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      The second Linda spots an advertisement for an upcoming party, her heart kicks up a notch. When she asks her wife if she would like to attend, Carol is all for it.

      It's not just any party, though. It's exclusively for women, and all guests must be screened first...

      An erotic, short story.
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      I leaned against the doorframe, admiring my wife as she applied her lipstick, her face a mask of concentration. After thirty years together, I still found Carol sexy as hell, possibly even more so than when we’d first met all those years ago. It had been the nineties. Parachute pants and crimped hair had been all the rage.

      A week after New Zealand legalised gay marriage, we became Mrs and Mrs. We’d been monogamous when I slipped a ring on Carol’s finger and remained that way for a long time to come.

      If anyone had told me one day we would be part of the swinging scene, I would’ve laughed at them. Hell, when we met a woman who suggested we might enjoy the lifestyle, we’d laughed at her too. But the seed had been planted. Rather than spraying it with weedkiller, we’d nourished it, until one day it flourished.

      Now, sharing my wife was a head trip more intoxicating than any psychedelic drug. I didn’t expect others to understand. The high was difficult to explain, much less comprehend.

      The general consensus was that swinging never ended well, and there was a reason for that. They were the only stories you heard about. Most people in the community were extremely private—discretion was expected and given in return. What we got up to in our day-to-day lives was completely separate from the parties we attended.

      Our one rule was we stayed together and played together. Going off into separate rooms might work for others, but it wasn’t for us. I wanted to be able to connect with my wife, to witness her pleasure, to hear her pleasure, to be part of her pleasure.

      Just thinking about it got my blood pumping. I entered the bedroom and kissed the back of Carol’s neck, breathing in the subtle scent of her perfume. A dab behind the ear; that was it. There was nothing worse than the taste of someone’s perfume on their skin.

      “Hey, beautiful.”

      Our eyes locked in the mirror, and I was greeted with the same smile that robbed me of breath every single time. My wife had a full figure, and I loved it, possibly more so than when she’d played soccer every weekend and been fit and toned. Her blonde hair was streaked with silver, and her blue eyes were as lustrous as ever.

      Dressed in a short-sleeve cotton shirt and loose fitting slacks, Carol turned. “Do I look okay?” She cocked a hip.

      “You look amazing.” I stared at her chest. “Wanna give me a sneak-peek at what’s beneath?”

      With her gaze on mine, she slowly undid the buttons. “Ready, stud?”

      My breath hitched and my heart thumped with anticipation. “Ready.”

      Carol had magnificent breasts and always managed to find the most panty-melting lingerie to complement her figure. She got to the last button and pulled open her blouse.

      Her face lit up. Mine fell.

      Carol laughed. “Don’t you think the ladies will like my bathing suit?”

      “I think they’ll like your birthday suit better.”

      Jen and Sylvie, tonight’s hosts, had an in-ground pool. I figured most guests would swim naked, but there were always those who liked to remain covered up until the last minute, and even then, some women preferred to leave some form of clothing on.

      “Come on, you know it takes me a drink or two for me to relax.”

      It was easy to forget after ten years of doing this, Carol still got nervous as hell. But once she got going, there was no stopping her.

      “What about you? What’s under your shirt?” Her blue-eyed gaze locked on my chest. “There’s no way those puppies are sitting that high on their own.”

      She had me there. Nowhere near as seductively as my wife, I hiked my T-shirt over my head and pulled it off. A thrill ran through me when Carol sucked in a breath. “You like?” I put a hand on my waist and gave a little swish of my hips, showing off the lacy bra I’d bought online.

      I was a little worried it might not hold my ample bosom, now that the girls tended to sit nearer my belly button when they were unrestrained, but the snug fit made them look perkier than they were.

      Carol crossed the bedroom in three strides. She cupped my breasts in both hands and grazed her teeth over a nipple.

      I fisted her hair, gently pulling her away. “Easy, tiger, or we won’t make it out the door.”

      “Don’t you mean cougar?”

      “One fling with a thirty-something doesn’t make you a cougar.”

      “Speaking of”—Carol buttoned up her blouse—“Do you know who’s going to be there tonight?”

      “Not really.” If it had been a random party I’d seen posted online, I would’ve paid more attention, but since we knew the hosts, I hadn’t bothered looking too closely.

      “Have you paid?” Carol asked, always the worrier.

      “Nope. Jen said just to pay when we get there.”

      Most parties we’d been to had a cover fee of thirty to forty dollars. That covered food, non-alcoholic drinks, dental dams, lube, wipes, and after-party clean-up. I considered it a small price to pay to be able to play and walk away.
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        * * *

      

      I tossed my bag in the car, and we climbed in—me behind the wheel, Carol riding shotgun. It was a glorious February day with the sun high in the sky and not a cloud to be seen. I turned the key in the ignition and cranked up the air con.

      The air freshener tree fluttered in the breeze, perfuming the car with the scent of strawberries.

      “You don’t think I’m underdressed, do you?” Carol looked down at her blouse and slacks.

      She was the worrier. I was the one who was too old to care what others thought of my clothing choices. Besides, all going well, our clothes wouldn’t be on for long.

      “I think you’re overdressed!”

      “Perv.”

      I flicked the visor down and put the car in gear. “Takes one to know one.”

      Carol laughed. “We sound like we’re five.”

      “And let’s never stop.” I looked at the woman who held my heart in her hands.

      From the night of our first date, I’d known I wanted to grow old with her. And, yes, we were ageing together, but I loved how we also kept each other young, and I wasn’t just talking about the sex. We loved to dance in the rain, sing with a mop as a prop, and generally goof around.

      I glanced sideways at Carol as I backed down the driveway. “I love you.”

      “Love you more.” She rested a hand on my thigh, and that’s where it remained until we arrived at the address we’d been given.

      The two-storey stucco house was on the outskirts of town and couldn’t be seen from the road. We followed a long, winding driveway, coming to a stop behind a yellow car.

      Two women got out, and we took a minute to appraise them. Average height and weight. One dark, the other brunette, and at a guess in their late thirties.

      Carol leaned across the console, her breath warm on my neck. “You like?”

      “Bit young for us.”

      “Whatever. Come on. Let’s go help them out.”

      “Says the shy one.”

      We climbed out and approached the two women, who were eyeing up the sign on the gate—BEWARE OF THE DOG

      “He’s in the kennels for the weekend,” I said casually, not letting on Jen and Sylvie had told us they didn’t have a dog. The sign was a deterrent to keep unwanted people out.

      The crime rate in New Zealand was through the roof, and petty crime, like burglary, was way down on the list of priorities when it came to arrests. Hell, I was more likely to be arrested for growing pot than breaking and entering. Not that I smoked dope or broke into homes.

      After unlatching the gate, we all got back in our cars and entered the property. My heart kicked up a notch, my excitement building by the second.

      I shut off the engine and grabbed my bag off the back seat. We always brought our own towels and drinks with us.

      Carol fanned herself as we got out of the car. “Man, I’m hot.”

      “You sure are.” I meant every word. My wife had never been more beautiful in my eyes, and seeing her in the throes of passion was a sight to behold.

      Once the other couple drove through the gate, I jogged over and latched it, wondering if our hosts had forgotten to remove the sign for the night.

      Back by the car, standing under the shade of tall trees, I stuck out a hand. “Name’s Linda. This is my wife, Carol.”

      “Hi.” Carol shot the couple a warm smile.

      “I’m Daphne.” She was tall and slim with startling hazel eyes. “And this is my girlfriend, Susan.”

      Susan smiled, bringing out a dimple in her cheek. Like me, she was a curvy woman with dark hair and brown eyes. Unlike me, she looked nervous as hell. Not that I could see my face, but if you’d shoved a mirror in front of me, I was sure I’d only see excited anticipation and a friendly smile.

      “First party?” I asked.

      “Yeah. Is it that obvious?” Daphne ran her hands down her skirt as if to wipe the sweat off them.

      “Nah,” Carol said, and I almost laughed. They might as well have been wearing signs saying ‘First-timers’.

      “Stick with us,” Carol continued. “A few brews to relax, a swim to cool off, and if you need to warm up, I know a way.”

      Smooth, Carol, real smooth.

      She shot me a glare as if I’d uttered the words aloud. I pecked her on the lips and swept a hand in front of me. “After you, ladies.”

      I didn’t care if no one else took our fancy. It was clear Carol had already set her eyes on Daphne and Susan, and even if she hadn’t, Jen and Sylvie were all kinds of sexy.

      When we rounded the house, a number of other couples were already around the pool, all women and all in various stages of undress. A couple lounging in deckchairs under the shade of an umbrella were completely naked. I pegged them as being in their early fifties. They were everyday people like us.

      Nothing was as perky as it’d been thirty years ago, but what made them sexy was how comfortable they were in their own skin. Those were the kind of people who made fun playmates.

      We tended to shy away from women in their twenties and thirties. In our experience, they weren’t secure enough within themselves and their relationship to be swinging. As with anything, though, there was always the exception to the rule.

      On the flipside, one of the sexiest couples we’d played with had been nearing seventy. As far as I knew, they were still in the scene. Unfortunately, we lived on opposite ends of the island, us in Wellington and them in Northland, which made it difficult to get together.

      Unlike the glorious pool before us, the LGBTQ+ swinging pool was rather small. Parties were a great way to meet new people and scope each other out from afar. If a connection wasn’t made, it wasn’t the end of the world. A fun time was still had.

      The swinging site we were members of was hit-and-miss. There was nothing worse than travelling out of town to meet someone we’d hit it off with online, only to discover we weren’t compatible in person.

      Nothing turned me off more than an overbearing person, not to be confused with confidence. I loved it when a couple was willing to take the initiative, especially if we ended up back at their house after initially meeting somewhere public.

      “Hey.” Carol grabbed my arm, excitement radiating off her. “Isn’t that Brenda?”

      I turned, both surprised and delighted to see Brenda—a woman we’d had the pleasure of meeting at a party we’d attended a couple of years ago. She was sexy as hell with long hair and amazing amber eyes.

      Last we’d heard, she was taking a break from the scene. As a unicorn—a single woman happy to join a couple—she was far from short of options, but some parties wouldn’t allow singles to attend.

      The women we’d met were secure enough not to worry their wife might run off with the only single woman at a gathering. If their marriage was that rocky, they shouldn’t be swinging.

      If either Carol or I ever started to feel insecure, that would be it. To date, that hadn’t happened. In fact, swinging had strengthened our relationship.

      To be able to share your partner and bask in the look of rapture on their face while they were being pleasured by another was indescribable. It was also something that fuelled our sex life for months after a gathering.

      “Hey.” Brenda wandered over, all smiles and sparkling eyes. She wore a bikini top that left little to the imagination, and a colourful sarong sat low on her hips. Her feet were bare, her toenails pink.

      “Hi.” Carol gave her a shy smile.

      Bold as life, Brenda held Carol by the shoulders and kissed both cheeks. “It’s good to see you. I hope to see a bit more of you by the time the night’s out.”

      A gorgeous blush spread up Carol’s neck. It wasn’t one of embarrassment. She was every bit as hot for Brenda as she’d been the last time we got together.

      “I hope to see more of you too.” Brenda brushed a kiss on my cheek, and with that tease of a promise, was gone. Like us, she knew most of the people there.

      After discreetly adjusting my shorts, I tapped Carol on the shoulder. “Should we head over there? Go make them feel welcome.” I pointed to the couple on the other side of the pool.

      Shielding her eyes from the sun, Carol scanned the courtyard. I figured she was looking for Susan and Daphne—the couple we’d encountered at the gate. When Carol spotted them getting cosy with our hosts, I could almost feel her disappointment.

      I could read Carol like a book, and I hoped the newcomers didn’t think just because they were at a swingers’ party everyone was fair game. I found them sexy—in a late-fifties, soft-tummies kind of way—but if Carol didn’t, that would be that.

      For all we knew, the couple could be voyeurs and not there to play. It happened. Not often, but it wasn’t unheard of. I was far from an exhibitionist, but once things got heated, I couldn’t give a rat’s arse who was watching.

      “Yeah, I suppose we should.”

      I leaned in close. “I didn’t say we should fuck them.”

      She shook her head, half smiling, half in admonishment.

      We made our way around to the other side of the pool, pulled up a lounge chair each, and made introductions. Trudy was a curvy woman with fair skin, strawberry-blonde hair, and a killer smile.

      Her wife, Awhina (pronounced A-fee-na), was part Māori with deliciously brown skin, dark eyes, black hair, and a slender figure. They’d travelled from Wairarapa—six hours away.

      “So, what brings you to the Waikato…besides the obvious?”

      “Masterton’s a small place,” Trudy said. “Everyone knows everyone. I’d die if any of our friends found out.”

      “No kidding,” Awhina said. “My whānau were pretty accepting when I came out, but I don’t think they’d understand this one.”

      It was good to hear her extended family were accepting of her sexuality, but, yeah, there were limits. I’d been out for years, but neither my family nor friends knew what Carol and I got up to. It was a need-to-know basis, and none of them needed to know.

      “Try not to worry too much about running into someone you know. If you do, it’s because they’re here enjoying the same lifestyle. And if you really think about it, if they told someone they’d seen you, they’d be outing themselves.”

      “I guess you’re right,” Awhina said. “But my wife’s a worrywart.”

      “Hey, don’t put it on me!” Trudy slapped Awhina’s leg playfully. “I couldn’t care less.”

      “Oh, really?” Awhina raised an eyebrow. “Should we tell our mates what we got up to this weekend?”

      “Ah, nah.”

      I found myself smiling and saw Carol doing the same. The funny thing was personality could make or break a person, and I had to wonder if we’d be seeing more of these two throughout the night despite Carol’s initial uncertainty.
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        * * *

      

      A few hours later, as the sun dimmed, guests started to congregate under a large tent. It was rectangular with a pitched roof and no inner poles to get in the way.

      Transparent windows let in natural light, and a few lamps glowed brightly in the corners. The grassy scent of citronella hung in the air—candles strategically placed to keep insects away. There was nothing quite like a mosquito feasting on your arse to kill the mood.

      I spotted Carol talking to Brenda and headed that way. As per the norm, after the first hour, my wife had loosened up.

      Trudy and Awhina gravitated towards us with a quiet confidence that was intoxicating.

      “Have you ladies met Brenda?” Carol grabbed Trudy’s hand and didn’t let go.

      “We have. We talked earlier,” Brenda replied, in typical Brenda fashion.

      The question hadn’t been directed at her, but she’d replied anyway, which wasn’t surprising. Brenda liked to take charge, so I stood back, waiting for her to do just that.

      Her gaze landed on me through the trio standing around us. “Why have you got so many clothes on?”

      “Good question.” Carol eyed me up and down.

      I didn’t need to be asked again. I wasn’t shy, and someone had to get this party started. I pulled on the hem of my shirt, watching for Carol’s reaction. Her gaze hooded over, and she turned back to Awhina.

      Their eyes locked, and I could feel the attraction between them.

      “You okay?” my wife asked Trudy, looking down at their linked hands.

      Trudy glanced at her girlfriend. “Is this okay?”

      “More than.” Awhina kissed Trudy’s shoulder blade and helped Carol pull Trudy’s top up and off. It hit the rug beneath us at the same time as my T-shirt.

      With a smile hot enough to make me weak in the knees, Brenda undid her sarong and peeled off her bikini. And there she stood, naked as the day she was born and looking so utterly confident, it made me want to drop to my knees and bury my face between her legs.

      I moved in behind Carol and kissed the nape of her neck. She exhaled a low moan, and I did the same. Brenda stepped up behind me, sandwiching me between them. A low moan escaped my lips, the pillowy feel of her breasts on my back setting nerve endings on fire.

      Brenda snaked a hand around and unzipped my shorts. I was throbbing with desire before they hit the ground. I stepped out of them and kicked them aside, then turned my wife to face me and relieved her of her clothes.

      Naked, the three of us encircled Trudy and Awhina. Dresses came off, underwear came down, bras flew every which way, and then we fell to the ground, a tangle of five hot, horny women.

      The cushion of blankets beneath us was soft as cotton wool and carried a hint of laundry powder. Brenda pushed me onto my back and searched my eyes, giving me the opportunity to say no. I didn’t.

      With her gaze locked on mine, she slid down my body and settled herself between my thighs. I was a throbbing mess from anticipation alone. Brenda’s tongue made contact at the same time as Carol’s lips closed over mine. Our tongues duelled, and we moaned into each other’s mouths.

      Brenda licked the length of me and sucked my clit between her lips. I gasped, fisting the blankets, back arching and toes curling.

      “God, I love seeing you have your pussy eaten.” Carol’s voice was husky, raw with passion.

      Without needing directions, Trudy and Awhina crawled to each side of me and lavished attention on my breasts. I felt like I’d been struck by lightning. Every cell in my body was electrified, glorious sensations zinging through my veins.

      We’d had a foursome before, but it was the first time we’d had a fivesome, and I was sure we would be talking about it for days—months—to come. Speaking of coming, I shut off my brain and closed my eyes, allowing my senses to heighten.

      The sound of soft music and murmurs of ecstasy filled the tent. Hands and mouths were everywhere—on my breasts, my stomach, my neck, grazing my nipples, fingers inside me.

      Whose hands were whose, I had no clue. I cracked an eye open, intoxicated by the sea of delectable flesh filling my vision—some pale, some dark. Large breasts, small breasts. Fucking gorgeous. All of it.

      “I want to watch you come,” Carol whispered in my ear.

      “Please,” I begged.

      A hand snaked down my stomach and circled my clit. I didn’t know if it belonged to my wife or not, and my body didn’t care.

      I moaned again, my eyes rolling back as an orgasm thundered through me, making me spasm and shudder in ecstasy. Someone’s fingers continued to pump in and out as I rode out the aftershocks of my climax. Once I finally got my breathing under control, I slowly pried my eyes open. Four faces were smiling at me.

      Far from done, I grinned at my wife. “Your turn.”

      “Let’s not forget the newbies,” Brenda said. She knelt on the edge of the blanket and patted the spot in front of her. “Trudy here. Awhina here.”

      The two women spread out, side by side, flat on their backs, hands joined.

      “Carol, climb aboard.” Brenda pointed to their faces.

      I watched my wife, indecision playing across her features. Would she lower herself onto Awhina’s face or Trudy’s? Were they up for it? When they both waggled their tongues, my moment of uncertainty vanished.

      Full of confidence, Brenda didn’t hesitate for a second. She planted a foot on either side of Trudy’s head. Looking down, she waited for a nod of consent. When it came, she lowered herself into position, forming an intoxicating sixty-nine.

      Following her lead, Carol did the same. Awhina’s face disappeared between Carol’s thighs. She leaned forward, lowering her mouth to Awhina’s pussy. I joined her there, and our tongues met in an erotic dance.

      Our lips parted, and I pushed Awhina’s legs back, giving us better access. In what felt like seconds, which it probably was because the atmosphere alone was enough to get off on, her entire body trembled.

      With a muffled cry, mouth buried between my wife’s legs, Awhina’s hips bucked and over she went, shattering around my fingers. Carol stayed where she was, head lilting to one side, cheek on Awhina’s inner thigh.

      Impressed Awhina was still eating her while catching her breath from climaxing, I inched closer to my wife. “Is she licking you good?” I kept my voice low. “Are you going to come hard like you do for me?”

      “God, yes.” Carol cried out, her euphoric gaze locked on mine.

      Riding the high right alongside her, I grabbed her by the back of the neck and claimed her mouth. The kiss was one of passion, not possession. She was mine, but she was also her own person. Although it still blew my mind that we shared each other, I was grateful our relationship was strong enough to survive it.

      Once we both calmed down, Carol disentangled herself from Awhina and spun around. “Not bad for a newbie.”

      Awhina laughed. “Thanks.”

      We all gathered around Brenda and Trudy, who were still locked in a sixty-nine—one if not both of them chasing a second orgasm—and gently caressed them anywhere we could. Because it felt fucking amazing having more than one set of hands all over you.

      Awhina nuzzled her wife’s neck, then gently tugged on her earlobe with her teeth. I ran my fingers down Brenda’s spine, loving the trail of goosebumps left in my wake.

      Without taking my hands off Brenda, I glanced around the tent. The couple we’d met at the gate, Susan and Daphne, were making out with Jen and Sylvie—the hosts of tonight’s party.

      I nudged Carol. She glanced over and gave me a slight nod. Susan had paired off with Jen, and Daphne with Sylvie. That never worked for us. We didn’t do straight swaps—no pun intended. A foursome for us meant all four involved.

      I turned back to the writhing bodies in our little corner of the tent. Brenda’s back muscles rippled under my fingertips, and she reached her peak with barely a sound.

      She rolled off Trudy, and there we all lay, a tangle of five sweaty bodies. Once everyone calmed down, the giggles started. Locating your own clothes could be an issue, especially when there were three pairs of black knickers.

      Brenda was the first to get to her feet. She grabbed a pair of briefs and pulled them up. She let go, and they fell down around her ankles.

      Still sitting on the blanket, I held out a hand. “They’re mine.”

      “I knew that,” Brenda smirked. “I just wanted to see what it was like to put on a pair of big-girl panties.”

      If I hadn’t just been fucked into next year, I might’ve taken offence. But knowing a woman fifteen years my junior had enjoyed my body was a confidence boost like no other.

      Once everyone had dressed, we crept out of the tent, careful not to disturb the couples still making out. Then, the clean freak in me crept back in, straightened the blankets and gathered up the dental dams we’d used, and crawled back out.

      Night had closed in fast. Lights twinkled over the pool, making it look like an expensive resort. Except the night had barely cost a cent, and I felt richer for it.

      Trudy wrung her hands together, looking adorably bashful. “Thank you so much.”

      The transformation from being fully clothed to nude never ceased to amaze me. It was as if the shedding of clothes allowed one to completely let go. But once the clothes were back on, shyness crept in.

      “How do you feel?” Brenda asked.

      With a look of pure adoration directed at her girlfriend, Awhina draped an arm across Trudy’s shoulders. “Like I can’t wait to get back to the hotel so I can make love to this gorgeous woman.”

      Jen, one of our hosts whom we’d briefly caught up with earlier while cooling off in the pool, came bursting out of the tent. “Coffee’s on, and there are snacks in the fridge.” Stark naked, she motioned towards the house. “Come. Come.”

      “We did!” I couldn’t resist that one.

      “Good. And after some refreshments, you’ll be good to go again. We haven’t seen nearly enough of you.” She eyed me up and down, but I didn’t take the bait.

      She, of anyone, knew by now Carol and I didn’t couple hop at parties. Especially not without a shower first, which, of course, was available for those who liked to make a feast out of these nights.
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        * * *

      

      By the time we made it home, it was one in the morning. After showering, we made love. Slow, sensual, all-consuming, I-love-you-so-much-I-want-to-climb-inside-you love.

      After flicking off the bedside light, I turned and gathered Carol in my arms. The feeling of complete and utter contentment rolling through me was indescribable. Carol wasn’t only my wife, she was my life.

      I kissed the top of her head. “I love you.”

      She lifted her cheek from my shoulder and met my eyes. I saw nothing but the same devotion I felt for her reflected back at me.

      “I love you too.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Excerpt from Arms Wide Open

          

        

      

    

    
      Those of you who have read my book Arms Wide Open might’ve recognised Brenda in Tangle of Five.

      For those of you who haven’t, and those of you who have, here’s a teaser.

      

      Arms Wide Open - chapter 10

      

      The bartender stopped in front of Julie and Yvonne. “Evening, ladies, what’ll it be tonight?”

      “Bacardi and Coke for my lady. And what’s on tap?”

      “We have lager or stout.”

      “Ew. You can keep the stout.” Julie screwed up her face. She didn’t know how people could drink the thick, black brew. “I’ll have a lager, please.”

      “Coming right up.” He pulled the handle, flicked froth off the top of the glass, then continued to pour.

      After placing the pint in front of Julie, he grabbed a tumbler and addressed Yvonne. “Ice for the lady?”

      She absently fiddled with her necklace, looking delighted. “Please, but not too much.”

      As he turned to do her bidding, Yvonne nudged Julie in the side. She leaned in close. “Don’t look now, but do you know that woman at the end of the bar?”

      Without thought, Julie spun around.

      Her eyes locked on an attractive young woman. Lights from the bar shimmered off pearl drop earrings. Delicate curls of honey-blonde hair framed her face. A gold chain with a pendant drew the eye to her cleavage framed by a V-neck top.

      Not wanting to be caught staring, she turned back around.

      The muscles in Yvonne’s jaw worked. “I said don’t look now.”

      “Come on. That’s like telling a kid not to play with matches. And no, I don’t know her. Why?”

      “She keeps looking at us. Are you sure? Maybe you read her meter. And for God’s sake, don’t turn around again.”

      “Considering I have my back to her, she must be looking at you. Maybe you priced up a job and were too expensive. Is she shooting daggers at you or smiling?” Julie took a mouthful of beer, enjoying the cold brew.

      “Shit.” Panic flashed in Yvonne’s eyes. “She’s heading this way.”

      Amused, Julie shook her head. “Would you relax? She probably knows those two blokes down there.” She pointed to the end of the bar.

      “Hi.” A soft voice came from behind them.

      Julie spun on her barstool and was met by sparkling amber eyes. At a quick guess, the woman was in her mid-thirties.

      “Hi,” Julie said, being polite since Yvonne appeared to have lost her voice.

      “I saw you looking my way. I’m sure you’re nervous, so I thought I’d break the ice.” She gave them an alluring smile.

      “What are you talking about?” The sharp tone of Yvonne’s voice made Julie wince.

      “Lisa and Tina?” The woman looked from one to the other, waiting for confirmation.

      “No.” Julie pointed to herself and then Yvonne. “I’m Julie. This is Yvonne.”

      “Oh.” Her face fell. “I should’ve known. Sorry to bother you.”

      “Known what?” Yvonne asked.

      The woman shook her head. “I’ve been stood up.”

      “What’s your name?” Julie asked, unsure why.

      “Barbara.” She cleared her throat. “Brenda.”

      Eyeing her like an interloper, Yvonne didn’t beat around the bush. “You’re not sure of your name?”

      “It’s complicated.” When the door to the pub opened, Brenda’s face lit up. A couple walked in, and her expression dimmed. She looked like a lost puppy.

      “I’ll leave you two in peace.” She gave them a half-smile. “Enjoy your evening, ladies.”

      “Must suck to be stood up,” Julie said to Yvonne, her heart sinking on Brenda’s behalf.

      “I reckon.” Yvonne leaned closer, her lips brushing the shell of Julie’s ear. “Should we ask her to join us? I feel sorry for her.”

      “I’m all for making new friends,” Julie replied. She met new people every day. Talking to strangers was second nature to her.

      “Hey,” Julie called out. Once she had Brenda’s attention, she pointed to an empty table behind them. “You’re welcome to sit with us while you finish your drink.”

      “That’s a very kind offer.” A small smile crinkled her eyes. “I’d like that.”

      Once they were seated, Yvonne asked the question that had been running through Julie’s mind.

      “So, Barbara…”

      “Brenda.”

      “Right. So, Brenda, how does one forget their name?”

      “I didn’t forget. Barbara’s my online name. My real name is Brenda. You two seem normal, so I dropped the alias.”

      Confusion was written all over Yvonne’s face. She looked at Julie as if to say, please translate.

      Totally lost herself, Julie drained the last of her beer. “Care to explain?”

      “Yeah,” Yvonne said, sounding like a sassy teenager instead of a fifty-one-year-old woman. “Why lie about your name? Lying’s not a good way to start any relationship.”

      Brenda smiled around the straw she was sipping on. She pulled it out from between her lips and addressed Yvonne head-on. “Firstly, who said I’m looking for a relationship? Secondly, have you ever dated online?”

      “No. Never. My wife and I have been together for twenty years, married for almost five of those.”

      Julie’s mind was still stuck on the first question. “I thought you said you got stood up?”

      “I did.”

      “But you were meeting Lisa and Tina.”

      “I was.”

      All the colour drained from Yvonne’s face before rushing back, turning her cheeks crimson. “Forgive me for being so forward…”

      Julie put her elbows on the table. This was going to be good.

      “Are you saying you were meeting a couple, a lesbian couple, to have, to you know…”

      “To fuck?”

      The way the word rolled off Brenda’s tongue sent an unexpected blast of heat straight between Julie’s legs. Brenda’s eyes never strayed from Yvonne, which turned her on even more.

      What the hell was going on? Julie shook her head to clear it of all sexual thoughts, of images of Brenda taking control, not only of her but of Yvonne as well.

      If anyone could dominate them both, she had no doubt Brenda could. She had an aura about her that screamed, ‘Stand up and listen or get on your knees.’

      “Wow, you don’t mince words, do you?” Yvonne looked equal parts impressed and embarrassed.

      Brenda lifted a shoulder. “It is what it is, and I’m not here to waste anyone’s time. Unfortunately, it seems Lisa and Tina joined the site to do just that.”

      Ice tinkled in Yvonne’s glass as she drained the last mouthful. “What site?”

      “Find Someone.”

      Julie was torn between going to the bar to get Yvonne a refill and staying glued to her seat so she didn’t miss a thing.

      “Sounds like a dating site to me, not a hook-up site.” Yvonne put her empty glass on the table.

      “You’d be surprised.” A twinkle sparkled in Brenda’s eyes. She looked like mischief personified. “Can I buy you ladies a drink?”

      Brilliant! A thrill shot through Julie. She wouldn’t have to leave the table after all.

      “Oh, wow, what a nice offer. It’s Yvonne’s birthday.” Julie beamed.

      Yvonne narrowed her eyes but let it go. She hated being made a fuss of, and that included Julie telling all and sundry it was her birthday.

      “Since it’s rude to ask a lady her age, I won’t.” Brenda tucked a loose curl behind her ear. “But let me guess...” She tilted her head, studying Yvonne, gaze raking over her body.

      Rather than feel jealous, Julie had the insane desire to ask if she wanted to follow them home.

      Ugh, what was wrong with her? They were married, not playing the field. That ship sailed long ago.

      “Forty-two. Am I right?” Brenda leaned back in her chair, arms folded across her breasts. Very nice breasts; high, full, and round.

      “Is that how you snag your women, sweet talk them?” Yvonne said.

      “Not at all. I prefer to order them around.”

      Feigning a hot flash, Julie picked up a menu and fanned herself.

      “Well, if that’s how it works, I’m not interested.” Yvonne sat back, mimicking Brenda’s posture.

      “Did I imply you were?” Brenda’s lips twitched. She was having fun.

      Flustered, Yvonne held up her empty glass. “I’ll have a Bacardi and Coke, thanks.”

      “How about you? Julie, isn’t it?”

      “It is, and I’ll have a lager, thank you.”

      While Brenda was at the bar, Julie moved her chair closer to Yvonne’s. “Are you okay?”

      She didn’t want to get rid of Brenda, but if Yvonne was uncomfortable, she would. After all, it was Yvonne’s special night, and you only got to celebrate your birthday once a year.

      “I’m having fun, and it would be pretty crappy to ditch her when she’s already been stood up once tonight.”

      Julie spoke into Yvonne’s ear. “And she’s pretty hot.”

      “She’s gorgeous. And at least twenty years my junior.”

      Julie sat back. “And that doesn’t appeal to you?”

      “I’m not even going to answer that.” Yvonne pursed her lips. “You’re my wife, and I only have eyes for you.”

      Rather than point out Yvonne had, in fact, answered the question, Julie whispered, “Happy Birthday.”

      The staccato of heels on the hardwood floor announced Brenda’s return. “Beer for you.” She placed a tall glass in front of Julie. “Rum and Coke for you.” She put a tumbler in front of Yvonne.

      “Thank you, but I said Bacardi.”

      How rude.

      Cheeks on fire, Julie nudged Yvonne’s foot under the table. She ignored her.

      Pulling her chair closer, Brenda rested her elbows on the table, chin on her hands. “Bacardi is rum. White rum.” She held Yvonne’s gaze. “You’re welcome, by the way.”

      “Sorry, and thank you,” Yvonne said, looking and sounding remorseful.

      Brenda sipped from a straw in a tall glass.

      Julie nodded at the clear liquid. “Please don’t tell me that’s Bacardi on the rocks?”

      “Sorry to disappoint. It’s water on the rocks.”

      “Oh, great. Now I feel bad,” Yvonne said. “Not only was I rude, but you paid for drinks for us and didn’t get one for yourself. Here, allow me.” She picked up her purse.

      “It’s fine.” Brenda put a hand on Yvonne’s forearm, stopping her movements.

      Time stood still as all three fixated on the unexpected contact. After what felt like forever, Brenda retracted her hand.

      “Sorry, I don’t normally touch without permission. But I’m fine, honestly. I have to drive back to Dannevirke, so I can’t have another.”

      “You drove all this way to hook up with someone?” Yvonne took a healthy swig of her drink.

      Tempted to tell her to slow down, Julie reminded herself she was her lover, not her mother. And she had to admit when Yvonne’s inhibitions were lowered she was a sight to behold.

      “Sure, it’s not that far, and Dannevirke’s a small place. I don’t need people knowing my business.”

      “And what is your business?” Yvonne nailed her with a look that made Julie brace herself. “Breaking up married women?”

      Ouch.

      It took all of Julie’s willpower not to rip the glass out from under Yvonne’s nose.

      “You’re adorable.” Brenda gave her a clipped smile. “And ill-informed. I hate to break it to you, but not every couple is monogamous.”

      “I know that. Before we met…” She looked at Julie, and Julie shook her head, the movement almost imperceptible.

      Relief swept through her when Yvonne trailed off. No matter how nice Brenda seemed, Julie’s affair with Sadie was no one else’s business.

      “How does it work?” An adorable blush tinted Yvonne’s cheeks. “You know, when you meet up with a couple.”

      “Would you like me to tell you? Or show you?” There was that enigmatic smile again. Brenda was trouble with a capital T. She was also sex on legs. Long, toned legs.

      “You know perfectly well what I meant.” Yvonne’s tone was all business, but Julie wasn’t fooled. She was more than a little intrigued, and that intrigued Julie.

      “May I ask you something?” Brenda directed the question at Yvonne.

      Julie’s heart leapt into her throat. What was she going to ask? Would Yvonne be polite or shoot her down?

      “Sure.”

      “Where do you work?”

      “Why?”

      “I can learn a lot about a person by their job.”

      Biting back a grin, Julie nudged Yvonne’s elbow. “Go on, tell her who you work for.”

      “Gary’s Erection Company.” She held Brenda’s gaze as if challenging her to poke fun at the name. Gary’s ego aside, Yvonne was fiercely loyal to her boss.

      When Brenda turned her attention to her phone, it took everything in Julie not to tell her to stop being so bloody rude. How dare she ignore Yvonne to check her messages. Perhaps she had a message from her no show.

      A slow smile spread across her face. “Nice to meet you, Yvonne Henderson.”

      “What?” Yvonne’s mouth fell open. “How did you know my last name?”

      “It’s on the company website. Project manager, huh? Nice.” She looked from Julie to Yvonne. “Rule number one when playing, don’t give out your real name.”

      “Who says we’re playing?”

      “No one, you asked me to tell you how it works.”

      “Sorry.” Yvonne nodded. “Go on.”

      “Do you have a landline?”

      “Sure do,” Julie replied, thoughts of her mother making her smile.

      “In the phonebook?”

      “Yep,” Yvonne replied. “Under my name.”

      “So I could find out your address too.” A smug smile graced her face.

      Well, I’ll be a mother fucker.

      Just how easy it was to be found hit Julie like a sledgehammer. She was always cautious about what she posted on Facebook, which wasn’t much these days, but not once had she stopped to think bragging about her wife and the projects she was managing could lead someone to their doorstep.

      “Where do you work?” Yvonne asked Brenda.

      “In retail. Rule number two. Don’t reveal too much about yourself too soon.”

      Barely taking her eyes off Brenda, Yvonne pushed her empty glass in front of Julie.

      “No giving out real names, got it. When does the fun begin? Because from where I’m sitting, being stood up isn’t much fun.”

      “Oh, I don’t know about that. I’m having fun, aren’t you?” She flashed Yvonne a killer smile that made Julie weak in the knees…
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      Arms Wide Open

      Baffled as to what is bothering Yvonne, and hating the distance between them, Julie sits her wife down and finally gets to the bottom of things.

      A romantic night away, soaking in a hot tub, takes them down a path neither of them ever could’ve imagined.
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      The Secrets We Keep

      If anyone had told Sadie she'd be homeless and living out of her car at age twenty-five, she'd have laughed in their faces. She'd have laughed even harder if she’d been told her new, uptight, beauty parlour boss, Victoria, would steal her heart and stamp all over it.

      Because Sadie's way smarter than that.

      The saying “You don’t know what you have until it’s gone” has become Victoria's motto ever since Sadie stumbled into her ordered world. Victoria just needs a cleaner. But apparently Sadie has other talents—the sort that can crack open Victoria's heart and shatter her equilibrium.

      An age-gap, rich-girl/poor-girl lesbian romance that embraces the big, crazy, complicated mess of fixing two broken hearts that belong together.
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      The People we Trust

      When Soraya Jansen took over the exotic Libellule's from her boss, she understood two things: The beauty parlour offers certain "extra" services that need to be handled with discretion. And there’s a strict no-fraternising rule between staff or clients.

      But Soraya's in charge now and can bend the rules to suit her management style. Besides, no one will get under her guard—not the ex-employee she allows back to work, the flirty new hire, or the hot police officer client who definitely shouldn't be so interesting given they're on opposite sides of the law.

      A friends-to-lovers lesbian romance about the power of finding someone not just worthy of love, but of trust as well.
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      Ticket To Love

      Sometimes, the end is just the beginning...

      When Tara's mother catches her in a compromising position, she's given an ultimatum - A therapist to help her get over her issues or a one-way ticket to New Zealand.

      From the moment Tara walks through her door, Kathryn’s orderly life is knocked off-kilter. The sassy Australian, ten years her junior, is as charming as she is off-limits.

      When lines are crossed, fireworks explode, and not all of them are good. Emotions run high, loyalties are tested, bonds are made, and bonds are broken.
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      Corporate Lines

      What happens when attraction surpasses common sense...

      A couple of nights of overtime go from anything but typical to mind-boggling when a new cleaner arrives at KB Incorporated. The woman's an enigma, a puzzle Simone wants to solve. From the minute she lays eyes on her, Simone’s orderly life is thrown into disarray.

      When life throws a curveball at Nadia, she finds herself moonlighting as a cleaner. How hard can it be? Turns out it’s a breeze, compared to the pull of a sexy CEO whose icy-blue gaze and cool demeanour call to her.
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      44 Hours

      The universe is definitely trying to punish Jennifer Andrews. Her new colleague, Ellaine Baxter, is not only an annoying, ambitious hard-ass, she’s the woman who broke Jennifer’s best friend’s heart.

      Now, for added torture, they have to drive to a teambuilding conference together.

      On their three-hour journey, things go from tense to catastrophic after an unscheduled stop in New Zealand’s wildly beautiful Kaimanawa Forest.

      An enemies-to-lovers romance about finding love with the person you least expect.
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      Mistaken Identity

      On a scale of awkward to totally catastrophic, Kelly Bennett has managed to hit every level of “Oh. My. God.” in just one night.

      Kelly decides her older, uptight girlfriend Paula needs a bit of loosening up during her birthday party. When she finds her curled up in bed, Kelly leaps her bones, adds a few restraints and one satisfied lover later, sneaks out… only to run into her girlfriend, Paula, in the hallway.

      After the shock wears off, leaving a puddle of guilt, recriminations, and a now ex-girlfriend, Kelly’s left with one burning question: who was that woman in the bedroom? And why did she go along with it?

      The course of lesbian true love is about as smooth as a porcupine in this quirky dramedy of errors.
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      Finding Love Down Under

      When Claire discovers her fiancée has abused her trust in the most heinous way possible, she severs all ties.

      A year down the track, she couldn’t be happier living a life of solitude on a vineyard. That is, until a quick trip into town changes everything.

      Suddenly on her own in New Zealand, and on the edge of despair, Zoe never expected to find her salvation in the form of a beautiful and complex woman.
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      New Girl on the Street

      Electrician Lisa Barnett gets the shock of her life when she glimpses her new neighbour. It’s not just that the curvaceous beauty is up all hours, hauling suitcases in and out of her car. It’s that the mysterious, maddening, probably married woman was her schoolgirl fling from years ago—a girl who blew up her life then blew out of town without a word.

      What’s she doing back in town? And what on earth is she up to?

      A heated, enemies-to-lovers lesbian romance about daring to take a second chance
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