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    I went to a key party last night. 
 
    I had sex with someone who isn’t my husband. 
 
    Later, after it all went down (or he went down), I get up and search for my clothes. I feel groggy, my legs are wobbly, and if I was any more relaxed I think I’d be asleep. Consequences of good sex, I guess. But usually, I’m able to roll over and just go to sleep. 
 
    Tonight, I have to go home. 
 
    “You don’t want to stay longer?” Mahak is stretched out with his arms crossed behind his head, still naked. Maybe if the circumstances were different, I might stop to take a good long look because he does look pretty fine. Obviously, Melissa isn’t the only one obsessed with fitness. I can count all six packs on his stomach. 
 
    “I’m not much of a snuggler,” I admit. My dress has landed on the floor, partially under the bed. I bend over to retrieve it and at the last minute realize I’m buck naked, and this move gives Mahak a great look at my ass. Even though this isn’t the time to get shy, I crouch instead. 
 
    “You have such beautiful skin,” Mahak tells me. “Please, what is your nationality?” 
 
    “Little bit of this, little bit of that. Irish and Scottish mainly, but one of my grandfathers was African-American. Hence the curls,” I say ruefully, giving a hank of hair a tug. Then I catch sight of my panties on the corner of the bed and grab them. Is there any way to put these gracefully? I bite the bullet and slide them on under my dress. I still haven’t zipped it up, and it sags open, almost falling off my shoulders. 
 
    “Here, let me.” Mahak gets up to zip it for me. His hand is warm on my back, and he leaves it there for a little longer than necessary. “Your skin is like silk. I have a problem not touching it. Must you go?” His breath is hot on the side of my neck, even more so when he brushed my curls aside and kisses the spot where my neck meets my shoulder, at the same time skimming the tips of his fingers down my arms to my wrists and back up again.  
 
    “I think so.” I stand there and let Mahak kiss my neck because I’m not sure if my legs are steady enough to walk me out of there. And if I glance over my shoulder at him in all his naked glory, there’s no way I’m getting out of here. 
 
    “You’re intoxicating,” he breathes, burrowing his nose in the crease under my jaw. 
 
    “I think we’re both intoxicated,” I say feebly. 
 
    “Shh. I must tell you how much I have enjoyed myself.” He turns his attention to the other side of my neck. I feel his tongue dart out under my ear and just about lose it. “I think you did too.” 
 
    “Yes.” My voice cracks on the word. 
 
    “Good. I am so glad I was your first. We will always share this connection. Until next time...” he turns me and kisses me on the mouth, kisses me on and on until, I’m embarrassed to admit, I almost forget I wanted to go home. 
 
    “You’re amazing,” I breathe when he finally pulls away. 
 
    “Yes,” Mahak says matter-of-factly. “Sure you must go?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I will walk you then,” he says ruefully. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I tell him, moving to the other side of the bed, away from his rampant nakedness and clever lips. “I’m pretty close.” 
 
    “I will walk you.” Rather than argue, I let him dress and prepare to take the strangest walk of shame I have ever had. 
 
    The house is silent except the music still playing in the living room. The doors are closed along the hall, and I don’t even glance at them since I don’t know who is in each room. I have no idea where Dominic is, or what he’s doing. 
 
    “Hey.” I jump as I hear a voice from the living room. Colin is sitting on the couch with Wendy’s bare feet in his lap. Both of them holding glasses of wine, fully dressed and look very cozy together.    
 
    “Want a drink?” 
 
    Mahak looks at me with his eyebrows raised. “No, thanks. I just... home.” 
 
    Wendy nods. Her blonde hair has come out of her clip and falls prettily around her flushed cheeks. I hate to say it, but she looks exactly as if she’s been thoroughly fucked. I guess I probably look the same but decide there’s no point in being embarrassed by it. “We’re just waiting for Paige and Jackson.” 
 
    “You’re waiting for them? While they...” I shake my head in disbelief. 
 
    “I’m sure they won’t take too long,” she laughs, and Colin and Mahak join in. I can’t bring myself to. 
 
    “Doesn’t it bother you? Knowing what they’re doing?” 
 
    “We all just did the same thing,” Colin informs me. “Or did you two just cuddle?” 
 
    “It gets easier,” Wendy says soothingly. 
 
    “I can’t see how.” I glance around the room at the evidence of the party. “I guess I’m a bit of a downer, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Mahak assures me, his hand resting on my back again, just above my bum. 
 
    “This is all out in the open, isn’t it?” 
 
    “There’s no point having secrets. We’re all consenting adults.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “I’ll take you home,” Mahak says gently, holding my coat for me. 
 
    “Jacey?” Wendy calls after me. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I tell her. “It’s been a fun night, but kind of weird, you know? I guess it will take a bit to get used to all this.” 
 
    “You will. At least I hope you will. See you later.” 
 
    “Good-night.” 
 
    It’s after midnight, and the sky is so clear I can see hundred of stars like pinpricks in the darkness. Mahak takes my hand as we walk down the steps. “You need gloves.” 
 
    “I forgot them.” 
 
    “I will warm you.” 
 
    The sidewalk is clear of snow and ice. It hasn’t snowed again since Joe cleared on Thursday. I can see his house behind ours, in total darkness. 
 
    “Mahak...” Why? I want to ask. Why do you do this? Does it make you happy? Does it help your marriage? Aren’t you jealous thinking of your wife closeted in some room with my husband? And Tia?  
 
    “Thank you for being so sweet to me,” I say instead. 
 
    We’ve reached the walk leading to our house. The outside light is still on. “I’ve had a wonderful evening,” Mahak says, taking my cold hand and pressing his lips against it. 
 
    “I’m sure you say that to all the girls.” 
 
    “But with you, I most definitely mean it.” His dark eyes gaze soulfully at me. Really, he’s too attractive for words, with those eyes and those lips. The whole package... as much as I hate to admit it, Melissa is one lucky girl. “I hope that we might enjoy some time together soon. Very soon.” 
 
    “Yes,” is all I can manage. He smiles and releases my hand. 
 
    “Your keys?” 
 
    “But shouldn’t we wait? I thought I was supposed to pick yours...” 
 
    He smiles at my confusion. “I will unlock the door for you.” 
 
    “Oh. Thank you.” I stand stupidly on the front porch as he unlocks the door and pushes it open for me. A quick scurry of feet and Frodo races past me outside. “I guess he has to go.” 
 
    “Do you need me to walk him?” 
 
    “No,” I wave him away. “I’ll just wait here for a minute. He’s quick.” 
 
    “I’ll say good-night then. Until next time.” He leans in and kisses me gently on the lips. It’s a brief peck, but I still close my eyes. 
 
    “Good-night Mahak.” 
 
    “Good-night, lovely Jacey.” 
 
    By the time Frodo finishes his business and joins me at the door, Mahak has crossed the street and is at his door. He waves a hand before he goes inside. 
 
    And thus ends one of the strangest nights of my life. 
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    When I wake up the next morning, I’m alone in the bed. Even though it’s not unusual for Dominic to awake earlier than I, I’m still confused. And then I’m afraid. Did he not come home last night? But then I hear the happy noise of the kids downstairs, and Dom’s deeper voice answering them. I’m still confused though. What happens now? 
 
    I had sex with Mahak. I’m assuming Dom had sex with Melissa and Tia. Both? I don’t know how I feel about that – on one hand, I had a pretty good time myself with Mahak and having two women together has been a fantasy of Dominic’s since the beginning of time. But he had sex with Melissa. And Tia. I think I’m more than a little jealous, as unreasonable as that sounds. But I’m not about to explore those feelings right now. I feel in desperate need of a shower. I had sex with another man last night, and I think I need to wash him off me. 
 
    I’m stepping into the shower when I hear Dominic calling to me. 
 
    “In here.” 
 
    “Hey,” Dominic pokes his head into the bathroom. “Talia just went home. I gave her breakfast and paid her.” 
 
    “That’s a pretty good deal. Thanks for letting me sleep.” 
 
    He watches me lathering up through the glass door. “Sleep okay?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    He’s quiet for a couple of minutes, just watching me. I don’t know what to say to him, so I keep rubbing the body wash all over my arms and breasts, letting the bubbles flow down my stomach and between my legs, washing any trace of Mahak away. 
 
    “Do you mind if I come in?” Dom finally asks. 
 
    “Sure,” I say hesitantly, not knowing what to expect. We had sex with other people last night, and I’m not sure what he thinks about that. I still don’t know what I think about that. But as I watch him quickly strip off his clothes, I can’t help but notice some part of him seems okay with the idea. 
 
    “Did you – was it okay last night?” I have to ask as he steps into the shower with me. 
 
    “Do you really want to talk about it now?” 
 
    My gaze trails down his chest, now glistening with water to his penis, jutting arrogantly towards me. “Not really. Not right now at least.” Mahak satisfied me completely last night but now, this morning, the only thoughts I have are of my husband. 
 
    “Good.” Dominic reaches for me, one hand cupping my breasts, the other sliding around my waist and onto my bottom as I kiss him hungrily. How is it possible – not eight hours earlier I was with Mahak, and now all I want is my husband inside me? We kiss under the water, with me reaching down to grasp him, sliding my hand along his thick shaft as his fingers caress between my legs. But he doesn’t linger for more than a minute, and I don’t want him to. I want him inside me.  
 
    I pull away from him and turn around. The water hits my back, washing any last evidence of Mahak away. Dominic grasps my hips with one hand, using the other to guide himself between my legs. 
 
    I feel him inside me, moving too slowly for my liking. I thrust my hips back against him, reaching behind to grasp his leg. 
 
    “Faster,” I breathe. “More, please.” 
 
    “Did he do it hard?” Dom asks with a growl in his voice. “Did you ask for it?” 
 
    I freeze, unsure if Dominic is serious. Is he upset with what happened last night, or does the thought of me with Mahak turn him on, like when I tell him about me and other men? “Dom…” 
 
    “Did he fuck you like this? What did he do?” As he peppers me with questions, he thrusts harder and faster, and I can hear his breathing through the rush of the water. 
 
    I don’t think the thought of me with Mahak is upsetting him one little bit. 
 
    The water of the shower is too hot, and steam surrounds us so that I can’t see our reflection in the mirror over the sink. I know what we must look like – my arms bracing myself against the slick wall, slightly bent at the waist; Dom behind me, one hand grasping my hips, the other between my legs. And he’s fucking me hard and fast, just the way I like it. 
 
    “Did he fuck you like this?” he demands again when I don’t answer. “Did you like it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasp. I hate to admit, but thinking about Mahak when Dom is fucking me is making me even more excited. Thinking about how his tongue felt, how he felt inside me, all the while Dom is thrusting harder... It’s a total turn-on. 
 
    “What did he do?” 
 
    Sounds like me talking about it is a total turn-on for Dominic too. 
 
    “He fucked me from behind, and it was hard… and good and…” I’m having a little trouble keeping my end of the conversation going. “I want you to… oh, God, Dom, just like that!” I cry out. He rubs my clit in perfect timing with his thrusts, sending me spiraling into an orgasm so quick and intense I have problems staying on my feet. Luckily, Dom finishes with a few more thrusts and helps me stand. 
 
    “It’s never like with this with anyone else,” he says in a low voice, wrapping his arms around me from behind. “It can’t be.” 
 
    “No,” I agree, still breathing in gasps and dizzy from the intensity of my orgasm. 
 
    After we dry off from the shower, Dominic lies down on the bed and as I dress. “I don’t really know what to say to you,” he says hesitantly. I’m sure that’s why we had shower sex – to cover up any evidence that we’d been touched by another person. 
 
    “What time did you get home?” I begin as if he went to a hockey game or out for a beer with the boys. 
 
    “About two. You were asleep, and I... I didn’t think it was good to wake you. Did you get home okay?” 
 
    “Mahak walked me to the door.” 
 
    “That was good of him.” 
 
    “Yes, very gentleman-like of him.” Mahak may be a gentleman out of bed, but between the sheets, it’s a whole different story. But I can’t say that to Dominic. I’m not sure what I can say to him. I’m not sure what I want to. Did I already say too much? 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He always picks up on my moods. 
 
    “Is it considered cheating if we both did it?” I say in a rush. “I mean, what would a minister say? We both broke our marriage vows, but does it offset each other since we both did it? Is it still adultery? If you were going to file for divorce, would you put down adultery for the reason if you did it too?” 
 
    “I’m not about to file for divorce,” Dominic assures me with a smile. “And we haven’t had face-to-face time with a minister since we got married, so I don’t know why that should bother you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t feel like we cheated.” 
 
    “Maybe you should come up with a different word,” he suggests. 
 
    “They all sound just as bad! This was bad of us, wasn’t it? Was it an orgy? Would you call it an orgy? We weren’t all together, so I don’t think it was, but I don’t know...” 
 
    “Calm down, Jacey. It was a key party, not an orgy. It was just a party we went to, where people play together.” 
 
    “We played together?” 
 
    “That’s what Tia calls it.” 
 
    “Okay... playing. That’s better than calling it an orgy.” 
 
    “It’s not an orgy,” he says patiently. 
 
    “So how was it?” I ask, rather than continue with the redundant conversation about what to call what we did. 
 
    “Do you really want to know?” My eyes slide down to his chest, now covered by a thin white T-shirt. I suddenly wonder what Melissa thought of his body. I hope she liked it. Dominic has always been more lanky than muscular, but there’s still some definition in his chest and arms. And maybe the beginnings of a paunch but he still looks good. Maybe not as good as Mahak...  
 
    I shake my head to clear the image. I’m not going to compare the two, and I definitely shouldn’t care what Melissa thinks. 
 
    “Do you think you should tell me? Do you want to tell me? Do you want me to tell you? Are they going to say anything to each other? Do we have some sort of recap next week? Do we score each other, like a ten for technical but a four for finesse?” 
 
    Dominic gives a throaty chuckle. “You’re crazy.” 
 
    “That’s still not funny.” 
 
    “No. Sorry.” He pauses, then with a raise of his eyebrows, “A ten?” 
 
    “Hypothetically. Did you really... both of them?” He gives me a sheepish shrug. “Well, that’s not fair.” 
 
    “What’s not fair about it?” Dom asks in bewilderment. 
 
    “Well, what if I wanted two?” 
 
    Dominic bursts out laughing and after a moment I join. It does sound crazy. After my worry about orgies and sinning, all I can think about is how unfair it was that I was only with one other man? Although two of Mahak might be too much for even me. Or maybe not. I shiver at the thought. 
 
    “So? Were they a ten? Were you?” I really don’t want to know the answer to that. Was he better with them than he is with me? Because that’s not fair either. 
 
    “No one is scoring us.” 
 
    “How can you be so sure? We hardly know them.” 
 
    “I think we’re getting to know them quite well, don’t you?” 
 
    I flop on the bed beside Dominic. “I wish someone had told us what we’re supposed to do now. How were supposed to act, what to say? There should be a manual on this.” 
 
    Dominic chuckles again and rolls onto his side, draping his arm across my stomach. Is this how we’re supposed to act? Casual conversation, awkward pauses, trying to come up with a topic that doesn’t lead back to the party – it’s impossible. It’s like the proverbial pink elephant in the room. “We have to talk about it,” I decide, in spite of my reluctance. 
 
    “Melissa...” Dominic gives a laugh that’s part embarrassment, part admiration, and I turn to him, interested despite myself. 
 
    “Really? I thought Tia...” 
 
    “Well, yeah. Her body – but Melissa. I don’t know what to say about her.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want you to say anything else. I do yoga with her and it might be a little difficult if I know she was doing the downward dog pose with my husband.” 
 
    Dominic holds his hand out to me. “You don’t have to worry.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Do I?” 
 
    “Well...” I trail the word out slowly, almost lasciviously and like me, Dominic looks interested despite the hesitation in his voice. “All I’m going to say is it might be interesting to see what 
 
    Melissa and Mahak get up to when they’re together. He’s – wow.” 
 
    “Really? But he’s... Really? He seems so quiet and reserved. He doesn’t really fit with Melissa.” 
 
    “Something sure fits. He has moves...” 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re talking about this.” 
 
    “I can’t believe we went through with it.” 
 
    “Was it a good idea? Should we have said thanks but no thanks?” 
 
    I look into Dominic’s brown eyes and wonder if I can see the truth. Did he really want to experience another woman – in his case two – without any strings? Did he need that extra excitement? 
 
    Am I not enough for him? 
 
    No. I was right there in the shower with him not ten minutes ago. I know I’m enough for him. 
 
    All I know is that this – us together, lying so comfortably in bed – wasn’t what I was expecting for the morning after. Tears, maybe recriminations about why and how and what? Instead, I get the feeling we’ve both gotten caught doing something wrong – there is guilt – but also a sense of camaraderie that we’re in this together. 
 
    “I feel a little guilty,” Dominic admits. 
 
    “I feel a little jealous.” 
 
    “We don’t have to do it again,” Dominic is saying. But I can tell he really doesn’t mean that. 
 
    “Can we just watch?” 
 
    We laugh together. 
 
    It feels nice, and I know we’re okay. For now, anyway. 
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    Thankfully there is no post-party brunch at Melissa’s on Sunday. But Wendy, Melissa, and Paige are waiting for me in the hall outside Hanna’s classroom on Monday morning. 
 
    “You’re late this morning,” Wendy says with a smile. 
 
    Looking at her, so pleasant and smiling and normal, it’s hard to believe anything unusual happened Saturday night. I’m going to use the word 'unusual' to describe Saturday night since it’s definitely unusual for Dominic and me to engage in sexual intercourse with anyone other than each other, let alone at a party where everyone was doing it. I’m going with unusual because to say it was strange or bizarre or disgusting would raise the question of how I could enjoy myself. And I did enjoy myself. 
 
    “A little slow getting started,” I admit awkwardly, unable to glance at Melissa. 
 
    “How was he yesterday?” 
 
    “Yesterday?” I squawk. “I didn’t – who? Saturday maybe, but –” 
 
    “How is Ben?” Wendy asks patiently, easily hiding her smile. Paige has no such luck. “You said Saturday night that you thought he might be coming down with a cold.” She tickles Ben’s feet through his snowsuit, the snowsuit that fortunately doesn’t have any remnants of his bum explosion from the other day, thanks to Dominic’s discovery of it on the basement stairs. 
 
    “Oh. Uh, he’s fine. For now.” I honestly don’t remember having that conversation with Wendy. How could I talk about mundane things just as I was about to commit carnal sin with another man who might be her husband? I must have had a lot to drink. 
 
    “So how was your weekend? What did you do?” Melissa asks in her normally strident voice. 
 
    I look at her, amazed that she would have the gall to speak to me after I saw her husband and all of his full frontal glory – and more – on Saturday night. And the fact that she – unless she kept her eyes closed the entire time – saw mine. I feel as if we should be planning our duel at dawn to protect the honour of our husbands rather than chatting in the school hallway. 
 
    “Well, you know who I did,” I can’t help but say. I hear a snort from Paige beside me. 
 
    “Obviously you got over your reluctance when you saw what was in store for you Saturday night,” Melissa says smugly. “There was nothing to be concerned about, was there?” 
 
    “It still wasn’t my usual Saturday night get-together.” 
 
    “But it will be now! Didn’t you have a great time? Wasn’t Mahak amazing? Was he everything you hoped for?” 
 
    “Maybe this isn’t a good place to discuss this,” Wendy says in a low voice. We’re still in the school, outside the office. The tinny sound of the national anthem is playing over the PA system and from the doorway, I can see the secretary shooting daggers at us for daring to show such disrespect for the song. I wonder what she’d think if she could hear what we were saying. She’d probably think we were nothing but degenerate perverts and force us to take the kids out of school. Or maybe not. Maybe she’d be into it. But seeing as she resembles a large toad with a bad perm, I sincerely doubt that. 
 
    Wendy heads for the door after the anthem and we follow. 
 
    “Well? What did you think?” Melissa asks doggedly. I’m no longer amazed she has the gall to speak to me – I doubt anything could faze this woman. Now I’m just flabbergasted that she sounds so proud of the fact I had sex with her husband. What business of hers is it whether I thought of it? 
 
    Or maybe it is? This little interaction – friendship – is getting more complicated by the day. 
 
    “Is there a problem?” Melissa asks rudely when I don’t respond. “Did something happen with Mahak? Were you not fully satisfied on Saturday? Did Dominic say something?” 
 
    Paige gives another little snort. “You make it sound like she wants to send her food back at a restaurant.” 
 
    “I don’t know why on earth there could be a problem,” Melissa continues like Paige hasn’t spoken. “You and Dominic had the best there is.” 
 
    “You honestly want to know? I’m here holding my baby, and you want to talk about how it was with me and your husband? You don’t see something wrong with that?” 
 
    “Can we not talk about this here?” Wendy begs. We’re in the parking lot by now, but there are a few other parents, clearly within earshot. 
 
    “What, not everyone around here into group sex? I would never have thought.” 
 
    Wendy looks pained.  
 
    “We can talk about this at my place. This isn’t finished,” Melissa says with a huff and storms out of the school to her car. 
 
    “Is she serious?” I turn to Paige and Wendy. 
 
    “Unfortunately, yes,” Wendy sighs. 
 
    “It seems that our friend Melissa views her own self-worth by Mahak’s performance,” Paige tells me, rolling her eyes. “Unfortunate, but that’s how it is.” 
 
    “So instead of stroking her ego, you stroke...” This cracks Paige up so much that she’s practically rolling on the ground as Melissa pulls out of the lot in her super clean white Lexus. 
 
    “Please come with us,” Wendy asks politely. “We’re going to do yoga, we don’t have to talk about it.” 
 
    “Please come,” Paige echoes. “Because she’ll drive us batty if she can’t ask you anything.” 
 
    “I’ll see,” I tell them, very non-committal. But there’s no point because Melissa is at her door waiting for us as Wendy, Paige and I turn onto Honeysuckle Court, driving in tandem like we’re in some sort of parade. Like a Group Sex Pride Parade. I wonder if there’s such a thing. Maybe in Las Vegas or Utah. Or is Utah is where the polygamists live? I always get those states confused. I doubt polygamists go for group sex. 
 
    “Coming?” Paige calls as I get out of the car. 
 
    “I thought it was Melissa who wanted to know that stuff?” Paige’s face cracks in a huge smile, and a plain Jane transforms into a very pretty Janelle. “You’re funny. I like that.” 
 
    “Does that mean you’re going to make me stick around?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ve got your back. Come on, Benny boy,” she calls to Ben as I pull out his car seat, “tell Mommy you want to play with Xander in the crazy lady’s house.” 
 
    “I think he’s going to grow up scared of chickens,” I grumble, but I follow Paige across the street. I almost beat a fast retreat as Melissa rounds on me as soon as my coat is off. 
 
    “So what’s the problem? You and Dominic had the best there was on Saturday,” she practically shouts at me. 
 
    “In your opinion,” Wendy says mildly. 
 
    “You’ve said the same thing. Everyone says that. I’ve had four orgasms in one night with Mahak – four! Who can say that? No one!” 
 
    Considering my own toe-curling experiences on Saturday, I’m not that impressed. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re upset about,” Melissa continues. “You never wanted to join in any way. Mahak was wasted on you.” 
 
    “I didn’t say I’m upset.” 
 
    Paige rolls her eyes at me as Wendy steps between me and Melissa. “She didn’t say anything like that, Mel. She’s just – it’s an adjustment. We all went through it.” Wendy smiles reassuringly at me. “Why don’t we just start the yoga?” 
 
    “Come on,” Melissa says. “Mahak told me about what happened. He’s the best, isn’t he?” 
 
    “Um... sure. He smelled very nice.” 
 
    “If you’re not into it, then why did you agree?” She’s getting upset now, and while part of me is having fun, the other part is getting tired of it. 
 
    “I don’t think I had much of a choice.” That’s not true, actually. If I don’t want to do something, I don’t do it. It’s impossible to force me to do anything. 
 
    “Jacey, that’s not true,” Wendy says disapprovingly. 
 
    “Well, the way you all jumped on me like gangbusters, I don’t know how I could have said no.” 
 
    “We thought it would be something you and Dominic would enjoy.” 
 
    “But Mahak,” Melissa continues in a wheedling tone, ignoring my exchange with Wendy. “He’s good, isn’t he? Big, too?” 
 
    “He’s... impressive.” I give her that because for the first time in my married life I’m concerned with Dom’s size. Dominic might not be the biggest knife in the drawer, but I’ve always told him it’s what he can do with it that counts. Did Melissa think he was big enough? Did he satisfy her? Why should this bother me? Am I becoming like her? 
 
    “You liked it, though, didn’t you?” My God, she’s relentless. There’s no way I’m anything like her! 
 
    “I faked,” I tell her with a completely straight face. 
 
    Predictably, she freaks, but she deserves it. It’s pretty funny to watch. 
 
    “You faked? Why would you do that? You don’t need to – Mahak would do anything to make you come! He’s the best lover I’ve ever had – it’s like you lied. You lied to him, and you lied to me and...” 
 
    “Calm down, Melissa,” Wendy says patiently. 
 
    “Why the hell would she fake? Have you ever faked with Mahak? No, because he’s the best. My husband is amazing in bed.  Everyone knows it but Jacey here –” 
 
    “Did you really fake, Jacey?” Paige asks. I think she notices the tiny smile on my face as I enjoy Melissa’s distress. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What? Then why...?” 
 
    “I’m not about to go into the details, okay? I’d like to keep what happened with Mahak private if that’s okay with you. It’s none of your business if I was fully satisfied, or if he was. What happened is between us, just like what happened with you and Dom is none of my concern.” 
 
    “And Tia,” Melissa points out meanly. 
 
    “Of course I can’t forget Tia. But I’m not one for locker room talk if that’s what today is for. Yoga is one thing, but I’m not one to kiss and tell.” I glance at Wendy and Paige. “Is that what you normally do?” 
 
    “Well, Melissa sometimes likes to... critique...” 
 
    “I do not!” Both Wendy and Paige raise their eyebrows in unison. “Well, what’s wrong with that? If there’s something the guys aren’t doing properly...” 
 
    I close my eyes. “Please, oh, please, don’t feel the need to tell me if my husband isn’t doing something ‘properly’. Because he does it just fine with me.” 
 
    “Dominic was perfectly satisfactory.” 
 
    I turn to Paige. “Doesn’t sound like he gets an A for effort, does it?” 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want to know!” Melissa wails. 
 
    “I don’t. Let’s change the subject.” But now I can’t stop wondering about what went on with Dom and Melissa and Tia in Tia’s big bedroom. 
 
    Damn Melissa. 
 
    “I need to make coffee,” Melissa announces and stomps off into the kitchen, leaving us in the living room with the kids. Xander and Noemi are arguing over some toy and Ben is still asleep in Wendy’s arms. She really is a super mother. He never does that for me. 
 
    “Sometimes it’s easier if you know,” Wendy says in a low voice. “When you imagine it, it’s always much worse.” 
 
    “I have no desire to know what went on with Dominic and – and them. I enjoy blissful ignorance. I’m sure she was fine for him, and he was fine for her... both of them?” I ask. “Is that normal? I thought Joe...” 
 
    “Yes, but he doesn’t show up every time. When he doesn’t, Melissa and Tia like to...” she shrugs. 
 
    “You don’t?” 
 
    “No,” Paige is quick to answer. “I don’t play that way.” 
 
    “Would you want to?” Wendy asks me, clearly curious. 
 
    “With you?  Are you offering?” But I smile to show I’m not serious. 
 
    “Sorry, but no.  I’m sure, though, if you’re interested...” My head is emphatically shaking before she’s even finished. 
 
    “No, thank you. And have myself critiqued? I don’t think so!” 
 
    “I meant with Tia.” 
 
    I don’t answer right away. I admit I, like most normal women, have shown curiosity for what it would be like with another woman. I’ve even acted on it – or rather she did – once upon a time. But that was when I was younger, experimenting and very, very drunk. I’m a grown woman now. I’m a mother. I don’t need to experiment with another woman. Saturday night was enough. 
 
    But Tia is very appealing. I don’t deny I find her extremely sexy. If I was planning on being with another woman, would it be someone like her? Someone mature and sophisticated and experienced, so she could show me what to do? Probably, but Tia herself? 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say slowly. 
 
    “We never talk about this,” Wendy giggles. “I have to admit, I tune out half the stuff Melissa says, all about positions and thrust capacity – it’s like she’s talking about a space launch, rather than just simple sex. I wonder if she and Mahak critique each other?” 
 
    “Do you think they do it every night?” Paige whispers. 
 
    I shrug. “Wouldn’t you want to? I definitely wouldn’t save it for special occasions.” 
 
    “He is pretty incredible, isn’t he?” Wendy asks. 
 
    “You’re talking about Mahak!” Melissa sings as she bustles into the room. “I can hear you! He’s the best, isn’t he?” She passes around coffee in her chicken cups, so bouncy that it’s a wonder how she doesn’t burn herself. 
 
    “You seem more excited than Mahak would be if he was here,” I comment. 
 
    “Well, of course. His prowess in the bedroom is obviously a reflection on me,” she surprises me by saying. “If you think he is the best, then obviously you’re thinking that about me as well.” 
 
    “Actually, I wasn’t,” I mutter. 
 
    “Well, you should. How do you think he gets so good? It’s not a solo effort, you know. It takes two to tango and win the disco ball on Dancing with the Stars. Mahak has me to thank for being so incredible in bed, and, therefore, so do you.” 
 
    I am dumbfounded at this string of logic. “Oh.” 
 
    Melissa takes this as acquiesces. “He’s good, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I admit defeat. Melissa has won this round by sheer determination and logic that muddles my brain. “He is good.” 
 
    “That tongue,” Wendy murmurs, blowing on her coffee to cool it. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Paige agrees. 
 
    “It was something else,” I concede. 
 
    “See? You have me to thank for that,” Melissa says with a big smile. “You’re welcome!” 
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    It snows Monday, and I’m surprised to find Joe shoveling my front walk after I put Ben down for a nap. I slip on a pair of Dominic’s shoes and open the door. 
 
    “Hi,” I say, feeling shy. I haven’t seen Joe since before the party on Saturday. Before Mahak. 
 
    “Hello,” Joe replies, not stopping his shoveling. I watch him for a moment, pushing the shovel across the snow-covered sidewalk until it’s just about to hit the bank on the side. Then with a seemingly effortless flick, he adds the snow to the pile. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What does it look like I’m doing? I thought you were the smart one.” A hint of a smile curves up the corner of his mouth, and I smile in return. 
 
    “It looks like you’re being neighbourly again, shoveling my walk.” 
 
    “Looks that way.” Joe continues to push the snow. 
 
    “Thank you. I wasn’t looking forward to doing it.” 
 
    “I thought it might be hard for you, with Ben and all.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s not old enough to shovel yet. But when he is, just watch me use my child labour.” I get a real smile at that. “Why weren’t you at the party on Saturday?” I blurt out. 
 
    “Busy.” 
 
    “Really?” The sarcasm is a little too evident in my tone and Joe stops. 
 
    “Yes. Contrary to popular belief, I do have a life.” 
 
    “I never said you didn’t.” 
 
    “Your husband called me.” 
 
    “Does he not think you have a life?” I ask with bewilderment. Joe chuckles in response. 
 
    “He asked if I could come fix the shelf in your bedroom.” 
 
    “I was going to fix that,” I pout. 
 
    “Well, he asked me. Do you not want me to?” 
 
    My sulk vanishes before it really begins as I glance at Joe’s face. It’s inscrutable as usual, but something in his eyes makes my stomach do a slow roll. Why haven’t I noticed before how much he looks like Sean Bean? “I think that would be fine,” I say slowly. 
 
    “Do you want me to take a look at it now?” 
 
    “Sure. Ben’s asleep...” 
 
    “I won’t wake him up.” Without another word, he heads for the door, leaning the shovel against the wall. I back inside, out of his way, leaving snowy footprints on the floor. 
 
    “Room still looks nice,” Joe admires the paint as he pulls off his boots before stepping on the floor. 
 
    “It’s a nice colour,” I tell him grudgingly. “You did a good job.” 
 
    “Which is why your husband called me. Show me this shelf.” 
 
    I led him up the stairs, conscious of how my bum looks in my yoga pants. Was Joe looking at it? As I brought him into my bedroom, I was happy I made the bed this morning but conscious of the bras I had left draped over the chair to dry. Bright pink, baby blue, and black cheetah print – they were very noticeable, but Joe doesn’t say a word. 
 
    “Here,” I stood in front of the shelf on the wall. Dominic noticed the other night it wasn’t level, and one side seemed to be sinking lower on the wall. I had yet to place anything on the shelf so of course, the unevenness was lost on me.  
 
    Joe steps around me and begins tapping on the wall. “It’s not fastened into the stud. The screw for this side is just floating around in there.” 
 
    “Can you fix it?” 
 
    He raises his eyebrows at me. “You’ll have a hole. I have to take it out, find a better spot and stick it back in. I can patch it if you like.” 
 
    “Sure. If it needs to be patched.” 
 
    “Look here.” Joe moves behind me, and taps on the wall above one end, then the other. Even I can hear the difference. “This one is fixed into the wall stud. This one isn’t and so it’s sliding down the wall.” 
 
    “I can see that.” I grab the edge of the wood shelf and pull down on it, thinking it securely fastened. It wasn’t. Joe is right; the screw holding the one end was just floating around and when I put pressure on it, it jerks downward, leaving a ragged hole in the wall. 
 
    “What! I didn’t mean for you to rip it out!” He grabs the shelf at the same time I do, leaving us holding it together. One of his hands wraps over mine. 
 
    “Oops,” I manage weakly. Joe’s hand is warm, and I’m conscious now of how close his body is behind me. He makes an exasperated noise, and I can feel his breath on my neck. But he doesn’t move.  
 
    “I don’t think it’s going to fall,” I say after we’ve stood like that for a long moment. It’s beginning to feel awkward. Or...something... 
 
    Joe moves the hand covering mind, but doesn’t step back. Instead, I feel one of his hands, then both, resting on my hips. With the gentlest of pressure, he pulls me back against him. 
 
    I don’t move a muscle. I’m not even breathing. Slowly, ever so slowly, Joe pushes my curly hair off my shoulder. I feel the barest touch of his lips against my bare skin of my neck. 
 
    And then he’s gone. 
 
    “I’ll be back tomorrow to fix that for you,” he says briskly, already at the door. “You have a good afternoon.” 
 
    “Wha-?” I stammer. 
 
    “You should stay away from Mahak,” Joe tells me over his shoulder. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” To say I’m bewildered is an understatement. Did I imagine his hands on me, his lips touching my neck? Did that not just happen? Did I not feel his hardness pressed against my back? 
 
    I’m pretty sure I felt that. 
 
    “I’ve heard he has his eye on you,” Joe explains as he heads down the stairs. I trot after him. 
 
    “Where did you hear that from?” 
 
    “There’s not a lot that’s secret around here. Be careful.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “Some of the folks around here like to play games.” 
 
    “I know, but so do you. You go to the parties too.” 
 
    “But I don’t like to play games. Just be careful. Use your head.” 
 
    And with those parting words, Joe is out the door, leaving me baffled. 
 
    “Maybe I could use my head if you weren’t fucking confusing me!” I call out as the door shuts behind him, wincing as Ben begins to howl. 
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    I can feel the tips of his fingers tracing lines from underneath my breasts to my stomach and down to my thighs. He’s not touching anything, but oh, I want him to. I want him to take those fingers and bury them inside me and bring his lips to my breasts that are aching for his touch. I can’t see his face, but the skin, a few shades darker than myself, tells me it’s Mahak. I moan his name as his fingers drift between my legs, and I know his tongue will follow... 
 
    And then I wake up. 
 
    It takes a minute or two to reorient myself but Dominic’s snoring beside me certainly helps. No one else snores like my husband, the outtakes of breath showing no rhyme nor reason. I once compared the noise to that of air brakes on a transport truck. It’s probably the sound that woke me out of the dream. 
 
    I flip onto my side, wondering with whom I’m angry – Dominic, for waking me from what was definitely about to be a most satisfying dream, or myself, for deigning to dream about Mahak. He was good, but not that good. Definitely didn’t warrant a sex dream. 
 
    But Joe did. 
 
    I shake my head to stop thinking about Joe. Back to Mahak. Despite that tongue, I’ve had better. Or have I? Sex with Dominic has ranged from perfectly horrible to amazingly spine-tingling and everything in between. Can I really say one time with Mahak is better than any times with Dom? 
 
    Of course, I can’t because I’m not comparing him with my husband. Dom is great. Amazing. Fantastic. Plus, he’s my husband, and I love him and plan on staying married to him for quite some time. Mahak was a one-time thing. 
 
    I wonder if I can pull his key out again? 
 
    I shake my head, disturbing the blow of air from the pillow beside me. It’s all Melissa’s fault. If she didn’t insist on finding out every single detail, I wouldn’t be reliving it in my dream. And there’s no way I would let her know I was dreaming about Mahak. That would make her already considerable ego swell substantially until I doubt I would be able to stand to be in the same room with her. I just need to forget I ever did anything with Mahak. 
 
    And forget Joe warned me about him. 
 
    Dominic continues to snore on beside me, making it even more difficult for me to fall back asleep. 
 
    In the morning, I’m awake before six. It’s still dark when I take Frodo for a quick morning walk. I never really gave too much thought to the name of the subdivision when we moved in – Flora 
 
    Gardens – but as I pass a few street signs, I see that there is definitely a theme. I pass Rosehip Crescent, and there’s a Hydrangea Court, as well. Sunflower Street is the main boulevard when you enter the subdivision. Someone really must have liked flowers. 
 
    When I return to Honeysuckle Court, I see a solo light on upstairs at Tia’s but Melissa’s downstairs is awash in light already. I picture her exercising in front of the television, or cleaning her floor or having sex with Mahak on the kitchen table. No, I don’t think she’s the kitchen table type. 
 
    Why am I thinking about Melissa having sex? Or is it just Mahak I’m thinking about? I’m still – haunted isn’t the right word because that gives Mahak too much credit – I’m disturbed by my dream, mainly because of the uncomfortable heat that’s now percolating between my legs, despite the frigid air. I never have sex dreams, and now that’s two since we moved in. 
 
    I decide to turn around to head home to see if Dominic is awake when I hear the noise of a garage opening and a car pulling out. I’m rooted to the spot at the end of the cul-de-sac until the car stops beside me. 
 
    “Good morning, Jacey,” Mahak says from inside the car, his accent sounding less pronounced than on Saturday. 
 
    “Hi, Mahak.” Like yesterday with Melissa, I’m having difficulty looking him straight in the eye. Plus, I have this awful feeling he can tell what I’ve been thinking about like I have a sign plastered on my forehead – I’m all hot and bothered because I had a sex dream about you last night. I really hope he can’t tell. 
 
    “I’m heading to work.” 
 
    “Work starts pretty early.” 
 
    “It does.” His voice is polite, but his eyes are anything but. He looks about as worked up as I feel and I have a sharp image of what might have made his eyes look that sexy this early in the morning. His eyes are still as black and bottomless as ever, his mouth still full and kissable, even curved up in a knowing smile. A very knowing smile. I’m sure he knows exactly what I’m thinking. 
 
    “Would you like a drive home?” 
 
    “It’s just over there,” I tell him. “I don’t need you to drive me.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’d rather talk to you when you aren’t shivering outside my car. And it’s starting to snow. Get in, please. The dog is fine in the back.” 
 
    I obey without a word of protest, ushering Frodo onto the back floor of Mahak’s Audi before sliding in myself. The car is warm and smells like expensive cologne. I toy with the seat belt for a moment before facing him. Joe’s words flash through my head, and I give it a shake. Mahak is harmless. 
 
    “How are you?” Mahak says in a low voice, and I don’t think he’s asking how I am this morning. Wearing plaid flannel pajama pants and one of Dom’s sweatshirts under my coat, I feel all lumpy and bumpy and I know I don’t look my best. I tuck a wayward curl into the hastily formed knot at the back of my head. 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I tell him, as non-committal as I can manage. 
 
    “I enjoyed our time together.” 
 
    “So did I.” Well, that was obvious, so there’s no harm in admitting it. “So… you’re going to work.” 
 
    “I wish you could come with me. I could hide you in my office just to bring you out to give you pleasure throughout the day. You’d like me to give you pleasure, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    As corny as the words are, they certainly have an impact on me. I can only stare fixated at Mahak with my mouth hanging open. And all I can think about is the last time and all of the details 
 
    I didn’t feel comfortable telling the others. Luckily, it’s dark enough so he can’t see the flush on my cheeks. But when he touches my face with a cool hand, I’m sure he can feel the heat. I can do nothing but stare into those dark pools of his eyes. I feel as if he’s cast a spell over me.  
 
    His hand curls around my neck pulling me towards him. “Your skin is so soft, like silk. I can’t stop touching you. I don’t want to stop touching you.” 
 
    He’s going to kiss me! Right here in his car, with Frodo in the backseat. I jerk back at the last minute. “I think you better stop touching me.” 
 
    “Is there a problem?” he asks, all innocence, but still with a hint of that smile. Oh, he knows exactly what kind of spell he’s cast over me! His hand returns to my cheek, but it’s warmer now. 
 
    “Other than the fact we’re in your car, in the middle of the street and anyone could look out the window and see? I thought...the other night... that was...” I can’t form the words because I’m not sure what to say. Now that I’ve slept with him, is this okay? Are morning make-out sessions acceptable here? 
 
    “The other night was just the beginning. Will you choose me at the next gathering?” His request surprises me. The whole interaction is surprising me. 
 
    “I thought – I can’t.” Would I want to choose Mahak? Right now, I’d have to say hell, yes, since the last time is all I’ve been able to think about. “I thought it was random, that you don’t know…?” 
 
    “I’ll have to take my turn right now then.” He pulls me closer, and I don’t stop him this time. I don’t want to. 
 
    Mahak’s lips are cool on mine, but his hands are warm as he unzips my bulky jacket. I struggle to take it off until I realize I don’t need to. Once it’s open, Mahak goes right for my breasts, pushing up my sweater until they are free in their bra-less glory. And a little chilly. But Mahak goes to work warming them up for me. He cups them in his warm hands and takes a nipple in his mouth, tracing circles with his tongue before sucking it hard. Then he trails his tongue – that glorious tongue – across the hills and valleys of my breasts to reach the other nipple, where he repeats. 
 
    By the second trip across, I’m almost panting with longing. 
 
    “I could make you come like this,” he murmurs, looking up at me with those dark eyes. “But I don’t think you want to wait.” 
 
    I can’t think of what to say. He’s right – I’m so close to an orgasm from just what he’s doing to my breasts and the thought of Saturday night. But then his hand slips into my pajama pants and finding no underwear impediment, slides it between my legs. I open them shamelessly, recklessly, knowing that this is wrong but unable to care. I want him to touch me so badly – I let out a little cry as his fingers find the hard nub of my clit. I’m slick and wet as he pushes a finger inside me while rubbing me with his thumb. I cry out at how good it feels. 
 
    “This won’t do,” Mahak murmurs. Leaving my breasts, with both hands he slides my pants down, forcing me to lift myself as he pulls them down around my boots. Then with a quick tug, one of my boots is off, and he lifts my leg. I’m sitting facing him, pants around one boot, the other leg naked and propped against the back of the seat. And then he lifts me by my bum, leaning as close as he can, lifting me as high as he can. I brace my arms underneath me. 
 
    And then he begins to tongue me. 
 
    Over and over. Just like the other night, licking me from my ass to my clit, with broad strokes of this tongue, pausing in between to delve deep inside me with it. And then he takes all of me in his mouth and sucks. 
 
    The sensation is incredible. I’m trapped in the most uncomfortable position but don’t want to move an inch in case Mahak might stop. The only sound in the car is the lapping of his tongue against me and my cries. I’m moaning loudly as he continues to pleasure me, wiggling it inside me, between my lips, with firm strokes. 
 
    “You like this?” Mahak pauses to ask. 
 
    “Yes! Oh, please don’t stop!” I cry, and he obeys, concentrating on my clit with quick little flicks of his tongue. Then he darts inside me, thrusting in as far as he can go, before returning to my nub, circling it ever so slowly so that I’m crying out with frustration. 
 
    “More, please, moremoremore...” 
 
    Despite my request, Mahak deliberately slows, running his tongue between my lips with excruciating slowness, teasing me, again and again until he takes me fully into his mouth again. In an instant, I can feel my orgasm coming and he returns to my clit, licking furiously. I cry out as it crashes through me with a last lick of my clit. His mouth surrounds me as I push myself against him, not realizing I’m shouting.  
 
    Finally, he lowers me to the seat. “Oh, my God,” I burst out as I return to reality. “You shouldn’t do that!” 
 
    “Why ever not?” he says with a smug smile. “When we both enjoy it so much?” 
 
    “But… we’re in your car…” 
 
    “I agree, the setting isn’t perfect.” Always the perfect gentleman, Mahak helps me pull up my pants and locates my boot for me. “But I think I’m going to have trouble controlling myself around you.” 
 
    I adjust myself as best I can in the car seat and can’t stop from returning Mahak’s smile. “You know I can’t let you go to work like this.” I indict the rather large erection in his pants. 
 
    “I rather hoped you wouldn’t.” 
 
    Leaning over, I unzip his leather jacket first, then his pants. I have trouble with the button, but Mahak lets me manage it on my own. And then I pull him out of his silky boxers, marveling once again at the sheer size of his penis. “You know, you’re quite beautiful,” I tell him, running my fingers around the tip before grasping it with my hand. 
 
    “And I want your mouth on me,” he says in a low voice, pushing my head down to his lap. I eagerly comply, as it’s only fair, flicking my tongue around his tip before taking as much of him in my mouth as I can. He’s so big, I can only manage part of him, but I keep my hand the shaft, rubbing up and down to match the movement of my mouth. He tastes clean and cool, but he’s quite a mouthful. I do my best. 
 
    He’s pushing my head down while he thrusts upward, so there’s not much I have to do except keep him in my mouth with my hand around him. A low moan, almost a growl come from deep in his throat, and suddenly he pushes me down roughly, and his length makes me gag as I taste his juices exploding in my mouth. I swallow, continuing for a moment, before lifting my head and looking up at him. 
 
    Mahak is leaning back against the headrest with his eyes closed and an expression of pure satisfaction mixed with relaxation on his face. It brings a smile to my face. 
 
    “Thank you,” he breathes. 
 
    “It’s me that… you don’t have to thank…” 
 
    He opens those brown eyes and gives me a smile of such gratitude that part of me melts. “Melissa won’t do that,” he says. “I haven’t had a blow job from her since our honeymoon. Thank you, Jacey.” 
 
    So that’s why he likes doing this. 
 
    I get out of the car with Frodo, pleased but a little embarrassed by what happened. Mahak waves as he pulls away and I’m left facing his house, hoping fervently Melissa doesn’t look out the window. Did Joe know that was going to happen? Is that why he warned me? 
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    I can’t bring myself to go over to Melissa’s that morning after I drop off Hanna. There’s no way I can face her. Saturday night was one thing; what happened is common knowledge. But a morning quickie with Mahak, inside his car, outside his house? That just seems wrong, even for this neighbourhood. 
 
    Or maybe not. Maybe that’s how things are. Maybe once you get admitted to the playground, you get to play with whomever, whenever and where ever you like? I can’t bring myself to ask that, however. 
 
    So Tuesday and Wednesday I take a break from yoga, blaming Ben’s sniffles. But I’m back on Thursday. I haven’t ridden myself of the guilt of giving Melissa’s husband oral sex, but my curiosity about why she refuses to do it brings me back into the fold. 
 
    During our post-yoga coffee break, Melissa stretches languidly and leans against the counter in the kitchen. “I’m so tired this morning,” she complains, seeming pretty wide-awake to me. “Mahak was all over me last night. I hardly got any sleep at all.” 
 
    “You should have a nap then,” Paige tells her. 
 
    “I’d be thinking about him too much, and I’d never been able to sleep! He was amazing!” 
 
    That’s because he was with me the other morning and I blew his mind with the blow job, I can’t help but think in my head. Of course, I don’t say it aloud, but I’d like to. 
 
    “Did he go down on you?” I ask her. 
 
    The look of surprise on Melissa’s face is replaced by pure joy. “You want details?” 
 
    “You seem to want to give them.” Paige shoots me a questioning glance, and I shrug. “Well, she does. And maybe I’m a little curious.” 
 
    “Of course, he went down on me! Why wouldn’t he, and why wouldn’t I make him? He’s just so good at it. Plus, he really enjoys it.” 
 
    “Always good for both to enjoy it. And then, do you go down on him?” 
 
    I hear Paige snort beside me as Melissa’s happiness is wiped from her face. “No. I don’t do that.” 
 
    “Why not?” I ask, my bewilderment apparent in my voice. “He’s – look at him. He’s quite impressive. I would. Not that I’m saying I have – or I haven’t but… you don’t do that?” 
 
    “No. It’s degrading to women.” 
 
    “What?” Paige is aghast. 
 
    “Is that why you won’t give blow jobs? They’re degrading? How do you figure that?” Wendy demands. 
 
    “I just think they are,” says a now stone-faced Melissa. “Why should I have to lower myself to suck his dick? The only time I kneel for him is when this,” she gives her firm little ass a pat, “is facing him.” 
 
    “But if he likes it… he’s a man. They all like it.” 
 
    “And he does it to you,” Paige says. “That doesn’t seem fair.” 
 
    “I just don’t understand how you could think it’s degrading,” Wendy still wants to know. 
 
    “I don’t like the taste,” Melissa says in a huff. “Okay? It makes me gag.” 
 
    “You don’t have to swallow,” I tell her. 
 
    “Even the little bit of pre-come,” she shudders. “It really grosses me out.” 
 
    “Does he know this?” Wendy wonders. 
 
    “Of course not! I’m not about to tell my husband that something about him makes me want to throw up!” 
 
    “He might prefer to know the truth rather than you just flat-out refusing him with such a lame excuse.” 
 
    “It tastes different after a vasectomy,” Paige informs us. 
 
    “Really?” Melissa perks up. 
 
    “It’s still, you know. It’s not my favourite either, but it’s thinner somehow. Less like phlegm.” 
 
    We burst out laughing at her description of semen. “See?” Melissa demands. “Do you blame me for being grossed out?” 
 
    “It is a bit of an acquired taste,” I admit. “But it is only fair to give as well as receive.” 
 
    “Do you have a problem if we give him blow jobs?” Wendy asks hesitantly. 
 
    “Have you?” 
 
    “Well, yes,” Paige tells her bluntly. 
 
    “He asks for it?” 
 
    “No, we just… it just happens,” Wendy says, clearly uncomfortable with giving those details. 
 
    “What does he say?” 
 
    I’m glad Wendy has taken point on this one because I don’t feel comfortable talking about what happened in the car. At Tia’s is one thing. 
 
    “He thanks me,” Wendy says with an affectionate smile. “He’s really very grateful. It’s sweet. Jackson just sort of expects it, so it can get monotonous, but Mahak's always so sweet about it. It’s not every time, you know.” 
 
    “I’ve done it twice. I quite like to give blow jobs,” Paige says matter-of-factly. 
 
    “I don’t mind it either,” I say. “Not all the time, but when I do, it gives me a bit of a rush. I like knowing I have him completely in control.” 
 
    “The power,” Wendy giggles. “It’s a turn-on.” 
 
    Melissa’s head swivels between us as if she’s watching a tennis game. “So, you think I should give it another try?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    “Why don’t you both do it at once?” Paige suggests. 
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    Wendy asks us over for dinner again on Saturday night, and I have to ask just what that entails. 
 
    “Well, normally I serve salad and then some sort of main course,” she asks uneasily. “Is there anything you don’t like?” 
 
    “I didn’t mean that,” I hiss. “I meant after. Do we... you know...?” 
 
    “Getting really into this, aren’t you, Jacey?” 
 
    “No!” I scowl at the huge smile on Wendy’s face. “It’s just – I don’t know what to expect with you folks, that’s all.” 
 
    “Well, we save that for the nights at Tia’s,” Wendy assures me. “So if anyone else invites you over for dinner, it’s just dinner, okay?” 
 
    Who could blame me for asking? I know Dominic was wondering. It’s not as if he said anything, but I’m sure he wondered. And it’s not as if I’m really getting into it. 
 
    Or am I? 
 
    This time, it’s much more comfortable with Wendy and Jackson, and I have to marvel that I’m so at ease with them. It’s been less than a month since we’ve met them, and I’m acting as if I’ve known them for years.  
 
    Especially Jackson. 
 
    Jackson greets me with a big hug and a kiss on the lips, but it’s his smile and the impish gleam in his eyes that I like to see. All night, his hand is on my shoulder, my arm, my leg, his leg is brushing mine, he grabs me around the waist as he teases me... if I wasn’t into it, I think the constant touching would annoy me. There isn’t one point during the night he isn’t touching me. 
 
    And I’m okay with that. 
 
    And it’s not like Dominic minds. I remember what happened the last time we came over for dinner – Dom grabbing me as soon as we got home, the quickie in the kitchen. I have to admit, I’m looking forward to what tonight might bring. With both Dominic and Jackson. 
 
    After dinner and several bottles of nice wine, Wendy puts the girls to bed, with Dominic following with Hanna and Ben. Wendy suggests making a bit of a nest for him in their room so we can stay for a while longer, and Dom is quick to agree. This leaves me alone with Jackson on the couch. I’m sitting in the middle, with Jackson right beside me, his arm draped over the back so that his fingers are able to caress my neck, as well as play with my hair. We’ve been flirting all evening – all four of us have – but this is the only time I’ve been alone with him. I take a sip of wine and glance at him over the rim of the glass to find him staring unabashedly at my breasts. 
 
    “Do you like my breasts?” I ask him. 
 
    “I do,” Jackson replies, without looking up at me. He reaches a finger out and traces the V-neck of my sweater. “Did you have fun last week at Tia’s?”  
 
    I knew the subject would come up. We’ve been avoiding talking about the topic directly, but Jackson has been making inappropriate comments all night. I never thought he might begin the conversation while fingering the neckline of my sweater, however. With every run, his finger dips lower under the fabric, so that soon he’s grazing the tops of my breasts. 
 
    “I did,” I say slowly, distracted by Jackson’s attentions, despite myself. “It was... 
 
    interesting.” Jackson smiles. “Not sure if Mahak would appreciate being called interesting.” 
 
    “I said the evening was interesting. I didn’t say anything about Mahak.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t. Do you have anything to say about him?” 
 
    I bat my eyes at him. “I don’t kiss and tell.” 
 
    “No?” His eyes held mine as his finger dips into my cleavage. It feels cool against my warm skin. “That’s good. Some things are better left as a secret.” 
 
    “Like the fact, your whole hand is almost down my sweater?” I ask. 
 
    “I don’t think anyone needs to know about that, do you?” 
 
    As he waits for me to respond, his middle finger slides into my bra and grazes my nipple, which instantly hardens. “Would you like me to stop?” 
 
    I can only shake my head as his finger continues its journey. 
 
    “I’m going to set it up so that you get my keys next time,” Jackson surprises me by saying. “I don’t like that Mahak got you first.” 
 
    I laugh. “Is there some sort of pissing contest between the husbands?” 
 
    “No. No, but everyone’s always, “Oh, Mahak,” and getting all excited. I’m just as good as he is.” 
 
    “And what can you do?” I ask bluntly, amused by Jackson’s obvious jealousy. I wonder if it’s like this with all the husbands. “Other than this, which is quite nice.” One of Jackson’s hands is now down the front of my sweater, his fingers gently pulling my nipple. The other sits warmly on my thigh. 
 
    Jackson doesn’t answer, but his hand begins traveling up my leg. I’m wearing thin leggings under tunic sweater, and I can feel the heat from his hand against my leg. I glance towards the stairs where Wendy and Dominic took the kids upstairs. 
 
    “They’ll be a while,” Jackson says with a smile. “And you won’t be.” 
 
    “No?” I say in a strangled voice. 
 
    “No,” Jackson echoes as he leans forward and kisses me. 
 
    It’s not a long kiss – both of us are still aware of the others in the house – but it’s long enough for Jackson to pull me closer, positioning me so that my legs are draped over his. He finds the heat between my legs through my leggings with one hand and the other slides under my sweater and cups my breast. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see you naked,” Jackson mutters. “But that’s a little risky right now.” His fingers begin to explore the apex between my legs and I open them, giving him better access. I can’t believe how turned on I am. He’s barely touched my skin, but already my breath is coming in little gasps. I keep glancing towards the stairs. Maybe that’s what is adding to the excitement – the fact either Wendy or Dom could catch us at any moment. 
 
    Jackson’s fingers rub between my legs and I let out a little gasp as touches my clit through my pants. I know I’m already wet and wonder if he can feel it through the fabric. He uses two fingers, concentrating on my clit, making my breath come in jerky gasps. His other hand is on my breasts, kneading first one, then the other, toying with my nipples, pulling them almost to point of pain. 
 
    “I want to fuck you right now,” he murmurs. 
 
    I can’t speak. His fingers are working my clit at a vibrator pace, still through my pants, the friction of the material giving me an extra sensation I’m not used to. I must be wet through. I widen my legs as much as I can and press myself against Jackson’s hand. A little cry escapes me, and I bite my lip to keep quiet. I notice Jackson is rubbing himself against my leg, and I move my hand so that it’s trapped between my leg and his penis. I can feel the length of him – long and hard – through his loose fitting khakis and begin rubbing him through his pants. 
 
    I haven’t done this since I was a kid and I doubt it was ever more exciting than this. 
 
    Jackson buries his head against my chest, his fingers still at work between my legs and his other arm wrapping around my back to pull me closer. I keep rubbing him, the feel of his shaft against my hand getting me even more excited as I picture what I want him to do with it. I want him to fuck me. I want his fingers inside me, his mouth on my naked breast. I want... 
 
    “I’m coming,” I whisper in amazement. My hips jerk up as my orgasm hits, shudders racing through my body. Jackson whips his hand over my mouth to stifle my cries, his fingers rubbing my clit relentlessly even as the wave crests and I go limp in his arms. Then quickly, he’s on top of me, and I can feel his length as he rubs it against my covered pussy. Dry-humping has never been this good. I spread my legs, wrapping one around his back as I pull Jackson closer as he thrusts against me, happy neither of us are wearing jeans. 
 
    He’s as quick as I am; thrusting fiercely against me for a moment before stiffening with a low moan. And then just as quick he sits up. 
 
    “Just think what I can do when I have more time,” he tells me, grinning at my disheveled hair and clothes. I’m sure I have a glazed expression on my face, as well. 
 
    “Yes,” is the only thing I can say. 
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    On Sunday night, when I come back from walking Frodo, I’m surprised to find Tia in the kitchen with Dominic, quite comfortably sharing a bottle of wine. 
 
    “Tia just stopped by, and I made her have a drink with me,” Dominic tells me as I survey the scene. To give him credit, he immediately gets a glass out for me. 
 
    “Glad I didn’t go for too long of a walk,” I say lightly. She shows up as soon as I take the dog out? Isn’t that a little suspicious? Or maybe you’re just jealous that she didn’t come over to see you, little voice whispers. 
 
    After having such an impact on our first weeks here, I haven’t seen Tia since her party. I’ve seen her car drive in and out, and have even talked to the twins and April as they walk home from school, but Dom or I haven’t seen Tia. Or maybe Dominic has and he hasn’t told me. I have to wave that thought away. I’m not the jealous type, and I don’t want to start. It was just sex and Tia means nothing to Dominic, other than an overly friendly neighbour who conducts her private life as if she lives in a brothel. There’s no reason to be jealous. Not even because she’s smart, beautiful and really sexy with these gorgeous bedroom eyes that seem as if they’re slowly stripping your clothes off when she looks at you. I wonder how the kids at her school react to that little phenomenon. 
 
    “I’m so glad you’re home,” Tia turns those big brown eyes on me and I feel myself melt a bit. Despite not seeing her, it’s obvious my girl-crush is still evident. “I would have hated to miss you. It’s so nice talking to Dominic and finding out how the new job is going, but I wanted to see how you were as well.” 
 
    “It’s nice of you to drop by.” Dominic isn’t looking at Tia. Is it because he’s thinking about what happened between them? Is he remembering it? Is he wishing I’d do the stuff she did, and with another woman? Or is he just wishing I hadn’t eaten the last brownie before I went out so we could offer something to Tia? 
 
    “Are you having any problems with the school? I know the principal quite well, and I’ve always found her to be well-suited for the job. She’s strict but approachable. If you have any concerns, I’d be happy to mediate for you,” Tia says. 
 
    Dominic easily waves away her suggestion. “No, things are great. A couple of the kids thought they needed to test me the first week, but I think I won them over.” 
 
    “How did they test you?” As Tia leans forward, listening with interest, I pour myself a glass of wine since getting the glass for me was Dom’s only show of chivalry. 
 
    “Oh, the usual, talking back, attitude. A few of them almost had me convinced I had the names wrong, but the French teacher helped me with that.” 
 
    “You didn’t tell me that.” I didn’t try to sound accusatory, but I think it comes out that way. 
 
    “I thought I mentioned it. I told you about the wrestling match at the back of the class?” I seem to have a vague memory of that, and I nod, listening more closely as Dom tells Tia the story. 
 
    “You seem to have a firm handle on things,” Tia tells him admiringly when he finishes. 
 
    Firm handle? Was that some sort of inside innuendo? 
 
    “I like to teach,” Dom says. “Even the worst kids have some good qualities – you just might have to search for them a bit more. I think it’s the challenging ones that make it worthwhile.” 
 
    “I absolutely agree.” The two of them – teachers of young minds, purveyors of higher education – smile conspiratorially at each other. Of course with that smile, I think they’re beyond talking about schools. 
 
    “I should be going,” Tia says with feigned reluctance as if she’s having trouble tearing herself away from Dominic. Okay, maybe I’m more than sort of jealous. “But I wanted to make sure to give you this.” 
 
    The off-white card lies on the table in the shadow of Dominic’s wine glass. Neither of us moves to be the first to pick it up. 
 
    “I’ve sincerely enjoyed getting to know you both,” Tia is saying as I stare at the edge of the invitation. “You both are a wonderful addition to our little group, and I hope to see you both at our next gathering on Saturday night.” 
 
    I still don’t say anything, mainly because I can’t fathom how Tia can say that with a perfectly straight face. She’s sincerely enjoyed us. We’re a wonderful addition. The woman had sex with 
 
    Dominic – my husband – and she can actually sit here and invite us over to have sex with someone else and not even crack a smile. There’s no little glint in her sexy eyes or half-smile at the corner of her full lips. I can’t believe she can sit there and basically say I really liked fucking you the last time so why don’t you come over and we can do it again or someone else can try you on for size. Just come over and we’ll get it on. 
 
    “Thank you,” Dominic finally says. “We’ll – ah – check our schedule and let you know.” 
 
    “What schedule?” I snort. 
 
    “I also wanted to let you know that there’s been a ... query... about Jacey that I’ve been asked to bring to your attention.” 
 
    “What about me?” I instantly snap to the defensive. 
 
    “It’s nothing at all to be concerned about.” Tia immediately begins to soothe. “It was just a question about your willingness to experiment.” 
 
    “Experiment with what? What else are you folks into?” 
 
    “A few have been curious about just how exploratory and adventurous you could be.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” I turn to Dominic, who by the expression on his face, seems to get what Tia’s beating around the bush about. 
 
    “Who wants to have sex with her?” he asks with some level of resignation. 
 
    A smile touches Tia’s lips, making her look suddenly predatory, like some voracious cat, insatiable for more prey and eager to toy with it before it succumbs. “Everyone, of course. It seems the two of you are quite popular. But it seems Melissa has raised a question –” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say honestly. 
 
    “I said I would broach the subject, and it’s been broached. That’s all that will be said about it.” Tia reaches out to pat my hand. I almost pull away at the last second but let her smooth white fingers press into mine. She stares at me with those deep, dark eyes, full of compassion and care. How could I have ever thought she seemed less than honourable about this whole situation?  
 
    “I realize our relationships are unusual to you, but look at it from my point of view for a moment, Jacey, please. I’ve been married twice before, both leaving me with loss and heartache. I can’t bring myself to begin a new relationship and open myself up to more pain. Wendy and Jackson, Melissa and Mahak, and Paige and Colin are my closest friends in this world, closer to me than some of my own family and I consider myself incredibly lucky – as do they – that our friendship provides such love and support as well as satisfying physical needs. I speak for the others when I tell you that everyone treasures this involvement for what it can provide for them and if it wasn’t beneficial to everyone involved, then it would not continue. We can only hope it can provide some benefit to you both, but if it doesn’t, please don’t feel any pressure to join us. We want you to enjoy yourselves as much as we do, not be upset about how you should or shouldn’t react.” 
 
    I have no idea how to respond to that little speech. I only sit there, my hand curled around Tia’s and stare at her. I think she just said she’s in it for the sex, but the way she put it, made it sound okay. More than okay – like she has every right to have sex with her friends’ husbands. And her friends, too, for that matter. But I can’t be sure. It’s almost like she’s hypnotizing me with her eyes and soothing voice. 
 
    “We’ll be there,” I find myself saying. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    9 
 
      
 
      
 
    On Saturday, Tia’s house is again awash with food and drink. This time margaritas and Spanish-style tapas are on the menu along with tequila shooters complete with lime and salt. I haven’t done tequila shots in years. The last time had been before Dom when I was traveling through Europe. I think it was Nice or some other place in the south of France. That night was a blur, the name of the man I spent the night with long forgotten. Simon, Spencer – some English name. It had been an enjoyable evening for the most part. The next morning – not so much. 
 
    Despite the fuzzy memories of the spirit’s effect on me, I accept the first shot with no hesitation and move straight into the second. This party is a lot more relaxed, more like a fun-loving spring-break party rather than a sophisticated evening of sipping martinis. Or maybe it’s just me. I got through the first party without anything monumental happening, so I’m guessing I can do it again. 
 
    But with whom? Both Mahak and Jackson haven’t hidden the fact they want to be with me tonight. And Melissa? I’m not sure what I think about that.   
 
    Do I have any say about who I’m going to have sex with? Do I want to? 
 
    Joe is at the party. After three tequila shots in very quick succession, I head over to him. 
 
    “Finally decided it would be neighbourly to show up at one of these?” I ask. 
 
    “Had nothing better to do,” he replies and I think he’s probably telling the truth. “You’re looking lovely tonight.” 
 
    That catches me off guard. 
 
    And then it gets me thinking about what Joe is doing here and what I’m doing here and what if we end doing something together? 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Joe asks. “You look like a deer caught in the headlights.” 
 
    “Did you come here to have sex with me?” 
 
    Joe’s mouth opens a little, and he blinks, but other than that, I get absolutely no reaction. The guy is good. “Can’t say I’ve given it much thought,” he says slowly. 
 
    “You’re here, I’m here – why haven’t you thought about it?” 
 
    “You’re thinking pretty highly of yourself tonight, aren’t you?” 
 
    I flush. “I don’t think you should think about it.” 
 
    “Like I said, I hadn’t. But why not?” 
 
    I lower my eyes and lean a little closer to him. “I think it would be too much like cheating,” I whisper. I look up at him, and our eyes meet. I hate to say it because Dominic is standing not ten feet away, but my heart gives a weird sort of thump when Joe looks at me like that. “I like you, but I don’t want to like you like that.” 
 
    “And you think you would?” he says, his voice as low as mine. 
 
    “Don’t you think I would?” I hold his gaze until he finally clears his throat and steps away. 
 
    “Fine,” he says gruffly. “You better tell Tia.” I bite my lip and force myself not to watch him walk away. 
 
    I think I did the right thing. I know I did the right thing. If I – if Joe and I ever – I don’t think that would be a good thing. I like Joe. I find him very attractive – obviously – but I like him too. I’m drawn towards him, both because of his good looks but also because I think of him as a friend who could possibly be more than friendly if the circumstances were different. So it’s good I called him off. Or it would have been good if Joe’s intentions towards me were the same as my own. If they aren’t, then I probably just embarrassed myself a whole lot. 
 
    Just in case that’s how things are, I avoid Joe for a while. At the last party, we sat around eating and drinking and making not so comfortable small talk, but this time is different. It could well be the tequila, but everyone seems looser, less edgy. Or maybe it’s just me. I’m almost relaxed as I chat with Wendy and Paige. Of course, it’s probably just the tequila. 
 
    The ten of us end up sitting around the coffee table. There’s not enough room on the couch, so Paige and Jackson and I are lounging on the floor when the idea pops into my head. 
 
    “Hey!” I cry. “Let’s play Truth or Dare!” 
 
    “Yes!” Melisa shouts. “I haven’t done that since I was a kid. Of course, I never played the dirty version because I wasn’t that type of girl.” 
 
    “Well, you are now!” I give a bray of laughter. 
 
    “There’s a dirty version?” Wendy wants to know. 
 
    “Depends on the situation you find yourself in,” Dominic says. “If there’s a group of women sitting around wanting to play, the dirtier the better.” 
 
    “We should play Spin the Bottle,” Paige muses. 
 
    “Well, since the whole evening is sort of a Seven Minutes in the Closet game, I don’t think there’s much point,” I point out. 
 
    “Excuse me,” Mahak says in a huff. “It is much longer than seven minutes.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself,” Colin says with a laugh. 
 
    I’m beginning to get why they do this. These people have become my friends, whether I wanted them to or not, whether I’m sleeping with them or not. This is fun. 
 
    “Who wants to start?” I ask eagerly, looking around. 
 
    “I do, I do!” Melissa cries without giving anyone else a chance. “Dare! Dare me to do something.” 
 
    “Okay... I dare you to stand up and moon us. Or flash your boobs. What’s the consensus?” I ask. 
 
    “Boobs. Boobs. Boobs,” the men, led by my faithful husband, cheer. 
 
    And so Melissa stands up and whips up her shirt, proudly displaying a set of spectacular breasts. 
 
    “Please, nobody get me to do that,” Wendy begs, crossing her arms across her chest. “I can’t compete with those.” 
 
    “Yeah, that might not have been the best idea,” I agree. 
 
    “Aw, c’mon,” Jackson turns to Wendy. “You have beautiful boobies. You too,” he says to me with a smile, reminding me of our little interlude last weekend. 
 
    Jackson might be an interesting distraction. 
 
    “They’re awesome,” Dominic assures him. 
 
    “Most beautiful,” Mahak agrees. 
 
    “My turn,” Melissa interrupts. “Who wants to go?” 
 
    “Me,” Jackson says. “Give me a good one, girl. Dare me all you want.” 
 
    While Melissa dares Jackson to strip and run around the room, I find Tia looking at me. “This probably wasn’t what you had in mind,” I tell her apologetically. 
 
    “It’s lovely,” she assures me. “Well, maybe lovely isn’t the best word for it.” 
 
    “Fun, though,” I say, watching a bare-assed Jackson frolic around the room. 
 
    This goes on for some time. Not the Jackson frolicking, but the rest of the revelries. Seeing adults acting like horny teenagers is very liberating. Even Tia gets into the action, baring her breasts to a googly-eyed Colin and having a serious snog with Melissa, to the cheers of the men in the room. 
 
    “Now this is what I thought a key party would be like!” I crow, raising my glass to the room. 
 
    “Oh, really?” Melissa turns to me with a gleam in her eye. I’ve drunk too much to think anything of it until it’s too late. “Your turn. Dare.” 
 
    “Aren’t I allowed to pick?” 
 
    “You haven’t done anything yet,” Melissa taunts. She’s right. I started the game but so far I’ve managed to keep out of it, a feat I wasn’t even aware of until she commented on it. “It’s time you made up for it.” 
 
    “Whatever. Dare,” I tell her, thinking it can’t be all that bad. 
 
    “Kiss Joe.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Joe.” 
 
    “That Joe? I don’t think I can do that.” 
 
    “Why not? You’re all friendly-like every time I see you.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think he wants to kiss me.” 
 
    “Joe, do you want Jacey to kiss you?” 
 
    “I think it might be very neighbourly if she were to give me a kiss,” Joe says, which makes me giggle. 
 
    “Fine. One kiss,” I say, feigning reluctance as I crawl over to where Joe is seated on the couch. I haul myself up and kneel in front of him, with one hand on his thigh and the other touching his cheek. It’s very smooth, with just a hint of stubble. And he smells nice. “I’ll be very gentle,” I tell him with mock seriousness, hoping that it would conceal the thump of my heart. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” he says gruffly. I lean forward at the same time he does, and our lips meet with the barest of touches. Joe’s lips are as soft as I thought they would be. I’m just about to pull back when I feel his hand and the back of my head and his soft lips increasing the pressure, parting as he deepens the kiss. I make an involuntary sound deep in my throat as his tongue darts into my mouth. Leaning forward, I almost lose my balance and have a feeling my hand is now quite close to his crotch, but I’m not about to open my eyes to see. 
 
    “Woohoo!” I can faintly hear someone in the background. I think it might be Jackson, but my head is full of Joe at the moment. 
 
    “Your chick can get it on!” 
 
    I pull away, remembering that I’m kissing another man while my husband watches. I know Dominic has done his fair share of kissing tonight – he’s actually sitting quite cozily with Wendy on the couch right now – but this is different. I’m not sure how, but it is. 
 
    Joe is looking me as I back away and I have to tear my gaze away. “There. Happy?” I say to Melissa, trying to stop the tremor in my voice. It was just a kiss – a damn good one – but just a kiss. 
 
    “Yep,” she says smugly. “Now kiss me.” 
 
    “I’ve had my turn.” 
 
    “And you should have another one.” 
 
    “We don’t mind!” Jackson crows. “Kiss whoever you like! Try my wife next.” 
 
    I glance at Wendy and back to Melissa. The challenge is evident in her eye, and I’ve never been one to back away from a challenge. “Fine. Here I come.” 
 
    I’ve kissed girls before. Actually, only one girl, but it was nothing like kissing Melissa. When I pull myself to my feet, out of Joe’s lap, no less, and stand before her, I have a little frisson of fear. If Melissa is intense in her exercise regime, when she’s getting ready to make out with someone who’s not exactly into it, she’s downright scary. And it doesn’t matter if I tower over her by at least four inches and could probably bench her weight if I was into lifting anything heavier than Ben or a full wine glass. This is almost as bad as kissing Joe. 
 
    Melissa grabs my face with both hands and just as I think she’s going to smack on me hard enough to make my teeth ache, she leans up and gives me the softest, gentlest kiss ever. Maybe it’s because she’s a woman, but she has the softest lips imaginable. My mouth opens with surprise and she takes full advantage, darting the tip of her tongue inside and deepening the kiss. Her hands are still clamped on either side of my face with surprising strength so I couldn’t even pull away if I wanted to. Which I don’t, to my ultimate surprise. 
 
    But finally, amid cheers and catcalls from the others, Melissa abruptly ends the kiss, leaving me with my mouth open and eyes shut for a second. 
 
    “Good, eh?” She has the biggest, most satisfied grin on her face. 
 
    “Soft lips,” is all I can manage at the moment. I admit, my head is spinning a bit, whether it’s from kissing Joe or Melissa or the quantities of tequila I’ve consumed. 
 
    “Want to do it again?” I don’t know if she’s talking about now or later, but I know I’ve had my fill. I shake my head. “Who’s a better kisser?” she demands. 
 
    “I’m not getting into that.” I head back to the couch because I don’t think my legs are going to hold me up much longer. I can still feel the press of her lips against mine. Or maybe it’s the memory of Joe.  
 
    Tia stands up. “This was a marvelous way to let off some steam, but I think we’ll go ahead and begin, shall we?” She’s holding the bowl from last time, with the keys lying in a jumble at the bottom. I look at her with suspicion, wondering if those kisses are any indication who I’m going to end up with.  
 
    She delves into the bowl and rummages through the keys with an expectant smile on her face. “I think we’ll start with Wendy. Dominic!” she calls, drawing out his keys. That was a given, seeing as how they’ve been snuggling on the couch all night. I force down the jealousy and yes, the hesitation that this may affect the friendship, despite Wendy’s assurances to the contrary. 
 
    “Paige... and Mahak!” 
 
    “Melissa... and...” Is it my imagination, or is Tia looking directly at me, not Melissa? Even if she’s not, I shake my head. That is one scene I don’t want to get into. “...Joe!” 
 
    I’m not sure what I feel when I hear his name. But I almost miss my own name and then, after the pause, Colin. 
 
    “And I will be enjoying the attention of Jackson this evening,” Tia concludes, with a look at Jackson that would make any man’s blood begin to race. “Have a good night!” 
 
    Colin immediately comes over to me. “Hey, girlie!” His hug is more brotherly than lover-ly, and I don’t know if I’m glad about that or not. I like Colin. But I really like Paige, and she’s married to him. But clearly, she doesn’t seem to mind. I glance around to see Mahak lead her off down the hallway, much like he led me away last time. She won’t even remember she has a husband in a few minutes, let alone who he’s having sex with. 
 
    I give Colin a quick kiss. “Are we doing this?” I don’t watch the others leave the room. 
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    “So what's a nice guy like you doing in a place like this?” I ask Colin as I settle into the couch beside him. 
 
    “Isn't that my line?” 
 
    “I'm not one to perpetuate the typical male/female stereotypes when it comes to dating. Not that there's any dating involved. Or a real relationship. It's just sex,” I trail off, uncomfortable where my mind has taken me. 
 
    “That's not exactly true,” Colin says easily. “I consider you a friend, so that's a relationship.” 
 
    “You don't know anything about me.” 
 
    “I know you never wanted to move here, but slowly we're wearing you down, so you're starting to think it's not all that bad.” 
 
    “You've been talking to Dom.” 
 
    “Paige, actually. She thinks you're great.” 
 
    “I like her too. And Wendy. Melissa, though...” 
 
    Colin laughs. “Melissa's a little hard to take at times, but she's a good person. Seeing you two going at it was sexy.” 
 
    “I've never done something like that before. I mean, I have but –” 
 
    “You've been with a woman before?” 
 
    “Once, years ago but we were both drunk, and it was more of an experiment. I don’t remember much.” 
 
    “Isn't this just giving all of us a chance to experiment?” 
 
    I think about that. “I guess you have a point.” 
 
    Colin patted my leg. “Jacey, if you're not comfortable with this, that's fine. I'd be happy just talking to you all night. I think you're pretty cool.” 
 
    “Thanks. You're nice too.” 
 
    “For someone in the 'burbs?” 
 
    I laugh. “For someone anywhere.” 
 
    Colin shifts so he's facing me, his arm thrown over the back of the couch, his fingers lightly touching my bare shoulder. 
 
    “Wanna keep playing truth or dare?” 
 
    “Sure. Dare.” 
 
    “That's an easy one,” he smiles. “Kiss me.” 
 
    I lean forward and hold his face in both my hands. Colin's cheeks are stubble-free, and his lips look soft. I press my lips against them, parting them slightly. His lips firm and soon he's kissing me back, the tip of his tongue darting into my mouth as his arm slides around my shoulders, the other at the small of my back. I lean forward and stroke the back of his neck. 
 
    I love kissing, and kissing Colin is no exception. Especially since I know it won't lead anywhere unless I want it to. I'm beginning to think I may want it to. 
 
    Colin's hand is beginning to wander, running up and down my back as he kisses me deeply, and then to the side of my breast. I shift again and put my leg over Colin's so I'm almost sitting on him. He responds by cupping my breast with his hand and sliding his fingers over my nipple which springs to attention. I'm having difficulty catching my breath, so I pull back. 
 
    “Too much?” 
 
    “No, but I need to catch my breath. You're a good kisser.” 
 
    “You have amazing breasts.” 
 
    I laugh. “That's what all the boys say. So, your turn. Truth.” 
 
    “I thought I was allowed to choose.” 
 
    “Not this time. What’s your secret sexual fantasy? What’s something you’ve always wanted to try or have tried and can’t wait to do again or –” 
 
    “See you and Melissa kiss again.” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Seriously, that was really hot.” 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it, but seriously, I want to know what you want,” I say in a low voice. I’ve leaned back a little, but my leg is still over Colin’s. He shifts so that I am sitting on him and his fingers are tracing patterns on my back. It feels nice but distracting. 
 
    “What do you want?” he counters. I refrain from the obvious retort that I asked first and consider the question. 
 
    “I think I’d like a threesome, but with two men. And they don’t have to be together, just with me.” 
 
    “That’s a bit greedy, isn’t it?” Colin smiles. 
 
    “If they’d like to be together, I don’t mind, but if they don’t have the inclination, it’s fine too. I’m not opposed. It might be sexy, but it’s not something I need to see. I would just want them to pay attention to me.” 
 
    “What kind of attention?” 
 
    Maybe it was the kiss or the atmosphere in Tia’s where I know everyone is off enjoying each other, or maybe just the tequila, but I’m comfortable with Colin, almost recklessly so. I’m excited. I’m enjoying the anticipation. I’m not sure what is going to happen with Colin and the thought of what might is making me feel incredibly sexy. It’s different from when I was with Mahak. I had no say in that. He was going to give me pleasure, and that was the end of it, on his terms. With Colin, I feel in control. What happens will be on my terms. 
 
    “I like oral sex,” I tell him. “I like it a lot. But I like to give it too so I could do that while one was... fucking me.” 
 
    “Do you give good blow jobs?” Colin trails his fingers down my back to my thighs, and along my bum, pushing my skirt up a little. I put an arm on his shoulder and begin to stroke his hair, the other hand on his chest, which is very broad and firm. He might not be in Mahak's class for physique, but I can tell he’s in good shape. I’d like to see how good. I run my fingers down his chest to the bottom of his shirt, and let them creep underneath the fabric. 
 
    I smile. “I’ve never had any complaints.” 
 
    “What about two at once? Fucking you at the same time?” 
 
    “You mean, like the back door?” 
 
    “And the front door. At the same time.” His fingers are delving under my skirt now, along my bare outer thighs.  
 
    “Logistically I’m not sure how that would work. I haven’t seen enough porn. But I’m not opposed to that. I’ve tried it a few times, it’s okay. I have to be pretty excited though.” 
 
    “How excited are you now?” His fingers have reached the elastic of my panties, and he runs his fingers underneath. 
 
    “Is that something you’d want to do?” 
 
    “Right about now I want to do anything with you. But I’ve done it a few times. It’s… enjoyable. I can make it enjoyable.” 
 
    “I bet you can.” My breath catches in my throat as Colin’s thumbs begin to skim along the tops of my thighs, dipping between my legs briefly, only to return to my bum. 
 
    “What’s your favourite position?” he asks. 
 
    “From behind.” I can go into reasons about why that position is physically beneficial for a woman, but my mind can’t seem to form the words. All I can focus on his Colin’s fingers, where they’re going to go and where I want them to go. 
 
    “Me too. Why don’t you take these off?” I climb off him with difficulty and give a little shimmy as I take off my underwear. Colin moves so that his back is against the armrest and holds out his arms to me. Before I sit back down, I rid myself of my dress and unhook my bra. 
 
    “Wow,” he rewards me with an admiring stare. “You are… wow!” 
 
    I arrange myself on his lap, conscious of the tent in his khakis, and slip his thin sweater over his head. His stomach is flat and faintly defined, his chest spattered with a fair amount of hair. I tangle my fingers in it. 
 
    “Have you decided if we’re going to be more than just friends?” Colin asks, watching my fingers caress his chest. 
 
    “I think I decided that as soon as you kissed me. I think I want to kiss you again.” 
 
    “Go right ahead.” 
 
    So I do, but this time the kiss is deeper, more intense and even more enjoyable. I’ve ruled out the possibility of just sitting and talking with Colin tonight. If the way he kisses is any indication of what else he’s capable, I’m definitely going to enjoy myself. 
 
    He cups my breasts in both hands, using his thumbs on my nipples until I want more, and I push his head towards my breasts so he can take them in his mouth. At the same time, he moves his hand between my legs and I lift up to give him access. I’m already wet as he strokes me with two fingers and my breath catches in my throat as his mouth fixes on my nipple. That’s enough of me being in control. I’m ready, willing and eager for Colin to take over. 
 
    It’s as if he can sense my surrender and the moment I want more. Or maybe it’s because I’m unconsciously moving my hips against his hand as his fingers explore me. Colin gathers me in his arms like I weigh nothing and lays me on the couch, crouching over me for a moment to kiss me again, before moving down. He plants a kiss on my pussy. 
 
    “This is what you like?” he asks. Pulling up one of my legs and bending it at my knee, he buries his face between my legs and I let out a gasp as he takes my clit in his mouth and sucks hard on it, before rolling it with his tongue. He starts to kiss me, gentle butterfly kisses with flicks of his tongue on my lips and clit. The sensation is so sweet and gentle it’s almost unbearable. 
 
    “More, please,” I whisper, and he rewards me by sucking hard on my clit at the same time he thrusts his fingers inside. Then it’s back to the gentle kisses. I endure as long as I can until I ask for more again, and as his mouth finds my clit again, I suddenly explode around him with a harsh cry. As I’m coming against his mouth, Colin’s fingers are still between my legs and I can feel him probing my anus. As he sucks my clit again, he pushes a finger inside me, coated by my own juices. It feels good, and I moan softly to let him know I’m okay with it. He continues to lick as he moves his finger inside me, bringing me closer to a second orgasm until he lifts his head. 
 
    “Is this okay?” he asks breathlessly. I can only nod as he kisses my breasts and then my mouth before he gets up to grab his pants. He shows me the shiny square packet he pulls out of his pocket with a grin. “You sure?” 
 
    I nod. He positions me on my side before lying behind me, pulling my hips towards his, spreading my legs with one of his and fingering my ass again. 
 
    “I’ll be gentle. And quick,” he chuckles, replacing his finger with something firmer. I have a second to hope he’s not too big before I feel pressure and he eases inside me. There’s a flash of pain, and I gasp and then a feeling of fullness as he begins to move slowly against me. “Okay?” 
 
    “Yes.” I reach around and grasp his hip as he thrusts again. 
 
    I push back against him as he gets a rhythm, still slow but insistent. He lets out a low groan and reaches around to rub my clit as he picks up speed. My breath catches – he has one hand on my breasts, and the other between my legs and it feels good, so good, but I’m not quick enough. Colin gives a series of hard thrusts with matching groans and stiffens against me. But he stays inside of me, rubbing with his fingers as I come again, arching against him. 
 
    Neither one of us says anything as he pulls out. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he finally asks as I stand up to find my clothes. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I tell him, suddenly shy. 
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    The house is still quiet as we hunt for our coats and let ourselves out the front door. The night is clear and crisply cold, so much so that my nose hurts within moments of being outside. Of course, I’m not dressed for the cold weather, with only my thin leather coat and high-heeled boots, but I was just going across the street after all. 
 
    “Look at the stars,” Colin points up. “They’re so bright tonight.” 
 
    “Do you know that a star shines as a result of the thermonuclear fusion of hydrogen in its core releasing energy that radiates into outer space?” 
 
    “Uh – what?” 
 
    “Most of the stars we’re looking at are the Local Group, of which the Milky Way and the Andromeda Galaxy are both a part. You hardly ever see stars in the city,” I muse. “You don’t have to walk me home, you know. Our houses are right beside each other.” 
 
    “I’ll watch you walk,” he tells me, with the usual expression of awe/fear after experiencing my mental capabilities. 
 
    “Should I make it more interesting for you? You want me to wiggle my bum?” 
 
    “You do that. Thanks, Jacey, for tonight.” 
 
    When I go inside, I do my best to hush Frodo before the clickety-clack of his toenails on the floor as he jumps around wakes anyone. A quick run upstairs to check on everyone – Hanna is asleep on her back and snoring slightly, which I think is adorable and Ben is on his stomach, with fists clenched and his bum sticking up, which is just as cute. Talia is curled up on her side in the spare room, looking much younger than her fourteen years when she’s sleeping. She’s such a pretty girl with Tia’s dark hair and eyes. 
 
    “You’re going to be a heartbreaker, just like your mother,” I murmur, standing in the doorway and watching her sleep. I’ve never been one to interact much with teenagers since based on my experience most are selfish cretins, but I suspect I’m becoming fond of Talia. I also suspect I’m becoming fond of the inhabitants of Honeysuckle Court as well, which I never thought possible. I had fun tonight. Dare I even admit that I’m not hating living here as much as I thought I would? 
 
    Back downstairs, I grab the nearest coat and take Frodo out for his last pee. The poor dog must have been crossing a couple of legs from the way he darts outside, heading straight for a snow bank to relieve himself. The party went longer tonight. I like to think we actually enjoyed each others’ company, and had fun together, before getting down to the business of swinging and it’s all because of me. I’m so busy patting myself on the back I don’t hear the faint click of the door behind me. 
 
    I give Frodo a chance to sniff about before I take him inside. The night is cold but clear, and as Colin pointed out, there are hundreds of stars shining down. Just as my hands are beginning to get numb, I see Joe and Melissa leave Tia’s. I shrink into the shadows, hoping neither of them sees me and hiss to Frodo to come, but of course, he ignores me. I watch as Joe escorts Melissa home, but instead of continuing around the corner to his street, he heads straight for me. 
 
    “I know you’re there,” Joe calls as he approaches. Frodo jerks his head up and the sound of his voice and barrels over to him. “You can’t hide your dog.” 
 
    “I’m not hiding,” I tell him as he’s coming up the walk. He doesn’t say anything, but I know him well enough by now to predict the raised eyebrow, even though it’s too dark to see it. 
 
    “Bit cold out here,” he says as he leans against one of the posts. 
 
    “The stars are nice.” 
 
    “That they are.” We stand there companionably, gazing at the night sky until he turns back to me. “What was that all about tonight?” 
 
    “What was what?” 
 
    “You seeming to think all I want is to get in your pants.” 
 
    “That’s an interesting way to put it,” I say because I don’t know how to respond to that. 
 
    “Did you tell Tia not to hook us up?” 
 
    I shake my head. “I didn’t say a word to her.” Joe just stares at me, and I relent. “Maybe I might have used some eye gestures and a shake of the head, but no, I didn’t say a word.” 
 
    My heart is thumping as Joe steps closer, and I refuse to look at him until he tips up my chin with a very cold hand. “I think I should go inside now,” I whisper. Even with the height difference, his face is so close to mine. Close enough for him to bend down easily and kiss me. I can’t keep my eyes from straying to those lips and remembering how they felt when I kissed him earlier. Did I do the right thing not hooking up with him? Probably, since we’d still be at Tia’s if we had. If I more than a taste of Joe, I think I’d be there until I got my fill. 
 
    “You’re not going anywhere until I tell you what you need to hear.” 
 
    “Oh, please don’t! You’ll make it real.” 
 
    “You’re a beautiful woman, Jacey,” Joe says as if I hadn’t spoken. “Sexy as all hell, funny, smart. I like you a lot.” 
 
    “I like you, too,” I whisper, hardly daring to say the words. 
 
    “You’re a good mother, which I respect, and a good wife, which I respect even more. And that’s why, no matter what I think or feel about you, I would never let anything happen between us. “ 
 
    It takes a moment for his words to sink in. “Oh.” 
 
    “Even if you ever pulled out my key, that’s as far as it would go.” He stares into my eyes and even though I’m beginning to be very embarrassed, I can’t seem to look away. “My wife left me for another man, and I vowed I would never do such a thing to another man. Even if I felt differently, nothing would ever happen with us.” 
 
    “You feel... differently?” I’m not sure what Joe means by that, but the sinking feeling in my stomach leads me to think it’s not a good differently. 
 
    Joe taps my chin, then my nose with his finger before he steps away. “We’re friends, Jacey. Let’s keep it like that.” 
 
    I definitely don’t know what to say to that. I bite my lip, angry that my eyes are threatening tears. 
 
    “You should go inside now,” Joe suggests. He snaps his fingers at Frodo, still sniffing at snow banks, and the dog comes instantly, which of course he would never do for me. “Sleep tight.” 
 
    “Oh, I will,” I tell him without a noticeable tremor in my voice. “I had such a good time with Colin I’m sure I’ll sleep like a baby.” 
 
    I don’t know why I say that. I expect it’s to make Joe jealous but what’s the point of that when he feels differently? I’ve been around the block a few times, and I can tell when a man is interested in me and I can tell Joe Egan is as interested in me as Frodo is for making yellow snow, whatever else crap he’s telling me. 
 
    “’Night, Jace.” He steps backward down the walk, leaving me standing at the door with Frodo. 
 
    “Good night, Joe,” I tell him primly. I don’t even wait for him to disappear around the house and the path leading to his place before I let myself in. Or I would have let myself in if the door hadn’t been locked. I pat my pockets for keys, which are not there. 
 
    “Dammit.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    Oh, God, won’t he just go away? It’s bad enough I stooped so low with that crack about Colin and now I’ve locked myself out the house? 
 
    “My keys are inside, and the door is locked,” I tell him formally. 
 
    “Come over to my place,” he says right away.  
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “It’s too cold to wait outside, and you don’t know how long Dominic will be.” 
 
    “I don’t mind waiting,” I say, even though my frozen toes will no doubt mind very much. 
 
    “Don’t be stupid,” Joe says, trying to lead me away from the door. 
 
    “I thought you said I was smart.” 
 
    “Well, you’re not acting like it right now. I said, come on.” 
 
    “So forceful,” I mock as he takes my arm. “Were you like that with Melissa?” 
 
    “You can see to Tia’s from my living room,” Joe tells me, ignoring my jibe. “You can watch for Dominic and then come back. Talia’s still there, right? The kids will be fine, and they don’t need a frozen mother standing outside getting sick.” 
 
    He had a point, so I follow him reluctantly through the path between the houses. Joe’s house is blissfully warm, and I can feel my fingers and toes thaw as I take off my boots. I’m glad I put my feet in 
 
    them rather than Dominic’s slippers like I sometimes do waiting for Frodo to make go. But I leave my coat on for a quick getaway, even though Joe urges me to take it off. I also refuse to talk to him, standing silently in Joe’s living room. At the window, you can see clear through to Tia’s front door. 
 
    “You’re mad,” Joe says after a few minutes of uncomfortable silence. 
 
    “Why on earth would I be mad?” 
 
    “You... have a crush on me. I didn’t want that.” 
 
    “You make it sound so juvenile,” I sneer. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong idea.” 
 
    “Oh, you didn’t give me the wrong idea.” 
 
    I can tell he doesn’t know what to make of that. He is just a man, after all, so he’s probably thinking that he’s been barking up the wrong tree and that after all his heartfelt declarations, I don’t think of him like that, when in fact I do and think he really thinks of me like that. If that makes sense, which I think it does.  
 
    “There’s Dom,” I say as Tia’s door opens. “I’m going.” I move towards the door, but Joe stops me. 
 
    “Jacey,” he begins, but I stop him. 
 
    “Don’t. You were right, but I just think it’s sad that you’re so hung up on your ex-wife to let yourself feel anything for another woman.” Harsh, I know, but I’m pissed off. 
 
    “I’ll walk you back,” Joe says stiffly. 
 
    “Don’t bother.” And I walk out without another word. 
 
    I hurry along the path to catch Dominic before he goes in the house and make it there just as he’s unlocking the door. “Hey! 
 
    Where’ve you been?” he asks when he sees me. 
 
    “At Joe’s.” 
 
    “Really.” It’s not a question and he says it in a voice as cold as my fingers. 
 
    “The door locked behind me when I was out with Frodo. Joe was coming home and took me back to his place. You can see straight through to Tia’s from his window.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” He holds the door out for me but Frodo scampers in before either of us. I guess I’m not the only one who’s cold. 
 
    It was awkward since Dominic has obviously got the wrong impression, so to avoid any unpleasantries, I hop in the shower. I don’t need to deal with anything else tonight. 
 
    I feel myself relax as the water both warms me and washes away the touch of Colin. I wish it could also rinse off the embarrassment of the little scene with Joe. He was right about everything. I do – did – like him, but I love my husband, so there’s no point.  I’ve got so much running through my mind I don’t hear as Dominic comes in and suddenly seeing him makes me jump. 
 
    “Don’t worry, you’re safe with me,” Dom assures as he pulls the curtain back. 
 
    “Wendy enough for you tonight? Wait, don’t answer that.” 
 
    He doesn’t say anything, only reaches past me for the soap. “I’m not sure if I really feel comfortable with both of us in here with Talia asleep down the hall.” 
 
    “I’m sure the poor girl has slept through much more in that house,” Dom sighs. “You okay with everything tonight?” 
 
    “Sure,” I tell him with as much false joviality as I can manage. “It was fun.” 
 
    “I meant with Joe.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I don’t look at him until he gives a low chuckle. 
 
    “C’mon, Jace, I can tell you’re crushing on him.” 
 
    “No, I’m not!” I get the teacher look in response to that.  “Well, maybe a little. But nothing happened.” 
 
    I know.” 
 
    “Nothing would happen.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “How do you know?” I demand. 
 
    He chuckles again. “How long have we been married? I think I know you pretty well. Just like I know nothing happened or would happen. Besides, Joe’s a good guy. I trust him. He wouldn’t let anything happen.  Or if it did, he wouldn’t let it go too far.” 
 
    “As opposed to me?” Even when the words are coming from my mouth, I figure it’s the stupidest thing I can say. 
 
    “Do you really want me to go there?” Dominic says, with a faint smile but very serious eyes. 
 
    “I love you,” I tell him instead of replying to the question, which is smarter than any denying or admitting that question was leading into. 
 
    “I know.” He kisses me through the water spray. “I probably shouldn’t tell you, but I think I’d be worried about Joe if the situation was different.” 
 
    “If I didn’t love you?” 
 
    He shrugs and soaps his arms. “You’re in a good space now, Jace, and you haven’t always been. Even living here – which I know you hate – you seem happy.” 
 
    “I don’t hate it,” I admit. “I don’t like it much, but I don’t hate it. And I am happy with you. Nothing would happen with Joe, even though I do think he’s adorable when he wears his toque with the ear flaps.” 
 
    Dominic laughs and pulls me closer. I like the feel of our wet bodies pressed together. Apparently, Dom does too. I feel him press himself against me. “If something were to happen with the two of you,” he muses, “I’d want you to tell me. Saturday night would be one thing, but I get the impression you’re enjoying this.” 
 
    My mind flashes back to the scene with Mahak in his car, Jackson on the couch. 
 
    “We’re not used to this environment,” he continues. “I’m sure things happen.” 
 
    “And if they did…?” 
 
    “I love you. You love me. Things are good between us. Maybe this can make it even better. You know, maybe Wendy wasn’t enough for me,” he murmurs, nuzzling my neck. 
 
    “I know Colin wasn’t for me,” I giggle. 
 
    “I was really hot, seeing you and Melissa go at it like that.” 
 
    “We did not ‘go at it’!” I give him a shove, careful not to lose my own balance. 
 
    “It was hot,” he insists. 
 
    “Sorry to say, that will be the very last time you’ll see anything like that.” 
 
    “Really? I thought you said you loved me.” 
 
    “There are limits to that love. Don’t push your luck.” 
 
    “Should we bother getting out and getting dried off?” 
 
    “No,” I tell him, giving him a long, wet kiss with much more emotion behind it that I gave either Joe, Melissa or Colin that night. And as long as I can keep it up, I think we’ll be okay. 
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    The next day Dominic takes Hanna and Ben with him to the grocery store, leaving me with a much appreciated quiet house. The quiet doesn’t last for long, however. Almost as soon as Dom’s car pulls out of the cul-de-sac, the phone rings. 
 
    “Will you come over for a minute?” Melissa asks without any preamble. 
 
    “Now? I’m actually not dressed...” 
 
    Melissa gives a low chuckle. “Perfect. Just come on over, the door’s open.” Without another word, she hangs up. 
 
    I can’t help but wonder what she wants, but I’m curious enough to head outside. It hasn’t snowed for a few days, so the sidewalk is still clear, but I still tuck my pajama bottoms into my boots so they won’t drag in the snow. It only takes a moment before my hand is on Melissa’s door knob which easily opens under my touch. 
 
    “Hello?” I call out. No one greets me, but I hear a faint – “Upstairs!” and follow the voice. “Melissa?” 
 
    “In here,” she calls, still not to be seen. The kids and Mahak are nowhere to be found either. I have a frisson of apprehension and hope they’re all not going to jump out and surprise me.  
 
    No jumping out, but I definitely get a surprise. “What’s going on?” I ask carefully as I approach what is clearly Melissa and Mahak's bedroom. The two of them are standing at the door. 
 
    “We’d like to spend some time with you,” Melissa tells me. She sounds like her usual self, but I notice the apprehensive light in her eyes. It’s odd for me to notice things like that, which is why I don’t run out of the house. 
 
    At least that’s what I tell myself. 
 
    “Last night…I thought maybe…” she continues. 
 
    “Would you be interested?” Mahak asks. I don’t have to ask what he means. I know what he means, what they want. And I only have a moment to figure out if I want that too. 
 
    Some people like to play games. I hear Joe’s voice in my head and immediately dismiss it. There’s nothing wrong with games. 
 
    Wordlessly, I nod, wondering if it’s the excitement or apprehension that’s making my stomach curl up into a ball. 
 
    “Come in,” Melissa says graciously, escorting me into their bedroom with a regal sweep of her arm. I have a moment of doubt and I wonder just what I’m getting myself into, and then I hear Joe’s voice again, warning me against Mahak. 
 
    Mahak has been nothing but straightforward with me, unlike some people. I have no doubt that he wants me and Melissa too. So why not...? 
 
    Melissa picks up a scarf and hands it to Mahak. This might be interesting. Then she briskly undresses me. I’ve never had a woman undress me before and I watch her curiously. She’s very efficient.   
 
    I stand naked and a little hesitant in front of Mahak, who takes my arms and runs his fingertips from my shoulders to my wrists before winding the scarf around them and tying it. “Too tight?” 
 
    “No. I don’t think so.” My breath is already coming quicker as I stare into his deep brown eyes. 
 
    “Why don’t you lie on the bed?” he suggests. How could I be so excited by a simple suggestion? And the way he touches me. 
 
    Carefully he helps me lay down with my head on the pillows and takes my bound arms and positions them above my head, so I’m grasping the wooden headboard. Mahak then ties the end of the scarf to the wood slat I’m hanging on to. “We’ll try the spread eagle position next time,” he says. 
 
    “Next time?” I have to wet my lips before I speak. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll enjoy this.  There will be a next time. ” His eyes gleam with promise, and I can feel the wetness between my legs. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about him, and what he did to me and the thought of a repeat performance is beginning to excite me unbearably. But where did Melissa go? After undressing me, she disappeared. Is this just Mahak and I...? 
 
    But then she steps forward, having rid herself of her tank and shorts. I can’t help but marvel at her body as she sits on the bed. “I’ve wanted to try this with someone, but no one but Tia was ever interested. Except for Molly. We had a very good friendship,” she says with a knowing smile. “I have a feeling you and I will be very good friends as well.” 
 
    “I’ve never...” 
 
    “You don’t have to do anything. Just relax and enjoy. And let us enjoy you.” 
 
    Mahak steps forward, also naked, his penis jutting arrogantly in my direction. My eyes travel his body hungrily, and I bite my lip. 
 
    “I want to begin,” Melissa says, moving up the bed so that she is lying next to me. 
 
    “Please. Be my guest,” Mahak says. 
 
    Melissa leans over and kisses me as she did at Tia’s, but this is more. That kiss was just a tease – this one is for real and I can honestly say a kiss has never affected me as much. Her tongue darts into my mouth as her lips press gently against mine, and it goes on for a least a minute as I lose track of reality and focus on Melissa’s mouth against mine. It’s only when I am conscious of hands on my naked breast as well as on my inner thigh that I remember what is about to happen. Or what I think is about to happen. 
 
    “All right?” Melissa whispers, her mouth hovering above mine. I can only nod, and her fingers begin to trace the sensitive skin around my nipple. At the same time, Mahak's fingers are tickling my inner thighs, moving higher, closer to the wetness before retreating to the skin behind my knees. I open my legs wider, shamelessly as Melissa’s mouth travels to my breast. She begins licking my nipples, first one then the other, giving both equal attention, but never sucking while Mahak cups my pubis with his hand, running his fingers against my lips but never parting them enough to touch my clitoris. 
 
    I endure the delicious teasing as long as I can but soon I’m aching for more. I arch my back, pushing my breasts against Melissa’s lips and lifting my hips towards Mahak's hand and give a strangled moan. 
 
    Melissa’s lips fix on my nipple and she begins sucking diffidently at first, then with a strong pull. Mahak's fingers finally delve deeper, and I gasp as he caresses my clit, slowly and gently, feeling the wetness and knowing how excited he – they – have made me. 
 
    This goes on for several minutes, the teasing touches from Mahak and Melissa alternatively licking and sucking my nipples, all the while cradling my breasts in her hands until suddenly it stops. I can’t help the questioning moan that escapes as Melissa lifts her head. 
 
    “Mahak,” she orders. “I need you.” Obediently, he removes his fingers from their soft stroking and moves away from me. 
 
    Bound, I can only watch as Melissa’s positions herself against the pillows beside me. “What?” I gasp. 
 
    Melissa turns her head on the pillow and smiles at me. “Watch.” She spreads her legs wide as Mahak lifts them, bending her knees, nuzzling his face between them. My breath leaves me in a gasp as Melissa begins to purr with pleasure. I can hear Mahak's tongue begin to lap against Melissa’s wetness. 
 
    That tongue. I want to feel his tongue against me. I want him to be doing that to me, but I’m forced to watch and listen to Melissa receive the pleasure. I shift fitfully on the bed, still tied to the headboard as Melissa’s breath begins to come in little gasps. 
 
    “So good,” she moans, stretching her arms above her so that she too, is holding the headboard. One of her hand's twines with mine, so that we’re holding hands as her orgasm clearly approaches. She begins moaning loudly, crying out with pleasure and thrusting her hips against Mahak's face. I’m torn between watching Mahak gather Melissa’s legs and lift her bottom to get better access to her clit, and Melissa’s face. Her eyes are closed and her face contorted with ecstasy. 
 
    Because her hand is still holding mine, I feel a connection between us. I can hear Mahak's mouth between her legs, alternately sucking her clit and licking her with long laps of his tongue. I can tell he’s using his fingers, his arm moving between her legs, making her cries louder as he joins with his own guttural groans, his own hips moving against the bed. Because I had been the recipient of that tongue, I knew what Melissa is feeling and I want it to. I want him to be touching me... I can’t help my own little cries, but they are drowned out by Melissa’s.  
 
    It’s as if I can feel her orgasm building inside her like a wave, pulsing from her core until it consumes her and she comes, shouting with pleasure as Mahak continues to lick her frantically, his fingers deep inside her as she rides her convulsions. 
 
    I come as well, a short, shallow orgasm that does nothing to satisfy me and only seems to frustrate me more. 
 
    Mahak lifts his head, and Melissa opens her eyes. “Thank you,” she says to him with a big smile. “Now, it’s your turn.” I think she’s speaking to him until she turns back to me, sliding her hand across my breast to my stomach. “It’s exciting to watch, isn’t it? Look how wet you are.” Her fingers slide between my legs, feeling my wetness and making me gasp as her thumb rubs my clit. “I’m going to make you come so hard and so fast you’ll be begging me for every chance you get.” 
 
    At that moment, I was ready to beg for it. 
 
    “I want to watch,” Mahak's deep voice says. Melissa crouches between my legs and Mahak stands behind her. 
 
    “Do you want it?” Melissa asks with a satisfied smile. “Beg.” 
 
    The small part of me holding on to reality doesn’t want to give her the satisfaction, but her thumb flicks against my clit again and I’ve had enough. “Please.” 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Please... make me come. Lick me. Fuck me! Now!” 
 
    “Me? Not Mahak?” 
 
    “You. Please....” My begging ends in a strangled cry as Melissa takes me in her mouth. 
 
    Her tongue is smaller than Mahak's, her fingers shorter, but it’s no less intense. She licks me with flickering strokes of that tongue, before diving inside me as far as she can, and sucks my clit with a strength that is surprising and makes me cry out in delight. 
 
    “I’m good too,” she says, the vibration of her words making even more of a sensation. She continues her rhythm, licking, her tongue darting inside then sucking me with ever-increasing moans. My cries join hers, rising in tone and loudness and I hear another, deeper groan. I open my eyes to see Mahak behind Melissa, with her ass in the air as she continues to tongue me as Mahak pounds into her from behind. Our eyes meet and he smiles at me, grabbing onto Melissa’s hips as he thrusts harder 
 
    “Oh, god,” I cry out. I can feel my orgasm coming like a freight train, roaring through me. Melissa uses her fingers, thrusting them inside me as I shove myself against her face. I cry out again, and again as the wave hits me, sweeping me down in a pool of sensations. It goes on and on, leaving me gasping and moaning and shuddering with pleasure. 
 
    When Melissa finally lifts her head, I’m as limp as a rag doll, and she has the biggest grin on her face. Mahak is smiling as well as he pulls out of her. 
 
    “I bet you’re glad you moved in now,” Melissa crows. 
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    The best way to get to know me and my books is to sign up for my mailing list. I’ll kept you up-to-date with new releases, sales and fun events; for me and other authors. Maybe you’ll find your next favourite author.  
 
    Maybe it will be me! 
 
      
 
    Sign up now and get a free book! 
 
    PEEK-A-BOO! 
 
      
 
    [image: Peek a boo (2).jpg]Three sexy stories from the author of Touch and Husbands and Wives

Checking on an overnight guest brings new excitement to Hettie and Jay's marriage in A New Friend.
Lexa takes flirting with the construction workers to the next level in The Work Crew.
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