I had already turned the water on when I had made my way back from the guest room to my own. Steam billowed out from the shower, filling the room until the mirrors fogger. A hot shower would set my mind right. A little relaxation and some time to decompress.

Unbidden my mind flashed back to Nora in her dress. I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach as butterflies took flight, flapping in a jumbled and angry bother that made me nearly sick to my stomach. Nora might not be into me, I thought, but it sure looks like I’m into her. Even if it was just at a physical level, this kind of attraction to Nora was new to me.

Not that the thought had never crossed my mind. Nora was hot and I was into girls. It was the kind of thing you couldn’t completely control. But now it felt like no control. This wasn’t a little attraction. This wasn’t, Oh, hey Nora is kinda cute. This was a deep ache, a longing, and lust—primal, ferocious, and animalistic. I didn’t just want Nora in that moment. I needed her. Needed to see the perfect body barely hidden beneath the contours of that little black dress. Needed to feel it pressed against mine.

Nothing was on my mind but the thought of Nora’s naked body. When I opened the shower curtain and came face to face with it, I thought I was hallucinating.

“Mia!” Nora shouted and jumped, nearly slipping on the slick floor of the shower. “Ummm, the shower is occupied.”

My mind went blank. The only thing I had been thinking of was now directly in front of me, so my brain had apparently decided it could duck out for a few minutes. Leave me to sort things on my own.

“I…” There were a lot of things I should have said, would have said, if I had not been so completely gobsmacked by the nude goddess standing in front of me.

Nora was gorgeous and that I had always known. We’re girls anyways. It’s not like there had never been a quick change in front of each other while getting ready for this party or that event. I’d see her in her underwear more times than I could count and even topless a time or two. So, objectively I knew what to expect. But context plays such a crucial role in how we interpret things. And after all that had happened, it was like seeing Nora for the very first time.

The way the water ran in streams down her shoulders and neck, spilling in little rivulets and rivers that sluiced over her olive skin, tucked themselves between her breasts and ran across her toned stomach. She was breathtaking.

“Mia?”

I realized I was staring, probably drooling too. I shook my head, adjusted my gaze up to Nora’s face.

“Sorry,” I said weakly. “I—” I trailed off, shrugged.

Nora’s eyebrows rocketed to her hairline.

“What’s wrong—” the question was only half formed when I felt the warm, wet air against my bare chest. I looked down to see my towel, slipping its way silently to the floor, knocked loose by my shrug.

“Oh my god!” I screamed as I hurriedly picked up the towel and wrapped it back around myself. And then suddenly, my brain started functioning again. “Jesus, Nora. I am so sorry. My mind is just a mess today. I had no idea you were in here. I thought I had already turned the water on and I should have realized—I mean it should have been obvious—”

I don’t know if she knew what she was doing, but as I babbled, Nora reached out a single finger and placed it gently against my lips, silencing me. A surge of electricity arced out from where her skin met my mine and my whole body came alive.

“It’s okay,” she whispered and it was hard not to imagine the husky tones of lust in her voice. Or was I imagining it at all? She smirked at me, her eyes holding my gaze. “Well,” she said, “at least I know that post-divorce, I’ve still got it.”

Her finger was still on my lips. Those words sent a jolt through me. I was a puddle. I could feel the heat between my legs, imagined what it would be like for Nora to take that finger, trace a path down my neck, making lines across my collarbone, before heading lower, between the swell of my breasts. I wanted her, needed her to touch me, to put her hand between my legs, to feel the heat and the wetness and the arousal that was all because of her.

I’m not sure what I was waiting for, what I expected. For her to say, “well, since you’re here, why don’t you join me?” And then cue, hot passionate lesbian sex? Sadly that kind of porn logic is rare in real life, especially in the moments that you need it—or want it—the most.

The moment lingered and then Nora’s finger dropped. I mumbled another apology and turned on my heels and fled.


Chapter 6

I hid in my room for the rest of the night. The next morning I awoke to a knock.

“Winminnit!” I shouted, the corner of my pillow still halfway in my mouth. I spit it out and tried again. “One minute!”

It was Nora, obviously, but I was still half asleep and pushed away the covers without much thought to the previous night. I was still rubbing the sleep from my eyes when I opened the door. The moment I saw the surprise on Nora’s face, I realized my mistake: I was topless!

It was how I always slept and had for years. Just more comfortable that way. There was certainly nothing meant to be lewd about it, but standing in the doorway, tits out for the whole world to see—okay, just Nora, but you know—that seemed like a hard and awkward argument to make.

Oh no, Nora, I imagined myself saying, I know I made inappropriate comments about being into you and then ‘accidentally’ barged in on you in the shower, but these right here? Oh, that’s just about comfort. Don’t mind my tits. Definitely no pattern to my behavior here.

I thought of other things to say. Most of them sounded even more insane. Thankfully, Nora saved me.

“Well, good morning to you!” Her laugh was light and airy and helped to diffuse the awkward tension of the whole thing. “And good morning to you girls too!”

She looked down at my chest as she said the second part. I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. If I had wanted to crawl into a hole and die before—well, now I wasn’t even sure what I wanted to do to get away from the situation.

“I guess fair is fair,” Nora said, acting as though this whole situation was the most casual thing in the world. She brushed past me, walking into the room and took a seat on the corner of the bed. “A flashing for a flashing!”

I was glad at least that Nora seemed to be taking things in stride, making a joke out of the awkwardness, but I was still more than a little confused. What was she doing here? Why was she in my room now sitting on my bed after I had answered the door topless? The fog of sleepiness still hung heavy in my brain, but I didn’t think it was just that. The situation, from an objective standpoint, was more or less ridiculous.

“Nora, what is going on?”

I tried to keep the tone in my voice light, but I was concerned. This wasn’t normal. I was concerned about the situation generally, but mostly about her. She wasn’t acting like herself. She was just a few days past the painful end of a painful marriage. It was a delicate position to be in. Anyone might lose it. Even if only a little.

Nora sighed and the levity in her demeanor vanished.

“You know, when I caught them together, do you know what my first thought was?”

There was something bitter and sardonic in her tone. I felt it better to let her talk at her own pace; I stood there waiting.

“The first thing I thought was just that it made some kind of sense.”

Nora took a breath and opened her mouth to speak again. She paused searching for the words. I felt a stab of pity in my breast when she said that. I had had friends go through similar things. Some shithead partner cheats on them and the internalized and a completely bullshit guilt consumes them. It wasn’t that some ass clown betrayed them. No, really they had missed the signs, hadn’t been the good wife or partner or whatever. I didn’t think it was possible to be angrier at Mark, but seeing Nora turn the blame inward left me incensed.

“Nora,” I interjected as she opened her mouth to speak again, “you can’t blame yourself. None of us is the perfect partner. It doesn’t give our other halves permission to jump into bed with whoever tickles their fancy.”

Nora smiled and shook her head.

“No, Mia. That’s not really what I mean.”

There was a pause that hung heavy in the room, as pregnant as could be. The anticipation was so strong that I had more or less completely forgotten that I was topless.

“I mean that when I saw him in bed with her, I understood it. I was jealous. But not of her.”

“Oh,” I said immediately, my mouth moving faster than my mind. And then, the realization hit. “Ohhhhhhhh.”

I was blushing again, my mind a scattered and tangled mess of a million different thoughts. My heart slammed against my chest.

“Umm, that’s…well, oh, um,” I stumbled over my words like drunk in the dark. “That is certainly a big thing to realize and ummm…I mean, obviously I know something about that—I mean not about her, or…Oh, boy.” I took a deep breath and tried to settle myself. “Why don’t I just put a shirt on and we can talk?”

Nora waved that suggestion away casually. And patted a spot next to her on the bed.

“Don’t worry about it. They're just tits. We both have them. I’d really like to talk to you about this.”

Hearing Nora’s words, my mouth went dry.

“Oh,” I said, moving toward the dresser, “it’s no big deal. It will only take a minute.”

“What about now?”

I turned and nearly fell over my own feet as I watched Nora grip the neck of her t-shirt with both hands and pull it down. Her tits spilled out of the neckline in all their naked glory. Despite everything that was going on, I felt a throb in my clit so strong, it made my eyes go wide and the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“Now both our tits are out. So can we please talk about this now?”

What the fuck is my life right now? That question echoed in my head, repeating itself as it bounced around an otherwise empty and baffled mind.

“Ummm…”

I tried to keep a clear head but it was all too much. I kept finding my eyes drifting down to Nora’s chest. There was something off about the whole situation. The casual way she sat there as though there was nothing sexual about any of this was almost enough to convince the logical part of my mind. But the deeper animal part of my brain was already succumbing to lust. And could you really blame me?

Here was my gorgeous best friend, with her tits on full display, sitting in my room, on my bed, telling me about how she was attracted to the bombshell that her husband had cheated on her with, and asking me to sit down on the bed next to her to talk. The implications were obvious enough that even I no longer had any doubts.

It was a strange way to go about it, but it was clear what was happening. And it made me wonder if what had happened last night had been an accident at all.

“Nora…” I struggled to find the words. “This is insane.”

“What do you mean?” she affected a casual air that playfully dismissed my concerns.

“Nora, you are sitting topless on my bed telling me that the first thing you thought about when you found your husband in bed with another woman was that you wanted to trade places with him!”

“And?” Nora raised one eyebrow defiantly.

“And…” I threw my hands up in exasperation. “A girl could get ideas.”

I saw a smile spread slowly across Nora’s face and I knew that I had picked the wrong thing to say.

“What kind of ideas?” she asked and the danger in her eyes made me gulp.

“Nora…”

She stood up, sauntered over to me. I had always thought Nora was attractive, very much so, but this was a side of her I had never seen before: sexy, confident, assertive. It did nothing to make her less attractive. Or to make any of this any easier.

“You’re going to be saying that name…” she drew out her words and gave me a wink that made my stomach do flips. “A lot.”

And the next thing I knew, I felt her lips against mine. Some voice, deep in the back of my reasoning brain, screamed at me that this was a terrible idea. But the voice was soft and faint and far away, soon drowned out by a deep and needy hunger. I kissed Nora like my life depended on it and she kissed me back with the same frenetic intensity.

None of this made sense. None of this was a good idea. I was waging two wars. One was in my mind, as logic struggled to win out of lust and passion and desire. The other war being waged was the one between Nora and myself as we attempted in ways continually more aggressive and passionate to devour one another.

Her tongue slipped past my lips, met my own. My hand found a handhold on the swell of her hips and slid back, cupping her ass. I squeezed it gently as we both stumbled toward the bed. Our tits pressed together, and now and again her nipple would brush against my own and I moaned into her, my whole body going nearly slack as the sensation overwhelmed me. It happened again just as we reached the bed and I tumbled onto it, pulling Nora down with me.

She ended up on top of me, straddling me across the waist. Her big heavy tits hung tantalizingly in front of my face. I wanted nothing more than to lean forward and take one of them in my mouth. Nora gave me no time to consider my next move before she was all over me again. I felt her fingers on my waistband, gliding across, not going in, but teasing. My whole body trembled. She kissed my neck hard enough to make me yelp and I knew I would have hickey there later.

“This is a terrible idea,” I said half-heartedly as Nora’s lips brushed against my earlobe.

“I know,” she whispered to me, her voice husky with desire. “That’s why it’s so fucking hot.”

Nora’s fingers slipped inside my waistband and the whole world shook. My breath caught in my chest as I felt her fingers inch their way lower. I was a mess, a wreck, a puddle. In that moment, I would have done anything she told me. Any resistance I had been trying to cultivate evaporated completely. Defenses crumbled away as I surrendered completely to Nora. There were a million reasons this was an awful idea. And at that moment none of them mattered.

“Oh, Nora!”

I couldn’t believe the situation I found myself in: moaning my ‘straight’ best friend's name as her finger found my clit and circled it. My whole body shook with the pleasure of it. I had wanted this for so long, for years and years, I realized.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, the slightest bit of hesitancy crossing into her voice.

It dawned on me then that she had never done this before! To herself, almost certainly, but never with another woman. She was nervous. I made sure to heap on the encouragement.

“Feels so fucking good, babe,” I said and then winked. “You sure you’ve never done this before?”

I saw the lust kindle in her eyes at that and a sultry smile crept across her face. She slipped one finger inside me. I gasped. White hot pleasure coursed through my body, rolling in waves of warmth across my skin, shooting like lighting through my nerves. My mouth lolled open and my eyes were half-closed, delirium and desire filling me up.

“And what about that?” Nora cooed, her lips pressed against my ear.

“So good,” I half-mumbled, half-moaned. I’m not even sure she heard me. I was too lost to care. Another finger slipped inside me. The world flashed silver and white and then silver again. I closed my eyes hard enough to see colors. It had only been a few minutes and I felt an orgasm already rushing on. I wanted to tell her. To let her know that I was close, but when I opened my mouth the only thing that escaped my lips was a moan in the shape of her name. Again and again and again.

“Nora, Nora, Nora…”

So close, so very close. Two fingers inside of me. Nora’s lips kissing down my neck, her tits pressed against my bare skin. I was in heaven. I wanted this moment here with her, this moment that I waited for for so many years, to last forever. Such a long time waiting for something I had never even realized I was waiting for. And now, realizing it, I wanted to live in this moment, tangled up with Nora, exploring each other’s bodies for the rest of my life.

My body had other ideas. Nora’s lips crept back up, rested against my ears.

“Are you going to cum for me Mia? Are you going to cum for your straight best friend?”

I was already close. Already threatening to hurtle past the point of no return. So when Nora whispered that filthiness into my ear, I completely lost it. This was not a composed, cool orgasm, divine and graceful, some dainty and feminine thing. This was an intense whole body experience, raw and passionate and animalistic. Frantic, frenetic, and almost panicked as the pleasure reached such heights I almost thought it might be too much, that it might overwhelm me. I nearly fainted. But I didn’t, and as Nora continued to finger fuck me I held on for dear life. Until I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t see, couldn’t speak. I had had orgasms before, too many to count, but they all paled in comparison to this. This was the one. The big, rolling, unending, body wracking, skin tingling, earth-shattering orgasm against which all other orgasms would be compared.

After, my body ached, sweet and deep and pleasurable. It felt good and right and beautiful in a way that was new to me. It took a moment for the room to stop spinning and longer still for me to catch my breath. Nora had rolled off of me in the meantime, giving me space to recover.

I turned and looked over at her. The hunger in her eyes was as intense as ever. I felt my own arousal stir again between my legs. I would have told you I needed more time, but seeing Nora there like that made me suddenly impatient. I needed her, again. Now.


Chapter 7

We laid on the bed, lips locked, hands exploring each other's bodies. Nora’s shirt, which had not been doing much of a job covering her, was gone. I didn’t remember when that had happened. A few minutes later her pants were gone and then my shorts. No recollection of that either. The whole thing was like a fever dream of lust hurtling from one scattered scene to the next. The pace was fast, frenetic, impatient and eager and delighted. Nothing had ever felt like this.

I’m not sure how long we kissed like that, hungrily attacking one another with lips and tongues and hands. But eventually my jaw grew tired, the muscles in my face ached. I pulled back, giving myself a brief reprieve. Nora was smiling from ear to ear.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” she whispered.

“Me neither,” I said and I couldn’t, not really. I had only woken up…a half hour ago? An hour? In the throes of passion, time had ceased to move in a steady and predictable way. Part of me felt like I had only spent a few brief seconds with Nora. Another part felt as though we had spent a lifetime in bed together like this. The dream-like strangeness of just having woken up still hovered in my head, making it almost possible to believe that this was still a dream.

I pinched myself. Nora raised an eyebrow.

“Just making sure,” I said and then I kissed her again.

She laughed and kissed me back, lighter and more playful than what had come before, but no less alluring. It suddenly hit me that there were so many ways to kiss and I wanted to explore them all with Nora.

“You’re not dreaming, babe,” Nora kissed at my neck, down to my collar bone. She paused there and looked up at me, suddenly bashful.

“Can I tell you something?”

What was that in her voice? Excitement? Nerves? Trepidation?

I nodded slowly, carefully, as though I might decide to take it back halfway through. I didn’t.

“I’ve thought about this for years.”

Years. The word echoed in my head. I heard it but my brain refused to comprehend. It didn’t make sense. My best friend, who until very recently had been—by all accounts, including her own—very straight, was telling me that she had thought about sleeping with me for years? My ears burned and a sense of vertigo passed over me.

“Years?” I didn’t know what else to say.

“Oh, no, not like some obsession or anything,” Nora stumbled over her words trying to explain. “But occasionally, now and then, I’d have a late night, maybe Mark was away or had passed out early from drinking. Anyway, I’d get to feeling a little frisky and, well, I’ve always thought you were so pretty. So many girls are, but Mia, you are a goddess. Your smooth skin, your curves, the way you smile.” She was blushing now, rambling, and I was loving every second of it. “And I would…I’d sometimes find myself scrolling through old pictures of you on my phone. For a long time, that was all I did. I’m not even sure if I connected it to being turned on. I kind of lied to myself I guess. Telling myself in those moments I was just lonely and seeing pictures of my best friend helped.”

Her cheeks were beet red. I wanted to kiss her so badly, but something held me back. Hearing her say this all out loud was like having a front row seat to the sexual awakening that had led to this moment, that had led to Nora here in bed with me.

“Just lonely, huh?” I needled her a bit, gave her a playful punch in the shoulder.

She laughed. “Like I said, I was lying to myself.”

“And why do you think that was?” My cheeks were sore, from the kissing before partly, but now from the smile that split my face from ear to ear; I couldn’t help myself.

Nora rolled her eyes. “On a bit of a fishing expedition, are we?”

I shrugged, bashfully: a silent and playful maybe.

Nora smiled back at me. “Fine, I guess after what we just did, giving you the juicy details about this is kind of table stakes.”

She paused and took a breath.

“But eventually there was more.” She fixed me with her gaze. I felt my mind going numb. This girl! I thought. She had a knack for this sort of thing, story and seduction mixed together until there was no distance between them. I wiggled on the line and she let me, waiting, drawing it out, before she would reel me in. “I remember the first time. It was one of those nights. Late, you know. I found myself drawn to your pictures like I had been before. But there was something bubbling up, something that I guess had always been there but something that night—maybe something I ate, something I dreamed, something in the air—brought it hurtling toward the surface. I scrolled through your pictures until I came to one of us at the beach. From that trip we took the summer after junior year to the Outer Banks. Our arms were around each other's shoulders. I was looking at the camera. You were looking at me.”

She paused again, her breath nearly trembling. I smiled at her, reassuringly. It was important that she get through this, that she get this out, and that she do it herself.

“I saw…something in the way you looked at me. No one else has ever looked at me like that. Certainly not Mark. And before I really knew what was happening, my hand was between my legs. I was so wet, Mia. Soaked. Because of you. Because of that look on your face.” She smiled, then laughed. “And I mean, that bathing suit too. You looked fucking incredible in it. I imagined taking it off you.”

I was torn. On the one hand, this was serious. Nora was coming out to me, in her own fashion. Yes, we had made out, we had stripped each other nearly to nude, and she had made me cum but hearing it all out loud, how she felt, how she realized, was a different thing entirely.

On the other hand, I was elated, excited, and more than a little aroused. I hung on her every word, each tone and accent turning me on, making me fall even more for her than I already had. It thrilled me as much as it terrified me. Everything was happening so fast and there was very little blood flow getting to my brain to help me think through things logically. I listened intently as Nora continued.

“It wasn’t long before I came,” she looked me dead in the eyes as she said this. “I came so hard, Mia. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. Not with Mark, not with myself, not with anyone.” She looked down, suddenly embarrassed.

“What is it?” I asked, my curiosity overcoming my desire to give Nora her space.

“You’ll laugh.”

“I won’t.” I put a hand on hers and that seemed to calm her down. She gave a thin smile and took another deep breath.

“It was the best orgasm of my entire life. I touched myself again that night. A few times. That same picture. And then other nights and other pictures. At first it was a few times a month and then a few times a week. There were ebbs and flows but the trajectory was unmistakable. But that first time was still the highest of highs. It was indescribable.”

“Best orgasm of your life, huh?” I teased her. “Just from little old me?”

“Well,” she bit her lips seductively, looked me up and down with a hunger that made me shiver, “best orgasm of my life, so far.”

My clit throbbed at that.

“Oh, fuck yes,” I cooed, stroked Nora’s hair. “That’s my good girl.”

As I said it, her eyes clouded over, her lips parted and a soft moan escaped. Her eyes snapped open wide.

“Oh,” she said and then again, “Oh. Mia, I think…” she paused, trying to contain giggles like an excited schoolgirl. “I like that. I really like that.”

That was good to know. I filed that away for future use. And trust me, there would be future use.

But for now, I had other priorities. I looked Nora directly in the eyes. “Can you be a good girl for me and lose these?” My finger played with the waistband of her underwear. I leaned in, whispered into her ear. “I want to taste you.”

In a flash, Nora complied. She was as eager as could be. It was equal parts adorable and out of control sexy, which was, in truth, a good description of Nora generally. She could be fun and quirky and cute, or serious and sultry and sexy. The more I let myself consider the possibility of this being real, the more the realization dawned on me. Nora was my dream girl; no one is perfect, but she felt perfect for me. Everything I wanted in a relationship and it had been under my nose for my entire life. Funny how things work out sometimes.

“Mia?”

I smiled apologetically. “Sorry, daydreaming again.”

“Oh?” Nora asked playfully. “About what?”

I brought one finger to my chin and stroked it like I was putting deep thought into the question. “Well, about this I guess,” I said and then I dove between Nora’s legs.

“Holy fuck!” The floodgates opened immediately. As I began to devour Nora with reckless abandon, she immediately let loose with a torrent of curses, yelps, and moans.

Her back arched as she scooted her hips forward, pressing herself into me. Her legs wrapping around my shoulders, pressing me forward, my tongue burrowing deeper into her folders, probing, testing, teasing. I drank her like I was dying of thirst and hers was the only wetness in the world. It was a nearly divine experience as I bent to my task, so intent on delivering pleasure to my straight best friend the likes of which she had never known. It made my pride swell just a little to hear Nora tell me about the best orgasm of her life, but that wasn’t enough for me. I didn’t just want to be the reason for it; I wanted to be the one to give it to her.

And from the pace of her moaning and from the increasing incoherence of her speech, I could tell that I was giving to her pretty good. She was getting close now. I’ve had more than a little experience at this sort of thing and with that kind of experience comes a sixth sense. There’s a slight shift in the pace and quality of the breath, a minute change in the coloring of the skin, some subtle difference in the movements of the body, the tensing and untensing of muscles in the hands, in the neck, in the face. I knew that Nora’s orgasm was imminent even before she did.

Her eyes snapped open as my tongue darted across her clit. She was ready.

“Oh my god, Mia,” she panted, gasping for breath. “That feels…I can’t even…”

She trailed off, her head dropping softly back to the pillow. Her eyes closed, softly at first and then tightly as the pleasure rushed in. Her mouth opened in a soft, silent O. And then it hit. Eyes snapped open again, back arched, her hands grabbing at the sheets, balling them up between fingers whose knuckles were turning white.

“Miiiiiiiiia!”

My name was her prayer as I ate her until her whole world spun, shattered, and came back together. She was panting, screaming, whimpering by the time I finally relented. I hadn't even realized her fingers had been in my hair until, gently, she pulled me up and our lips met.

“Holy shit,” Nora huffed. She smiled mischievously. “I taste incredible.”

She licked her lips. Pulled me in again to taste her juices which covered my lips and chin.

“You certainly do,” I said.

“Mia,” Nora said, her demeanor growing ever so slightly more serious. “That was the best orgasm I have ever had in my life.”

I smiled back at her, felt the pride blooming in my chest.

“So far,” I said and kissed her on the forehead. “The best orgasm of your life, so far.”


Chapter 8

The next day there was a knock at the door.

I was expecting a package and opened the door without thinking. I was in the middle of conversation with Nora, who was sitting in the kitchen. I came to a sudden halt mid sentence, too surprised to continue speaking.

Mark was at the door.

“What do you want, Mark?” I asked loud enough to be sure that Nora heard me.

“Oh, what the fuck?” I heard cursing from the kitchen and then the sound of angry footsteps.

Mark didn’t have a chance to open his mouth before Nora was there, spitting vitriol in his direction.

I slunk backwards, letting the two of them ‘talk’ it out, if you could call the exchange of verbal assaults ‘talking’. I wanted to slip out of earshot, feeling as though I was eavesdropping on something that was none of my business. But given the circumstances, there was no way that I was going to leave Nora alone with this fuck. And I certainly wasn’t going to let him step foot inside my apartment.

“Look Nora, if you just let me come in, I can explain the whole thing.”

I opened my mouth to shut it down, but Nora beat me to the punch.

“Fuck off, Mark. There’s nothing to explain. You’re a cheater and an asshole, and I know you’ve been the latter for years now, probably the former too. We have nothing to say to each other. Expect the divorce papers in the mail later this week.”

“So that’s what this is about?” he scoffed. “One little indiscretion and now you get dollar signs in your eyes. Just an up-jumped little gold digger, trying to—”

I hadn’t even realized I had stepped forward, didn’t remember deciding to lift my hand, bring it down, hard across his face. The sound of my hand smacking loudly against his cheek brought me back to reality. I had slapped Mark!

“Not in my fucking house,” I growled, shocking myself as the words came tumbling out.

Mark’s eyes watered as he held his quickly reddening cheek. His voice was thready and high pitched.

“You hit me!” He exclaimed in disbelief. His eyes were wide and tear filled and wild. “That bitch hit me!”

Nora raised a hand and Mark shrunk away. I stepped in between them.

“Okay, that was enough of that.” I turned to Mark. “I’m sorry I shouldn’t have done that. I—”

“Damn right, you fucking cun—”

Smack! This time it was Nora.

“Jesus Christ!” Mark exclaimed, hopping one leg.

In truth, neither of us had hit him very hard. His pride was more wounded than his cheek, cowed by two women. I’m sure that stung his fragile little manhood.

As he was leaving, he couldn’t resist one parting shot.

“Whatever, Nora. You’re right I’ve been cheating on you for years. Never really satisfied if you know what I mean. And Amber?” Amber was the girl he had been caught in bed with. “Well worth it. Two birds with one stone really. I got that sweet young body and now she’s helped me get rid of you. Maybe I’ll give her a call. Ask her to move into our house with me. How would you like that? A younger, sexier model just sliding right in to take your place. Sounds nice.”

He turned and left Nora shaking in the doorway. Her fists were clenched at her sides. I could see the rage and hurt written clearly on her face. I waited for her to scream, to cry, maybe to chase after him, tackle him to the ground and beat his brains out (obviously joking here, but you catch my drift).

Instead, she started to laugh. At first, I expected those laughs to turn to sobs, but they did not. A smile spread across her face. She turned to me and, in a move I did not expect, she pulled me in for a kiss. My eyes were still open in shock as her lips met mine and we melted into one another.

We kissed for thirty seconds before Nora pulled away, still grinning ear to ear.

“What?” I asked. “What is going on? Why are you so happy?”

“I have an idea,” she said. “It’s really dumb, but—”

“Well, maybe we should—”

“And really, really hot.”

There was a pause.

“Okay,” I said, “now you have my attention.”

It took a few hours before I even started to come around to the idea.

“That’s batshit insane,” I believe were the first words out of my mouth.

Nora had only laughed at that, barrelled ahead with the explanation, undaunted. The whole conversation had gone that way. Nora would explain another part of her plan, either one I needed clarification on or some new part that she thought might assuage my concerns. At each stage, I thought that she sounded like a crazy person and at each stage she managed to cajole me into something that might have started to look like acceptance.

It was still insane. There was no question. But she hadn’t been wrong: it was hot. So fucking hot. As I’ve alluded to, I was much more experienced than Nora, obviously with women specifically, but just generally in terms of the number of partners I had, the things I tried, etc, etc, and so on and so on. But I had never done this. And if I was honest with myself, it had always been a fantasy of mine.

A threesome.

Despite what softcore Cinemax documentaries might lead you to believe about the lives of sorority girls, being a lesbian in college had involved a lot fewer sexually charged pillow fights between groups of experimental young women than I had been led to believe. But that didn’t mean the idea didn’t appeal to me, even with all its stereotypical undertones. At the end of the day, the math seemed simple: if being with one woman was hot, being with two women at the same time had to be even hotter.

Nora, apparently, agreed. Enthusiastically, so.

“Just think about how much fun it would be,” she said, ignoring the more substantive points of my objection.

“Oh, trust me. That’s just about all I can think about. It’s what I’m trying very hard not to think about, because if I do, I know the logical side of my brain is going to lose out quickly.”

“Well, that’s a sign, isn’t it!”

“Being horny isn’t a sign.”

“It might be.”

I laughed and shook my head. A threesome. Why was I so reluctant to agree to something I had always wanted? Part of it was just caution and good sense. This was all very very new to Nora. Very very fraught. Her marriage, her possibly newfound sexuality, the fact that said sexuality was being explored with her best friend: the list went on and on and the long and the short of it was that this was an incredibly delicate and complex situation. And so the best course of action, according to Nora, was for us to have a threesome.

But not with just anyone.

“You can’t be serious,” I had said when she told me her target. The idea went from “this is crazy” to “if we think this is a good idea, we both need to get our heads checked ASAP” in a heartbeat.

“There’s a certain symmetry in it, don’t you think?” Nora was enjoying this. She was making me squirm and she knew it. Even if I didn’t give in, I had the feeling Nora would still have gotten a great deal out of this before all was said and done.

“Symmetry?” I repeated, trying to wrap my head around what this logic was.

“Sure,” she said. “He throws her back in my face. Says she’s going to be living in our house. The little fucker. So we turn it around, seduce her. And then rub it in his face. Only all the rubbing and the faces would be on our side of things in the literal sense, just to be clear.”

The nonchalant way she talked about the whole thing somehow just made it all so much hotter. The longer the conversation went on, the more I found myself agreeing, but not because of any careful or logical consideration. She was relentless. I was horny. It was a dangerous combination. Looking back, I think she knew exactly what she was doing.

“This is insane,” I said for what was far from the first time. “You want to seduce Amber, the woman you found your husband in bed with, as part of an elaborate plot to get one over on your soon to be ex-husband and to prevent said douche from being able to sleep with the nubile young coed. Is that correct?”

Nora’s face became suddenly somber.

“I think that’s an accurate summary of the situation,” she said with mock seriousness.

“Oh yea,” I said and laughed. “That’s absolutely insane.”

“But hot,” Nora retorted.

I sighed.

“But hot,” I said and shook my head. “Very, very hot.”


Chapter 9

“This has to be illegal.”

“Why would it be illegal?”

“It’s like entrapment or blackmail, or something.” I was playing my final cards, and that only half-heartedly. I wanted this as much as she did, but I was trying to make the smart decision rather than the decision I wanted.

“Blackmail? I’m not threatening to tell anyone anything. I’m not even demanding anything. I just told her that I wanted to chat. And she agreed.”

“She agreed? Why would she do that?”

Nora shrugged. “You can ask her when she gets here. Should be soon.”

Nora sat calmly in my living room on the couch while I paced back and forth. I told myself that as soon as I sat down the battle would be lost. Part of me knew that it already was. Shortly after, there was a knock at the door.

Nora flashed me a hungry smile and went to go get it. Finally, I sat, frantically smoothing the fabric of my skirt. I heard voices from the hall. And then footsteps.

Amber lived up to her reputation. And to her name.

The first thing that struck me was her beautiful hair, strands of bronze, and red, and gold that made her hair look like copper catching the sun. She had green eyes and big pouty lips. She was on the petite side, compared to Nora and me. The top of her head would have come about even to my mouth, based on what I saw. But despite her small stature, she blew us both away in the curves department. If it weren’t for the first hand experience I was about to gain to the contrary, I would have assumed that the only way to get those parts on that frame would have been as an after-market modification. But lo and behold, Amber’s bountiful tits and to die for ass were all natural.

When she entered the room any thought I had of how we were going to avoid all this went completely out the window. I needed to have this girl. Twenty-two, curvy, with kissable lips and bedroom eyes. Was it hot in here? It felt like it was getting hot. As Nora came up behind her, and the two of them stood in front of me in the living room, I felt the urge to salivate. Forget about what I wanted to do to Amber. Now all I could think was the two of them. What Nora was going to do to this wanton little slut who had seduced her husband.

“Umm, hi,” Amber said to me. She seemed confused by who I was, by what I was doing there, which was, of course, quite fair.

“Amber,” Nora said, stepping up next to her and placing a hand on her shoulder. “This is my friend Mia. I’m staying with her while this situation works itself out.”

“The…oh, right.” Amber’s eyes were downcast, her cheeks red. She was wearing a pair of black leggings and a plain v-neck t-shirt. On most people, it would have been a modest look, but with Amber’s curves straining to be free, it looked almost pornographic. I could feel the familiar stirrings between my legs.

“Why don’t you take a seat on the couch there next to Mia?”

Amber stood frozen for a moment, not really understanding, but, maybe not knowing what else to do, she eventually shrugged and walked over. She smiled apologetically at me as she took a seat. Nora sat next to her on the other side. There was an open chair across from us, and three stools that backed up the counter and could be used either to join company in the kitchen or in the living room, depending on which way you turned. We were entirely too close to one another. The tension was palpable.

“So,” Nora said, smiling warmly at the younger girl. “I’m really glad you agreed to have this conversation.”

“Umm, yea, listen I’m really sorry about all that. I didn’t—”

Nora reached up and put a finger on Amber’s lips, silencing her. It was the same move Nora had used on me earlier. Somehow, watching her do it to someone else was even hotter. My skin was flushed now and I felt like I was burning up. I took a deep breath while trying not to look like I was taking a deep breath. Whatever game Nora was playing at, I was letting her take the reins.

“No need for apologies,” Nora said. Her tone was lighthearted and casual. She was very convincing. “Mark was an ass. No, you don’t need to try to defend him or take the blame. I don’t know what you knew. I don’t know what he told you. I’m through with him and good-fucking-riddance. But you…” Nora trailed off, her voice dripping with implications. She smiled and I felt a thrill go through me. God, that smile! “I’m very much not done with you, hun.”

Amber’s face was red. Whether from confusion and guilt, or whether it was beginning to dawn on her what Nora was saying, I wasn’t yet sure. But I was hanging on every moment, watching from the sidelines as Nora tried her hand at seduction. Call me biased, but I was fairly confident she could pull it off. It had worked on me after all.

“With m-me?” Amber was flustered and it was hard to blame her.

Nora’s wolfish smile spread from ear to ear. She leaned in, inviting Amber into our conspiracy.

“I just don’t think it was fair, if you think about it.”

“Not fair?” Amber’s eyes were darting back and forth between the two of us.

“Exactly, now you’re getting it,” Nora said, choosing to misunderstand Amber’s confusion as agreement. “You see,” Nora’s hand fell into Amber’s lap, the movement so casual it could have almost been an accident. I, of course, knew that it wasn’t. From the way that Amber gulped I think that reality was starting to dawn on her as well.

“Am I not pretty?” Nora asked, batting her eyelashes in a fashion almost too exaggerated to take seriously. Amber was too flustered to notice.

Her eyes glanced down at the hand in lap, back up at Nora.

“Of course you are,” Amber said, her voice trembling. “But I don’t know what—”

Again. Finger on the lips, but this time, after Amber went quiet, it slid down, and then Nora’s hand was cupping the girl’s chin.

“I think you do know,” Nora whispered. “Did you ever think that maybe I wanted a turn too?”

There it was. The thinnest veneer of normalcy had been all we started with and now even that had been tossed aside. This was a delicate moment. Things could go so right, or so wrong.

“A turn?” Amber mouthed the words again, incredulity straining her voice.

“When I saw you in bed with him, I was very, very jealous.” Nora’s hand slid up her leg. The room was so quiet you could hear a pin drop. “But I wasn’t jealous of you” I watched the realization dawn on Amber’s face, eyes widening, pupils dilating. “I was jealous of him. Jealous that he got to do this.”

Nora leaned forward and kissed her. When their lips met, I felt it. The phantom sensation of it as I lived vicariously through them. I watched, unblinking, my own arousal hurtling to dangerous levels. It wasn’t a peck, not a gentle little thing, it was deep and passionate and before long they were making out. Hands all over each other’s bodies. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life and so far I was just a bystander!

They broke their kiss. The tension was heavy in the room, so thick you could have cut it with a knife. Even breathing seemed like it could upset the delicate balance of this moment when everything hung in the balance…

“Wow,” Amber said, a smile spreading across her face. I watched the hunger awaken in her eyes. “You’re an even better kisser than he was.”

Nora raised an eyebrow, her expression going suddenly cross.

“I’ll let that one slide,” she said, slipping into some matronly authoritative voice that gave me chills. I knew this was just part of the act, but I found myself oddly drawn to this character that Nora was playing. “But from here on out, you will not mention him again. Not unless you want to get punished.”

“And what if I do?” Amber said defiantly.

Who was this girl? I asked myself. The same girl that was enough of a slut to hop into bed with a married man, I reminded myself. Amber’s youth and her initial shyness had lowered my guard, made me underestimate her, when if I just went off what I knew, her being slutty enough to be into this wasn’t much of a stretch. Nora’s instincts had been correct. And nothing in the world could have made me happier.


“Stand up,” Nora commanded. The authority in her voice was so strong I almost stood up myself. I put my hands on my legs to prevent myself from following my instinct. 

Amber, on the other hand, jumped to her feet almost instantly. She looked at Nora, bedroom eyes, opening and closing, batting her eyelashes. I felt a small stab of jealousy. I wanted her to be looking at me that way, or for Nora to. Suddenly, I felt left out.

“Good,” Nora said as her smile turned wicked. “Now lose the pants and whatever is underneath them.”

My heart slammed against my breastbone. Zero-to-sixty. That was apparently the pace that Nora was aiming for. Her voice was so alluring, it almost felt like I was in a trance. It seemed to have the same effect on Amber. Faster than I could blink, Amber was standing in front of us naked from the waist down. My eyes poured over her body.

“Would you do honors, babe?”

It took me a moment to realize she was talking to me. Nora hadn’t forgotten about me completely. I stood up quickly, perhaps a little over eager to get my turn in the game.

“Sample the wares a bit?”

Nora nodded slowly. I was almost jealous of Amber. Something about the way Nora was treating her like an object, the way we were talking about her like she wasn’t even there, like she was some toy or some piece of meat made solely for our pleasure—it thrilled me to no end. Maybe the next go round, we could change the roles up. I wanted to see what it was like to be their little fucktoy.

But first things first.

I crossed over to Amber and took the kiss that I wanted. It had looked so hot when Nora had kissed her, I couldn’t help myself. Her plump, delicious lips met mine, and then our tongues were in each other’s mouths. My hands roamed her body, keeping at first to the still clothes areas. I leaned in, whispered in her ear about all the filthy things we were going to do to her, how we were going to use her nubile little body until she passed out from the pleasure.

“You aren’t going to be able to walk straight for a month, little slut,” I whispered as I kissed her neck. Amber shivered and then my fingers started to explore lower.

They slipped off the hem of her shirt and met the bare skin just below her navel. Past that was smooth sailing, literally. Amber was completely bald down there, waxed. And recently too. Her skin was smooth as my fingers hovered across it, making my way between her legs…

My finger slipped inside her. Just the tip and nothing more. She was soaked. Her knees wobbled and a tiny, sexy moan escaped her lips. Her eyes were half closed and her weight leaned into me. I added another finger, let the first one sink deeper. She was whimpering now. Mumbling and moaning into my ear, her words coming too fast for me to understand. I picked up the pace and she melted into me. She was close to cumming already. It would have only taken another thirty seconds, a minute tops, and I would have had her screaming my name at the top of her lungs.

Nora cleared her throat.

“Now, you girls can’t go and have all the fun without me,” the chagrin in her voice was exaggerated, but a part of me still felt a little bad. “But I guess that’s what I should expect from a little slut, like you, shouldn’t I?” Her gaze was fixed on Amber. “First, my husband and now my best friend. If someone doesn’t teach you a lesson, I’m worried what you’ll resort to next.”

Amber’s body trembled at Nora’s words. I could literally feel her excitement as she pressed her body against mine.

“What kind of lesson?” Amber said, her grin stretching until I thought her lips might crack.

“On your hands and knees up here,” Nora said, patting the couch next to her. She helped guide Amber into position. She lay with her upper body resting in my lap, her ass up in the air, right in front of Nora. We had barely managed to get into position before Nora brought her open hand down on Amber’s backside.

“Oh, Mrs. Johnson!” Amber threw her head back and moaned Nora’s last name.

The room spun for a moment. Nora and I locked eyes. “Mrs. Johnson?” I mouthed. Nora Johnson. Amber calling her that was so fucking hot. I could tell from the expression on her face that Nora thought so too.

“That’s right, you little slut,” Nora growled and smacked her ass again. “Mrs. Johnson and Ms. Thomas, are going to teach you a little lesson. You are going to learn what happens to little sluts who take what doesn’t belong to them.”

Smack. Amber whimpered. She buried her head in my lap and I was acutely aware that only a few millimeters of thin fabric separated this beautiful girl's face from my soaking wet pussy. My patience was at an end.

“One second,” I said, standing up. Nora looked at me, curious but letting me do my own thing. I looked from Nora to Amber as I began to undress myself.

“I’m a little worried,” I said and my top came off. “A little worried that our slut here might be enjoying this too much. That she might end up making a little too much noise.”

Both girls were smiling at me and I knew I had them where I wanted them.

Nora nodded. “I think that’s a very good point, Mia.”

My striptease continued in silence, neither of the two girls able to draw their eyes off of my body as I stripped my way to my birthday suit. I took a seat on the couch, back against the arm rest, legs spread out. I raised one finger, made a come-hither motion to Amber. Her eyes weren’t locked with mine. They were glued, first to my chest, before they made their way lower. They stopped between my legs, transfixed.

Smack. Amber’s reverie was broken as Nora gave her ass another whack. Amber let out a soft moan and wiggled her hips in pleasure. Her vision must have gone spotty for a moment. Her eyes crossed and then uncrossed. Her face was a mess of confusion as she struggled to refocus her sight again. When she did, she smiled.

I reached out, hand threading into her beautiful copper hair. Nora continued to punctuate the scene here and there with a firm smack that echoed off the hardwood floors. I leaned forward, somewhat uncomfortably given the angle, and kissed Amber. It was the second time our lips had met and the novelty of it was still alluring. Seeing the odd angle my neck was at Amber helped out. She propped herself up on her hands and knees so that our heads were closer to the same height.

Amber broke the kiss, winked at me.

“Sorry,” she said, and seemed genuinely apologetic. “You have the most kissable lips, but I can’t just exactly ignore that.”

Her eyes flicked down and before I knew what she was getting at, she took one of my nipples in her mouth.

“Fuck,” I hissed, my teeth clenched against the unexpected wave of pleasure that surged through me.

Smack. Smack. Smack. Nora continued Amber’s punishment which the little slut seemed to be enjoying entirely too—or scratch that. She seemed to be enjoying it exactly the right amount!

Amber’s eyes were wide, wild, crazy with lust, delirious with passion. That I had never even met this girl a few hours ago and now she was busy sucking on my tits, while my best friend smacked her ass was too much for me. The whole world was spinning. Nothing had ever felt like this. I can’t say for certain that it was the best thing I ever felt, but it was certainly a unique experience. And things were just getting started.

As good as it felt to have Amber’s oral skills focused on my tits, I was impatient to see them in action the one place I was certain they would feel even better. My hand grabbed a fistful of Amber’s hair. This time I was not so gentle.

My tit made a sloppy, wet sound as I pulled Amber reluctantly away. Any disappointment in her face vanished as she realized where I was guiding her head next. She smirked at me as Nora brought her palm down again. Smack. Amber had the most dangerously seductive example of fuck-me eyes I had ever seen. My whole body was trembling as her face lowered inch by inch, millimeter by millimeter. It seemed like she would never make it there, like I would be waiting the rest of my life. And then suddenly, she was tasting me.

Smack. Smack.

She moaned into my pussy each time Nora smacked her, the vibrations making their way through her and into my, vibrating my clit as her tongue circled it. I was in heaven. Spots of white. Spots of silver. Hearing Amber’s muffled moans as her face was buried between my legs really did it for me. The sight of it, the sound, to say nothing of the feeling. All of it came together swirling, circling, all the while climbing ever upward until…

A pause. Amber’s tongue stopped moving. Her whole body went tense. My own vision swam, my eyes unable to focus.

“W-wha—” The word wasn’t even fully out of my mouth when I realized what was happening. Nora had switched up her approach and was now fingering Amber ferociously. The little red-haired slut was losing it. An expression of pure ecstasy was written on her face. Her mouth opened and a deep, rumbling moan escaped.

“Oh, Mrs. Johnson, yes!”

If it was possible for me to get any wetter, I did at that moment. This was all too much. The filthiness of it, the sluttiness of this sexy little freak was almost too much to believe, almost too good to be true. Almost.

It took Amber a few moments to regain her senses but when she did, she dove back between my legs without a second thought. The moment her tongue touched my clit again, I knew it was over.

“That’s a good girl,” I cooed, my fingers playing with her hair. “Make me cum, please Amber. Make Ms. Thomas cum.”

That did it. For her. For me. For both of us. The movement of Amber’s tongue became erratic, faster and then slower, as she tried to keep a steady pace while Nora finger fucked her to her first orgasm of the day. Her first, but if I had my druthers, it would not be her last. But that was something to worry about later. Now, I had more pressing concerns. Like my own orgasm which I was hurtling toward at breakneck speed.

If it didn’t quite live up to the feeling and the intimacy of the orgasm I had had earlier with Nora, the sheer naughtiness of it was a welcome consolation. After a half minute I had to push Amber’s head away as she tried greedily to lap up even more of my juices. I needed a minute. The room was spinning and I was feeling lightheaded.

By the time I recovered, the arrangements had changed. Amber sat at the far end of the couch from me now, having swapped positions with Nora who was seated in between us. Somewhere in that time, she had stripped down too. The three of us were naked as the day we were born. If I was drooling, I’m not sure that anyone could really blame me.

Nora turned her head, kissed me. Then she turned her head the other way and did the same with Amber.

“Mrs. Johnson made sure that you two sluts got yours,” Nora’s voice dripped with seduction. Amber and I were powerless to do anything but listen. “Now, you are going to take care of me.”

That was what I was going to do. I was in a trance. If Nora had told me to start a war in her name at that moment, I just might have done it. I looked over at Amber, saw the knowing look in her eyes. She flicked her eyes toward Nora’s chest. Oh yes, I thought. Silently and in sync, Amber and I both leaned down and took one of Nora’s breasts in our mouths. In an instant, Nora was speaking in tongues.

Despite her confident, composed exterior, I knew that Nora had no experience with this kind of thing. It was new and exciting for all of us. But overwhelming at the same time.

Nora’s eyes shot open.

“Oh wait,” she called out, suddenly panicked. “I’m gonna…FUCK!”

Nora bellowed at the top of her lungs as she came for us. All that tension, all that build up and it didn’t take much to set her off. Nora’s eyes rolled back in her head as she whimpered.

“That was…unexpected,” she said when she had managed to catch her breath.

“First one is a freebie,” I said and winked. “Isn’t that right Amber?”

“Absolutely,” said the other girl. “Let’s get you into position.”

We ended up in a position more or less the opposite of what we had had before. This time Nora lay in my lap, face up, her shoulders resting against my chest. Amber crouched between her legs, smiling a wicked smile.

“Ready?” she asked, licking her lips.

I nodded. Nora nodded. Amber dove in.

Nora’s hips thrashed as Amber’s tongue explored her folds. My own exploration was limited to what I could reach with my hands. I started slow, teasing Nora. Letting my finger tips move this way and that, barely touching the skin, sliding across the smoothness of her neck, into the hollow above her collarbone, tracing a path across the top of her breasts as I whispered into her ear that she was my good little slut.

Amber took a similar approach. She had attacked my pussy with a frantic energy. With Nora, she took her time. She kissed her way up her thighs, past her wetness. Kisses on her stomach, kisses on her hips, kisses that drew closer and closer, circling around. Nora’s whole body shook anytime that Amber’s tongue darted back in for a taste.

Each time her tongue stayed there longer, lapping up Nora’s juices. But each time, Amber broke off, made direct eye contact with Nora as she teased her again with the kisses. Nora was losing it. And soon enough, as Amber’s tongue reached out and found her clit again, the second orgasm hit.

Being second, I expected it to be maybe a bit less intense than the one that had preceded it. I could not have been more wrong. I watched Nora’s face. First her eyes shut tight. Then a tiny muscle in her forehead twitched. Blood rushed into her face until her cheeks were rosy and red. Her lips parted slightly and I thought I could hear the whisper of a moan escape her lips. It sounded like ‘Amber’. Then her eyes shot open, her back arched, and the orgasm tore through her, leaving her spent and breathless, panting like she had just run a marathon.

She looked at Amber. She looked at me. A strand of hair stuck to her forehead, giving her a messy just-had-sex look that drove me wild. I had it bad for this girl, I realized, in ways that had nothing to do with sex.

I was in love with Nora. I was in love with my best friend.

I brushed the strand of hair away from her eyes. They lazily found my own. I swallowed hard at what I saw in them. It thrilled me as much as it terrified me. The feeling, it seemed, was mutual.


Epilogue

I never thought this day would come. Not with Nora. Not with anyone.

My feet weren’t cold. The farthest thing from it. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t nervous. I had eaten a slice of plain toast for breakfast. Black coffee. And still my stomach roiled. It was going to be a long day. A long, beautiful, indescribably amazing day.

Today was our wedding. Today I was marrying Nora.

That was a sentence I repeated to myself often. Sometimes I even believed it. The other times it felt like the whole thing was a dream. It had to be. I’d pinched myself more times than I could count. And still, I had not woken up.

“Knock, knock,” Nora said instead of actually doing it.

I turned, feeling my heartbeat quicken. Nora stood there, beautiful in her dress, looking every bit the princess she was.

“It’s bad luck to see you in your dress before the ceremony!” I said in mock panic.

Nora rolled her eyes.

“That might make sense,” she said. “If you hadn’t already seen me in it. If you hadn’t already helped me into it…” She lowered her voice to a sultry whisper. “And out of it.” She winked at me. “Besides,” she said, her voice returning to normal, “I don’t think it counts if you are wearing the same dress.”

My eyes went wide. I looked down as though realizing for the first time that we had chosen matching dresses.

“Oh, this is embarrassing,” I said, “and on my wedding day, no less.”

“Still worried about bad luck?” Nora kissed my neck

“Very much so,” I said, beginning to lose myself to her touch.

“Then it must have been quite a bit of bad luck that we slept in the same bed together last night, night before our wedding.”

My whole body felt hot, my mind flashing back to the night before.

“Not a lot of sleeping the way I remember it.”

We both paused, stared into each other’s eyes.

“Not bad for a straight girl, huh?” Nora said after a beat.

My cheeks were red hot.

“Oh stop that,” I said, batting her playfully in the arm.

She smiled wickedly.

“Why would I do that? I know my wife thinks its incredibly fucking hot.”

She leaned in, whispering in my ear. I felt her hot breath against my neck and suddenly I was seized by the urge to strip out of my dress as quickly as I could. The only thing that might distract me would be my efforts to get Nora out of hers at the same time. Nora must have seen it in my face.

“No,” she said, and she laughed. And then again, “No. We’ve already gotten into and then out of these dresses once today, because someone couldn’t keep it in their pants. The ceremony is in twenty minutes.”

“Plenty of time,” I said, hoping my tone was seductive.

Nora rolled her eyes. “I like to take things slow, miss!”

“Except when you don’t,” I said and I winked. It was Nora’s turn to blush.

“Mia! How scandalous! You are such a bad influence.”

“You love it.”

“I do.”

“And me?” I asked, happy to fish.

“And you too, of course,” she said and kissed me. “I love you so much Mia.”

“I love you too.”

“Ahem!” A familiar voice informed us that we were not alone.

We turned to see Amber, standing hands on her hips. Her dress was a dusty rose that showcased her impressive figure rather nicely.

“Come to join us?” Nora asked, giving my right tit a playful squeeze as she did.

“Oh no,” Amber said, shaking her head as she held her hands out in front of her. “Not again. We already went one round this morning. I will fuck both of you silly tonight. It’s your wedding night and you can do whatever you want to your little fucktoy, but until then—” She wagged a finger at both of us. “Best behavior from you two wanton little harlots.”

We all laughed and it felt good. A year ago this was not where I expected to be. Here with my best friend ready to get married, while the younger woman who was our frequent third in the bedroom served as our maid of honor. The same woman who had, for her part, helped to bring about the end of Nora’s previous marriage. When I said it like that—even if only in my head—it sounded a bit insane. Insane, but lovely. I was happy. Nora was too. Even Amber seemed to have come into her own over the last year. That was a different relationship to be sure, but it felt right that she was there too.

We had talked about it, back when it had all first happened and quickly decided that we both liked Amber, got along with her, and certainly enjoyed having some fun with her, but we didn’t have feelings for her the way that we did for each other. The feeling, luckily, was mutual.

So Nora and I were getting married, which didn’t need to mean an end to the fun the three of us could have together. Maybe someday. But not today. I didn’t know what the future held, but with Nora by my side, I didn’t have a care in the world.

“Ready to do this thing?” Nora asked me, as we stood waiting to go out. Our hands slipped inside on another’s, two pieces of a puzzle.

“Ready,” I said, giving her hand a squeeze. “Let’s do this thing.”
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