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Why am I having sex with him?

Because it’s been two years since I’ve let someone touch me.

Why isn’t it better then?

I wish that I was the sort of woman who can give instructions. How hard, how fast, a little to the left… I couldn’t do it when I was married and the two year drought hasn’t changed that fact about me.

I wish I can tell him I’d like him to use his mouth.

Use your mouth…please…right there.

How hard would it be? It’s easy enough for Erik to move his mouth away from my breast, trailing his lips down my stomach, all the way down to that warm little place between my legs where his fingers are currently exploring? The fingers are nice—anything that doesn’t run on a battery is nice—but oh, his mouth would be so much better.

But no.

My mouth isn’t moving to say the words and neither is his.

I switch into one of my Chris Pratt fantasies as I feel my climax slowly approach, as slowly as Erik walked up to me in the bar—you know what’s coming and you’re ready for it to hurry up and get there. Despite the need for the fantasy, I have to admit Erik isn’t doing all that bad. His fingers are hitting all the right spots but it would be so nice to feel the pressure of a tongue.

What would I know? I’ve had oral sex twice in my life; once with my husband—ex-husband—and once when I was eighteen with a very curious Aaron Mitchell.

Thoughts of Aaron have kept me warm through many a long winter’s night.

I gasp loudly. Erik lifts his head from my breast with a satisfied expression. “Was that good for you?”

What…?

He doesn’t give me a chance to protest as he removes his hand and substitutes it for a hard penis, already sheathed in latex.

First of all—when did he put the condom on? And second—I wasn’t finished!

Exactly seven minutes later, he rolls off me. Almost immediately, I fall asleep. Which is a good thing, since I don’t have to lie awake, frustrated with the lack of the almost-was orgasm, but a bad thing because I never intended on staying the night.

I met Erik exactly three and a half hours ago. I wish I could say I really had no intention of having sex with him tonight but that would be a lie.

I picked that bar out of the many drinking establishments in the city with the concrete plan to hook up with someone. It was far enough from my house that I wouldn’t bump into my neighbours (not that I would recognize a neighbour if I bumped into one) and close enough to Isaac’s new place for the slim possibility he might witness my irresistibility to the opposite sex.

Erik had approached me first; I liked his tattoos and he had a nice smile. Plus, he made me laugh, and had a slight resemblance to Chris Pratt (Chris Pratt before the world discovered he had a beautiful six pack under the beer belly).

I’m sure the four shots of whisky I consumed in short order helped with his attractiveness.

I also made the mistake of counting the number of days since I had had sex—five hundred and twenty six days—which I then told Erik. Of course he took it upon himself to make sure I didn’t have another day to add to the number.

Whatever the reason, I have sex with him. It also means I wake up just after six o’clock in the morning, confused, a little hung-over and more than a little self-conscious about my behaviour.

I don’t sleep with strangers. I don’t really sleep with people I know, either. Thanks to Erik, my grand total is now up to three sexual partners. Less than Kim Kardashian, more than Duchess Kate.

I don’t add Aaron Mitchell into that group because we never had actual intercourse. I think I would have liked to have sex with Aaron.

I’m twenty-nine years old, divorced for two years and have had sex with three people.

My ex-husband had sex with three people in the four years we were married. At least three that I knew about.

When I wake up, it takes me a few minutes to figure out where I am. The lack of cats help; I’m definitely not home in my own bed, as does the soft snoring beside me. 

I need to find my clothes.

I have no idea about the protocol in this situation—do I wake him up? Slip out unseen? Leave him a note with my number?

Do I want him to have my number? Did I already give it to him?

I roll out of bed, taking the thick comforter with me, so I’m trussed up like a pig in a blanket by the time my feet hit the floor.

I’m quickly confronted by my first obstacle—my underwear is missing. While I was distracted when Erik slipped my panties off last night, I have a vague recollection of him dropping them beside the bed. But there’s no sign of them now.

Did Erik steal my underwear? Do men do that, like keeping trophies for one-night stands? They were nice panties, too; Victoria Secret red lacy hipsters I bought online. I crouch, still wrapped in the comforter to peer under the bed.

I quickly stand. Not a good idea to look under the bed.

Erik shifts in bed and I hold my breath as his hand slings across to the spot I recently vacated. Clutching my clothes in a bundle in my arms—minus my underwear—I make it to the safety of the bathroom without further incident and confront my bedraggled image in the mirror.

Purplish shadows circle my green eyes, which stare back at me with more disappointment than exhaustion. My hair looks comparable to a birds’ nest and with nary an elastic in sight to pull it back into a ponytail. My lips are chapped; from kissing, I suppose. I’ve never much liked my mouth, so wide that it seems to stretch halfway across my face when I smile. The little scar above my upper lip adds some character, marking the beginning and end of my gymnastic career when I was seven, but I’ve always thought my mouth too big, lips too full.

Those lips did enjoy kissing Erik last night. My face flames as I recall pressing myself against him as he kissed me in the bar, much like a dog getting busy with a stranger’s leg.

When was the last time I actually looked at myself in the mirror for longer than it took to brush my teeth? How much weight have I lost? I’ve always been slim but my collarbone seems to be sticking out more than it ever has before.

When was the last time someone actually looked at me? 

What have I done?

I had sex. Most people would say it’s about time.

There’s something else…what is THAT?

“Oh, my fuck!” I squeeze my eyes shut, but when I open them, it’s still there.

The tattoo etched into my skin.

I really did it!

I crane my neck to get a better look at my new artwork, the lines and swirls. I had always wanted a tattoo, but was never my intention to get one last night. I had planned on picking up, not having someone decorate my hip.

Touch. I got the Chinese word for touch tattooed right above my hip bone.

At least I hope that’s what it says. Could be the symbol for soup, for all I know.

As quickly as I can, I get dressed, glad the waistband of my jeans falls below the vivid reddened skin surrounding the ink. There’s a bit of blood. Luckily, I find the instructions for care of a tattoo in my back pocket. I’ve always wanted a tattoo, but to get one when I was drunk and with a stranger…that’s not me.

Neither is having a one night stand. 

I wonder if Erik got a tattoo as well. I have a feeling he did. Did we really get tattoos together?

What was I thinking?

I successfully sneak out of Erik’s place, without giving his snoring figure a last glance. Even though I’m curious to discover what his tattoo is, I can live without the knowledge.

As I walk to the bus stop, I recall what my uncle told me once—that every woman needed to know three things: how to make a great martini; how to tie a perfect Windsor knot; and always, always, know how to get herself home at the end of the night.

On the bus, I do my best not to make eye contact with any of the early morning commuters. I’m convinced everyone aboard can tell I didn’t sleep in my own bed last night. Even though I tell myself they couldn’t care less about my sex life, I feel like the mussed hair and atrocious morning breath is like having a scarlet A emblazoned on my shirt.

The flush of my cheeks lasts until my stop. I’ve always had a problem with blushing. Anything will set me off, especially sneaking out of a man’s home, sans underwear, after engaging in satisfactory sex.

It was good sex. Not great, but good. It was sex, and I should be happy with that. Maybe if I could bring myself to use my words to ask what I wanted, it might have been great.

Or if it had lasted more than seven minutes. 

Maybe if I had stuck around, we might have had a second round.

I pull the yellow string to signal my stop. Even though it’s been a while, I don’t want a second round with Erik.

I stop in at my local Starbucks across from the bus stop for an early morning tea to rid me of some of the cobwebs. I’m not a coffee drinker, so it took a long while for me to venture into the hallowed hall of vendi-macha-mocha lattes but once I took my first sip of their chai tea latte, I was hooked. I’ve tried all the competition and nothing compares. I believe in the urban legend about how Tim Hortons puts additives in their cream to make it so addictive; there is something in Starbucks chai tea that is like crack for me. 

A man holds the door open but I avert my eyes after a small smile of thanks. I’m fairly non- descript on a good day, but I feel a red beacon is signaling from my forehead.

I got laid. I had sex. Look at me doing the walk of shame.

I’ve never done a walk of shame before.

The smell of Starbucks is over-powering this early in the morning. Not only the odor of the many different coffee beans mixing together, but the scent of the pastries and pretzels and spinach-egg-and-feta breakfast sandwich that a barista is heating up. My stomach rumbles a protest. I don’t remember eating last night. I stare at the muffins, safely protected from my hungry fingers by the glass case.

“Smells delicious, doesn’t it?”

The voice—husky but still feminine—comes from behind. I peek over my shoulder to find a woman smiling warmly at me. Getting a glimpse of cognac coloured eyes, I nod shyly at her, flashing a ghost of a smile.

I feel a hand on my shoulder—warm, welcoming. Then I feel a jolt that rocks my body.
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“Are you okay?”

As soon as her hand touches my shoulder, I lurched forward and slam my knee into the counter. My hand dives between the self-serve breakfast sandwiches with an attempt to catch my balance.

“Fine.” My entire body feels like it’s on fire, probably the shade of a tomato. Luckily, my hand managed to avoid the breads or pastries on display.

“I didn’t mean to startle you! It’s just—”

How am I supposed to tell her it was the shock of another person’s touch that forced such a reaction? That before last night, it had been eight long months since I’d been touched by another human being, even as simple as a handshake or a hip check in a busy store?

Touch.

“Your tag is out,” the woman continues in an apologetic voice. I peer at her over my shoulder as she tentatively tries to tuck in the tag of my shirt back into the collar. “Your tag…oh!”

I’m not wearing a coat. The woman—this stranger—has noticed the tag on my shirt sticking up because in my haste to escape from Erik’s, I put my long sleeve T-shirt on inside out.

“Oh, no.” I screw my eyes shut to erase the embarrassment, the amusement on the woman’s face. How did I not notice that my shirt was inside out?

“Must have been in a hurry this morning.”

I chance another look at her. She’s smiling at me; a wide, friendly grin, displaying a tiny space between her front teeth. “Need some caffeine,” I say apologetically.

“Obviously,” she teases, pulling at the shoulder of my shirt.

My first thought is how beautiful she is. Individually, her features don’t work—too wide, too long, too large and cat-like—but together the combination is stunning; so much that the tall blonde beside her, who would be termed classically beautiful, pales in comparison.

And then I think how strange it is that I’ve never seen this woman before and she is teasing me? The confusion must show on my face because the blonde beside her in line laughs.

“Leave her alone. Not everyone wants to talk to you this early in the morning, Ili,” she says cheerfully. “Most people are half asleep.” Her hair is cut in a similar style to mine—an inch above the shoulder in loose waves—but on her, it looks so much better. Plus, she’s the type of blonde I’ve always aspired to be: a natural, golden wheat colour without a hint of brassiness. The colour of hair that begs attention and admiration.

Even with the hair, it’s the woman with the cognac coloured eyes who draws my attention, much like the way a well-stocked bookshelf never fails to attract me. Her full mouth creases in an even wider smile, making those eyes crinkle with fun. “If you’re making me wait in this line for second-rate, stale coffee” her voice drops to a whisper. “The least you can do is let me talk to people.”

“You can talk to me,” the blonde complains good-naturedly. “And the coffee is not second rated.”

“Eh,” she says with a wave. I glimpse short magenta nails as her hand sweeps by my face. “I talk to you all the time. This one looks much more interesting.”

Another contagious smile, those eyes forcing me to meet and hold for longer than my usual half-second. The colour is so unusual that it’s almost hypnotic.

“Not very interesting,” I mumble. “Just sleepy.”

“I have to admit,” the woman leans closer to me, so close the sweetness of her perfume battles with the coffee aroma of the cafe. “You look like you just rolled out of bed.”

“Guilty,” I drop my eyes with a regretful smile, trying to mask my morning breath. Why didn’t I grab a finger full of Erik’s toothpaste before I snuck out of his place?

“Maybe someone else’s bed?” she whispers, narrowing her cat-like eyes with a sly smile.

My head jerks up, eyes wide with shock, not because she picked up on my bedraggled appearance, but because she actually said that out loud.

“Iliya,” the blonde scolds her with a giggle.

Iliya. The name conjures images of gypsies and fortune-tellers draped in beautifully coloured scarves. The name suits her, if only because of the vivid, plum jacket she’s wearing. I recognize it from Lululemon because I have the same one, only mine is in basic black.

Iliya shrugs, golden eyes searching my face. She seems to be enjoying herself, but not at my expense. It’s like she’s truly interested. “Am I right?”

“Is it obvious?” I whisper, before I slap my hand across my mouth.

“Good for you,” Iliya cries cheerfully, turning heads with the volume of her voice. “But the important question is, was it worth the effort?”

“Effort?” I ask.

“It takes a lot of effort for women to decide to have sex, especially single women, which I’m presuming you are.” She trails off and glances pointedly at my left hand with the bare third finger. Even after two years, I still feel naked without my wedding ring but I smile ruefully, which only seems to encourage her. “You could be in a relationship, but I’m guessing no, mainly because of your reaction. If you just came from your boyfriend’s bed, you wouldn’t be so embarrassed and you’d probably be used to doing it, and keep some clothes at his place. I don’t think you had another set of clothes there this morning, did you?”

“No…and no boyfriend,” I admit, fascinated by her powers of observation. She’s making these remarks about me; I’ve spent the last two years hiding from the world and this woman has already picked up on some very private things about me!

Maybe she does this with strangers on a regular basis.

“What kind of effort do you need to have sex?” the blonde woman wants to know. The baristas seem to be really taking their time this morning.

It doesn’t bother me this morning.

I’m the definition of an introvert; I don’t make eye contact, I never strike up conversations with strangers and here I am, having a friendly discussion about my sex life with two strangers.

What’s gotten into me? Sex …tattoo…and now talking to people?

“You know, personal grooming, what to wear, what to wear underneath; to stay or to go,” Iliya continues. “It’s not an easy decision, and it’s always important that the act is worth the effort.”

I’ve never seen eyes that colour. They are almost the shade of the whisky I drank last night, and seem to be goading me to confess. Iliya’s smile has the ability to disarm me quicker than it took Erik to get me out of my clothes.

“It was okay.”

At the word, and my tone, Iliya and her friend groan in unison. “No!” the blonde cries.

“That’s too bad,” Iliya clicks with sympathy. “First time?”

Is this actually happening? Am I really going to talk about this?

Yes, I am. “And probably last,” I admit, surprising myself with my candor.

“Did you say good-bye when you left?” Iliya asks. “It’s pretty early.”

Again, my jaw drops in surprise. “How do you know this? It feels like what I’ve done is written all over my face. Am I that pathetic?” My hands clutch at my hair.

“There’s absolutely nothing pathetic about you,” Iliya tells me, taking my hand to stop me from tearing out a chunk of hair. Her touch and the admiring tone in her voice provoke a warm glow inside me. I glance at her hand holding mine and with a friendly squeeze, she lets go. “I can tell about these things.” She looks sideways at her friend. “I’m fairly observant.”

“Or I’m more of a mess than I thought.”

“Not at all.” Iliya’s eyes sweep down the length of me, and back up again. If a man looked at me like that, I’d be running for cover, but with Iliya, my stomach does an odd flip-flop, especially when those golden eyes lock with mine.

There had been no flip flops with Erik.

I break her gaze only when I’m asked what I’d like to order. I take the moment to try and calm my heart rate. I’m not sure why it’s beating so fast.

As I’m paying for my latte, my phone signals an incoming text.

It’s Erik. I let out an audible groan as I read it.

“Ooh, is that him?” The blonde leans closer.

“Let her have her privacy, Jane,” Iliya chides.

“You’re one to talk,” Jane snorts.

“I know,” Iliya grins, peering at my screen. “Is it him?”

I hold my phone close. “What do I say?” I beg. “I’ve never done this before.”

“You didn’t want to wake him,” Jane suggests as Iliya orders for both of them. “You have a busy day and needed to rush home.”

“Or you could say your husband found out and was coming to collect you?” Iliya offers. “That might scare him off, if that’s what you want. Unless he’s the type to want an arrangement like that. Or if you are?”

“If I was still with my husband, there’s no way he would have even noticed if I didn’t come home,” I say without thinking. Setting my wallet on the counter, I type out Jane’s suggestion as Iliya clicks with sympathy.

“He wants to know when he can see me again!” I gasp.

“You have to check your schedule,” Jane advises. “Wait at least a day before you give him the kiss off, unless he was really bad.”

“He wasn’t bad per se.”

“Just didn’t do it for you,” Iliya finishes.

“Something like that.” I grin self-consciously at her.

“I can tell these things.” Those eyes pull me in again and I’m not sure how to break the connection. Or why there is a connection at all.

Luckily, another customer entering the cafe calls out to Iliya, and both Jane and Iliya turn to greet her, their voices rising with excitement and welcome.

I feel oddly dismissed as I pick up my waiting latte.

“Thanks,” I tell them shortly as I head for the door, my hand burning because I don’t take the time to grab a sleeve for my cup. I don’t know if they hear me. As I turn back to glance in the window, I see Iliya staring after me.
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I can’t stop thinking of Iliya as I walk home. The cognac-coloured eyes, the lion’s mane of hair, the ease of which she put me at ease. I had a conversation about my sex life with strangers, in Starbucks. Iliya must have some superpower to get me comfortable enough to talk, especially about something like that.

I’m halfway through my latte by the time I reach my little house, so distracted that I walk by the tiny green shoots of my bulbs poking out of the ground without noticing. I can’t help but notice the angry meows of hungry cats as I unlock the door, however.

“I met a friend,” I sing to my three cats as I fill their bowls. It’s nice to be missed, even if it’s only by furry, four legged kind of dependents. I hadn’t intended on staying out all night, and obviously made no provisions for an over-night visit—no toothbrush, no fresh underwear, no food left out for the cats.

“Maybe I should be telling you how I got laid last night,” I tell Willow as she rubs against my ankles before heading for her food dish. She’s the most affectionate of the three by far. Buffy and Xander ignore me unless they want something. Cats are by nature anti-social; something I have always been able to relate to.

I’ve never cultivated friendships; large groups intimidate me. I can go days at a time without speaking to anyone. I’m a writer, which isn’t the most outgoing profession but lets me work from the comfort of my home.

Why does a simple conversation with Iliya and Jane while waiting in line excite me? Why would it excite me more than the fact that I had sex last night? It’s not like there is going to be a repeat of either of these events. I didn’t even give Iliya my name. They have no idea who I am, or where I live and unless I bump into them at the Starbucks again, I will probably never see them again.

Would it be odd if I go there the same time tomorrow?

“I’m pathetic,” I say aloud. I’m not sure what’s worse—talking to myself or talking to my cats. At least there’s the chance they’ll give me the odd meow in response.

It’s been two years since the divorce and last night was only the second time I’ve had sex in all that time. But this morning was the only time I remember having a conversation with a person—a casual, friendly conversation that didn’t involve me needing a service of some sort. I’ve been so busy hiding from the world that I forgot about the necessity of friends.

I have Asha, but she’s back in New Brunswick. While we keep in touch via Face Time or Skype, it’s not the same as her being in the same city. 

My glasses are still on the table where I left them last night and I put them on to pick a song from my playlist on my iPod. One of the first things I bought when Isaac and I split up was the best docking station I could afford. I’ve always loved music but both the men I’ve lived with—my father and Isaac—preferred the peace and quiet of a silent house. I’ve never enjoyed silence and would walk around the condo with ear buds in.

I wonder how many times Isaac was on the phone with one of his women when I had them in, completely clueless to his conversation?

I program Pink, with a little Kelly Clarkson to follow. But I start with Miranda Lambert. I’m not much for country, but I like to listen to her duet with Carrie Underwood when I feel like a badass.

I write kids books for a living and live with three cats. There’s not much about me that can be classified as badass.

I head for the shower, singing loudly to the cats, shedding clothes as I go.

Did I really have sex with Erik last night? While Erik’s nice guy persona would never classify our hookup as badass, it was definitely impulsive. It’s been a long time since I did anything impulsive. In fact it’s been…never?

Tattoo…sex…talking to strangers…? What’s come over me?

I make a perfect three point shot with my shirt into the hamper, with my bra to follow. Maybe I’m finally coming out of my shell. It’s been a good day and it’s not even seven o’clock yet.

I still can’t get over how stunning Iliya is. Tall, with a real woman’s curves and that hair—so many colours jumbled together.

I catch sight of myself in the bathroom mirror before I step into the shower. On a good day I might be called pretty; most days a better descriptive would be plain. Dark, dirty blonde hair falls to my shoulders—long enough to be pulled back into a ponytail or bun; eyes the colour of moss and set too close together for my liking. My glasses help hide that fact. They are prescribed for reading and close computer work, but I wear them in public more often as a kind of shield. I don’t know why I’m shielding myself, or from what.

Except for last night. I left my glasses at home last night. I wonder if it would have made a difference last night. If I had worn my glasses, would I have still gotten the tattoo?

I read the care instructions on the bus ride. I have to keep it from getting wet so I angle my body so the water hits my back, soothing the tense muscles from sleeping in another man’s bed.

Isaac is a pilot and a good looking one at that so it was inevitable that he would meet tall, naturally glorious blonde things who smiled and simpered, soothed irate passengers and whisked away puke bags even when their feet hurt.

I have plantar fasciitis and even I admit I’m a bitch when my feet hurt.

I don’t know what it says about me that I wasn’t really surprised when Isaac left me for a 24-year-old flight attendant with legs that truly ended at her armpits. Or what it said about our relationship.

I can honestly say it didn’t really bother me when Isaac told me he was leaving. Of course I was upset—angry, hurt, betrayed—but I got over that. What bothered me more was that I wasn’t that upset. I had been with Isaac since I was eighteen, married since twenty-three.

I’ve been divorced for almost two years and I’m not even thirty.

This bothers me.  

I waited until Isaac was on an overnight flight—presumably snuggled up to his new honey in a swanky Miami hotel—before packing up my things and moving out. When he came home to find me gone, we began divorce proceedings with little fanfare. He bought my share of the condo, which was enough for a down payment on my little bungalow with the sunlit dining room that I converted into a writing cave.

It was a very civil divorce; fitting that breaking up was so amicable since our relationship had always lacked passion. We had been happy. Content. I loved Isaac even though the marriage wasn’t exciting. But I thought I’d been happy. It was what I expected a marriage to be like.

“I never really felt like I knew you,” Isaac had told me when we met to sign the divorce papers. “You never let me in.”

“Maybe you never tried hard enough,” I had shot back.

If my husband hadn’t felt he knew me, who did?

When Isaac and I moved to Toronto from Gagetown, New Brunswick, I prepared myself to be alone. Isaac had served with the Armed Forces as a fighter pilot with, but had been discharged and found work as a commercial pilot. I knew he would be gone for long periods of time and I was okay with that. I may not have known anyone in the city, but I had my writing, the characters I created to entertain me. I was content; I’ve always been more of a loner than a social butterfly.

Iliya and Jane seem nice enough, but I wouldn’t know what to do with them. I have a hard enough time meeting men; women are infinitely more intimidating. Besides, how do you start a friendship by bonding over a latte? I think they were coffee drinkers anyway. It would never work.

It might have been nice having someone to talk to about Erik, though.

Not that there will be an Erik to talk about. I don’t feel a thing for him, no more than what the warm water sluicing over me, is doing.

I don’t remember the last time I felt anything.

I feel a bit of pain from the tattoo, however.

I rub the sensitive around my hip, being careful from keeping the water from hitting it directly. What had gone on last night that would lead to me get a tattoo? It’s not that I didn’t like them; I had always wanted one but there had always been someone standing in my way, namely my father or my husband.

Getting inked last night meant I finally felt free from Isaac’s hold on me. I should feel good about that and I do. I feel…

I still feel alone.

I hear the doorbell as I’m stepping out of the shower. It’s been a long time since I heard the chime. The last time I had rushed to the door, hoping against hope that it was Isaac wanting to come home, only to find the guy wanting to read the water meter. I know Isaac doesn’t want to come back to me, and even if he did, I wouldn’t let him. But it’s nice to be wanted.

The doorbell rings again, and I can hear the added knock through my tiny bungalow. Whoever it is, he’s persistent. Throwing on my old tattered, terry cloth robe, hair dripping down my back, I head for the door.

“Iliya!”

The woman from Starbucks. The women from Starbucks—both of them—are standing outside my door, both with big smiles on their faces.

“What are you doing here?” I demand, politeness having no room amid my confusion.

“I think you forgot something this morning,” Iliya says, her grin widening. She holds up my wallet. “You’re welcome.”

“My wallet. I didn’t even realize I left it. Thank you so much,” I gush, my fingers brushing against Iliya’s as I take the red leather wallet from her.

“We went through it to get your address,” Jane says. “Nice picture on your license, by the way.”

“Does anyone ever take a good picture for that?”

“Mine isn’t that bad,” Iliya admits.

“Of course it’s not.” Jane rolls her eyes at me and I smile. And then I realize I’m standing in my doorway, with dripping hair and not a stitch on under my robe.

“Um, thanks,” I say, unsure of the protocol for this situation.

Whatever it may be, Iliya clearly has her own idea of etiquette. “Looks like we’ve caught you getting out of the shower,” she says, stating the obvious. “Why don’t you throw some clothes on and we’ll chat. Unless you have to rush away somewhere again. You ran out of Starbucks just when things were getting interesting.”

“We didn’t even get your name,” Jane chides me.

“It’s Kenna,” I tell them, stepping back as I hold the door open. “Kenna MacTavish.”
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I make the quickest change in history. Lazy pants with a T-shirt; bra but no underwear because the waistband rests on my brand new tattoo. And wet hair pulled back into a clip. When I find them in my dining/writing room, I stand awkwardly in the doorway.

“Your cats are so cute,” Jane greets me, sounding perfectly at home in my house, much more comfortable than I am with them being there.

“They are,” I say, her words spurring me into action. I sweep Willow onto the floor from her perch on the dining room table, which also happens to pass as my desk before I turn down the music, now Maroon Five.

“I like that song,” Iliya says, swaying her hips.

“Me too,” I tell her, envying her graceful movements. “But everyone tells me I listen to it too loud.”

Iliya smiles and touches my arm. Her fingers are cool against my shower warm skin, and goosebumps dot the area. “I like it loud. Sorry to burst in like this,” she adds, sounding anything but.

“It’s fine. The place is a mess,” I say, hastily piling papers and stuffing my pencils back into the plastic cup I keep them in. “I don’t usually have a lot of company.”

“I’ve never seen you in the neighbourhood.” Jane studies the framed pictures on the wall. “Is this you?” She points to a picture of me and my sister sitting on the front porch of the house we grew up in. I don’t particularly like the picture but it’s one of the few ones I have of my mother.

“I think I was seven in that one.”

“You’re so cute! Are you twins?” Iliya asks, looking intently at the picture.

“No…Kelsie is two years older than I am.” My heart sinks as Jane moves along the wall, studying the pictures. They are in order of youngest to oldest and she’s just about where—

“This is Kelsie MacTavish!” Jane cries. “She’s your sister?”

I stifle the groan with difficulty. “She is.”

“Who’s Kelsie MacTavish?” Iliya asks innocently.

“You’ve never heard of her?” Jane’s eyes widen with shock. “I can’t believe that. Kelsie MacTavish is the latest and the greatest DIY expert—she’s the host of Trash Your Kitchen. You’ve seen her.”

“It’s not ringing a bell.”

“She’s the one who is always perfectly dressed. No overalls for her! There was this episode with her hammering a nail with her shoe! She’s great. She’s your sister?” Jane turns to me, the disbelief evident in her eyes.

“Yep.” My sister is a famous television personality with her own line of paint; a blonde bombshell with a smile that can light up a neighbourhood better than a string of Christmas lights. And I’m just…

“What do you do?” Iliya asks me, even as Jane is still waxing her astonishment over my sister’s celebrity. I flinch as Iliya touches my arm again. “Is it always like this?” Her hand is warm and soft, darker than my skin even when I’m tanned. I’m so pale compared to her. She’s close enough for me to smell her scent—apples mixed with coffee and fresh air. “About your sister?” she adds when I wrench my eyes up from the sight of her hand on my arm.

“Most of the time.” I shift away so she’s no longer touching me. Her closeness confuses me.

“So what do you do?” Her voice is brisk now, more impersonal and I draw back even more, feeling as if she’s pushed me away somehow.

“I write and illustrate children’s books.” I meet her brisk tone with one of my own, pointing to the bookshelves in the living room where I keep copies of my books.

“That’s amazing! Jane, look. Do your kids have any of these?” I watch as Jane follows Iliya into the other room.

My little house suddenly feels tiny, cramped. I don’t remember the last time I had visitors. And for them to have stopped by because I forgot my wallet—how could I have forgotten it? I was distracted by Erik’s text but still. I’m usually not so absentminded.

The last twelve hours seem very surreal.

My eyes are drawn to Iliya standing by my bookshelves. Her hair, which I thought was a light brown at first glance, is really a multitude of colours—chocolate, coffee, almond with streaks of butterscotch and honey framing her face and looks almost good enough to eat. She has a fuller figure than Jane, but shorter; her curves accentuated by her jacket and the leggings she wears which hug her hips, her calves.

I can’t help notice she has a nice ass.

“You wrote all these?” Iliya turns back to me in delight and I quickly avert my eyes. She’s holding my six books in her hands, the brightly coloured covers cheerful in the room. 

“My kids have these two,” Jane tells me excitedly. “Amber Axis and her Action-Pack Adventures. They love the flying unicorn.”

“I bought this one for them,” Iliya adds. “Carli Cootes and the Cheez-Whiz Cravings. I love the titles!”

“Thanks. They’re fun to come up with.” How am I supposed to entertain them, after they have looked at the only things of interest in my house? Cats, pictures of sister, books.

“You write from here?” Iliya asks. She waves a hand not holding the books. “Is this where the magic happens?”

Why is Iliya focusing on me, the least interesting thing here?

“Right there.” I nod to my table.

“And we’re keeping you,” she continues with a smile.

“No, but…I have to work but it’s okay that you’re here.” I give a laugh that sounds forced, even to my own ears. “You brought back my wallet.”

“You were a bit distracted,” Jane concedes. “Did you text him back?”

“I told him I had a busy day, like you suggested. He came back, suggesting we do it again sometime soon, but I don’t know…”

“I would never be able to date,” Jane pronounces. “I wouldn’t even know how to meet men.”

“I don’t think you’d have a problem. I love meeting new people. Don’t you think it’s exciting?” Iliya muses. “There’s such a thrill when you click with someone, and being able to act on your attraction.”

“Do you want to go on my dates for me?” I ask in utter seriousness. “Not that I’ve been on many.”

How can I tell them not many means zero? That last night with Erik wasn’t even a date, but an act of desperation?

“How long have you been divorced?” Jane wants to know. “And how long were you married?” Losing interest in my bookshelves, Jane heads for the couch and plops herself down. Immediately, the always starved for attention, Willow jumps up into her lap and starts purring.

“Almost two years since the divorce and we were married for four years.”

“You must have been a baby when you got married!” Iliya exclaims. She settles down beside Jane. Rather than continue standing alone in the room, I perch awkwardly on the arm of the chair.  “So last night wasn’t an act of revenge or something like that?”

“Not really, no.” By the way she’s looking at me, I suspect Iliya, with her powers of observation; can tell there’s more that I’m not telling them. I dip my head, trying to avoid eye contact. “I can’t believe I told you. I’m usually not one to kiss and tell. Lately, I haven’t been one to even kiss, let alone tell!”

“Well, it was fairly obvious you weren’t coming from home. Although, maybe you always walk around in yesterday’s clothes,” Iliya shrugs with a smile. “And that’s okay if you do.”

The two of them have seated themselves quite comfortably on my couch, Jane’s arm draped along the back and Iliya tucked in the corner with her legs pulled up under her. She’s taken her shoes off. This woman has made herself at home in my house, and I’ve only known her for an hour.

There’s something about Iliya that leads me to confide in her. She’s beautiful, but doesn’t intimidate me. If I had come across Jane on her own, I wouldn’t have spoken two words to her.

“I try not to.” I glance down at myself. “Although this isn’t much better.”

“I think we rushed you,” Jane admits.

“Actually,” I wrinkle my nose, unable to believe I’m about to confess even more. It’s a like I’m a leaky faucet with these two—I just can’t stop dripping out tidbits of my life. “These pants are about the only thing that’s comfortable right now. I got a tattoo last night.”

“Did you really?” Jan jumps forward, knocking an indignant Willow off her lap.

Iliya leans forward. “Can we see? Where is it?”

My face flushes hot, thinking how to answer if it was in a more private area. Luckily, it’s not.

“Sure.” I stand and move closer to them, pulling the waistband of my jogging pants down a few inches, so the black ink and the still red skin surrounding it is visible.

“Oo, that’s cool.” While Jane reaches out a finger, it’s Iliya who touches my skin, keeping well away from the sensitive skin, but smoothing the area beside it with her thumb. Her thumb rests against my skin, soft and cool. Part of me wants to pull away from her touch, while the other part can’t bring myself to move.

Something clenches in the pit of my stomach. I chalk it up to the lack of human contact I’ve had since the divorce.

“What does it mean?” Jane wants to know.

“I think—I hope,” I add with a nervous laugh, “it’s the Chinese symbol for touch. It’s to remind me I’m a strong and independent woman who still needs to be touched, often and with care.” The room is silent, the two women staring at me. I cover up my hip and step back, embarrassed with my confession. “Or something like that.”

“I like it,” Iliya says slowly. “I’m not much for tattoos, but I like it when they mean something. This one clearly does.”

“As long as it really means that,” I say, unable to meet her gaze.

“Google it.” Jane pulls out her phone and groans. “The husband is about to send out the search party. He’s alarmed I haven’t returned. I better get going.” She rolls her eyes dramatically. “He always spoils my fun.”

“Don’t listen to her. Her husband is amazing,” Iliya assures me.

“Ili’s hubby is unbelievable,” Jane points out.

“My ex-husband is an ass.” I hope it’s my candor that makes them laugh.

“We should go,” Iliya says reluctantly as she unfurls herself from the couch. I feel a sharp pang of disappointment. She got me to tell them what my tattoo meant. Maybe they should go because who knows what else I’m about to blurt out.

“I’m sure you have work to do, Kenna. Del is probably wondering where I’ve gotten to.”

Jane grimaces as she gets to her feet. “Kids need to get ready for school. But you know, Tom is just as capable as I am, although he often forgets the fact.”

“Do you have kids?” I ask Iliya, suddenly desperate to prolong the visit. If they leave…I don’t want them to leave. I’ve never felt such a need to establish a friendship before. I’ve never felt the need at all.

Iliya shakes her head. “I borrow Jane’s when I need a kid fix.”

I turn to Jane, who replies to my unasked question. “Three. Eleven, eight and six. Full-day school is a godsend. Actually, walking with Iliya is. She keeps me sane. Iliya…?” The two make eye contact, communicating something without words.

“Great idea! Why don’t you come walking with us tomorrow?” Iliya suggests eagerly. “That’s what we were doing this morning. We always stop at Starbucks.”

“Really?” I can’t stop the smile spreading across my face, feeling much like Sally Field when she won her Oscar. They like me, they really like me!

“Come with us,” Jane seconds with a welcoming smile. “It’ll be fun. We like you. It’s not often we pick up people!”

“Is this what this was?” I laugh. “Was I picked up? I’m just as oblivious to it as I usually am when a man tries it.” 

Iliya’s invitation warms my heart, but it’s Jane’s sincere smile that wins me over. There’s something drawing me to Iliya, but it feels strange to me. Having Jane include me makes me feel that any weirdness I feel is solely on my end.

Plus, it’s been a long time since I’ve made a new friend.
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The next morning I wake with a smile, despite the early hour.

I’m more of a night owl, feeling the creative juices after dark rather than in the daylight hours. When I had been with Isaac, most nights he was home, he went to bed alone while I continued to work, rewriting the story in my first book, perfecting the drawings so the pictures were exactly as I saw them in my head.

Isaac never considered my writing as work though. He thought it was a hobby, something to do to keep myself busy until I found a job. I never told him I stopped looking for work a few weeks after we moved to Toronto. I was content and happy to pursue my dream of being a published author.

I never shared that fact with my husband. When I’m reminded of things I didn’t share with him, I realize I can’t lay all the blame for our failed marriage on Isaac. He might have been an ass to me, but I wasn’t perfect either.

When I meet Iliya and Jane the next morning, I’m surprised how I’ve lived here for so long without noticing them around the neighbourhood. Again, this is my fault—I don’t often leave the house unless I really have to. They are both less than a five-minute walk away from me.

We meet in front of Jane’s house as soon as we begin to walk, Jane begins to talk. This is a good thing, because I’ve talked myself into a state of anxiety about the whole thing. It takes me a while for me to relax and join in the conversation.

Jane tells me about how they first met; Jane had been home alone one cold winter day, and when she went to start her car, it caught on fire. Instead of immediately calling 911, she ran to her neighbours’, banging on the doors for help. Iliya lives on the next street over, but she was the first one Jane found who was home.

“I got to meet all the firemen when they finished putting out her car,” Iliya laughs, her exotic eyes shining brightly. “It was worth it!”

It’s late April and the air is fresh and clean as my house when I deign to clean it. Since I got the impression the walk is a form of exercise as well as social, I dug up a pair of capris that are almost exactly like the leggings that make up most of my wardrobe these days, save these are shiny and come with a neat zippered pocket at the back of the waistband. When I first moved into the neighbourhood, I had been inspired by the tiny patch of wilderness a few streets away; a ravine that winds around the houses, the backyards falling steeply into the trees. I bought running shoes, a new jacket with hidden pockets for my iPod, along with the pants.

I had gone for a few walks, enjoying the crispness in the autumn air and crunch of the leaves on the ground, but then it turned cold as it usually does in November and I lost the motivation to walk with the chillier temperatures and a new publishing deadline approaching.

The running shoes still look brand new.

Plus, the last time I went down into the ravine, I heard a distinct scurrying sound among the trees that sounded bigger than a squirrel. It might have been one of the off-leash dogs that ran through the mud puddles off the trail, but I don’t think so. I left soon, after that, and haven’t been back since. I’m not much for wildlife. Or exercise either, for that matter.

A few days after that experience, I visited the Humane Society to look for a dog. My thoughts were that if I had a dog, I would be forced to take it for a walk. It would be more enjoyable to share the fresh air with a pet that depended on me. And a dog would offer protection to a single woman living alone.

I came home with three cats instead. I really couldn’t make up my mind between Willow and Buffy, and because Xander seemed besotted with Buffy, I had to take him too.

Add indecisive to lack of motivation and scared of strange noises.

I worried that I would feel like a third wheel with Jane and Iliya. They seem pretty tight, like Asha and I, my best friend from grade school, tight. I’m surprised to find out they have only known each other about four years.

“I would have thought you knew each other for a lot longer,” I say.

Jane glances over at Iliya, who walks between us. “It feels like forever,” she teases with a roll of her eyes. Iliya laughs and I’m struck with how musical is it.

“My mother once told me that the friends I make in university would be the ones who would stick by me forever,” Iliya says. “She obviously had better friends than I did, because I barely speak to the ones I went to school with. Not even my roommate and we shared everything.”

“Yes, throwing up on a street corner together will usually bond you for life,” Jane mocks.

“Well, that is usually the way I make friends,” I say tentatively, and I’m relieved when both burst out laughing. That’s when I begin to relax.

“So when did you move in?” Jane asks. “I can’t believe we haven’t found you yet. It’s not a big neighbourhood. You must do your socializing in another area.”

I resist the urge to snort. “I’m not big on socializing,” I admit. “And I work from home, so you can say I’m kind of a homebody.”

“No husband or boyfriend?” Iliya asks casually.

“I don’t think I would have hooked up with Erik if there was one.”

“Oh, you never know,” Jane says with a sideways glance at Iliya.

“That’s true. My husband hooked up quite frequently when we were married,” I tell them casually.

“Ouch,” Iliya grimaces.

“You don’t sound bitter at all,” Jane adds.

“Actually, I’m not,” I confess slowly. “I don’t think we were ever meant to be. I met him when I was nineteen and kind of fell into a relationship with him.”

“In between throwing up on street corners,” Jane cuts in to relieve the morose cloud that has quickly fallen over me.

“Of course. It’s the thing to do in Gagetown.”

“That’s in—oh God, I should know this!” Jane wails.

“New Brunswick,” Iliya supplies. “That’s where the army base is, right?”

“Home sweet home for most of my life. Before that, Petawawa and before that, Moncton.”

“Army brat,” Jane nods.

“Guilty. Are you from Toronto?” I need to move the conversation away from home because I don’t want to talk to them about my father. I don’t even like to talk to myself about my father. It’s always difficult to communicate how his preference for my sister affected me without sounding like a spoiled little brat.

I get the background on each of them; Jane, who rarely stops, is talking is Toronto born and bred; Iliya, from Quebec, even though she only has the faintest tinge of an accent.

“We moved to Vancouver when I was ten,” she tells me. “Calgary then, Sarnia, Halifax. I came to Toronto for university.”

“You moved more than I did,” I marvel.

“My father kept changing jobs.” Iliya’s voice sounds clipped, like she has no intention of discussing her father. Or maybe I’m just sensitive about the matter.

“Enough of this small talk,” Jane insists as we leave the ravine, weak sun beginning to warm me. “You never told us what happened with the guy.”

“The guy?” I echo, even though I know exactly who she means.

“The guy from the other night. The one who left you with a tattoo and wicked bed head.”

I touch my hair and grimace. “Was it really that bad?”

“Yes, if you don’t tell us what happened.”

“His name is Erik,” I admit, dropping my eyes.

“How did you meet him?” Iliya wants to know.

“A bar. Just so you know, something like that isn’t normal behaviour for me.”

“I think I got that about you,” Iliya murmurs. I glance shyly at her to find her watching me, her cognac coloured eyes intent and appreciative. 

“Do you know how often I wish I could go out and get laid with no strings attached?” Jane bursts out. “Jealous!”

“Don’t be. Really. It’s—actually, I don’t really know what it’s like. I don’t date much. If much means not at all.”

“Not loving the single life?” Iliya clicks sympathetically.

I take a moment to consider my response. “If you’re asking if I’d rather be single than married to Isaac, I’d say yes. If you’re asking if I miss having someone in my life, I’d say sometimes. If you’re asking if I’m enjoying meeting new people and putting myself out there for them to criticize and critique, I’d say I can’t tell you, because I haven’t done that. I just haven’t felt the need. Or the desire. You’re the first people I’ve met in a long time that I’ve had more than a passing conversation with,” I confess. Jane and Iliya are avidly hanging on to every word.

“You must have talked with the guy,” Jane teases.

“There wasn’t a lot of talking,” I say, attempting to be coy. “At least not a lot that I can remember.” Jane laughs with me, a big, booming laughing that is deeper and louder that one would think coming from her willowy frame. I can already tell she likes to laugh, likes to keep things light and funny.

Now, if only I could stop confessing my deep, dark secrets. Not that I really have any.

With three kids, I’m sure getting serious about my problems is the last thing she needs.

“I’m not sure why I’m telling you all this personal stuff,” I tell them with a disbelieving shake of my head. “I can’t imagine what you must think of me. You’re—”

“If you say perfect strangers, we’re dumping you at the next corner,” Jane promises.

“We’ve decided we’re going to be your new best friends,” Iliya announces theatrically.

“Does it seem obvious that I need friends?” I ask ruefully. When they don’t answer, I force out a little laugh. “Don’t answer that.”

“You seem a little lonely,” Iliya tells me softly. “And a little lost. I can always use more friends, so we decided you’re it. Instant best friend.”

The thought of Iliya and Jane in my corner makes me feel warm all over.

“But I don’t know anything about you,” I tell them, mock protesting. “And you’ve already got me telling my innermost secrets!”

“We’ll save innermost secrets for next walk and just continue with your sex life,” Iliya promises.

“Yes, please! Ili’s tired of hearing about mine, as thoroughly unexciting as it is,” Jane laughs. “Put the kids to bed, had a quickie still wearing my pajama top because afraid Simon will wake up and start crying. Had three minute shower sex when the kids were watching Dora the Explorer—three minutes! I think that’s a record.”

“Three minutes for Tom or for you?” Iliya asks. Jane snorts in response. “Him, then.”

“There was no time for me,” Jane complains good-naturedly. “Tom has never said that I take too long, but based on the limited time we have to have sex, I know he wishes I had a quicker response. If he would give me some advanced warning, I could do a little reading, maybe get a little more in the mood, but no. It’s always, ‘hey, here’s a free minute, let’s have sex.’” She sighs deeply. “I shouldn’t complain. At least he still wants the post-baby body.”

“There’s nothing wrong with the post-baby body,” Iliya declares staunchly. I’m about to state the same response. Jane is tall and willowy, with only a hint of a belly under her tight fitting clothes.

“Yeah, well, things aren’t put back together the same way after kids,” Jane says wryly.

“What?” I ask in horror.

Jane makes a circle with her hands. “Baby’s head size coming out of a hole this size…” She makes a tiny circle with her thumb and forefinger. “And I had three kids.”

I can’t help laughing at the expression on her face.

“See? Now you know us, so we can talk about your sex life, too. Like I said, Ili’s getting bored of me.”

“I’d never get bored of you!”

“Well, I certainly don’t have the plethora of stories like you do,” Jane says darkly.

“Neither do I, so I can’t see this being very good for you,” I tell them, stammering as I realize what I’ve said. “Not that it should be good for you, or that I want to make it good…” Jane bursts out laughing and Iliya smiles with delight at my embarrassment.

After our walk we end up at in front of Iliya’s house, cups of coffee and a latte in our hands.

When I bought my house, I had no idea what part of the city I wanted to end up in. Isaac had the condo downtown, so I didn’t want to be anywhere near him. I wanted to be able to walk to stores and be near the subway, and have something small, and easy to maintain. I had just sold my first book, so I was feeling flush with the unexpected advance and thought I would like a house to myself, instead of a one bedroom condo.

And despite missing Asha, the last place I wanted to go was back home to New Brunswick. Away from Isaac, only to go back under my father’s rule. No thank you.

So when Nancy the real estate agent showed me the tiny, albeit a little rundown bungalow, I didn’t bother looking around the neighbourhood before I fell in love with the house. It fell under my budget and I thought it was perfect for me.

What I didn’t notice was that my tiny house was like a baby in the neighbourhood. Or the black sheep. Most of the houses like mine had been ripped down long ago to make room for monster houses—beautiful, two or three story houses with perfectly landscaped gardens and heated driveways. 

Like Iliya’s house.

“It’s beautiful.” I stand before it with awe. Contemporary style, with soft grey brick and a massive red wood door.

“Jane’s is bigger,” Iliya says without a trace of envy.

“Jane has three children she needed to find space so they’re not under my feet all the time,” Jane says. “We finished our renovations a few months ago. Now that was fun to live through.”

“I’m glad we did our place before we moved in,” Iliya is saying as the front door opens and a man appears.

Del.
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I lose all track of what Jane is saying as I watch him walk towards us, the warmth of my cheeks increasing with every step. My stomach clenches like a fist; everything inside me tightens and I have trouble catching my breath. The flicker of recognition I have is ignored by my more visceral reactions.

“Ladies.” His voice is better than dipping your finger in warm melted chocolate and licking it off.  “Nice walk?” He blinks sleepily at us, with the most beautiful green eyes I’ve ever seen. I have green eyes the colour of moss in a damp forest; these eyes are more emerald and such a contrast with his dark bronze skin that the effect is breath-taking.

He is breath-taking.

He’s also half-asleep, still dressed in flannel pajama pants. I have a sudden, vivid image of him lounging in a huge bed, pillows strewn about, and sheets tangled around his long legs, leaning over me.

Something stretches inside me, woken from a long sleep.

“It makes it all the more worthwhile when you’re here to meet us at the end,” Jane says with a perky smile. It’s not just me who has been affected; Jane is standing straighter with the hint of the belly sucked in and the size B cup boobs thrust out. This guy has some sort of power if he’s got me…

This is Iliya’s husband.

My heart sinks as fast and hard as a rock thrown in the ocean and all I can think of that line from the Alanis Morrisette song, “Meeting the man of your dreams and meeting his beautiful wife.”

“I plan my day to be here,” he replies with a slow smile.

His feet are bare, which give him a vulnerable facet. David Beckham casually lifting the corner of his tank in a Joe Boxer advertisement could not have looked better.

“Del, this is Kenna,” Iliya tells him, drawing his attention away from Jane. “I told you all about her.”

Our eyes meet and hold; I take his out-stretched hand, feeling warmth spread through my body as his fingers claim mine and then everything changes.

“Ili tells me you’re an author.” I find myself fixated by his lips and wrench my gaze up. His eyes have the same affect.

“I—no, but I guess…yes,” I stammer. “I mean, I write kids books.”

“That makes you an author.” His lips quirk, brilliant green eyes still holding my own.

And then I gasp aloud as I recognize him.

“Author! Aren’t you—oh, my god, are you, I think—Delancey Ecker? You won the Giller prize a few years ago for The Age of Argos. ” My face is aflame. I can’t believe I’m standing before him. I can’t believe I didn’t recognize him right away. It must have been the pajama pants and bare feet. Not many men can pull off plaid flannel pants, especially not famous authors.

“Really?” he questions, his expression a mixture of confusion and delight.

“You’re not him?” Mortified at my mistake, I take a step back to find he is still grasping my hand.

“I am,” he smiles. “But no one ever recognizes me.”

“They do, too,” Iliya cuts in.

Delancey glances ruefully at his wife. “If I’m with my book. There aren’t any books here.”

“I love you,” I gush. “I mean, I love your book! I love reading your book. It’s so beautiful.” I’m well aware that I’m about to embarrass myself but I can’t seem to stop. “The way you used the mythical creatures to describe the culture of Wall Street in the 90s—I thought it was absolutely brilliant. Comparing Zeus and the other Olympians gods to the power brokers—the way you created the character of Ansel Acker as Hades, showing how his downfall was the fault of his brother’s arrogance and his reluctance to step forward was…” I trail off, aware of the quiet chirping of birds as Iliya and Jane stare open mouthed in response to my speech. “I really liked it.”

I’ve been gripping his hand the entire time, probably squeezing tightly enough to cut off his circulation. I drop my hand to my side, unsure of where to look, what to say, how to breathe.

“Well, we know what gets her excited now, don’t we?” Jane says, sotto voce to Iliya. “So, it sounds like you read Del’s book?” she says teasingly to me.

“I did. I was in a book club and we took two months to finish with your book because there was so much to talk about.” My words begin to quicken with excitement again.  “And then I went to one of your readings, when you were at the Harbour Front. And a woman from my book club took me to this supper book club when you were there–”

“I guess you really liked it,” Iliya says proudly.

“You were at the Bonnie Stern thing?” Del interrupts in amazement.

When I nod my agreement, his eyes narrow as if he’s trying to place me. “I’m sure you don’t remember me,” I rush, letting him off the hook. There’s no way he would remember me. “There were tons of people there.”

“But I would have noticed you. I should have noticed you,” he insists earnestly.

“Its fine,” I shrug, glancing at Iliya, who is watching her husband with an amused smile. “I can’t see why.”

“Give it some thought,” she tells Del. “I’m sure you’ll remember seeing her. That hair, her smile…”

My hand moves to pull at my hair tied back into a no-nonsense ponytail. “My hair…it’s not usually so bad but I don’t think…” Iliya must notice my discomfort because she reaches out and squeezes my hand.

“It was meant as a compliment,” she says gently.

“Oh.” I clutch her hand because suddenly my footing is unsteady, like I’m on a boat in the middle of the ocean and the storm has hit us. “Sorry…I’m such a big fan…” I direct my comment to his bare feet.

“I like meeting fans,” Del says. “I like meeting you.” Reaching out, his fingers touch my chin, tilting it up so I’m forced to meet his eyes.

“I like meeting you, too,” I say breathlessly. My eyes fly over his face trying to memorize his features.  I don’t remember him being this attractive. His eyes are hypnotic, the full lips and the smile…I notice part of a tattooing peeking out from under his shirt. “Your…tattoo...”

“Kenna recently joined the inked club,” Iliya tells Del, with a roll of her eyes.

“You’re just jealous because you wouldn’t be able to stand the pain,” Del teases. He gives his wife an affectionate smile and my heart flips over. What I wouldn’t do for Del—for any man—to look at me that way? “What did you get?”

“Um…”

“Too private?”

“Go on, show him,” Jane suggests. “Del’s a big boy. It’s nothing he hasn’t seen before.”

“He hasn’t seen me yet,” I say faintly.

Del raises his eyebrows, his lips sliding up into another smile. “Yet. Sounds promising.”

I huff with frustration at never being able to say the right thing. “It’s not—here.” I give a quick tug of my pants, and the cool morning air hits my bare hip, with only half of the ink showing.

“Hold on.” Del takes the edge of my jacket and shirt and folds it up. His fingers brush my skin, sending goosebumps skittering across my exposed flesh. “Looks good. What does it mean?”

I swallow to find enough moisture to speak. “Touch.”

“She likes touchy-feely people.  Like you two.” Jane puts in. I’m grateful for her irreverent tone—I’m so tense from the close proximity of Del, it’s like I’m a wire about to snap.

“I’m not touchy-feely,” Del protests. Jane raises an eyebrow at his hands on me and he promptly lets go of my jacket. “I wanted to see the whole tattoo!”

“It’s fine,” I assure him with a glance at Iliya to gauge her reaction.

“It looks good,” she echoes, lifting my shirt and jacket, framing the tattoo with her other hand. “Except for the red.”

“You’ve got cream for that, don’t you?” Del asks.

“Um…I think. I’ve got instructions…”

“There’s a bit of a story with the tattoo, one I would love to share with you, but duty is calling. At least hubby is calling.” Jane has her phone in her hand. “I’ll walk you home, Kenna, or I’ll think you’ll be out here with these two all day. They’re very distracting.”

Iliya adjusts my shirt and jacket, smoothing the material with a smile.

“Hang on—Kenna, I just had a great idea. What about coming in to talk to my class?” I wrench my attention away from Iliya’s ministrations to what Del is suggesting.

“He’s also a teacher,” Iliya explains.

“Can’t make a living on one book every ten years. I teach high school English and I’ve got a couple of grade tens that have been hit with the writing bug. I think the whole class would get a kick out of meeting a real-life author, actually.”

“But aren’t you a real-life author?” I point out tactfully.

Del waves away my observation. “I’m only Mr. Ecker to them and most of them lose the formality after the first week of class. You’d be something new, pretty. Like a shiny new toy for them to play with.”

“I’m not sure I’d want to be played with by a bunch of grade tens,” Jane grimaces. “Actually, maybe…it’s legal at that age, isn’t it?”

“Don’t even go there,” Iliya admonishes. “You sound like a cougar and you’re not old enough to be one of those yet.”

“Something to look forward to.” Jane winks at me.

“Stop with your inappropriate thoughts about my students,” Del chides her. “So, what do you think, Kenna?”

“You should do it,” Iliya urges. “Del would be right there the whole time, taking care of you, protecting you from the masses. Telling you what to do and how to do it.”

“Um…sure? What would you want—what do you need me to do?” I’m taken aback by his suggestion, and the tone of Iliya’s words, almost like she’s implying something else...

She doesn’t mean anything.

“The books I write—I’m not sure they would interest a bunch of teenagers.” 

Focus on your writing, on the thought of a group of rowdy, snot-nosed teenagers, not what it might be like for Del to tell you exactly what to do and how to do it…

“No, but your writing process would interest them. How you got published, the importance of editing—I’d be happy to sit down with you and come up with a presentation.”

“Sure. Thanks. That might be fun. When were you thinking of having me—me coming into your class?” I quickly correct.

“Great.” His lips quirk and widen into a grin. Such a blinding white smile makes an already handsome face simply devastating. How does Iliya live with him? I wouldn’t be able to stop staring. “I’m doing a writing unit next month. Think you might be able to fit me in?”

I blink, refusing to sweep my eyes down his body to check. “I don’t see a problem.”

“Great.”

“I better get you inside before the neighbours start to complain about you being out here in your pj’s,” Iliya says, giving his arm a tug.

“Like anyone would complain about that,” Jane mutters.

Del laughs and leans over to kiss her cheek. And then because I’m standing awkwardly beside her, he leans down and I feel his warm breath the instant before he brushes his lips over my cheek. “I know we’ve only just met, Kenna, but I have the feeling we’ll be very good friends.”

I stop myself from touching the spot on my cheek where he kissed me.

Iliya makes plans to meet us again in the morning and follows her husband into the house, leaving me walking away on unsteady legs.

He’s married to Iliya.

“He’s beautiful,” Jane says matter-of-factly as we walk away.

I take a shaky breath. “He’s…okay,” I manage weakly. Jane laughs.

“Don’t worry, Ili knows what she’s got and how we all look at him. And Del knows the reaction he provokes in women. Men too. Tom went ga-ga over him the first time they met, and he’s as straight as they come. Del should be an asshole, just based on the way he looks, but he’s really not. He’s my favourite guy in the world, and that includes my husband sometimes!”

“So it’s okay that I acted like a teenager meeting One Direction?” I groan.

Jane laughs again. “I think he’s used to it. And you didn’t. I’ve seen much worse.”

“He’s Delancey Ecker.” I shake my head with amazement. “His picture on the cover of his book did not do him justice. Even when I met him—granted, I was having a bit of a bad day, but how could I not notice what he looks like? And it’s both of them.” I lower my voice even though I know Iliya and Del are safely behind their massive oak front door. “She’s stunning. You are, too,” I hasten to add.

“Eh,” Jane gives a wave of her hand. “I’m good but no one can compare to Ili. She’s amazing; inside and out. I used to have such a girl crush on her when we first met.”

“Is that what this is?” I give a little giggle, embarrassed at how quickly I’ve become infatuated with Iliya.  I must have been more desperate for friends than I thought. “I don’t remember the last time I had a crush on anyone.”

“You should tell Iliya about it,” Jane tells me with a strange sideways glance.

We reach my house before I can ask when she means. 
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I feel drunk.

I can’t stop smiling, which quickly morphs into frowns; ping ponging from smiles and light-hearted singing to scowls about how wrong it is for me to be mooning over a married man.

Del is married to Iliya. I should be more excited to meet Iliya.

And I am. Thoughts of her keep interfering with my work this morning as well—using a specific shade of brown because it matches a strand of her hair; the plum I use for a character’s skirt is the same as her jacket.

I made a friend, I remind myself sternly as I find myself wondering what colour would match Iliya’s eyes, not someone to obsess over. Or give me permission to fantasize about her husband.

Maybe it’s time I stop hiding and re-enter the world of the living.

My morning walk with Iliya and Jane, as well as meeting Del, puts me in a good mood for the rest of the day, so much that the cats shy away from my loud and very out-of-tune singing.

My mother had wanted me to be a musician. Piano, violin, flute—she didn’t care. She loved music and had been so happy that I shared that trait with her.

“You were born to play, born to create,” she told me, weeks before she died. “There’s so much creativity in you, just looking to get out. I can tell already you have an artistic temperament.”

“What’s that mean?” At eight, the only temperament I understood was how my father was often in a bad temper when it came to dealing with me. Kelsie was another story; they seemed to connect with each other in ways that I couldn’t begin to understand. It was always the two of them and then me and my mother.

But my mother was dying. Even at eight years old, I could tell she wouldn’t last long.

“You’re sensitive to sound and colour,” my mother had told me, her voice already weak from speaking. “You’re so independent and focused. But Kenna,” her voice dropped to a whisper. “Your father won’t understand. He’s not like that.”

My father was a military man, born and bred. He understood rules and hard work and sacrifice. He would never understand artistic temperament. He never understood me.

I catch myself staring at the picture of my family hanging on the wall, the one with me and Kelsie on the steps, with my parents standing behind us. It had been taken before my mother got ill, before she lost so much weight that her skeletal frame scared me. In this picture, she looked happy and healthy and I like to remember her this way.

My father never understood me. It sounds like a teenage lament, but it’s the truth. Eventually I stopped caring about his opinion—about two years ago when I filed for divorce. Dennis MacTavish had approved of my marriage to Isaac and was angry at my decision to end things.

I have no idea if he knows that I’m an author; Kelsie might have told him, but to talk about me might acknowledge my success and my sister would never do that.

Wrenching my mind away from memories and sad times, I program upbeat music to work to. I never became a musician. After my mother died, I shunned music for a long time, my creativity escaping in other ways. I would hide my writing and my art from my father, convinced he would never understand.

My mother would be proud of me, I decide. She would love the stories I craft about fantastical beasts and adventures; pirates and dragons and mummies and the children who defeat them. She would approve of my illustrations, proud of how my use of vivid colours and textures would brighten anyone’s day.

Maybe hiding out for two years after the divorce wasn’t the healthiest thing I could have done, but it proved to be pretty productive.

I’ve written and illustrated five children’s books in the last two years, full of adventures and quests and kids who question everything from the sun’s light to what really happened to the dinosaurs. I include traditional morals and messages relevant to today’s society, diverse characters relatable to all, and still make the stories fun to read.

And I’ve been pretty successful. Already, at not quite thirty, I’ve amassed enough of a nest egg that looked after carefully, would ensure I would never need to work again. But I’m not about to stop writing. I feel like I’m just getting started.

And I’ve done it all myself.

No one encouraged me, no one supported me. No one realized what I was doing. I had never shared my dream with anyone, not even Asha, my oldest friend.

What does that say about me that I could keep something like that so secret?

What is it about Iliya that prompts me to open up to her so easily?  And my mind flies back to Del and Iliya.

Thoughts and questions of Iliya and Del interrupt my creativity all day and I find it difficult to concentrate. But when I manage to focus, I find my drawings have a stronger punch to them. Bigger, brighter, exploding onto the page.

Maybe Iliya and Del could be my muse, I giggle to myself. My inspiration.

Seems wrong to use a couple so in tune with each other as inspiration for a kids’ story. The way Del looked at her…no one had ever looked at me like that, like I was adored. I know Isaac loved me, desired me, despite his inability to keep things tucked away, but he had never looked at me the way Del looked at Iliya. And that was in front of me and Jane. How did he look at her when they were alone?

The moment before that mouth would press against hers…

The moment of orgasm, when her face was contorted in pleasure…

“Why am I thinking of the two of them having sex?” I ask Willow as she wanders by on the way to her food dish.

Such a beautiful, sexual man…

Why would I describe Del as sexual? Even as ordinarily adequate as it had been, my night with Erik should have cured me of any such thoughts.

And being the wife of an unfaithful husband should have cured me of having impure thoughts about another woman’s husband.

“It’s not like that,” I argue aloud, directing my comments to Xander, who calmly washes himself, sitting in a wide swath of sunlight on the floor of the dining room. I’ve been alone in this house for two years with only cats to talk to; I should count myself lucky that they haven’t begun to talk back to me yet. “I don’t want to do anything with him.”

Xander glances up at me with what can only be described as a condescending expression on his feline face.

How can a cat possibly know I’m lying?

“Do you blame me? Did you see the man? No, of course you didn’t.” I shake my head and turn up the music in an attempt to drown out my thoughts. I’ve never felt such an instant attraction for anyone, such a physical longing for the touch of another.

“Maybe it’s because of Erik,” I say to the cat. “Maybe because it wasn’t enough for me, and now I need more…I shouldn’t be talking to you about stuff like this.”

Xander only blinks at me and I sigh. “What would I have done without the three of you?” I wonder aloud. “I think you’ve kept me sane.”

Or as sane as a woman who has conversations with cats can be.

At least I’m not crazy enough to deny my attraction to Del. It was obvious to all that I couldn’t keep my eyes off him and luckily Iliya didn’t seem to mind.

I think I would have minded, but then again, I shouldn’t compare Isaac to Del. There’s no comparison, really. 

But it’s not like I’m about to steal Iliya’s husband. Not that I could if I wanted to, which I don’t. It’s a crush and I’ll get over it. In a few days I’ll be able to face Del in all of his barefooted glory and not trip over my tongue.

But there’s no denying the heaviness growing between my legs all day long, an ache that culminates in the most vivid, intense dream I’ve ever had that night.

“Kenna.” The tone warns me not to refuse, but I can’t. I have to resist. “You promised you would do everything I asked of you.”

“I can’t! Please, no…”

He stalks me through the house—it’s my house because I recognize the pictures, my books, but it feels different. Foreign, like when I first moved in, before I made it my own.

Uncomfortable but I know it’s where I belong.

“Touch yourself.” He stands at the bottom of my bed, watching as I cower into the pillows.

“No…” But I want to be touched; I want the sensations flooding my body. “You…please.”

“Are you asking me to touch you?” His figure is darker than the room and I strain to make out his features. I feel his weight as he kneels on the bed; his scent, hungry and wild as he moves closer.

I stifle a whimper, wanting to recoil into the safety of the pillows at the same time I’m drawn towards him…”Yes.”

“Are you begging?”

“Yes.” The word escapes as a gasp, as he grasps my hips with strong hands yanking me towards him. My head and shoulders fall into the pillows, my back arching as his hand finds me, his fingers searching between my legs.

“Is this what you want?” He pauses, his head hovering over my stomach. His breath is on my skin…and then his tongue.

Languorously, he licks and kisses his way up my torso to my breast and I catch my breath as he nuzzles the underside of my breast.

I pant with forced gasps and his finger slides into my folds at the same time as his mouth finds my nipple, sucking it into a hard point. “Yes. Oh, yes!”

“I wanted you to learn to touch yourself like this,” he says sternly as his fingers stroke me, tease me, circling my clitoris with agonizing slowness.

I want him inside me, I need to feel all of him…  

“I can’t…I want you…”

“What if you can’t have me?”

He increases his speed, the pressure on my clit. The orgasm that had already begun to build, races closer.

“I want…I need…” Two fingers rub my clit relentlessly, pausing only to delve deep inside me, causing me to cry out every time.

“I want you to come. Come for me, right now, Kenna and then I’m going to fuck you.”

I obey this order, exploding with a harsh cry that fills the room as much as the shudders of pleasure rake through my body. He gives me no time to recover; I’m still quivering when he flips me over, roughly pulling my hips into a kneeling position.

“I’m going to fuck you now.” He thrusts into me, without an ounce of gentleness, hard and sudden and I cry out again as he fills me completely. Again and again, plunging inside me, never thinking of my comfort, or my pleasure, only his own… “Is this how you want it?”

“Yes,” I gasp. It’s hard and it’s fast and there’s pain mixed with the pleasure, but this is what I want, what I need.

I wake up on the cusp of another orgasm and my hand is between my own legs before I am fully awake. Regardless of what I said in my dream, I can and will touch myself. I slide silently into the second climax with the image of the man fucking me in my mind, frantically rubbing myself.

“What the hell…?” I mutter, after it’s over. I’ve never had such a dream before—I felt so raw and taken. Sex has never been like that for me. My partners have always been gentle, reserved.

I lay awake, blinking into the darkness. 2:05 AM.

Despite the relaxation from the orgasm seeping into my body, I lay tense and afraid, not wanting to recall the dream, not wanting to admit what had happened, if only in my sub consciousness.

The man in my dream was Del.
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I awake to the sound of my alarm. It’s such an uncommon sound that it takes me a moment for realize the annoying buzzing isn’t Buffy soft cat snores coming from the pillow beside me.

She’s a little offended when I push her off the bed.

After I stop the noise, I roll over, still warm and toasty under the blanket, feeling relaxed and mellow despite the early hour.

Walking with Iliya and Jane.

That’s why the alarm is going off at 6:15. I’m meeting them in fifteen minutes. A smile creases my face as I think back to yesterday and how much I enjoyed spending time with them. I’m happy that they want to be friends and it was nice meeting Del—

Del.

“Oh, no!” I slap my hand to my forehead as my dream comes rushing back to me.

It’s not like it was the first sex dream I’ve ever had; when I was married, my self-consciousness got about as much action as I did. But this one was different. It was as if I could feel the touch of Del’s lips on my breast, his fingers between my legs. I can almost feel the pleasurable ache they say comes after really good sex.

Although, I can’t be sure about that.

“I had a dream about your husband last night,” I blurt out the moment I see Iliya. I had no intention of telling her.

“That didn’t take long,” Jane says smugly.

“I’m so sorry! It’s bad—it’s so wrong,” I moan, hands on my face to hide my blush. Now I feel an urgent need to confess everything to Iliya, almost as urgent as my need in my dream last night.

“It’s fine, Kenna,” Iliya laughs. “You can’t control who you dream about. Was it a good dream?”

I give her a sideways look and keep my mouth shut. I don’t have the need to confess everything.

“Well?” Jane demands.

“I can’t tell you that.”

“Why not, since it was my husband that you had a sex dream about. I assume, from the flaming red of your cheeks, that it was a sex dream,” Iliya says cheerfully.

“You’re not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?” She didn’t seem mad, and realistically, she’s right. It’s not like I planned to have Del pleasure me in my dream.

I wonder if that is possible. If I went to bed thinking about Del, would it create a scenario in my subconscious where—

“Iliya!” Jane hisses. “If you pretend to be mad, she’ll tell us what the dream was about!”

“I can’t tell you!”

“Sure, you can. I had this one dream where a teacher at my kids’ school caught me in the parking lot. He bent me over my car and paddled my ass until I begged him to fuck me senseless,” Jane says blithely.

My mouth falls open with shock at her candor.

“You never told me that!” Iliya gasps.

“There are lots of things I haven’t told you, but I’m willing to share if it makes Kenna spill the beans about Dreamy Del.”

“Why do you want details from me?” I groan. “Ask the person that gets to have sex with him while she’s awake.”

“It’s not the same,” Jane argues. “Besides, if you start giving details about innocent dreams—”

“It wasn’t innocent,” I interrupt and she laughs.

“We start with the dream, getting you all comfy cozy and then you—young, single woman you—will feel fine about telling me about all the sex you’re going to start having.”

“I’m going to be having sex? What do you know, that I don’t?”

“You just had your first one-night stand, and it wasn’t all that good. You’re going to want a do-over. With a different guy, of course, until you get it right.”

“Maybe you should say, until they get it right,” Iliya suggests delicately.

“Sorry. Of course. But I think a woman can always get what she wants if she can ask for it. And if there’s time. I have no problem asking for it, but I need longer than a Dora episode.”

I laugh. I can’t help it. Jane is so open and frank with her comments. I find myself wondering what her husband is like, and what his response is when she asks for it.

It’s garbage day in our little neighbourhood and as we approach Iliya’s house, Del is wheeling the bins to the curb. When he sees us walking down the street, he waits for us, wearing flannel pajama pants; red plaid with green accents today. And once again, he’s barefoot. I stare at his feet, looking small and vulnerable on the cold, grey concrete.

“Aren’t your feet cold?” I ask. I decided the best way to make sure it’s not awkward with Del is to pretend I didn’t have a dream about him. As long as Jane doesn’t say anything, he’ll never have to know.

Del smiles at me and my heart sinks. I can pretend the dream never happened, but I’ll definitely be revisiting it later tonight.

“My feet are always so hot,” he complains. “This is like a cool breeze for them.”

“Always so hot, are you?” Jane mocks, prompting a laugh from Iliya.

“I spoke to my class about having you come in to visit and they think it’s a great idea,” Del continues. His green eyes gleam with excitement. He’s wearing glasses this morning, and appears fully awake. Neither distracts from his attractiveness. “They want to know where you get the ideas from and how you got published.”

I flush under his direct gaze and tell myself it’s because of the kilometers we’ve just walked. Or maybe the steaming latte in my hand. “It might be a little difficult explaining how I get the ideas, but I’ll give it a try,” I tell him uneasily.

Del made me come in my dream and now, here he is before me.

“Just talk to them—pretend that they’re short adults,” Del advises, forcing me to turn off the part of my brain thinking about what it would really be like in bed with him.

Not that I will ever find out. He may be insanely sexy and the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen in real life, but he is happily married to Iliya, my newest BFF. And even if she wasn’t my friend, being the victim of a philandering husband, means that I would never do that to someone else.

“Short adults,” I echo.

The threatening gray skies prompt Iliya to go inside quickly, so Jane and I can make it home before it rains. I wave good-bye, hoping my disappointment isn’t apparent.

It’s just a crush and it will go away as soon as it started, I assure myself.

“I wonder how many improper advances from students Del has to deal with,” I muse as Jane and I turn down her street.

“Can you imagine having him as a teacher?” Jane asks. “I’d never be able to concentrate. Del, reading aloud to the class…do you know, he and Ili were over one night and Del read a story to my kids? I almost came on the spot! I think his voice is the sexiest thing about him.”  

“I think it’s his mouth,” I tell her hollowly.

Jane glances at me. “Do you, now?” she asks archly. “Do I get details now? I won’t tell Ili. I can keep a secret—sort of.”

“I had a dream about him last night!” I hiss. “That’s not a good thing. It’s a very bad thing. You’re not telling Iliya anything because I’m not telling you anything!”  Jane’s only response is to laugh. I’ve never known anyone to laugh as much as she does. I think it would be impossible to be in a bad mood around her. 

“She doesn’t care,” Jane assures me. “I think she might be offended if you didn’t have dirty thoughts about her husband. She’s used to it. You can’t marry a man who looks like Del and expect anything different. It would be easier if he wasn’t so nice, wouldn’t it?”

“How do you act so naturally around him?” I wonder. “I keep thinking I’m staring at him, with the drool running down my chin.”

Jane reaches over and wipes my chin. “No, you’re clear.”

“Do you have an insanely sexy husband, too? Is that why you’re not a blathering idiot like me?”

“You don’t blather,” Jane assures me with another laugh. “Babble, maybe…”

“Great,” I groan, stopping in front of Jane’s house. “Now I won’t be able to open my mouth in front of him. And I have to go into his class, too!”

“You’re fine,” Jane chuckles. “And don’t worry about Ili.  Del will do anything for her, so the least she can be is tolerant of us mere mortals who daydream about him.”

“So it’s not just me?” I ask hopefully.

“The list is long and distinguished…”

“I’m going to have problems concentrating today.”

Jane laughs at my expression and starts walking towards her house again. “I can tell exactly what you’re thinking. You better find a way to get your mind out of the gutter if you think you’re going to be able to write kids’ books today. I can only imagine the pictures you could draw…”

“It’s your fault,” I grumble.

“No, I think you should blame Del.” She gives a wave and starts up her walk. “Have a good weekend and see you Monday morning.”
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I spend the time in the shower daydreaming about Del. What his broad, strong back would look like under the water. What his mouth would feel like against mine.

Naked, still warm from the shower, I lay on my bed, frustrated in my inability to get my mind off him.

He’s married. To Iliya. And while she might not have a problem with me crushing on him, I do.

I run my fingers gently over my tattoo. The reddish outline has already faded, leaving the skin surrounding the black ink back to normal. I still can’t believe I got a tattoo—something I’ve always wanted but never thought I’d have to courage to get. It took a stranger and a lot of whiskey to do so. What had I been thinking? For the first time, I want to talk to Erik, to find out what had led me to a tattoo parlour.

I can blame Isaac for that too. It’s his fault I picked up Erik, after all.

Touch. My finger traces the ink. It’s a nice piece of body art, albeit a little unconventional. I’ve forgotten how much my body responds to being touched.

Iliya touches me as often as she can. Does she realize that’s I’ve been missing it?

My fingers trail up my torso; my stomach, almost concave from the way I’m lying on the bed, feeling the boniness of my ribs up to under my breasts. I’ve always been skinny and my breasts are small, barely enough to fill a B-cup. I’ve always longed for heavy full breasts, pulled down by the weight of gravity.

Like Iliya’s breasts. They are full, but sit high on her chest, supported no doubt by colourful, lacy bras. 

I cup my own breasts, feeling their weight. Even with their small size, they are sensitive to the touch. An innocent brush of an arm can instantly harden my nipples, as can a cool breeze. Lying here after my shower, they are fully erect. I watch my finger graze the tip, feel the jolt that hits between my legs, like there is a string attaching the two erogenous zone.

Have I ever thought about my erogenous zones? Taken the time to explore? Sure, I’ve masturbated before—what woman hasn’t, fumbling in the dark when sleep evades me. I’ve never really taken the time to fully satisfy myself, to find out what I like.

I roll my nipple between my thumb and finger, tugging it gently. I’ve never got much enjoyment from my breasts, most likely because I’ve always been self-conscious about their size. My other hand wanders down my stomach, almost on its own accord. Heat emanates from the apex of my legs.

This is where I get my enjoyment.

It took being married a few years before I realized Isaac wasn’t the most considerate of lovers. He would take his pleasure, rarely taking the time to consider mine. It was partly my fault; he had been the first man I slept with. Regardless of my inexperience, I’m not assertive; I’m not the sort of woman who tells a man what they want. I’d rather let a man discover what I want.

Like Aaron.

As I stroke myself, I let my mind wander to Aaron.

I was seventeen. Aaron spent the summer at the army base visiting a relative and it had taken a month of nervously skirting around each other, before we found our way together.

He had taken me to the nearby school to look at the stars but we didn’t spend much time on astronomy before we were kissing. I liked kissing Aaron; I was comfortable kissing him, enjoyed the way his hands stroked my back, my breasts, before moving between my legs.

He had done this before, and the first time he made me come was a revelation. Discovering how responsive I was seemed to excite him, and he had managed it several times since then.

“Come here,” he urged, pulling away from me. I sighed with disappointment; I had already been feeling the now-familiar build-up and didn’t want him to stop. Aaron motioned to the step below on the bleachers. I looked at him with confusion as he slipped to the ground underneath. “Turn around.”

“What are you doing?” I demanded, but doing what he asked. He was level with my legs, and his hands felt warm as he pushed his way under my denim skirt.   

“Trust me.” I could see his teeth gleam in the moonlight. “You’ll like this.”

“Aaron,” I hissed, as he spread my legs wide. Then I felt his lips against the cotton of my underwear. “No! What are you doing?”

“Trust me,” is all he said.

“No, no, you can’t. Not that, not there…”

Aaron didn’t stop and by then I didn’t want him to. His fingers pushed my underwear to the side, and then I could feel his tongue pressing against my slick wetness…

“Oh. Oh…goodness.”

Aaron opened me with his thumbs, breathing on the sensitive skin an instant before his lips trailed through the folds. His tongue explored me, moving so slowly and carefully that my hips thrust against his mouth before I realized what I was doing. I moaned aloud as he plunged his tongue inside me, so different than his fin…

I leaned back against the rough wood of the bleachers and stared unseeing at the stars above. I liked when Aaron used his fingers between my legs, but this was better—so much better. The sensations his mouth created within me—pleasure coursed through my body, making every inch of me feel alive.

His tongue…oh, his tongue.

And then Aaron found my clit, his tongue circling it gently at first, moving faster to meet the quickness of my breathing, my soft cries breaking the quiet of the night. Aaron’s finger slipped inside, and then two, thrusting into me as he tongued my clit.

The sounds of wetness mixed with my gasps.

Aaron pushed my legs farther apart, burrowing his head between them. His fingers probed within me, harder, my hips moving in response. His tongue—my entire body was focused on what his tongue was doing. I had never felt anything like it. My body quivered, jerked when he changed his rhythm.

“Oh…god. It feels…so…good. Please…”

And then with Aaron’s mouth pressed tight against me, he took my clitoris in his mouth and sucked it.

I came then, with a cry of surprise that sounded harsh in the night.

But Aaron didn’t stop. With one hand tucked around my ass to press my pussy against his face, his mouth and his tongue played my clit like the world’s most famous musician. His fingers continued to thrust into me, deeper, harder; his tongue frantically lapping against my clit. I trembled, I shook, I cried out his name again and again until I came a second time with a short scream quickly stifled when I clapped my hands over my mouth.

Caught up in the memories, I stroke my pussy, losing myself in the never forgotten sensations Aaron had once evoked in me. My fingers slide along my slick wetness, pushing within me; once, twice, before finding my clit and rubbing quickly. I feel the buildup deep in my belly, remembering how my cries sounded in the darkness that night with Aaron, hearing how they sound in my now bedroom. 

With a final cry, I come, arching up as the tension releases.

Why don’t I do that more often?

Why did I never get together with Aaron again?

After he had crawled out from under the bleachers and kissed my astonished face, I had been willing to do anything he wanted to thank him. But Aaron smiled and said we’d save that lesson for the next night. And then he walked me home, kissing me good-night and leaving me with the taste of myself on my mouth.

I barely slept that night, touching myself where Aaron had touched, eager for tomorrow to come. What would we do tomorrow night? Would I touch him? Should I put him in my mouth, return the favour? Would we have sex? I had already heard from Asha how enjoyable the act was but never had the opportunity, or even found someone I had wanted to do it with. Was Aaron going to be my first?

The next morning, a tearful Kelsie confided in me that she was pregnant and I was by her side as she told our father.

Too afraid of the repercussions, I never saw Aaron again.
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Once I had indulged my fantasies, I manage to rid my thoughts of Del and got some work done before my sister arrived at six that night.

The only time Kelsie is punctual is when she’s dropping off her daughter MacKenzie.  Despite my resentment towards my older sister, I’m always glad to see my niece, grateful for the time with her. She’s fourteen now, more of a young woman than a child and while she still has moments of stereotypical teenage insouciance, I find her easier to relate to than when she was younger.

I always thought I’d want to be a mother but Isaac had been in no hurry; not surprising when you consider what a pregnant wife might have done to his extra-marital activities.

When Kelsie arrives, she does her habitual sweep through my house. Despite my indifference to her celebrity—an effective defense mechanism—I’m proud of what my sister has accomplished. I’m also proud of what I’ve learned from her. While I may not enjoy Kelsie’s way of DIY, I do know how to paint, wallpaper, fill holes and sand a floor. I fixed up my house by myself, hiring professionals only when I had to, and never asking my sister for recommendations. She might have gotten me a deal on the price, but I can’t handle handymen who only court my favour to get a chance to get on Kelsie’s show.

It’s happened before, the first time I tried on-line dating. The guy texted me for weeks, trying to get me to introduce him to Kelsie.

“You need a new faucet,” Kelsie tells me when she returns from the kitchen. “Your threads are stripped. I’ll make a phone call, send someone over on Monday.”

“No, it’s fine,” I tell her, taking MacKenzie’s bag from her. Once a month, I get her for the weekend. I’ve always wanted a younger sister, and she’s the closest thing I have to one. Yes, there’s seventeen years between us, so technically I could be her mother, but we both prefer the sister relationship we’ve cultivated. Let Kelsie do the mothering—like everything else, she believes she’s so much better at it than anyone else. Especially me.

Whenever she’s on one of her I’m the best at everything kicks, I’m tempted to remind her that she’s the one who got pregnant at eighteen and who decided not to tell anyone who the father was.  I’ve had many a theory over the years about who it was, from the married admiral on the base who always admired Kelsie, to our sixteen year old neighbour, but have never found out.

“You can’t do something like that yourself,” Kelsie says, implying that, of course, she is perfectly capable of changing a faucet and more.

“You’d be surprised what I can do,” I tell her. Kelsie cocks her head to the side. I’m not sure if she’s surprised by my words or that I sound so sure of myself. “I met a few people in the neighbourhood. I’m sure they can recommend a handyman in the area,” I concede as she continues to stare at me.

“You met a man?”

Yes, I met Del. “Her name is Iliya. We’ve become pretty good friends.”

Kelsie’s pretty face sneers. I hope she ends up with wrinkles. “What kind of name is that?”

“Sounds pretty,” MacKenzie cuts in, not looking up from her phone. 

“Isn’t it time you start dating again?” Kelsie asks. This time her tone somehow manages to suggest that it’s both unbelievable that I would find someone to date, and yet that it is about time I found someone. Kelsie is good conveying many emotions in her tone, just like when she’s agreeing with clients that no, their kitchen could just use a simple touch up, when in fact she thinks it’s time for a full gut.

But I’m sure I’m just being overly sensitive. That’s what she always tells me when I bring her tone to her attention.

“I don’t think I need to do that.”

“You’ve definitely wasted enough time pulling the martyr act.” Kelsie runs a finger along my bookshelf. She needed worry; the shelves are the only thing in the house I make an effort to keep clean. If she wants dirt, she should check the pictures on the wall.  I was horrified to see the layer of dust coating them after Iliya and Jane were here.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I snap. This must be a record; usually I can handle being in the same room with my sister for at least an hour.

“Your husband leaves you for some hot and brainless stewardess.” Kelsie rolls her eyes. “You want sympathy.”

“I have never asked for your sympathy, or anyone else’s. And it’s a flight attendant. That’s what they’re called these days. I don’t think she was brainless.”

“Are you actually defending her? He leaves you, you go all monk-ish—”

“Monkish?”

“Lock yourself in your house, swearing off sex.”

“I’m working!” I point at the shelves Kelsie is still examining.  “I’m fine. Sex has never been a big thing for me.”

Kelsie snorts. “Then you’re doing it wrong. Or maybe Isaac was. I don’t know how you stayed with him for that long. No personality, not even that attractive. Sure he made a good living, but he was never home. I never knew what you saw in him.”

I grind my teeth. Why my sister continues to berate me for my marriage and ex-husband always amazes me. She’s working on her third divorce, each more acrimonious than the last.

She’s grown up to be just like our father.

Thankfully, MacKenzie comes back into the room and Kelsie turns from big sister from hell to mother of the year. “Thank you so much for taking her tonight,” she simpers, drawing her daughter in close for a hug.

MacKenzie rolls her green eyes in a mirror image of Kelsie, but this time it makes me smile. Mac may only be fourteen but she’s a pretty cool kid. Maybe a little too intuitive and observant than I remember being as a teenager, but pretty cool.

Kelsie does the dump and run as only Kelsie can. I resist asking what plans she has for the weekend in case she tells me in front of Mac. Mac may be a cool kid, but I’m sure she doesn’t want to know about her mother’s plans to hook up tonight, which I’m guessing is what Kelsie has scheduled.

“I liked Isaac,” Mac surprises me by saying after Kelsie leaves us. She’s already sprawled on the couch, phone in hand and doesn’t look up from her texting. “I think it’s cool that he was a pilot. Sucks about the flight attendant, though.”

“It wasn’t meant to be,” I tell her, grabbing the take-out menus and settling in beside her.

“You know, you actually manage to convince me when you say that.” Mac looks up from her texting, finally meeting my eyes. It’s like looking in a mirror. Kelsie always says Mac is more me than her, and I have to agree, mainly because the fact always annoys her.

“It’s the truth. I knew Isaac wasn’t perfect for me when I married him. But I’d been with him for a while, and it was comfortable.”

“I don’t want comfortable.” Mac wrinkles her nose. “I want passion.”

“Don’t tell your mother that! You’re not supposed to know what passion is.” I laugh. 

“I know enough,” she replies evasively.

“MacKenzie.”

“I’ve kissed a boy.” Mac throws her phone on the couch in a defensive move. “No big deal.”

“As long as that’s all you’ve done.”

“He felt my boob,” she admits. “But he was like some octopus with his hands, which wasn’t cool at all.”

“No.  It should be cool. It should be a big deal when you’re kissed too, you know.”

“Is it a big deal for you?”

“Of course...” I hope that’s all she wants to know, because I’m not sure what it’s appropriate to tell her.

“Is it like Westley and Buttercup?” she demands and I practically sigh in relief. The Princess Bride has always been her favourite movie and romance for MacKenzie means a man like Westley following you across the world to save you from a loveless marriage.

“I’d like it to be,” I tell her wistfully. “But I haven’t found that yet.”

“You will,” she says confidently, her attention once again on her phone. “And so will I.”

“It’s nice to be so confident,” I tell her, proud of what she’s become. “Now, I have to feed you, so what do you want to eat.” I push the menus into her face, and MacKenzie reluctantly turns her attention to them. “Does your mother know about the kiss…and the boob feel?” I ask.

MacKenzie gives me a look. “What do you think?”

The warm feeling in my stomach spreads. It’s nice to know how important I am to her. 
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I enjoy spending time with MacKenzie but having another person in the house for twenty-four hours is exhausting. Kelsie picks her up late Saturday afternoon with nary a thank you for having her for Friday night.

“It’s nice that you have someone to spend time with,” is my sister’s parting words.

Before last week, before I met Iliya, I would have ignored the slight as Kelsie just being Kelsie, but when MacKenzie leaves, the house becomes crushingly quiet.

I battle the silence by loud music and working long after midnight. But when I lay awake in bed, I wonder why I allowed myself to become a hermit. Being alone never bothered me. But after only three days of conversation with Iliya and Jane, I miss it. I’ll be glad when Monday comes and I can walk with them again.

Sunday morning I call Asha. She’s really the only thing I miss about living in the East Coast. We make a point of contacting each other at least every other week and it’s nice to be able to see her face these days, thanks to the joy of Face time. She always has stories about her kids, which I can’t reciprocate, but at least she likes hearing how I’m doing with my books.

Asha always likes to strategize about how I can meet men, so I’m quick to tell her I met one.

“But he’s married, Kenna!” Asha cries, her face showing disgust over the screen of my iPad after I describe Del to her. And then I have to tell her about Iliya and Jane. And then back to Del.

“Yes, but Iliya is amazing. She doesn’t seem to mind me crushing on him.” 

“You sound like you have a crush on her,” Asha grumbles. “Iliya this, Iliya that. What kind of name is that, anyway?” Asha’s full lips form a pout. She’s always been overly dramatic.

“Her grandparents are from Bulgaria. Apparently, it’s a pretty popular name there.”

“Doesn’t sound very Canadian.”

“Now, you just sound jealous. You know I love you the best, but it’s so nice to be able to talk to someone other than my sister.”

“How is Kelsie? I couldn’t believe what she was wearing on that last episode. Did you watch it?”

“No, I lost track of time.” Asha might be my best friend since fifth grade, but it doesn’t mean she’s not above being completely besotted with my older sister. It hasn’t always been like that; when we were younger, Asha would happily help me plot revenge on my sister. She was sympathetic when Kelsie got pregnant at eighteen, but mainly because she had just started having sex with her then boyfriend/now husband Chris and was petrified of the same thing happening to her.

It was the thing to do in Gagetown; marry the first man you have sex with. Or maybe it’s just what you do when you have a domineering father whose disappointment makes you do everything in your power to be a good girl for him.

I might have had so much more fun if Kelsie hadn’t had MacKenzie; getting pregnant and refusing to name the father had the consequence of turning me into a nun. And Asha didn’t help. Her traditional Indian mother practically had a conniption when Asha got together with Caucasian Chris; it was the least we could do to make her believe Asha was a virgin when she married him at nineteen.

“Were you with Iliya?” Asha asks, in such an annoyingly whiney voice that I know it has to be put on.

“Seriously? Jealous much?” I grin into the iPad to take the sting out of my words.

“Hell, yes,” she grumbles, keeping her voice down to not wake up her kids. It’s an hour ahead in New Brunswick and Asha demands her three kids sleep until at least seven-thirty on Sunday mornings. She still has almost a half hour of solitude before the masses awake. “You’re living this awesome life with no dependents, being picked up by hot yummy mummies at the local Starbucks. We don’t have a Starbucks here; did you ever think of that? I have to make do with Tim Horton’s and I can’t drink that stuff without it being a double double and that’s not good for the post-baby belly!” She moves her phone so the camera focuses on her belly.

“You look great. At least you have babies,” I remind her once the camera is focused on her face again. Asha loves to make me feel sorry for her, which I was happy to do until Isaac and I broke up. Then suddenly Asha’s life seemed pretty special to me.

“Ravi kept me up half the night; he’s yours if you want him. I’ll throw in his sisters, too.” The expression on her face tells me she’s half serious about it, and I feel a pang of guilt that I’m not there to help her. She’s been more of a sister to me over the years than my own.

“I’ll take them.” I stretch my legs out onto another chair. I have the iPad propped up on the dining room table, Willow in her customary place on the table beside me. I do my best to keep her off the table when I’m doing the final drafts of the pictures.

“Trust me, Ken, you don’t want them. You do realize that without babies, you’re able to sleep the whole night long, all alone in a big bed? By yourself. Heaven!”

If I had someone in the bed with me, maybe I wouldn’t dream about Del. But I don’t say that to Asha. “I’ve had sex twice in two years. The big bed gets a little lonely with just me and the cats.” I tilt the screen so Asha can see Willow. “Say hi, Willow.”

“Still, not to be woken up—did you say twice?” Asha screeches, like a car making a quick U-turn, startling Willow, who is off the table in a snap. “Like, twice, as in two times?” Her dark eyes are wide and thunderous.

“Oh.” How could I have forgotten to tell her about Erik? I pull the screen back to me. “Yeah. Well. I was going to tell-”

“Kenna Janice MacTavish—” I cringe when Asha interrupts by using my full name. I should have told her about Erik right away. “When did you have sex again? Because I know about the one time—because you were here in Gagetown and made the stupid mistake of having sex with Jamie Robinson!” The screen shivers as Asha moves from the small den to the kitchen, which is farther away from the bedrooms.

“I was newly separated and it seemed like the thing to do.” There’s not much I can say to defend myself—having sex with Jamie Robinson was a mistake. “It was a bad move.”

“And you paid for it for having him stalk you over Facebook for six months.”

“Hopefully, I’ll have better luck this time. Erik has only texted me once and I kind of blew him off. Jane, Iliya’s friend told me—”

“I thought I’m supposed to be the only married friend allowed to give you dating advice!” Asha loses the accusatory expression but returns to the pout. It’s times like this that I remember every one of her starring roles in our high school theatre productions.

“Of course you are,” I instantly soothe.

“So you really had sex? Kenna!”

Asha’s cry might wake every sleeping person in New Brunswick, let alone her children.

“I didn’t mean to, it just happened…”

“Twice in two years? Sex doesn’t just happen for you, Kenna! Or maybe it does, now that you have these awesome new besties.”

“It’s how I met Iliya, actually.”

“Please tell me she didn’t participate in the act.” I don’t need to see her face to tell she’s disgusted with the thought.

“Asha!” I laugh. “Do you think I’d really do something like that?”

Would I? I have no idea why that thought pops into my head.

“Well, I have no idea what you’re getting up to there in the city,” Asha accuses. “First, you’re talking to people and then you’re having sex with strange men.”

“I got a tattoo, as well.” I can’t help but smile smugly. I’ve become proud of my little body art, however it came to be.

“Oh, my God, Kenna! Dammit!” I hear the cry of a baby in the distance and Asha turns. “Look what you made me do!”

“I didn’t make you yell.”

“Yes, you did, with all your talk of sex and tattoos. Next thing I know, you’re going to join a biker gang.”

I pretend I’m revving a motorcycle. “Vroom vroom.”

“Don’t you dare or I’ll come out there and drag you back home myself. Dammit, I’ve got to go. Ravi’s wailing up a storm. Listen, this isn’t over. I want details.”

“Maybe.” I give her a coy smile and laugh when she growls at me.

“You’re such a bitch, Kenna MacTavish. I’d hate you if I didn’t love you so much. Mommy’s coming… Oh no, all the monsters are stirring,” Asha hisses, cocking her head to noises in the distance beyond my hearing. “I need to go.”

“I want to see them,” I protest.

“Nu-uh. Do you know how difficult it is to get baby kissy prints of the screen? Last time they kept kissing the screen thinking it was you. I’ll use Chris’ phone next time. He wouldn’t notice something like that and if he did, he couldn’t care less. I swear those children have him completely wrapped around their sticky little fingers.”

“He’s a good father. You got lucky with him, Ash.”

“I know I did,” she concedes. “And I’ll give him a special something tonight because you said that. I’ll tell him it’s from you!” she cackles, loud enough to wake the remaining members of her family.

“Go. Talk soon.” I blow a kiss and the image is frozen on the tiny screen for a moment as she hangs up.
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Talking to Asha always puts me in a good mood, but it’s the phone call later that night that turns out to be the highlight of my day.

It’s after nine and my eyes are tired from drawing all day. If I keep up this pace, my next book will be finished ahead of schedule, which always makes my agent happy. I’m at the table with the cats; lazy Willow asleep in my lap and curious Xander on the chair watching me, when the phone rings. It’s such an uncommon sound in the house that Willow, who can sleep through the loudest music, is up and off my lap in a flash, leaving a few holes in my leggings from her nails.

I curse, digging through papers on the table for my phone. It takes me a few rings to find it beside the couch in the living room where I left it last night.

“Kenna?” A deep, melted chocolate voice asked.

I clap my hand over my mouth with surprise before I remember to reply. “Del?”

“In the flesh. Or at least, in the flesh, on the phone.” I close my eyes, unable to stop myself from picturing him in the flesh. “How are you?”

“Um, good? Hi…why…?”

“Why am I calling you at ten o’clock on a Sunday night?” I can hear the smile in Del’s voice and my lips automatically curve up in response.

“I didn’t think it was that late…oh, I guess it is.” I take off my glasses as if Del can see me, and sink onto the couch.

“Lost track of time?”

“Something like that. Usually my stomach tells me when it’s time to take a break but I guess not tonight,” I laugh.

“Have you not eaten tonight?” Del demands.

“Tonight…I think I had breakfast. I’m not much of an eater.”

“It’s no wonder you’re so skinny.” I’m so surprised with his comment that I can’t think of what to reply. Del continues after a moment, in a rushed, embarrassed way. “Not that there’s anything wrong with the way you look, or that I know how skinny you are. You look great,” he assures me. “Very slim. Willowy, even. Your body type seems like it’s naturally thin…”

“I think you’re making me blush,” I tell him quietly. I feel my cheeks; they are hot to the touch. My smile widens and I’m glad he can’t see me.

“That would be nice. Pretty.”

“You’re very complimentary tonight,” I say.

“Hopefully, not inappropriate. Ili says I can be, but I thought since we’re friends—”

“We haven’t even known each other a week,” I remind him.

“Really? It seems like it’s been so much longer. Iliya talks about you constantly.”

“Which I’m sure can get boring…”

“Why would you say that?” Del chides, sounding like the teacher he is. “I think you’re fascinating. We both do. I hope you know that.”

I force myself to breathe, my head swimming from Del’s words. “You’re not being inappropriate,” I assure him.

“Will you tell me if I am?”

“Probably not,” I say with a laugh, which breaks the sudden tension.

“So what are you doing tonight?  Still working?”

“More like procrastinating.”

“You’re still writing…where does all this magic happen?” Del asks with interest.

“At the dining room table.”

“Oh, I had this picture of you in my head of being curled up on the couch with a laptop in your pajamas.” I like his laugh, deep and rolling. It’s infectious.

Or maybe I laugh with him because I like him.

I like Del, even though I’m hit with a wave of guilt as I admit it to myself.

“No, I do my best to get dressed in the morning,” I say. “I find I’m much more productive that way.”

“But you’d look so cute in a pair of those fuzzy pajamas,” Del protests. “Maybe one of those onesies? With the zipper?”

I pull the phone away from my ear and stare at it in disbelief. Is Del calling to talk about what I wear to bed?

“How can you tell I’m the fuzzy pajama type?” I ask, keeping my voice innocent and light. “I might be the Laura Ingalls nightie type, or the short T-shirt. Or I could be the type to wear nothing at all.”

Silence. I catch my breath, regretting the words as soon as they left my mouth. Why would I even contemplate flirting with Del? It’s—it’s just wrong.

“Nothing at all, huh?” Del finally replies. Is it possible that I can still hear a smile in his voice? “Now I’ve got a different kind of image happening.”

I hope I stifle my gasp. What do I say next? “Well, we can’t have that, can we?”

“I’m enjoying it.” I close my eyes. That is definitely flirting.

Del clears his throat. “Iliya tells me you’re a bit of a night owl so I took a chance that you would be still awake.”

I picture Del lounging on a huge couch in his beautiful home, his long legs stretched out in front of him. In my vision, Iliya is nowhere to be seen. I take the phone and head to the couch. I curl up into the arm of the couch, the phone tucked under my chin.

“I’m usually good for a few more hours—”

“So, you’re good for a few hours, are you?” Del interrupts, in a voice full of innuendo. “Sorry, that was definitely inappropriate!”  

“Maybe a little. I don’t mind, though. It’s been a while since anyone has been inappropriate with me.”

Why would I say that? What if Iliya told him about Erik? I have no idea if they tell each other everything—I’m sure Asha was onto Chris the moment she dealt with the kids to tell him about my one-night stand.

Did I even tell her it was a one-night stand?

“A little impropriety is good for the soul,” Del decides.

“If you say so.” Do not think improper thoughts about him!

“So what do you do with yourself, all by yourself?” he asks again.

This time I flash to an image of what I did by myself Friday morning. What is it about this man, that I can’t keep my mind out of the gutter when he’s around?

“I was working,” I tell him, trying to sound casual, like it’s not strange for a single woman to spend a Sunday working in her house, alone with only her cats for company. Other than Asha, and MacKenzie last night, I haven’t spoken to anyone else all weekend.

“I bought one of your books yesterday.”

“You did? But—why? Do you have someone to give it to?” I’m touched by the thought of Del holding one of my books.

“No. I bought it for myself,” he says staunchly. “I already read it, too.”

“I’m sure it didn’t take you very long! Which one?” I ask, suddenly shyly.

“Magical Margaret and the Race to find the Mismatched Socks. A classic, if you ask me.”

“I’ll be sure to ask the next time I need a blurb for the cover.”

“I can do that,” Del says eagerly.

“You don’t have to. I was just kidding.”

“No, it would be great! I’d love to help.”

“That’s sweet.”

“I am sweet!”

“And modest.”

“You know me well.”

We laugh together and I feel a tug at my heart thinking about the last time I had a conversation with a man; the last time I bantered with one.

Isaac and I did not banter. We had conversations. Discussions. I don’t even remember the last time he flirted with me.

How could he have been so successful in his extra-marital activities when he couldn’t even flirt with his wife?

Del clears his throat. “So, I did have a reason to call you.”

“Don’t keep me in suspense.”

“I remember you now. From that cooking book group? It was driving me crazy—how could you have been there and me not having any memory of you?”

“I’m pretty forgettable,” I say.

A pause. “But you’re not. Not at all. Of course I remember you. You were with an older woman wearing a blue sweater. She told me she hated what I did to one of the characters—promised she would never forgive me.”

I groan. “That was Hillary! I couldn’t believe she said that to you. Here you were—Delancey Ecker, winner of the Giller prize and she was criticizing you? Ugh! It was awful.”

“She did have a pretty strong opinion,” Del says diplomatically. “Is she a particular friend of yours?”

“Oh, god, no! When we moved here from New Brunswick, my ex-husband thought I needed to meet people so he signed me up for this book club full of all these old ladies reading all these boring books. Not that your book was boring,” I hasten to add.

“I’m sure lots of people thought it was,” he says cheerfully.

“It wasn’t,” I argue. “I really liked it. We read it in the group and then we heard about you being at that supper reading group—”

“Bonnie Stern. Now she’s a piece of work,” he supplies.

“And Hillary arranged for a few of us to go. I had published my first book by then, and she thought it would be helpful for me to go and meet a real-life author, implying that I wasn’t. But I went along anyway.” My voice dips as I remember that night.

“I remember your Hillary,” Dell tells me, his voice deepening. “I also remember you.”

“I can’t see how you would. I don’t think I said two words.”

“You came up to get your book signed,” Del insists. “I finished with Hurricane Hillary and looked up at you and all I could think was how shell-shocked you looked.”

“Oh.”

“That’s why I didn’t remember right away, because you look so different now, so healthy and alive. But that night…what happened?” His voice is gentle and kind and my eyes suddenly prick with unshed tears. I don’t answer right away. Can’t. The memories threaten to pull me in, ready to sink me once more.

“Sorry,” Del quickly adds into the silence. “It’s none of my business.”

“That was the night I found my husband had been cheating on me,” I answer quietly.

“Oh. Oh, Kenna…”

“I thought it might be a good distraction to go,” I say defensively. “Actually Hillary wouldn’t let me back out. I tried—I gave her all these lame excuses because I didn’t want to tell her the truth. All the women in the building loved Isaac. They thought he was the cat’s meow, because he was handsome and charming and a pilot-”

“What airline does he fly with? Remind me to never fly with them.”

“He’s a good pilot. Pretty shitty husband, though.”

“I’d say so if he cheated on you.”

I like the way Del says you; like there is something special about me. I’m sure he says it only to make me feel better, but it works.

We chat for a while after that, casual conversation rather than fun banter, like Del knows I’m in a vulnerable place. I don’t know why the memory is bothering me; looking back, I suspect my marriage was over long before Isaac told me about Amelia, the long-legged flight attendant who finally won him away from me.

I didn’t really want Isaac to be with me, so why should being reminded of how we broke up bother me?

“How long have you been divorced?” Del asks, suddenly dipping back into personal territory.

“Two years.”

“And you haven’t met anyone yet? Iliya says you’re not in a relationship.”

“No. I haven’t—I’ve never minded being alone,” I confess. “I have my work that keeps me busy. I’m not lonely.” I sound more adamant that I mean to.

“No…maybe not, but Kenna, no one should enjoy being alone. Your writing might fulfill you but what about human contact? Personal touch, conversation, caring about others?”

I shrug but of course Del can’t see my gesture. I can’t speak; I know he’s right but how can I admit I’ve wasted the last two years hiding in my house, and from what? Licking my wounds received from a relationship that was never worth the energy I put into it.

Did I actually put any energy into my marriage?

“Well, you don’t have to worry about being alone now,” Del announces, in a firm, nonsense voice. “You’ve got us. Me and Iliya—and Jane too, I guess. We’re here to take care of you. You’re part of us now.”

Nothing has ever sounded so good.
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I feel good about the conversation until I see Iliya the next morning.

Del might have had a reason to call me but there was no excuse for him to talk on the phone to me for over an hour. We talked about everything—our childhood, our writing, what it felt like to get a publishing deal, what our agents are like. The only topic that wasn’t touched on was Iliya—me, because it felt too awkward, and Del, I assume, because he felt too guilty.

Despite that, I’ve never enjoyed talking to a man so much.

And because of how much I enjoyed it, I’m hit with a wave of guilt as soon as Iliya greets me the next morning. She has a smile on her face, her tawny hair pulled back and accentuating her features. Jane hasn’t arrived yet and being with Iliya, just the two of us, feels both natural and somewhat unsettling. The early morning lights her complexion with a rosy glow.

“You look pretty this morning,” I blurt out, and drop my gaze, only to notice how well Iliya’s jacket and form-fitted yoga pants hug her curves; full breasts and hips and tiny waist.

Immediately my cheeks redden. “Sorry. I don’t know why I said that. Not that you don’t look pretty,” I add, my words rushing out so that I’m digging myself in deeper. “I don’t know—”

Iliya watches me, her smile easily reaching her caramel coloured eyes. “Thank you. We can go. Jane won’t be coming this morning.”

“Is she okay?” We start walking towards the ravine, our usual destination, the space between us vanishing with Jane’s absence. I’m very conscious of Iliya beside me; the smell of her hair, the touch of her skin as her hand brushes against mine.

“The baby is sick. She thought she’d better stay home. Tom is perfectly capable but I guess that’s what being a mother is all about. Del enjoyed your chat last night.” Iliya switches the subject so fast I feel dizzy.

“He told you? Of course he told you.” Why wouldn’t he tell her? There is nothing to tell. We talked. That’s all.

“I work a lot of nights so it’s always nice when Del is amused. I tell him he should take the time alone to write, but he’s such a social guy, that he takes every opportunity to interact with others.”

“Of course, that’s all it was. It was nothing, just…”

“I know exactly what it was.”

“You do?” The words sound strangled. “What is it?”

Iliya laughs and my heart skips a beat. “Kenna! Your face. You look so guilty.”

“Maybe because I am? It’s too bad Jane won’t be here.” Iliya’s not the only one who can change topics at the speed of light.

I start at the touch of Iliya’s hand on my arm, mesmerized as she touches my elbow, her fingers sliding down my arm until she’s able to give my hand a squeeze. She’s very touchy-feely and I’m surprised to find I enjoy this. It’s been a long time since I had someone in my life who felt they were entitled to touch me.

“For what reason? Del wanted to get to know you a little better. I’ve been talking about you a lot lately, and he wanted a turn.”

“A turn with me,” I clarify, dragging my gaze away from our clasped hands, back to Iliya’s face.

“Is that all right?”

“Sure. Of course. It’s just—”

“Kenna, I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable with your friendship with either Del or I. It shouldn’t be awkward, and if there’s something that makes you uneasy, please tell me so I can fix it.”

Friendship. That’s all it is. “No one has ever gone to so much trouble to make me feel comfortable,” I confess, sliding my hand out of the warmth of her grasp to brush along my hip. I’m surprised how reassuring the feel of my hand in hers is, how soothing a simple touch can be. I knew I had missed being touched, but I never realized just how much.

Maybe getting the tattoo was a prophecy or something.

“This is just the beginning,” she tells me with a wink, like she knows what I’m thinking.

I hear the distant engine of a plane and instinctively look up.

“You look absolutely gorgeous like that,” Iliya says, her voice low and husky.

My eyes widen as I turn to her. “I was only looking up.”

“Your expression,” Iliya insists. “I’ve never seen you look like that. Your face was full of hope and expectation. Plus the sunlight hit your face so perfectly.”

It’s not the sun warming my face. “Thanks,” I mutter.

“It’s okay to accept compliments you know,” she says lightly.

“Thank you,” I tell her clearly and pause before I continue. Iliya waits patiently for me to finish my thought.

Asha would never do that, I think suddenly. She was always trying to fill every pause and hesitation and most time it was difficult for me to get a word in edgewise. Iliya is more patient.

I shouldn’t be comparing the two. I’ve known Asha my whole life and Iliya—has it been three days yet?

But for some reason it’s Iliya I want to confide in.

“It’s not the compliment,” I begin slowly, reluctantly, like Iliya is dragging it out of me, when in reality she hasn’t said a word to prompt me. Something about her expression, full of interest and… “It’s me looking at the plane.”

“You like planes.”

“My ex is a pilot,” I explain, words beginning to rush out. “I don’t know if I told you that. When we were married, I would always know when his flight was leaving. If I could, I would make a point of being outside or near a window so I could look up when I heard a plane, and imagine it was him. I didn’t even realize I still do it. I have no idea when his flights are.”

“Maybe he’s not even flying any longer,” Iliya suggests.

“Oh, he’s still flying,” I tell her sagely.

Again that expression of expectation. “Isaac called me last Tuesday night,” I say, staring off into the trees as we walk. “He wanted to give me the heads up. His lawyer is going to contact me about spousal support.”

“What?”

“Apparently everyone—Isaac, the lawyer and I’m sure the new girlfriend—has been impressed with how well I’m doing with my writing. Because the first book was published when we were still married, Isaac has decided he’s entitled to a piece of the pie.”

“That’s bullshit!”

I smile at her vehemence. It’s nice to have someone on my side. “That’s what I thought, too.  My lawyer doesn’t think he’ll get anything, but listening to him compliment me so nicely, then move on how it was because of his career that I was able to make a go at the writing, made me furious. I never wanted anything from him! I just wanted him out of my life.  He chose her over me—why does he think he’s entitled to any part of me? Those books are mine! Isaac doesn’t deserve any part of it.”

“No, he doesn’t,” Iliya assures me. She reaches out and gives my hand another squeeze and this time I’m not in any rush to let go. The touch of her fingers pressed against mine leads me to continue. “This was Tuesday night? The night you—”

“That’s why I went out that night,” I say in a rush. “I went to this bar to find someone to have sex with. It was so stupid. I was so angry at Isaac and at myself for not being able to move on. How many woman has he gone through, and what have I done? Back when we broke up, I ran home to my friend Asha and slept with one guy, only because I was drunk and I had a crush on him when I was thirteen.”

“That must have been a good experience,” Iliya says gently. “The one that got away and all that.”

“No.” I grimace. “And there was a good reason I let him get away. Plus, once I sobered up, I realized he was a lot cuter back when I was thirteen.”

“Oh, no!” Iliya laughs.

“Oh, yes. I’ve always wondered about the term ‘beer-goggles’, and you know what? Totally true.” I shake my head ruefully as Iliya laughs again.

“How bad was he?”

“Not bad if you didn’t have his thirteen year old self firmly etched in your memory. He was so cute back then,” I moan. “These blonde curls, a voice that was just changing and would crack at the cutest times. And his bum when he wore jeans…”

“Sounds adorable. But flash forward fifteen years…”

“Almost eighteen, but thanks.” I manage a half smile. I’ve never told anyone this, not even Asha. She knew Jamie and I had hooked up that night, but I never told how far it went. How disappointed I was about it. “He still had a pretty good ass.”

“So what went wrong?”

“Just like Tuesday, I hooked up with Jamie in a bar because he kept buying me whisky. It’s my kryptonite.”

Iliya widens her eyes. “I would have never have pictured you as a whisky drinker.”

“It’s the one thing I have in common with my father. Anyway, Jamie kept buying and I kept drinking. I think he was married—I feel horrible about that, too. The next thing I know, he’s got me in a dingy little storage closet in this bar and we’re kissing and then we’re doing more than kissing…”

“Kenna, that’s not good. Did he—?”

I shake my head. “No. I thought I wanted it at the time. It had been a while since Isaac and I…” I trail off, never intending to go into what happened two years ago.

Iliya is still holding my hand and gives it another squeeze. “And last week, you did the same thing? You were mad at Isaac because he was being a prick about money so you went out and met this other guy.”

“I was furious. I’m so proud of my books because I did it myself. Isaac had no part of it, and now that he expects me to give him money because of what I’ve accomplished after he left me…I guess I left him. I wonder if that will make a difference to the lawyers.” There’s a lump in my throat and I blink away the sudden wetness in my eyes. I don’t like to cry and I hate crying over Isaac. It was something I was so proud of-never shedding a tear over the breakup of our marriage. Now, with Iliya’s sympathy so evident on her face, the comfort of her hand holding mine, I’m afraid I’ll finally break down.  

“It shouldn’t. He shouldn’t be entitled to any part of your royalties. You need to talk to your lawyer.”

“I will. I’ve been putting it off because it makes me so pissed off. And it hurts.” A tear finally escapes, sliding down my cheek before I can catch it.

“Oh, Kenna. What an ass. I hate that he hurt you.”

“I haven’t had much contact with him. Any, really. The divorce was civil—I took what was mine, so did he and we sold the condo. Thank god we didn’t have kids. It’s been almost two years since I’ve seen him and then he calls out of the blue to tell me he wants part of my royalties. He didn’t even ask how I was, which is good because I didn’t have anything to tell him. I haven’t done anything since I left him but sit at home and write those damn books. The same books he wants money for!” More tears are falling now, and I swipe them away resentfully. “I really wish I had something I could tell him. About how I’ve met someone and that I’m really happy but I had nothing. Nothing!”

“But that can change.”

“So I decided I was going to go meet someone. That it was time I get out and show Isaac that I have a life. I knew where he was living, and I found this little bar, some place I could picture Isaac stopping by for a drink. I wanted him to see me with someone.”

“Oh, Kenna.”

“How stupid was that? I was there for about an hour until Erik finally picked me up. I thought for a while I was going to have to go home alone, failing in that, too.” Iliya squeezes my hand. I’m glad she doesn’t say anything. Any more words of sympathy might push me over the edge. “You know the rest, or at least as much as I can remember. I went home with him, some stranger I’ll never see again, because my ex-husband and his fucking lawyer pissed me off. Oh, and I got a tattoo.” I laugh bitterly. “I’m sure that was the best part of the night for me. Having someone give me a permanent reminder that I shut myself away from the world and how my ex wants to make money off my being such a loser.”

“You are not a loser,” Iliya says quickly, firmly.

I roll my eyes. “I think that’s debatable. I feel like I’ve wasted my life.”

“You’re not even thirty years old yet. Your life is just beginning.”

We walk quietly for a moment, hands still entwined as I fight to control my emotions.  Anger, pity, regret. Humiliation. Fear that Isaac will take away the one thing that is mine.

“Are you okay?” Iliya finally asks.

I let out a shuddering sigh and stare at the sky, thankfully devoid of planes. “For now, I guess.” I feel the squelch of mud under my running shoe and Iliya tugs my hand to pull me out of the puddle.

“I’m sorry it never worked out for you and Isaac but sometimes these things are meant to be.”

“I don’t think it’s a bad thing,” I muse. “After we split up, what I was most upset about was that I wasn’t that upset. What kind of person was I who couldn’t mourn the loss of my marriage? I thought we would be together forever. I made a vow to him, to my family. When he told me about this other woman, he wanted me to forgive him. He said he’d give her up if I would give him another chance. He made all these promises, told me he would go into therapy—everything.”

“What happened?”

“He left the next day for a twenty hour flight, after he made me promise I would consider it.  I think he was gone about two hours when I moved out.”

“I don’t blame you. He cheated on you.”

“The sad thing is,” I say slowly. “You know, I’ve never told anyone this before.”

“I feel really special that you’re telling me.” Iliya smiles shyly, her golden eyes holding mine long enough for my heart to give a little tug. “I’m so glad we’ve gotten to be friends.”

“Me too.” I can’t stop the smile that reaches across my face even if I wanted to. “

“So what was the sad thing?” Iliya prompts, still holding my gaze.

How does she do that? I usually have to force myself to maintain eye contact with a person. But with Iliya, I could look at her all day. I feel like I want to because her face is so expressive, and she is able to communicate so much with just her eyes.

“Sad thing.” I wretch my eyes away from her gaze. “The sad thing is that I really think Isaac was serious about wanting to make it work with me. I think he was really sorry. And I felt bad because I don’t think I really helped. It was obvious he went looking for something I wasn’t giving him.”

“You don’t know that. He might have been the type of man who likes the chase. He wasn’t able to settle down.”

I shake my head. “I don’t think Isaac was like that. I think he was sorry and he really wanted to make it work with me. But I—I just didn’t. I didn’t give him another chance. I just walked away.”

“That’s his fault, not yours,” Iliya pronounces. “You didn’t have to give another chance. He made it so that you couldn’t have forgiven him.”

“Oh, I think I could have. But I just didn’t want to. I thought about what my life would be like with him—if I forgave him and he changed and kept things in his pants. And I thought about what my life might be like without him, and that’s what I picked.”

“I think you made the right decision.”

“I do, too, but now I’m pissed off that I wasted two years. I could have been doing so much!” I throw up my hands with frustration. “I could have been living instead of hiding away, having fun, having a life…having sex!” I roll my eyes.

“You still have lots of time for that,” Iliya smiles at me.

“I know, but I’m so behind.”

“Let me give it some thought about how you can catch up,” she promises.
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As if she knows I can’t do any more emotion this morning, Iliya keeps the conversation on lighter topics as we finish our walk. And she allows the silences, lets me catch up with my thoughts.

I’ve never had someone to confide in. I’ve never opened up like that. I’ve never cried in front of anyone, not even Asha.

“Why don’t we miss Starbucks this morning and go back to my place for a coffee?” she suggests as we climb the stairs out of the ravine.  “Jane always has to hurry home to take over the kids so Tom can go to work, but your cats will be okay for a few more minutes, won’t they?”

“I think so,” I say hesitantly, even though inside I’m smiling about the thought of spending more time with Iliya. “But maybe a tea instead…?”

Del is there when we reach the house, once again wearing flannel pants and bare feet but this time seeing him doesn’t lift my mood. What if Iliya tells him everything I said, about Jamie and Erik and how bad it was with Isaac…?

“Kenna!” And then Del hugs me, his wrapping arms around me like they have every right to be there. I sink into his embrace, actually going so far as to rest my head against his shoulder with a sigh. “Hey…” Del’s hand strokes my hair.

“Hi, Del,” I manage. I count to three slowly, and then pull away before it feels awkward to be hugging another woman’s husband in his own house.

But it feels so good to be held by someone, especially today.

“Everything okay?” Del asks with a look of concern on his face. He glances over my shoulder and I know Iliya is watching us. I step away from him, even though I’m tempted to fall back into his arms.

“We played true confessions this morning,” Iliya says lightly. I cringe as I turn to her, expecting an expression of pity, but it’s not there. I have trouble reading her expression; she almost looks fierce. Protective.

I don’t want her to think she has to protect Del from me. I take another step away from him.

“We’re having coffee here this morning,” Iliya adds, kicking off her shoes. “And tea for Kenna. We have some, right?”

“I’ve got a nice chocolate chai,” Del offers.

“Sounds perfect,” I smile my thanks.

“I’d love to join you, but duty calls,” Del says wistfully, following me into the kitchen after I take off my shoes.

“One of us needs to have a full-time job.” Iliya grins.

“Oh, I don’t know. I think we’d do okay living off your on-line stuff.”

“What exactly do you do?”I ask Iliya. “I feel horrible that I don’t know.”

“I’m an on-line stylist,” Iliya tells me. “I do trunk shows; tell people what to wear and how to wear it.”

“I should have known that. You already know so much about me…”

“But you’re so much more interesting,” she says lightly. “I wouldn’t worry about it. I don’t think it’s ever come up in conversation.” As she talks, Iliya bustles around the kitchen, rummaging through cupboards and drawers until she finds the K-cups for her Keurig. I hover in the doorway, unsure of myself. This is the first time I’ve been in their house and the space is full of both of them.

It’s intimidating.

Del watches Iliya with an affectionate smile. He gives me a wink when he turns to find me looking at him.

“I love watching her in the kitchen,” he says in a conspiratorial voice. “She hasn’t got a clue.”

“She can hear you,” Iliya says archly. “It’s not my fault that you have absolutely no system when you put away the groceries.” 

I smile at their exchange. They seem so happy, so comfortable together. Isaac and I never had anything like that.

It’s better for both of us that it didn’t work out.

He didn’t have to cheat on me, though.

“Sit,” Iliya invites, points to the stool beside Del as the Keurig hisses and spits. Del pulls out the stool and I obey, my face heating as he rests his hand on my shoulder as I settle beside him. “What happened?” he insists. “You look tired…drained.”

I shrug. “Your wife is a good person to talk to.”

“She is.” His glance cuts to Iliya before returning to me. “You look a bit like you did that night when I first met you. I don’t like it. I’ll have to do something about it.”

“I’m fine. I will be fine,” I say, a little firmer than I feel. Iliya pushes a bright yellow ceramic mug in front of me, and I immediately take a sip to avoid Del’s intense gaze. Of course it’s too hot and I burn my tongue.

“You will be, especially when I come over for dinner tonight,” Del announces. “Do you have plans?”

“I haven’t had plans in a while,” I tell him with a ghost of a smile.

“Perfect. Is that okay? You’re out tonight, aren’t you, Ili?”

“Sounds like a good idea.” Iliya says it with a smile; a sincere smile. She really is okay with Del spending time with me. Why?

I’m not a threat.

The thought brings a myriad of emotions, most of which I’m not able to comprehend right now. I file it in the back of my mind to dwell on it later. I focus on Del, coming over for dinner.

“I really don’t have any food,” I confess, cupping my hands around the mug and breathing in the fragrance of the tea. “I like to cook but when it’s just me—”

“I’ll bring you dinner,” Del interrupts. “I like to cook for others.”

“And he’s pretty good at it,” Iliya adds. The smell of her coffee competes with my tea as she leans on the counter across from me.

“Pretty good?” Del asks archly. “That’s all I get for feeding you for the last six years?”

“You’re okay,” she tells him with a grin.

He rolls his eyes at me. “I can tell when I’m not appreciated.” He stands with a mock sniff. “I’ll leave the two of you for some more true confessions.”

“No, that’s okay,” I say quickly. “I mean—” I stammer, thinking it sounded like I don’t want him to leave. “I don’t need to confess anything else.”

His hand rest on my shoulder again and gives it a soft squeeze. “I’ll get it out of you tonight. Be there at seven?” His green eyes gaze into mine.

“Okay,” I say weakly. His hand still rests on my shoulder, his fingers sliding under my hair. I resist the urge to lean into him.

“I’d better shower away my dirty thoughts,” he says finally, moving his hand a second before it gets awkward. I stare into my tea, unable to look at Iliya in case she looks troubled, unable to look at Del in case he sees the…what would he see in my eyes?

I react to his touch the same way I do when Iliya touches me. It’s like my body wants it, needs it, craves it. I chalk it up to hiding away for all that time and missing out on so much.

But that doesn’t explain why I’m unable to stop the image of him naked and wet, standing under a hot shower, steam everywhere. What are his dirty thoughts?

Thankfully, the moment passes and I’m left in the kitchen with my tea and Iliya.  She watches me with a tiny smile on her face and I feel myself flush.

“He’s pretty amazing looking, isn’t he?” she asks.

“Just a little,” I answer wryly.

“Here—help yourself.” She pushes a plate of tempting-looking muffins in front of me. “Banana and cranberry.”

“Did you make them?”

She laughs. “I wouldn’t be offering them to you if I did.”

I take a careful bite, careful not to strew crumbs everywhere and wait to swallow before I comment “Yum.”

“It’s okay to be friends with my husband,” she says in a low voice. “I’ve told you that. This isn’t the same situation that you were in with Isaac.”

“I know but…” I raise my eyes, slowly, trying desperately to think of what to say.

“Kenna. Look at me. You have such pretty eyes,” she says when I look into her golden eyes. “I really don’t mind if you’re friends with Del. I don’t mind if you talk to him, or if you see him—spend time with him.”

“But you’ll think—” I hug my arms around my waist, remembering how it felt to find out Isaac was spending time with another woman. I didn’t handle it as well as Iliya is. I retreated into myself; refused to talk to anyone, even him.

I’ve never talked to anyone about it.

“Please don’t tell me what I might think. And Kenna—sweet, innocent, Kenna—just because your husband cheated on you, doesn’t mean mine will. He’s not that type of person, and even though I have only known you for a short time, I don’t think you are, either. I want to make sure you realize that I don’t mind if you spend time with my husband.”

“I haven’t spent any time with him,” I mutter.

“But you will. Del likes you, Kenna, and so do I. We would both like to get to know you better. Unfortunately, the way our schedules are, we don’t really have the time to do that together. All three of us getting to know each other.”

“But -”

Iliya holds up her hand. “Stop, please. Del has friends that are women that he spends time with; I have friends that are men that I enjoy. It doesn’t lessen the strength of our relationship any less. In fact, I think it makes it stronger. Neither of us are the type to be jealous. We have trust and communication, and some really good friends. We hope you can be one of those friends.”

“Okay.” I give her a shaky smile. Why do I always feel drawn to Iliya, like there’s a string attached to my middle and it’s being tugged inexorably towards her? “I’ve never had a lot of male friends. Not a lot of female ones, either.”

“That’s why we’ll be good for you.” With a squeeze of my hand, she steps back. “Spend time with Del, so you can stop being afraid of him.”

“I’m not afraid of him!”

She gives a knowing smile. “He’s a great guy. But just know; as much time as you spend with him, I’m going to want equal time for myself.”

“He’s your husband. Of course—”

“I meant with you.” And then Iliya leans over the counter and kisses my cheek; soft, warm, dry, right at the corner of my mouth.
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I spend the day cleaning the house.

It’s either that or thinking about Del, Iliya or a combination of both.

The house is in a constant state of chaos, which I can easily blame on my work, the cats and the fact it’s just me living there and I don’t mind my own mess. The table is covered in papers and coloured pencils; I find my missing USB as I arrange things into piles, as well as an M&M’s wrapper from last week. I’m working on the pictures of my next book, so there are several colourful 8 x 11 sheets of paper decorating the table. I’m working with watercolours and I take a moment to let my eyes wash over it, seeing it as if a child would.

Del bought one of my books.

The thought fills me with warmth, like when he hugged me earlier this morning.

I shouldn’t be so excited of the thought of him in my house, but I am. I’m filled with a mixture of anticipation and trepidation, like I’m doing something wrong, and getting a prize for it.

But we’re just friends.

My bed is made, like I make it every day. If it’s one thing I remember my mother teaching me it was to make my bed as soon as I get up in the morning. Unfortunately, she died before I needed a bra, so there was nothing she could do to prevent me from leaving my undergarments strewn about. I favour bright coloured bras and panties, and it looks like I’m holding a rainbow in my hands as I scoop them up.

Why am I bothering? It’s not like Del is going to be in my bedroom.

I smooth my hand along the end of my bed, looking at Xander asleep against the pillow, but seeing Del with me under the sheets, his dark skin a contrast against the cream coloured sheets, against my pale skin…

Stop it.

Del is only a friend. A friend, not someone I’m allowed to fantasize about. He’s a friend who needs someone to keep him company while his wife is out for the evening, and who is nice enough to feed me dinner. I’m sure we’ll talk about books and author stuff and Iliya. Spending time together is harmless, and perfectly innocent.

The way my mind fixates on Del’s lips and the way his strong arms felt around me doesn’t feel that innocent.

I wonder if the women who slept with my husband felt like this before they did the deed? Was it thought out, carefully planned or was it spontaneous?

I’m not planning on having sex with Del. I’m not looking for an affair. I wouldn’t do that to Iliya. I can’t do it to myself.

Dinner. Friendship. Innocent.

Iliya. Iliya and Del are married, in love and both are my friends.

I keep the music fast and loud that day, to keep my mind focused on my artwork. I paint with bright, vibrant colours—and intense cobalt blue, a deep, dusty pink, a startling green…

I stop working for the day at 6:50 and take a moment to survey the house. I’m proud of my little nest but it can’t compare to Iliya and Del’s. I know it doesn’t matter, that they won’t care about where or how I live.

What do they care about? Why do they seem to care about me?  What is about me that caught their attention?

The doorbell rings as I’m in the bedroom, swiping on some deodorant. I take a deep breath before I answer it, yanking my glasses off at the last minute and leaving them on the table. I shouldn’t have bothered with the deep breath because as I soon as I open the door, I lose it at the sight of Del.

“So this is what you look like with clothes on.” I blurt out the first thing that comes to mind, which happens to be the most embarrassing. I clap both my hands over my mouth. “I didn’t mean it like that! I mean, I’ve only ever seen you in your pajamas! In the morning, after my walk with Iliya, when you’re...” I stop the babbling when I realize Del is laughing. He’s laughing at me, the gap between his teeth the only mar to the wide, white perfection.

A laughing Del is even more irresistible than pajama Del.

And as good as he looks in plaid, flannel pants, it’s clear Del’s body is made for blue jeans. Especially ones worn and faded, and form-fitted in all the right places. And yes, I have to admit, I glance at all those right places.

“Does this mean I get to see what you wear to bed, too?” he asks. He leans forward, his lips meeting my cheek, only because I turn at the last moment. I think he might have been aiming for my mouth. The house fills with a spicy, garlicky smell from the bags in his hands, overpowering the smell of him.

When he wraps his arms around me, pulling me tight against his broad chest, I inhale deeply. I can’t help it. But I only give him a one…two…count before I release and step away from his embrace, afraid I’m going to embarrass myself again.

“So? Is it jamma time?” he asks, glancing at me with a mischievous gleam in his eye.

At least I think it’s mischievous.

“Only if you’re lucky,” I manage, amazed that I’m able to speak, let alone come up with a flirtatious remark. I am sorely out of practice.

Not that I ever had much practice with flirting. I’ve never been the type.

Del makes me want to be that type.

“I’m always lucky. You finished for the day?” he asks. “Because I’ll leave if you’re still working. I wouldn’t want to interrupt the master.”

“No!” I cry, suddenly frantic at the thought of Del leaving. “I mean, it’s fine. I’m all finished for the day. I stopped early because you…”

“That’s sweet. You know, I probably wouldn’t leave if you were still working. I’d just sit there and watch you. I’d stare at you and make you so uncomfortable that you’d want me to leave.”

“That sounds…kind of creepy…” I say slowly.

“I can do creepy,” he tells me with a maniacal wiggle of his eyebrows, looking anything but creepy.

“Please don’t. You’ll only make me laugh.”

“But I like to make you laugh.” The room feels tiny with his presence. The cats circle expectantly, waiting to decide if he’s friend or foe. “Take these, will you please, and let me get my boots off.”

I hold the bags awkwardly like something is going to jump out of them as Del slips off his brown leather Blundstones. I’m a little disappointed to see he’s wearing socks.

I lead him into the kitchen after he takes a moment to be introduced to the cats. He stops by my table before he gets there, exclaiming at the pictures.

“This is amazing! The colours jump right off the page. And this rocket—what’s it going to be called?”

“Beastly Betty Breaks the Sound Barrier,” I tell him, my cheeks glowing at his admiration.

“Another winner. When’s your deadline?”

“Not until the fall, but I’ll have it finished long before then. My agent tells me to spread the books out, not rush them, but I love the work and I have all this time…”

Del sighs. “I have fond memories of being caught up in my writing, of it being the only thing I want to do. I wanted to talk to you about, that too. But first–” He points to the bag in my hand. “I have dinner and I don’t want to keep you waiting.”

“Where’s Iliya tonight?” I ask as he takes the bags and heads for the kitchen. It’s impossible not to notice how well his faded jeans fit his hips and legs, and if I’m being honest, his ass. His ass looks really good in those jeans.

“Out for dinner with friends,” he says cheerfully, unpacking his bag on the kitchen counter. Two plastic containers, a bowl covered in plastic wrap holding salad, a tinfoil wrapped plate smelling strongly of—

“Brownies?” I squeak, catching sight of them as Del lifts the foil. “Did you make all this for yourself?”

“No, I made it for us,” he says as if it’s obvious. Like it’s a normal to have a man cook dinner for me.

Us. He said us.

“I hope that’s okay?” he asks anxiously, as I pause to dissect his words. “You’re not a vegetarian, are you?”

“No.” My smile is a bit bigger than the question warrants; I can’t stop the flood of affection rushing through me at his inclusion of me. “I like meat.”

Del raises an eyebrow as his mouth quirks up into a smile as he glances at me.  “Good to know.”

“I didn’t mean…” Heat rushes to my face and Del laughs.

“You’re so easily embarrassed, which is also good to know.”

“Leave me alone,” I mutter, unable to stop the smile.

“Nope. I need plates, cutlery and wine glasses, please. And a corkscrew.” A bottle of Chilean Malbec joins the food on the counter. “Wine first.”

“I’m not much of a wine drinker. I mean, I enjoy it,” I tell him as I hand him the utensil and he easily pulls out the cork. “But I know nothing about it.”

“Ah.” Del puts the bottle down and actually rubs his hands together. “A wine virgin. Someone to mold and influence.”

“What does that mean?” I pretend to shy away.

“Someone to drink with.” He grins and once again I’m struck with how good looking he is. He’s not wearing his glasses and it must be the lightening in their kitchen, because for the first time I notice a few freckles dotting his cheeks.

“Are those…?” My finger is touching his face before I can stop myself. “Sorry,” I tell him, jerking back. “I just noticed you have freckles.”

“The bane of my existence,” he groans dramatically.

“Are you serious?”

“Do you like them?”

“I think they’re cute.”

“Then they are now my favourite thing about my appearance,” he says staunchly.

I pull the items from the cupboards, unable to keep the smile off my face. “I don’t remember the last time anyone cooked for me,” I confess. “It smells amazing. I can do something to help, you know!”

Del waves away my protest. “I invaded your home because I was lonely, so it’s the least I can do.”

He came to me because he was lonely? The thought sends a bubble of warmth spreading through my body.

Del grins his appreciation, dumping the contents of the container onto a plate. Something with thin noodles and lots of chunks of meat and vegetables. “Where do you eat?” The kitchen is too small to hold a table and the dining room table is filled with my work.

“Usually on the couch in front of the television,” I admit.

“Sounds perfect.”

Soon we’re settled on the couch with plates of food and large glasses of wine.

I peak over at Del as I fork up another mouthful of noodles. He’s wearing an off-white long sleeve T-shirt, the sleeves pushed up to display toned, bronze forearms.

“Do you watch baseball?” I ask suddenly.

“If I must.”

I make a face. “I have to say that bumps your attractiveness down a bit.”

“You’re serious? Because I don’t like baseball? I’m a big soccer fan, I’ll have you know.”

“Baseball. It’s the only sport I understand, and that’s because of my father.”

“Did you watch it with him?” Del asks with interest.

“No. Well, there was always a game on the T.V., so if I wanted to watch television, that was all I got. He watched baseball with my sister. She played for years, he would coach…it was their thing.”

“What was your thing with him?”

“Didn’t really have one,” I say blithely. “But this isn’t about my father. Did you watch any of the World Series?”

“Uh…no…”

“Then you wouldn’t know him.”

“Who’s him? And why would I want to know him?” Del is eating his meal in an alarming rate. It’s quite fascinating.

“Adrian Beltre. He plays third base for the Royals. You kind of remind me of him.”

“So you think he’s cute?” Del grins at me.

“He’s okay,” I concede, unwilling to confess more. “He’s got these freckles like you do, and he looks really intense when he’s not smiling.”

“Do I? Look intense?” Del pulls his face into a formidable frown.

“Kind of. But it’s okay, because you’re almost always smiling. At least when I’ve seen you.”

“You’ve seen me a lot lately,” he comments lazily, swirling the ruby liquid in his glass. “Look.” He holds the glass closer to me. “This residue on the sides? That’s what’s known as the legs of the wine.”

“Why would wine have legs?” I wonder, swirling my own glass before I take a sip.

“I have no idea.”

“I know that I like it, so I guess I like the legs.”

“I like the legs, too,” he says lightly, dropping his eyes.

I don’t know how to respond. My flirting skills are rusty on a good day but especially so when confronted with a married man making what would construe by many as an inappropriate comments.

Maybe I’m reading too much into it. Del is my friend. Iliya is my friend. He’s just teasing me.

“Are you okay with this?” Del asks after a pause.  “Us hanging out together.”

“Sure,” I say quickly, not meeting his eyes, in case he can somehow read my mind. It’s the only way he would be able to tell what I’m thinking.

“Kenna?” His finger pushes up my chin so I can meet his eyes.

“I’ve never had a male friend before,” I confess. “It’s a little new to me.”

“Then I’m honoured to be your first,” he says softly. “Not that you had a choice,” he adds with a laugh. “I think Iliya would adopt you if she could.”

Talking about Iliya is a good thing. A very good thing. It makes me forget that Del’s leg is only inches away from mine.

We finish dinner quickly and quietly. It’s not until the plates are cleared and Del has served me a huge square of brownie and refilled both our glasses that he turns to me with an apprehensive look in his eye.

“I did have an ulterior motive for coming over tonight,” Del begins, resting his arm on the back of the couch as he turns towards me.

“Must have a favour to ask because you definitely put me in a giving frame of mind with that meal,” I say lazily, taking a giant bite of chocolately goodness. I wasn’t kidding when I said I didn’t know a lot about wine; the two glasses I finished has quickly gone to my head and I’m starting to view everything through a haze. Plus, I can’t seem to stop smiling.

Smiling at Del. Del, beside me on the couch, where I can feel the heat from his arm against my shoulders. Right beside me, and it would be so easy to lean against him, feel the rest of his warmth…

“I needed to pick your brain. I’m thinking of starting another book…”

“That’s great,” I attempt to say, the brownie muffling the words.

“I guess. There’s just a lot of pressure…”

I finish my mouthful and take a gulp of wine to wash the chocolate from my teeth. “I can imagine. The second book is always harder and especially after you win such an award.”

Del narrows his eyes at me. “So says the winner of the 2013 Canadian Children’s Literature award.”

“Oh. Oh, that,” I attempt to wave the remark away, doing my best to stop the smile. “I write kids’ books. You’re a Giller prize winner. It’s like comparing pencils to those really expensive Cross fountain pens.”

“Iliya keeps buying me those pens,” Del admits. “She thinks they’ll inspire me.”

“Does it work?”

“I haven’t been able to finish another book,” he reminds me.  “And I keep losing the pens, so then I have to buy another one so Ili doesn’t know I’ve lost them. I Googled you, you know.  Found lots of interesting tidbits.”

“Oh, God!” I bury my face in my hands, still holding my glass of wine so it’s shrouding my face like a shield.

“I particularly enjoyed your early blogs, especially the one about what to do when you think there is something hiding under the bed.”

“My agent told me to start blogging!” I tell him defensively. “I didn’t want to do it!”

“And it was very… interesting,” Del laughs. “I think I should check under the bed for you before I leave.”

“Stop teasing me!”

“Why, when it’s so much fun?” He leans over, his smile fading into a softer expression and my breath catches in my throat as he moves closer, bringing up his hand as if to caress my cheek.

But he only picks a little piece of chocolate off my cheek.

I don’t realize I’ve leaned into him until he offers me the scrap on his finger. “Missed a bit.”

Without of conscious thought of just what I’m doing, I lick the piece of chocolate off his finger.

Del makes a sound deep in his throat and I pull back, the understanding of what I’ve done flooding my cheeks with colour.

“This is nice wine,” I tell him quickly, taking a huge gulp, my eyes searching for something to focus on that isn’t his face. His expression, the look in Del’s eyes… “I usually don’t drink wine.”

Let him think that I’m drunk. Let him think that I’m not that person who just licked a piece of chocolate off his finger.

“I’m glad you like it.” His green eyes are still trying my gaze and I’m helpless under their intensity.

I’m helpless. That tiny touch of my tongue against his skin has ruined me. I want to take his finger in my mouth, I want to…

Del reaches again, his hand touching my hair. I have it loose around my shoulders a tendril twists between his fingers. I catch my breath at the look in his eyes. It looks like…I would almost say…I think he might…

He can’t.

He leans in; his mouth touching mine, his lips press against me.

No.

But yes; Del kisses me and for a glorious moment I respond. My lips part, I practically leap into his lap, so desperate for the touch of his mouth against mine.

His hand cups the back of my head, pulling me closer, his mouth moving against mine with an urgency I’ve never felt before. His tongue slips into my mouth and I feel a shock between my legs.

And then reality crashes down upon me.

“No! Stop.” I push him away, my hand weak on his chest because I really don’t want to stop. “Why—we can’t.” My glass tips, sending a stream of red wine into my lap and I jump to my feet. “Oh god, I’ve spilled my wine.”

“Kenna, wait!” But I’m stalking across the room, the front of my leggings already soaked through. Grabbing a towel in the kitchen, I press it against the stain, the reality of what I’ve done flooding me.

Del kissed me and I kissed him back. I’m no different that the women who betrayed me with Isaac. How could I do that to Iliya? She befriended me, trusted me.

“There’s nothing on the couch,” Del says apologetically following me into the kitchen.

“What are you doing? Are you trying to ruin everything?” I cry, throwing the wine-stained towel on the counter.

“I thought—didn’t Iliya—?”

“Your wife? No, she didn’t do anything and there’s no way I want to say anything to you either!” I feel like I’m about to cry; my throat is tight and my eyes prickle at the corner. “Get out.”

“Kenna—I don’t want—” He moves towards me and I jerk away. I wrap my arms around myself as one more barrier to him touching me again.

Because I want him to touch me. It scares me how much I want it.

“Get out right now!” I’m surprised at the firmness in my voice, not any of the panic I feel, the distress—

The need, the fact I want to throw myself in his arms and forget everything…

“This is just a misunderstanding, Kenna. You have to talk to Iliya,” Del says, sorrowfully. “She’ll explain everything.”

Iliya.

“How is that possible? How will she explain how you thought kissing me was a good idea?”

“Kenna, I—”

“Get out!”

Del leaves then, shutting the door quietly after him. I stare at our plates, at the containers still littering my counter and I burst into tears.
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I don’t sleep a lot that night.

I’m tormented by the memory of Del’s kiss—the touch of his lips against mine and my reaction.

I liked it. How could I?

I text Iliya in the middle of the night to tell her I won’t be meeting her in the morning. I don’t give an explanation because how can I? What can I say? Your husband kissed me and I kissed him back and now I feel too guilty to even look at you?

When I pull myself out of bed in the morning and into the shower, I picture Del, asleep in bed, wearing his flannel pants.

What would have happened last night if I hadn’t spilled my wine? Would I have let things continue? Would Del have touched me—his hands warm against my breasts, sliding along my bare skin? Would I have let him?

I picture Iliya with him.

For the first time I let my mind wander to their sex life, picturing them in bed together.

Would Iliya prefer it on top, her full breasts bouncing against his hands?

Does Del hold her arms over her head, or does he push her legs to her chest when he’s on top? Do they like it doggy-style or use some tantric yoga method that makes it last all night?

What would his mouth feel like between her legs? I picture the soft fuzz of Del’s head visible between her legs; of Iliya’s face contorting with pleasure. I’m sure she’s very vocal—moans and gasps, crying out his name as she comes…

I’m ashamed to think about this.

I’m embarrassed how excited it makes me.

As guilty as I am about Del’s touch last night, I can’t deny I wanted it.

Did I lead him on? Did Del suspect I wanted him, even dreamed of him touching me? Is this my fault?

I step out of the shower, drying myself angrily with a towel.

No. It can’t be. Even though Del hasn’t been far from my thoughts since I met him, there’s no way this could be my fault.

What do I do now?

Is this the end of the friendship? Will Iliya be upset? Why would Del want me to talk to Iliya about it? What good would that do?

I stand naked in front of the mirror, examining my tattoo. It’s healed well. I still have to apply cream to it, but there’s no infection. Getting a tattoo while intoxicated isn’t the worst thing to do in the world.

Becoming obsessed with the sex life of my new friends might be.

It’s Del’s fault. If he hadn’t kissed me, I wouldn’t be thinking this. I would be able to go along, happy to be friends with Iliya, with Del, without wondering what Iliya sounds like when she comes.

I’ve been depriving myself too long. It’s like the night with Erik ripped the band-aid off a cut, a wound that is still raw and sore and needs salve for it to heal…

I cup my pussy, a finger sliding along the folds, nudging tentatively at my clit. Is this what my life is to be like? Thinking about the sex life of others, satisfying myself at all hours of the day? I glance around. At least the cats aren’t in my room. I begin to stroke myself, concentrating on the sensations, the feel of my finger against my skin…

The doorbell rings and I whip my hand away like I’ve touched a burner on the stove. I stand staring at myself, entire body infused in flames, enough though no one saw me, no one knows what I was about to do, until the bell rings again. I grab my tattered terrycloth robe and head for the door.

There is a strange lurch in the pit of my stomach as I open the door to find Iliya standing there.

“I missed you this morning,” she says, stepping inside.

I clutch my robe wrapped around me, unsure of what to say, where to look. Iliya looks pretty with her lion’s mane of hair tumbling loose around her shoulders. “I’m sorry,” I tell her, staring at her feet. She’s wearing sandals; either she’s back from her walk and changed, or she didn’t go. “I just…”

“Del told me what happened.”

My head whips up. “I didn’t -”

“Can I come in and sit down? I really need to talk to you.”

“Of course,” I say miserably, the weight of the guilt and shame bowing my shoulders. “Iliya, I…”

She ignores my words, and I follow her to the couch, pausing for a moment before sitting next to her. I tuck my robe around my legs, conscious of my nakedness underneath, the heat from my earlier arousal still evident.

Iliya takes a moment to pet Willow and Xander, both curled up between on the cushion between us and I take the opportunity to try and unload some of the guilt.

“Iliya, I’m so sorry. I never wanted anything like that to happen -”

“I don’t think that’s exactly true,” Iliya interrupts, finally looking up from Xander. I hold her gaze even though it’s almost painful to do so. I stare into the flecks of green, of gold in her eyes, the pupils rimmed by the odd caramel colour that makes them so striking. I hold her eyes for as long as I can before I feel the flush in my cheeks begin and have to look away.

“I think I’ve got a crush on your husband,” I confess, my words rushing out in a jumble of vowels and consonants.

“That’s not surprising.” Iliya smiles, but it doesn’t meet her eyes. “What about me?”

My heart begins to pound. Iliya hasn’t looked away from me. She shifts, settling her hand only a hairbreadth from my leg, bare, except the thin fabric preventing her fingers from touching my skin.

“I think I might have a crush on you, too,” I whisper. The only reaction is a hint of a curve of her lips.

“You’re so pink and flushed.”

I sit back, surprised at her response. I just admitted something fairly embarrassing and she’s commenting on the colour of my skin?

“I just got out of the shower.” My surprise comes across as annoyance.

“Yes, I know.” Iliya glances lazily at me. “I seem to be always surprising you just as you’re getting out of the shower.”

“I’m not sure what you seem to be doing to me,” I mutter.

Iliya shifts again, moving closer and this time her hand comes to a rest on my leg, above my knee. Mid-thigh.

Everything seems to clench inside at her touch.

“Do you have any idea what you do to me?” Iliya asks. “No, I don’t suppose you do. You fascinate me, Kenna; at how closed off you are. I can see you bursting to come out. “

“I don’t—”

“I’m very taken with you,” she continues. “Like you call it—I have a crush on you, too.”

I don’t know what to say, what to think. I’m not even sure I understand what’s going on right now. All I know is that Iliya’s hand is warm on my leg, and I have an almost uncontrollable urge to move, so that her hand would fall between my legs…

Iliya looks at me, her cognac coloured eyes wide and searching. “There’s a lot you don’t realize about Del and I. We aren’t like your usual married couples.” She takes my silence as consent to continue. “This is the part I don’t like. Telling others that I- we—enjoy other women.”

“Oh.”

“Kenna, you have to say more than that.”

“I’m not sure what…” My mind is racing with the implications. Could this mean…?

No. There’s no way. Even if they…would I? “Other women. While you’re married. You and Del.”

“Yes.”

“Does that mean you’re…?”

“Bi-sexual. Yes. And Del is fine with it. In fact, he encourages it. We had a friend…” Iliya trails off and my eyes widen.

“Really? Together, like all three of you?” I have an image of Del and Iliya; of Del and Iliya and a faceless woman.

Warmth spreads through me at the thought.

Iliya misses the eagerness in my voice and winces. “It’s an alternative lifestyle that not everyone understands or accepts—”

“It doesn’t bother me,” I interrupt. “It’s your private business.”

“Really?” She sounds excited. “You’re okay with it?”

I shrug. “Why would I mind? It’s not like you thought…” I halt as Iliya averts her eyes. She wouldn’t.

No.

Not me.

I swallow uneasily consciously of Iliya’s hand with slim fingers tipped with plum polish, tapping a beat on my leg. I doubt she realizes what she’s doing. “Did you? Think that…?”

Iliya heaves a deep breath. “We’ve been afraid to say anything. I’m very attracted to you, Kenna and so is Del. You must be aware of that.”

“No…not really. Well, maybe.”

She smiles, looking more like herself, less like the anxious admirer, confessing their feelings for the first time.

Is that what she’s doing?

I clear my throat. “You said had—you had a girlfriend? What happened?”

“Amy. She preferred not to continue the relationship.”

My throat seems tight, and I can’t seem to find the right words. I don’t know what to say, what to think. There’s been a connection between me and Iliya since we met. Could it be attraction? I’ve never been sexually attracted to a woman before. I think the female body is beautiful but I’ve never…I’ve never wanted to.

Do I now? And with Del?

That’s a stupid question. I give my head a brisk shake. Iliya hasn’t said anything about wanting to…wanting me…

“Can you—how does that work? A relationship like that? I don’t know anything…I’ve never…”

“Amy would stay with us a couple nights a week,” Iliya says. “And it was understood that she wouldn’t look for other partners.”

“So you expect your girlfriend to be monogamous, but not your husband?” When Iliya’s head jerks up, I flush. “Sorry. That didn’t come out the way I wanted it to.”

“What did you want to say?”

“I’m not sure. This Amy—she sleeps with both of you. Has sex with both of you.”

“Had. Yes.”

“At once.”

“Yes.”

“That’s called a threesome,” I say stupidly.

“Or a ménage a trois,” Iliya suggests with a smile. “Whatever you like to call it.”

“I know what that is, at least.” The flush deepens around my neck.

“I’m happy for you. You’ve never…?”

I laugh, the absurdity of the question somehow relaxing me. “No. No, that’s not…if you think I’m inexperienced, you should meet Isaac. I think I was the first girl he ever kissed,” I admit. “There’s no way he would ever have the idea of something like this.”

“Would you?”

I stare at Iliya’s hand on my leg, now still and very warm. My robe has shifted and her fingers are touching my bare skin. “I don’t know what you’re asking,” I confess.

Do I? Is this what I think it is? Is this really happening?

“Oh, I think you do,” Iliya says, tilting up my chin with her finger. I have only a second to fear, to wonder, before I feel Iliya’s lips brush against mine.

She kisses me.
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Like with Del, I shut off my brain and let instinct guide me. Iliya’s lips are soft but firm, pressing against my mouth for a long, tantalizing moment before pulling away.

Leaving me wanting more.

“Now do you understand?” she asks in a husky voice.

“You want this—this is what you want?” I whisper in amazement.  Iliya sits beside me, her hands gentle on my leg, which is still naked under my robe. Her eyes are smiling, asking me.

Me.

I reach out with a hand that’s suddenly trembling and touch Iliya’s cheek, trailing my fingers down her smooth skin. It’s the first time I’ve touched her. She’s held my hand, she kissed me, but this is me touching her.

I caress her cheek, marveling at the feel of it, amazed that she is here with me. I smile, which is the answer she’s waiting for.

Iliya’s mouth crushes mine, demanding more. Demanding all of me. I feel the flicker of her tongue between my parted lips, her hand caressing my leg as she leans closer. Her breasts press against my chest.

Her hands fumble against my waist. I don’t realize she’s untied the knot on my belt until the material is undone and Iliya has pushed aside the fabric of my robe, her hands on my bare stomach, sliding quickly to my breasts.

I make a noise in the back of my throat. Iliya pulls back as soon as she hears it.

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it,” she stammers, her own cheeks flushed, lips still parted. She pushes herself away, stands up, leaving me still exposed, my skin cooling where she had pressed herself against me. “I don’t mean to scare you.”

“You didn’t.” Iliya hasn’t taken her eyes off my nakedness and I pull my robe around me. “It’s just—fast.”

“And it’s not what you’re used to,” she says with resignation.

“But I could,” I tell her hesitantly, refusing to cower on the couch. I stand beside her, like I’m in a china store and admiring something both beautiful and delicate. And then I reach out and touch her breast. My fingers graze the side and with a deep breath, I cup her breast, feeling the weight and fullness cradled in my hand. “I think…I think maybe, I could get used to it.”

Iliya’s eyes darken as she glances down, at my hand full of her breast. “Are you sure?” She steps forward and with anticipation running through my body, I hold firm. “Because I don’t want to scare you. If this works, it would be for all of us and I don’t want to ruin anything. I don’t want to ruin what we have or what we could have.” As she speaks, her hand slides under the fabric of my robe. I draw in a shaky breath as her finger grazes my nipple.

“I’ve never done anything like this,” I tell her fearfully, my heart racing in a combination of apprehension and excitement. “I’m scared.”

“There’s nothing to be scared of,” Iliya promises, pushing my robe open and off my shoulders. It puddles at my feet and I stand naked before her. I can hear my own breathing over the music, my sharp intake as she smoothes a finger over the now-healed tattoo on my hip. “I just want to touch you.”

I close my eyes, forcing myself to remain still, even though every inch of me wants to fall into her arms.

“Kenna. You don’t have to do a thing. Not one thing. Just let me touch you. Let me enjoy you.”

Stepping me back to the couch, she helps me lie back against the cushions. I have a moment of fear, of not knowing what to expect. What will she think of me? My body?

Iliya kneels on the floor beside me and kisses me again. And again. And again, and I lose track of any thought else but the feel of her touch against my skin.

I’ve read about scenes between women, some less graphic than others, and the consensus is that a woman’s kiss is gentle and soft.

Not Iliya’s. Never before have I been kissed with such passion and urgency. Del’s lips were firm, but almost hesitant. And Erik’s mouth was clumsy and rude, compared to Iliya. Iliya…

I’m afraid to stop kissing her. Afraid it might never happen again.

Her mouth is pressed against mine, our tongues tangled, her hand caresses my breast. I manage to raise my hand to stroke her hair, but my movements are thick, gluey. I can’t think of anything except Iliya, her mouth, her hands…

Her mouth…

After long moments where my entire being is focusing on the feeling of her lips against mine, Iliya shifts, leaving my mouth bereft as she moves. But only for an instant; I feel them against my neck, sucking and kissing with tiny little bites as she moves down, tasting every inch of me.

I make a sound, deep in my throat and she laughs, the vibration sending a buzz through my skin.

“I want to know you like it,” she says against my shoulder. “I want to hear you. Don’t be quiet.”

The only noise I can make is a strangled sound of assent. Iliya is unconvinced and looks up at me, her eyes huge as her mouth continues to feast off me. “This is like nothing you’ve ever experienced before. Let yourself enjoy it.”

Unable to find words, I can only nod. Dropping a kiss on my shoulder, she moves her head lower, pressing her lips against random skin.

Towards my breast.

I gasp when Iliya’s lips finally reach my breast, finding my nipple, already hard and erect even before her lips graze it. I moan as she flicks her tongue against the delicate skin, licking and sucking at first one and then the other. Her fingers trail down my stomach as her tongue teases my nipples, until her hand hovers at the apex of my legs.

I moan quietly, pushing myself into her hand, wordlessly asking for more.

Her hand slips between my legs, so different from when I touch myself. I’m careful, hesitant, only going for what would give me the most pleasure in the quickest time.

Iliya plays with me like I’m her new, favourite toy.

I gasp again as she slides two fingers into my wetness, thrusting gently. When she brushes my clit with her thumb, my entire body jerks upright, and Iliya lifts her head from my breast.

“You’re so ready,” she says huskily. “You really want this?”

“Yes.” My whisper sounds ragged in the room, the music still loud in the background. I hear the sound of a lawnmower at the neighbour’s next door and wonder what the gardener would think if he knew what was going on inside.

“What do you want?” Iliya asks, her voice teasing and eyes still dark with desire.

“I want you…I want your mouth,” I tell her in a rush of longing. “Please. Now.”

Why can I use my words now? Why couldn’t I have asked for what I wanted any of the times before?

Because this is Iliya and somehow I know—I trust—she’ll do whatever I ask of her. She’ll do it so well.

“And she asks so nicely.” Iliya smiles at me, but it’s different than the smiles she’s given me before. It’s a wanton smile, a smile of desire. It’s the smile of a lover.

From the smile I know Iliya wants me and I shiver because I’ve never felt such desire before.

“Stand up,” Iliya orders, and I obey, even though I’m disappointed she’s not going to…right there…

She sits on the couch with me in front of her, holding my hips firmly and presses her lips against my belly button. “So beautiful. But I think Del needs to fatten you up,” she says, punctuating her words with kisses against my concave stomach.

Del.

“Don’t think about him.” She reads my thoughts, knows the apprehension I feel when I think about Del, what will come with Del.

With Del…with Iliya…together.

“You’re mine right now. I want you to myself.” I feel her fingers against my hip, tracing the still red skin of my tattoo. “I’m going to touch you. All over.” She releases me and lays flat on the couch. “Come,” she urges. “Over me.”

I make a little sound in my throat as she grasps my hips again, pulling me towards her. Pulling my hips like she wants me to straddle her.

“It’s the best position,” she promises, sensing my hesitation. “I want it to be good for you.”

“Ok,” I whisper.

“I want to hear that you like it. This is all for you, Kenna. Everything.”

Iliya pulls me into position, lowering me so I can feel her breath on my pussy. Blowing gently against the slick wetness, making me shiver again, she thrusts her fingers inside me once more.

“I’ve wanted to do this since I first saw you,” Iliya tells me. Then her hands cup my ass and her tongue flicks against my clit. I can’t help but cry out.

The first thing I think of is that it’s just as good as I remember when Aaron did it to me back when I was young. And then second thing I think of is that it’s so much better.

Iliya replaces her fingers with her tongue, probing insistently, hard and fast, and then licking the length of me with long strokes before moving to my clit. Circling it slowly at first, then faster, pulling me closer and moving my hips against her mouth. I can feel my tiny bud swelling, my entire focus on what is happening between my legs.

And then Iliya sucks my clit and I choke back a scream, clutching the arm of the couch as I fight to stay still. I can’t press down on her, but her mouth…her tongue is inside me, thrusting like a tiny little penis, the sound of my wetness filling the room.

And then she starts from the beginning, teasing me, kissing me and I cry out, this time with frustration. More…moremoremore…

I can hear my own breathing as I twitch and jerk with every firm flick of her tongue. Nothing else matters but the touch of her mouth as she devours me. Her hands are on my ass, pulling me down, wanting more…more of me. I feel her moan against the sensitive skin, sending more tremors through my body.

There are so many different sensations and Iliya hits nerve endings that I don’t realize existed. This is nothing like the eager fumblings of an eighteen year old boy. This is a master, this is bliss, this is ecstasy. This is like nothing I’ve ever felt before.

This is what good dreams are made of.

Iliya focuses on my outer lips, kissing and sucking, angling her hand between my legs, so she can use her fingers to spread them, leaving my swollen clit unprotected and vulnerable before she attacks it with her tongue, teasing and licking and sucking until I can’t keep quiet.

“Oh, it’s good, so good!” I’m amazed I’m able to form words, ecstatic at the sensations Iliya provokes in my body. Nothing has ever felt this good before. “Please, don’t stop, keep going…ohmygod. Oh. My. God.” I let out a shuddering scream as she sucks my clit again. “Right there.”

I feel something growing deep inside me. Something that needs to be nurtured, something that needs to be fed…

Her fingers are back inside me, thrusting deeply as she circles my clit with her tongue. I rock against her, pushing down against her open, hungry mouth as she feasts on me.

It’s too much. I can’t stand it much longer. So good…

I can feel it building deep inside, wanting to burst forth. Wanting to explode. My cries are harsh, loud. Demanding. I want this. I need this. And now.

Iliya licks me with hard lashes of her tongue and as she begins to suck my clit again, I freeze, poised with a wordless cry above her. And then I explode, every part of me reaching, searching, writhing against her mouth, coming again and again, the sensations crashing through my body almost painful in their intensity. I don’t realize I’m screaming until it’s over. I also don’t realize Iliya has her hand between her legs, rubbing herself to an orgasm just as mine subsides.

She’s quick, her hips arching off the couch, her mouth still buried between my legs as she comes. And then I climb off, trying to be graceful even though there is no way to be graceful in this situation.

I pull my robe around me, unable to look at Iliya until she speaks.

“You seem okay with that.”

I look at her then and laugh with relief, with joy and wonder that she created such sensations of pleasure in my body. As she sits up, I go to her, taking her face in my hands and I kiss her, tasting my own juices.

“Mm,” Iliya smiles as I pull away. “Del is going to be sorry he missed that.”

“Will he watch next time?” I’m not sure what I’m asking, I’m not sure what they are offering, but I do know I don’t want this to be the one and only time with Iliya.

It can’t be the end. I can’t bear it if it was only this one time. Now I know, now I’m aware of what it can be like, what it’s like with Iliya.

“Oh, he’ll want to take part,” Iliya promises and I feel a lurch in my belly about what is to come. “Friday night. And then we’ll see what happens.”

I can’t respond. I only kiss her again.
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“Iliya!”

I’m greeted, touched; petted like a favourite lap dog. It’s been a while since Megan and Paul have hosted a party and their house is packed with friends old and new.

It’s been a while since I’ve been to one of their parties.

I make conversation, flirt with everyone, laugh when expected. I act like myself, but inside I can’t seem to force myself into a party mood.

I did my best to persuade Del to go with me, but these parties aren’t his thing, and we both know it. He’s gone to a few with me; I still don’t know what happened to make him avoid the parties like a plague. Del says he’s fine with me going by myself, and he has never given me any inclination that he’s not, but how many husbands are really fine with their wife going to a party to have sex with other people?

Del and I have an open marriage, which technically means both of us have permission to engage in sexual relationships with other people, but the reality is that I’m the only one who plays elsewhere. To level the playing field, I’ve brought a few women home over the years for us both to enjoy. And then there was Amy, but that didn’t end well.

Actually, things with Amy ended disastrously.

I scan the friends relaxing in the living rooms, smiles on faces, glasses of wine in hands, and zero in on those I don’t know. There’s a surprisingly large swinging community in this area of the city. Because I’ve been absent from the scene for a while, there are quite a few here that I don’t know. Megan and Paul are open and adventurous and always seem to meet new friends.

Del says he isn’t ready yet to bring someone new into our bedroom, but if I meet the perfect woman here tonight, how can he say no? The redhead over by the wall, for example.

She’s got a better body than I do. It may be vain, but I like to feel like I’m the prettiest one in the bed. No go.

“It’s been a long time,” Megan says as she pushes a glass of wine into my hand. I glance at the wheat coloured liquid and wish it was Scotch. I don’t understand why I’m not in a party mood tonight.

“It has been. You haven’t felt like entertaining lately?”

“Even if we did, would you have come?”

I smile down at Megan. “I’m always ready to come…to a party.”

Megan rolls her eyes. “Nice try. I know you and Del are too wrapped up with your mystery woman to think about old friends.”

“You know Del; likes to keep things to himself.” I glance around, wondering if anyone here knows we broke things off with Amy.

“Yes, but you don’t. You’re always ready to share.”

“It’s been nice just the three of us,” I admit. And it had been. “But I thought it would be nice to see you tonight.”

“I’m glad it’s working out for you.” Megan clinks her glass with mine. “And I’m glad you’re here. Paul’s very happy to see you.”

“Very happy?”

“He might be…if you’re so inclined.” I raise an eyebrow. Megan and Paul are old friends but I hadn’t thought about tonight… “Mingle for a little while longer,” Megan says, dropping a kiss on my cheek. “We’ll be here all night.”

I watch her walk away, hips swaying under her printed crinkle skirt. Megan does the sexy boho style well—she’s tall and curvy, her full breasts outlined in the thin tank top, which showcases her biceps. Every time I see Megan’s arms, I tell myself I need to exercise more, which can be a little distracting when we’re naked and in bed together.

Even considering that, I consider her offer. It might be fun; it’s been a while since I’ve been the HBB—hot, bisexual, babe. It’s always easy with the two of them, relaxed and fun.

But am I too tense for relaxed and fun tonight? I need something, someone. Ever since the other night when I saw William again…

How does he know? Did someone tell him that things ended with Amy? How can that be, since we haven’t told anyone?

Not that breaking up with your girlfriend—a girlfriend you shared with your husband—is something easily announced. Delancey Ecker and Iliya Smoak regretfully announce that their relationship with Amy Ingleside has ended because she turned out to be a manipulative bitch.

But Amy isn’t a bitch. I know her. I don’t know why she acted like that, but there must have been a reason.

I sound like a lovesick puppy. I can’t betray my husband by giving Amy too much credit.

Regardless of what happened with Amy, there was William last week, staring at me across the restaurant. Del and I had gone out with my sister and her family to celebrate our father’s birthday. Even if Sofija and her disapproving air hadn’t been with me, Del had been, so I sat frozen in place, conscious of William’s patronizing smile and sexy legs folded under the table across the restaurant.

He still looked good, dressed stylishly, the crease in his pants as sharp as the way he watched me. Age seemed to improve his attractiveness. William Burgess looks like what he is—a successful businessman who likes his sailboat and his club memberships around the city. He’s intelligent, well-dressed, charismatic, not to mention extremely wealthy. From the outside, no one would have any idea about the depraved nature within.

I know first-hand what William is like, and I haven’t been able to stop thinking about him since that night.

I’m seated on the floor of the Megan and Paul’s living room, laughing with some friends later that evening when Patrice comes up to me. “Iliya, I met someone here who knows you.”

“A lot of people here know me,” I tell her wryly and get a laugh from the others.

Patrice shakes her head. “No, he says you know him from years ago. Before Del.”

“Again—I’ve known a few men before Del.” I shift on the floor, pulling my legs up and to the side so I can lean over to the table to retrieve my wine.

“His name is William. William Burgess.”

Instead of catching the stem of the glass between my fingers, I knock it with my hand. It’s only Patrice’s quick movement that saves the glass from spilling and spreading wine over the table.

“William?” I ask, after my glass has settled and I’ve taken a welcome gulp, willing my heart to continue beating at normal pace. I resist the urge to scan the room. He can’t be…

Of course he can. It’s a small world; I’m sure he knows Paul…

“Sexy looking older guy,” Patrice offers. “Well, maybe not that old…” I roll my eyes. At twenty-five, Patrice is ten years younger than I am. I prefer maturity to excitability, but clearly there are many here who like young, pretty things. “He was in the hall towards the bedroom a few minutes ago. He’s—”

“Not my type,” I finish. “But thanks for the info.”

I last exactly fifty-two seconds before I murmur an excuse and head for the hall.

Patrice can’t be right. There’s no way William is here tonight. This isn’t his scene. He’s—

“Iliya.” The voice interrupts—formal and clipped, sounding British but without the accent. “This is a nice surprise.”

—here.

I stare at William, noticing the gray peppering his dark hair, the extra lines around his face. He’s the only man at the party wearing a tie and my breath catches as I remember the feel of silk wrapped around my wrists. “I’m sure it is.”

He smiles at me, his polite, public smile. But his eyes are hard and hungry, searching my face, my body for weaknesses. “It’s been a long time.”

“It has.” His eyes pull me in, dark and deep, like a bottomless pit. And his mouth—William may be speaking but I can only think about how that mouth felt touching my body.

“Too long,” he says in a low voice. Already his arm is reaching for me and although my head screams at me to run, get away, I lean into him. His hand touches my elbow, caressing my upper arm, knuckles grazing my breast. “I’ve missed you.”

“No, you haven’t.” I suppress a shiver at his touch. His fingers are warm against my skin, his thumb stroking the inside of my elbow. “You’ve missed your playtoy. That’s all I was to you. And I’m sure you were quick to find another.”

“As did you,” he chides. “But how can you say that, Iliya? You were so much more to me. You were a partner, in every sense of the word.”

“I didn’t see any of that partnership when you locked me in that room for two days.”

William’s smile is predatory. “But didn’t we have fun when I let you out?”

His other hand slides around my waist as graceful as a snake; I’m trapped. I need to pull away, run away but William tugs me closer, pressing me against him.

No one has ever excited me as much as William does. Even after all this time.

“You remember how much fun we had, don’t you, Iliya?”

I lick my lips, regretting the confession even before the word slips out of my mouth. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, William.”

His hand slides over my ass and I know he’s searching for my panty line. When we were together, I was never allowed to wear underwear. Panties proved to be an impediment when he would sit beside me in a restaurant, the table cloth thankfully preventing other guests from noticing how William’s hand was up my skirt, bringing me to a silent orgasm.

William liked to make me come in public places, in private places, in front of others.

He clicks his tongue as his fingers skim the thin elastic of my thong. “Those need to come off.”

I don’t reply because I’m torn between telling him to fuck off and ripping off the offending undergarments. Also, his finger caressing the crack of my ass is distracting and it’s becoming difficult to breathe, let alone form coherent words.

William can easily make me come with a few flicks of his fingers right here. Or his tongue. And his cock…

He hasn’t even kissed me and I’m already lost in the past.

“Who are you with tonight?”

This isn’t a question of whether Del is with me tonight. William knows about Del, although I wasn’t the one who told him when we married. “No one,” I tell William.

I shiver when he gives me a knowing smile. “Then let me take care of you tonight.”

My body betrays me. I know what William is offering and I know I should walk away. Nothing good will come from this. But I can’t move.

As if he’s aware of my hesitation, William runs his fingertips down my arm and takes my hand in his. With his other arm holding me firmly around the waist, anyone watching would think he’s about to lead me into a dance.

A different kind of dance.

“Iliya,” he murmurs, bending to whisper into my ear. I feel his breath on my neck an instant before his lips find the sensitive skin. He drops kisses along my neck, punctuated by little flickers of his tongue. “Don’t make me beg.”

Usually I’m the one begging.
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Megan and Paul enjoy hosting parties where their guests are free to play with others in a safe environment. And since Paul also enjoys voyeurism, they put in a two-way mirror between two of the bedrooms.

I recognize the room as soon as William opens the door.

“You look beautiful tonight,” William tells me as the door shuts firmly behind me. Our hands are still clasped together and he raises them, admiring the way my dark orange coloured shift flatters my colouring and curves. I’ve worn my long hair loose and it falls to the middle of my back. “You’ve grown your hair.” I soak up his admiration. He skims his free hand over my curves, returning to cup my breast. “And you’ve gained a few pounds. It suits you.”

I don’t argue because he’s telling the truth. This man used to know the contours of my body better than anyone. He still does.

He recognizes my needs and desires and understands my limits.

He knows what I want even before I do.

“Take off your dress,” William demands. His voice changes and so has his expression. The natural charm and smiles have vanished leaving a man solely in control.

There is a heaviness between my legs, excitement begins to churn in my body. I want to press myself against him…

But instead I turn warily to the wall. “The mirror…” Who is on the other side? Who is watching this?

Who will watch me lose control?

“Are you questioning me?” His voice snaps like a whip. 

“No. I’m not questioning you.” My voice drops, my body curves inward and I bow my head to him.

I have it all—a wonderful, supportive, loving husband, who understands who I am and tolerates my need to play with others. Del recognizes I’m unable to be monogamous and accepts me being with others.

But he can’t comprehend how my body craves men like William, and what they do to me. He doesn’t understand it and I can’t explain it, so I keep this side hidden from him.

I have to keep it private if I want Del to keep loving me.

William takes my chin in his hand, forcing me to meet his eyes. He hands are soft; the hands of a man not accustomed to manual labor, soft and supple, but hard as steel under the skin.

There no longer is any gentleness to his touch. “Take off that dress. Now.”

How can something—someone—excite and disgust me at the same time?

And that is the mystery of William.

“Iliya,” he says, becoming annoyed because of my reluctance.

I pull the zipper reluctantly, slowly drawing the straps of my dress over my shoulders until it slithers down my body to lie in a puddle at my feet.

William steps back and appraises me like he’s at an auction and I’m up for bid. Instinct has me standing straight and tall, sucking in my stomach and arching my back to flatter my full breasts. I stare straight forward.

William runs his fingers under the elastic on my lacy panties and yanks, as if he’s trying to rip them off. “Off. Now.”

I slip them off, and my bra follows. I know how to undress to tease, to torment; sliding one off garment at a time to prolong the anticipation for everyone involved. William doesn’t want that. He likes to make me uncomfortable and self-conscious, displaying his dominance in every way.

He’s wants total control over me and we both know he has it.

How did I fall back into this role so quickly?

“Are you trying to be a good girl so I’ll fuck you? Is that what you want?” William looms behind me, cupping my heavy breasts in his hands and fondling them roughly. In the mirror, my reflection bites my lip as William pushes two fingers into my mouth, wetting them with my own saliva before rolling my nipple, tugging and pulling. I close my eyes as a shot of desire fills my pussy, like a cord connects my breast with the area between my legs.

I detach myself from the situation. Physically, I enjoy the sensations but mentally I’ve shut down. I don’t want to think about anything else—not what those watching will think of me, not what Del will think. Nothing but how it feels for William to touch me.

Leaving my breasts, William’s hands drop between my legs. There’s no teasing tonight; his finger grazes my clit as he slides another inside me.

“You’re always so wet, always ready for it,” William growls in my ear. His hot breath tickles my neck as he thrusts two fingers inside me. In and out, in and out—my hips press forward into his hand, legs widening to give him better access. My breathing is already a raspy pant. “Such a slutty bitch. You’re ready to beg for it. I could slide into this pussy right now and fuck you senseless. You’d be screaming in no time. Is that what you want?”

“Yes.” I say to the mirror. My eyes are heavy with desire, mouth slightly open, focused on William’s hands exploring my body. His fingers sliding in and out of my aching pussy. I want his cock in me. I want his mouth…

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I want you to fuck me, William.”

With a strong hand on my back, he pushes so I’m bent over, grasping my hips tightly and grinding against me. For a heady moment I think he will fuck me, fast and furious, and this will all be over.

But he doesn’t.

“You’re not asking nicely.” A whimper escapes me as his fingers return between my legs, turning to a gasp as his thumb rubs my clit. “You’re always so responsive. Always ready for it. Slut.”

“Please,” I whisper.

“Too late. Time for play.” William is tall, with long arms and dexterous fingers so it’s a simple maneuver for him reach between my legs, to thrust inside with his fingers while rubbing my clit with his thumb. “They’re watching you,” he whispers.

The sounds of wetness fill the room, along with my ragged breathing as William relentlessly brings me to the edge with his fingers. If I come, then he’ll fuck me and this won’t go any farther. If he fucks me, it’s over and I won’t have to see him again.

If he fucks me now, I won’t have to tell Del.

“Do you want them to see you come?” he whispers. “You’re going to come soon aren’t you, Iliya? And everyone is going to see your face and hear you scream. They’ll all know. Do you want me to stop?”

“No.” I keep my eyes closed as if it will stop the others from watching. I’ve been a voyeur on occasion and enjoyed it, but I’ve never liked being an exhibitionist. And William knows this. He knows all my boundaries.

But he also knows how much his touch excites me. How the sound of his voice telling me what he’s going to do to me arouses me. William knows that with him, the anticipation alone can practically make me come.

“I’m going to stop now,” he tells me, a moment before he whisks his hand away and stepping back so abruptly I stumble forward. He drags a heavy wooden chair a few feet from the mirror. “Sit,” he orders, like I’m dog.

I swallow, my heart racing with excitement, my pussy swollen and aching. If I sit there, those on the other side will see everything. Everything. “Can we move—?”

In a split second, William grabs me by the back of my neck and bends me over the bed, my face angled towards the mirror. “No,” he says calmly, despite his quick movements, despite the sharp sting of his hand as he slaps my bare ass. “I like it right there.”

My gasp is loud in the quiet room, the shock of the slap sending me reeling. I can’t move under his strong grasp. He wraps my long hair around his hand, smoothing his hand possessively across my ass before spanking me again.

That one is going to leave a mark.

I fight to stop struggling against his hold, to submit to his dominance. I’ve forgotten the effort it takes to give in.

But my body hasn’t forgotten the pleasure and it’s my physical reactions that prompt me to remain still. The only response I allow myself the quick intake of my breath.

He spanks me again and again, bright flashes of pain mixing with my bubbling excitement.

“You continue to disobey me,” William says in a cold voice. Another smack. Four slaps with his hand, one more to go. “It’s because you like this, don’t you? You’re such a dirty slut, aren’t you?” A final spank and I start to breathe again, so aroused and wanting to grind myself against the bed to find a release.

There is a quick sound of a zipper before William shoves his cock inside me, thrusting roughly as my legs crash into the side of the bed.

“Stop,” I tell him. “William! Condom.”

“You’re telling me what to do?” he barks. A final hard thrust, like he’s trying to find the core of me, and another slap, so hard a sharp yelp escapes me.

“You need to use a condom,” I say breathlessly, still bent over the bed as he pulls out. I resist the urge to rub my reddened ass cheeks.

“It’s your fault, provoking me with your ass in the air like this. Common little slut.” He trails his fingers over the hyper-sensitive skin before driving them deep between my legs. I gasp as he thrusts into me, and whimper when he stops. “Look what happens. You’re so ready for me. But not yet. I want to taste you first.”

He grips me by the back of my neck again and pushes me painfully into the chair. “Sit down.”

I give him no argument this time. I know from the past that the pain will fade as my arousal grows even more. I sit, gripping the armrests with cold fingers as William rummages through a drawer of the nightstand, trying to control my breathing. I want his lips, his tongue…I want his mouth on me…

He pulls out several lengths of red ribbon and sets about tying me to the chair; wrists to the armrests, ankles to the legs so I’m forced to sit with my legs spread wide.

I have a suspicion this won’t be quick. William wants to play, and wants an audience. All I can think about is the feel of his hand on my ass, his cock inside me. His fingers touching, his mouth…

I do my best to ignore the mirror, not to think about who might be watching.

Once I’m tied securely, William stands before me. “Look at you sitting like that, legs spread for everyone to have a look. You’re trying to tempt them, nothing but a slutty tease,” he smirks. “Is that what you are? Look at yourself!” He jerks my chin up so I’m staring into the mirror, into the unseen eyes on the other side. “Or maybe you’d rather not watch yourself?” With slow ceremony, he undoes his tie. I see his desire in his blue eyes, lust, but no anger. When William is angry, when he really wants to punish, he can get nasty. Tonight, William only wants to play.

He wraps his tie around my eyes and the mirror vanishes. “They can still see you. And they can see this.” He jerks my head forward, holding me by the hair and shoves his cock against my lips, forcing me to take him into my mouth. I taste my own juices.

“Dirty cunt,” William groans. “I want to fuck your mouth. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Wouldn’t you?” He yanks my hair so I know he wants a response. I give him a low moan, the only thing I can manage with him forcing his cock down my throat.

The moan is real; even with the rude manhandling, I’ve never been so excited.

This is what I want, what I crave.

“Fuck,” he drawls as he pulls out of my mouth, leaving a trail of salvia behind. I can’t even move my arms to wipe my mouth. “You’re lucky I’m in the mood to play.”

Reaching down between my spread legs, he flicks my clit with his finger and I whimper. “This what you want?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?” he prompts, his finger hovering a breath above the sensitive nub.

Thrusting my hips up, I push myself against his hand. “Yes, please…oh god, your mouth please, William,” I beg and he laughs.

“That’s what I want. You acting like a dirty little slut and begging for it.” I can hear him settle himself on the floor between my legs as my breathing quickens even more with the anticipation of what he’s about to do.

His mouth…his tongue…

The thought of the two way mirror fades from my mind, the pain from his slaps forgotten. I stare unseeing into the fabric of his tie.

Yanking my thighs forward, William spreads my legs as wide as they can go. I feel his breathe an instant before his tongue touches my clit, surprising a cry out of me. “Let’s play a game,” he suggests between leisurely licks that send shivers through me. “If you make a noise, I’ll have to stop.”

“No!” I cry. I’m very vocal, and William knows this.

“Yes.” His hands hold my thighs as his dips his tongue inside me. “Do you want me to stop?”

“No…please…” My body arches towards him, ready to give him more, give him everything.

“Then be quiet.” I bite my lip to stifle a moan as he thrusts deeper inside me, his tongue like a determined little penis.

I’ve spent a lot of time with William and learned a great many things about him, one of which is he gives better head than almost anyone I know.

Slowly, ever so slowly, he licks with a feather-light touch, stopping only for his tongue to probe inside me. He’s not exactly gentle, but the earlier surge of violence is over, if I can only keep quiet. With lips pressed together, I do my best to muffle my cries as William trails his tongue through my wetness; long lashes, taunting touches. Teasing me, tormenting me. With the barest flickers of his tongue he explores me, spreading my lips with careful fingers, tasting, touching. I bite my lip, fighting to stifle my cries, my pleas for more, please more.

I arch my back, straining against the bindings and press my pussy forward, desperate for more, for him to take everything I’m offering.

But William isn’t ready to give me more. I can feel his breath on my clit, but he refuses to touch it. Around and around, nudging it just a bit, then flitting away to delve deep inside me. The blindfold increases my other senses and I can hear everything, from his breath, the sounds of his tongue against my wetness, the creak of the chair as I pull against the ribbons. My quick, panting breath as I fight to control myself.

More. I want more. The teasing is too much.

I imagine what I look like to those watching on the other side of the mirror. Who is it? Paul, Megan? Patrice? What are they thinking? Is it getting them excited?

William finally wiggles his tongue lightly against my clit, carelessly, like he has no regard to what I want, what I need. I taste blood as bite my lip, trying to stifle my moans.

Moremoremore

Suddenly he surrounds my clit with his mouth and sucks hard. And I can’t stop the cry that escapes.

Immediately, William raises his head. “You can’t be quiet.”

“No, please—please don’t stop!” I push my hips forward, twisting towards him. I hear him stand up, move away from me, leaving me wanting. “William, please…”

“You know the rules,” he says rudely.

“No, please, I’ll be quiet. I’ll be good!” I squirm in the chair, desperate for more of his touch. There’s a tap and moment later, I hear the door open.

“What’s going on?” I demand, panicked.

William doesn’t say anything and I hear someone kneel between my legs. It’s not him, the touch is different, gentle…

“Who’s there?” And then another mouth between my legs. “Oh, god!”

“Quiet,” William warns. “Same rules apply.”

Whoever it is forgoes the teasing and goes straight for my clit. Licking, sucking…the pleasure is intense and it’s all I can do to keep quiet. I finally cry out as fingers are thrust inside me.

“Stop,” William orders.

He repeats this three more times, always just as I’m on the cusp of an orgasm. Three times he stops it, because I’ve cried out. And each time, there’s a pause and the door opens and someone enters the room. And each time someone enters, it’s them who kneel between my legs, and it’s their mouth that teases and torments me, until I can’t control myself.

Each have their own style. One uses fingers, thrusting deep within, searching for my G-spot as they frantically lick me. One goes for my ass, licking the length of me before pushing their tongue inside me, and then a finger, thrusting as they tease me with their tongue. I last only seconds with the one with the soft touch and the ferocious sucking ability.

I’m begging by the end, not caring who is watching or listening, not caring about my self-respect as I beg loudly for someone, anyone to fuck me, fuck me so hard, I need to come…

And then it’s William’s mouth back between my legs, and he’s sucking my clit so hard I feel I’m about to explode and I do, with a harsh cry, but William doesn’t stop, licking and sucking and I’m coming again and again, with a scream that fills the room. That’s when he stops, and with a quick jerk of his hands, unties the binding around my legs and yanks them up. And then he’s inside me, thrusting roughly, fucking me as hard and as fast as I would ever want it. I can only grip the armrests of the chair, hanging on while yet another wave of pleasure courses through me, causing me to scream out again, and cry out his name.
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The next morning I pause in the door of my bedroom to watch Del sleep. He’s sprawled on his back, with one arm flung across the pillow still holding the imprint of my head. My heart catches at his beauty.

This is one of those times where I have a tinge of regret that Del isn’t enough for me.

I’m ashamed about last night. William has been out of my life since I married Del only minutes after seeing him last night, I turned into a shameless, wanton stranger. How many people did he let into that room? How many did he allow to taste me? And it didn’t end after William fucked me—he threw me on the bed, still with hands tied and eyes covered. Two other men fucked me, and even though I had no idea who they were, I moaned and begged for them, frantically writhing under their rough touch. They spanked me, slapped me, again and again. They held me down. I had a cock thrust into my mouth and one up my ass. I felt the trembling quivers of a strange body as I made a woman come with my mouth, just as she did the same to me.

I was nothing but a playtoy for the group of them, and I don’t even know who they were.

William left me spent on the bed as he ushered them out, laughing and sounding satisfied with themselves. I didn’t recognize any of the voices, so I can only assume they were guests William brought with him. Did he know I was going to be there? Did he come there for me, or was I just a convenient body to play with?

I’ve never felt so disgusted with myself, even as the memory of it heats my blood again. Last night was one of the worst, but not as bad as the night William released me from the room he had locked me in. That was…

I’m not sure why I let them treat me like that. Why I like it.

I don’t like it the next day, though.

Del stirs, as if he senses me watching him. His hand searches the pillow for me. “Ili?” he mumbles without opening his eyes.

“I’m here,” I tell him softly, reluctant to approach the bed. I showered for a half hour when I finally got home last night, long and hot. I vanquished every trace of William and the others but I’m still afraid to be close to Del. Afraid he’ll know what I did. “I’m meeting Jane this morning.”

“Jane.” Still half asleep, Del smiles at the mention of my best friend. “How was last night?”

“Fine.”

He opens his green eyes at my tone. “Everything okay?”

How can I keep this from him? Normally when I go out to play, I return home full of details to share with him. My husband likes seeing me with other woman, and he likes hearing about it as well. I’ve always told him about what I did, and with who.

It’s how our arrangement works.

But I can’t tell him about William. Del doesn’t even like to spank me, refusing to understand how I can enjoy the pain. He keeps telling me that I’m a strong, confident woman, that I should never allow others to intentionally hurt me, regardless of how much pleasure I receive from it. He’s open to a lot of things, but not that.

He definitely wouldn’t understand why I let them use me last night.

“Fine. Good. I’ve got to go,” I tell him. “Love you.”

“You too. Have a good walk.”

I don’t kiss him and I don’t look back as I head to the door, even though I can tell he’s watching me.

***

Jane is her usual talkative self this morning. She’s so funny, and always says exactly what’s on her mind. Plus, she’ll talk without needing a response, so I have time to wonder what I’m going to tell Del.

I can’t tell him about William; he won’t understand. It will disappoint him and I hate doing that.

I can’t keep it from him; Del and I have a relationship based on honesty.

The only time I’ve ever lied to him is about Amy.

If I still had Amy, William wouldn’t have this affect on me. She could—would—sate my urges. Threesomes with someone like Amy fill the need. I hate to admit it, but I want more than just my husband, as wonderful as he is. I need more.

If I had Amy, William wouldn’t be a problem.

“I don’t understand why Tom keeps insisting on Tuesday night sex,” Jane complains as we head towards Starbucks. “He knows I stay up to watch Criminal Minds and I’m always too tired in the morning if he keeps me up much longer than eleven.”

What was I doing at eleven o’clock last night? I wonder bleakly. Who was I doing?

For the last two years, Jane and I have shared a morning walk. We meet at six thirty in the morning, enjoy a brisk three kilometer walk around the neighbourhood and through the ravine and top it off at the local Starbucks for a coffee. Jane claims to be addicted to the stuff. She says any sort of caffeine will do, but what she really likes is to start her morning off with a caramel frappucino.

She thinks if she gets it with soy milk, it will offset the whipped cream.

I have no idea if she enjoys whipped cream with anything else.

As close as I am to her, I can’t picture Jane having sex. I know it’s odd to think about your best friend having sex with her husband, but there aren’t many people who I don’t imagine having sex. Are they kinky? Are they loud? Who initiates? Favourite position?

There are quite a few people in my life that I know the answers to these questions, but Jane isn’t one of them. If we would start talking about Jane’s sex life, then that would lead to discussions about mine, and Jane couldn’t handle that.

I don’t have any friends I can talk to about my sex life, not unless they have been a part of it. That number is long and distinguished. Talking to Jane would open a can of worms that I would never be able to clean up. How would I even begin to tell her about William, let alone the fact that Del allows me to go to swinger parties?

“But was it good?” I ask Jane, feigning interest as hold the door open for her. This is about how far we’ll go with the sex talk. Blanket comments, no details. Nothing about how it feels to be touched in a certain way.

Nothing about how my stomach keeps flipping over whenever my mind drifts to William. Which it won’t stop doing.

“Oh, it’s always good,” she assures me. “As much as I like to complain, Tom is always amazing. Or maybe he isn’t,” she adds, after a pause. “I haven’t had much to compare him with.” 

“I’m sure he’s great.”

Jane glances over at me and there’s another pause, awkward this time. This should be an opportunity for me to comment about my experiences but for the sake of our friendship, I prefer not to do that.

But luckily, Jane quickly claims a new distraction. “I bet he’d be great,” she says in a low voice.

I turn to see who has caught her attention and see the familiar figure of Aidan ahead of us, sauntering down the street towards Starbucks. “Are you crushing on my handyman?” I ask Jane with a grin, pleased with the change of topic.

“He’s done some work for us, so that makes him my handyman, too!”

“You’re pretty possessive about my handyman, aren’t you?” I tease.

“He’s my handyman, too!” We laugh together, both of us admiring our handyman as he disappears through the door. Aidan is tall, broad and as brawny as the guy on the paper towels. “Can’t you picture him in a kilt?” Jane muses, her voice sounding like she’s about to swoon. “With that red hair, he’s got to be Scottish.”

“Can you picture him with an accent? He’d be irresistible.”

“Oh, I think he’s pretty irresistible now!”

“You sound like a fourteen year old!”

Jane scoffs. “I sound like a cougar. What is he, twenty years younger than me?”

“Maybe ten if you’re lucky. Sorry, but you’re definitely not cougar material yet, even though you have an urge to watch the high school boys walk by and whistle.”

“I wouldn’t whistle,” Jane objects as we follow Aidan into the coffee shop. “Maybe smile at them, but no whistling. I won’t be responsible for them feeling objectified.”

“I don’t think they’d feel objectified; I think they’d be panting at your door asking for more!”

“How old are high school boys?” Jane asks idly as we take our place in line. I see Aidan’s red head a few spots away, standing almost a head taller than anyone else in line.

“Too young for you. Del teaches at the high school, don’t forget. That would be so very wrong. But I think Aidan would be a good age for you,” I muse, watching Aidan’s profile as he grins at the barista behind the counter.

“Like I said, he’d be good for anyone,” Jane says, lowering her voice. “Can you imagine being in bed with him? Those arms, and his hands…”

William’s hands were all over me last night, cool against my over-heated skin. And when he spanked me…

His fingers…

His cock…

I give my head a little shake, desperately trying to rid these thoughts. This isn’t the time to be reminiscing about what happened last night with William. What if I accidently blurt out something? Even thought I would love to share how William made me come so hard that I thought I might pass out, I know I can’t cross that line of friendship.

I can’t tell her I was with another man. Or another woman. Who knows what she would think?

I glance around at the busy coffee shop. What would any of these people think if they knew what I did last night? If they knew how many people I let fuck me?

The shame of the night washes over me again, as does the helpless excitement at the thought of strange hands on my body, mouths touching me, cocks fucking me…

“Hey, Iliya.” Aidan stands before me, a jumbo size to-go cup in his hand. His smile is as wide as his shoulders. “Hi, Jane.”

“Hello.” I suspect it’s taking much of Jane’s willpower not to drop her eyes to check out Aidan’s impressive body. He’s very muscular, looks quite active. But unless he’s about to use those muscles to tie me down and that broad hand to spank my ass, I’m not interested.

I can’t see Aidan being into anything but vanilla, man-on-top sex.

It’s too bad. I’m sure I could show him a few things.

“I’ve got you down for Friday,” Aidan tells me. “Del says that leaky shower is driving you crazy.”

“I’m just not getting the pressure I need,” I tell him slyly, wondering if he’ll pick up on why I would need lots of pressure from a shower head.

Aidan blinks. “I’ll be happy to help you with that,” he says slowly, his eyes drifting lower. Aidan is a sweetheart, but easily distracted by my breasts, like most men. “I’m at Mrs. Helgas’ this morning.”

“Aren’t you lucky?” I roll my eyes.

“She’s a nice lady,” Aidan protests diplomatically, eyes back on my face. “Maybe not as fun to hang out with like either of you…”

“You think we’d be fun, do you?” Jane asks. That tone is definitely flirtatious. I’d better make sure she stays away from the high school boys.

Aidan shakes his head. “Mrs. Married Lady, I can only imagine how much fun you’d be.” With that smile, I expect Jane to quickly turn into a puddle at Aidan’s feet. “I’d better to get to work,” he tells us ruefully.

“You’re kind of early, aren’t you?”

“’Better three hours early than a minute too late.’ Shakespeare,” he adds when Jane and I share the same blank expression.

“Shakespeare,” I echo.  

“See you Friday,” he says to me with a last blinding white smile. “Jane, let me know when you want to get that baby’s room painted.”

“Will do. He quotes Shakespeare,” she murmurs as Aidan heads to the door.

“Uh oh. You’re in trouble.” I feign a disapproving tone, even though I think a Jane-Aidan hook-up would be quality entertainment for both of them.

But unlike me, Jane sticks to her marital vow of forsaking all others.

What’s the fun of that?

And is it cheating if your husband knows what you’re doing?

But Del doesn’t know about William.

And like an infinite loop, my thoughts return to last night.

Jane is still talking about Aidan and I’m torn between her and my myriad of thoughts, so distracted that I almost miss her.

Amy.

She’s standing in line right in front of us.

I know it’s her, even though I can’t see her face.

The rounded shoulders, slightly hunched as if she’s trying to hide herself from view. How many times have I seen that narrow waist clutched in Del’s hands, felt her tight ass with my own hands?

The way her hair falls right above the curve of her neck, the skin soft and supple and so sensitive. I could make her whimper just from kissing that very same spot.

I forget about William and how I screamed and begged last night.

Amy.

If I lean forward, I might be able to smell her scent;coconut, like a day at the beach, dissolving into a more musky, feminine scent as I travel down her body…

“Smells delicious, doesn’t it?”

Jane doesn’t react as I lean forward, speaking almost in Amy’s ear. I often talk to strangers during our walks, but this isn’t a stranger.

But it’s not Amy.

The brief glance over her shoulder; green eyes instead of brown, a wide mouth curving up at the corner rather than Amy’s full lips.

But it has to be Amy.

I touch her shoulder, my finger wanting to caress the soft skin, needing her to turn around so I can be sure.

It has to be her.
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It’s not Amy.

Kenna. Kenna MacTavish. With a body that reminds me of a sapling swaying in the breeze; lean against it too sharply and it will break.

She looks delicate, like she’s broken and still healing. There’s something about her eyes—green like Del’s but a sludgy, muddy green that sparks something inside me. Kenna has a wary look about her, like she’s expecting the worst to happen, but when she smiles, her eyes are lit with a brilliant twinkle that puts Del’s beautiful eyes to shame.

Kenna conveniently forgot her wallet at Starbucks. I insist that Jane and I drop it off at her house, seizing the opportunity to find out a little more about the Amy look-alike.

She lives only a few streets away from me, in a tiny bungalow. I don’t wait for an invitation; even though we clearly got her out of the shower, I need to get inside.

On second glance, Kenna is nothing like Amy. I can’t put my finger on what it is that draws me to her. It’s more than her appearance, even though I’m very taken with that. Kenna seems sweet and pure and in need of help. I find myself wanting to take care of her, which is surprising because I don’t have a maternal bone in my body.

If I had someone so sweet and unsullied in my life, I wouldn’t fall into William’s trap. I would stay far away from him because I’d be afraid of corrupting her.

Kenna would be able to keep me away from William. Even though she would never know about him, I would cut him out of my life to protect her.

I would do that.

She’s a writer, like Del.

She’s like Del. Quiet and thoughtful, and both in love with their creativity. I wish nothing more than if Del would quit teaching and write full time, but he loves teaching too. And despite the overwhelming success of his first book, Del hasn’t been able to produce anything other than a short story for a third rate literary magazine.

I think Del would like her.

I can’t believe it when Kenna tells us she’s divorced. Jane is close to forty, and I may be only thirty-six but Kenna seems like a generation younger. Naïve. Innocent.

I wonder what the husband did to her.

I hope he hasn’t ruined her ability to trust.

I can’t stop imagining how soft her skin will be.

I wonder if her body is like Amy’s—long and sinewy, muscles tight from countless hours of yoga and tiny breasts with extremely sensitive nipples.

I love the flush of infatuation I feel when I meet someone I’m attracted to. And what I love about my lifestyle, is that I can allow myself to feel it. I don’t have to hide it away, push it down and keep it secret, only allowing myself to fantasize about the person when I’m alone or late at night in bed.

How do other married couples do it? I’ve never been in an adult relationship where I’ve remained monogamous. Thank goodness Del is so tolerant and accepting. I don’t know what I’d do if he insisted I be faithful only to him.

I am faithful in that I come home to Del at night, every night. And I love him with all my heart. But my body needs the excitement of others as well.

It’s like I’m two people. The woman who loves Del more than life itself. And then woman who aches for the touch of other women.

Maybe three people, because I also can’t stop thinking about William and what he can do to my body.

“So what did you and Del do last night?” Jane asks as we walk home after dropping off Kenna’s wallet. I’m surprised by the question. If Del and I do something worth mentioning, I always tell Jane during our walk. I’ve long suspected she’s afraid of asking, in case I’ll tell her the truth.

“Del was home. I went out for dinner with friends.”

At least that’s part of the truth.

“You’re so lucky he lets you go out whenever you want,” Jane sighs. “Not that Tom wouldn’t let me, but it’s such a hassle to organize. When I want to go out with my sister, we have to plan weeks in advance, to make sure it’s not a night Tom has hockey. Plus, I have to keep reminding him not to work late. Then I have to get the kids fed, and answer twenty thousand questions about where I’m going and why they can’t come with me…”

“It’s easier without kids,” I tell her with a smile, so she can tell I’m not upset. As a rule, I don’t like talking about my life without kids. It’s my business. I’ve never even told Jane the truth about why Del and I have never had kids—that it was a botched abortion that an old boyfriend forced me to have that rendered me infertile, not just a decision that we made.

Because I don’t think it was a decision Del would make. He’s a teacher. He loves kids. As for me, I can take them or leave them. I think I’m too selfish to be a mother. And I don’t think our lifestyle—my lifestyle—would work with kids. I’ve never told Del this, perversely grateful that the decision is out of my hands. I can’t have kids, which is fine for me, because I don’t want them anyway.

Some days I feel bad for Del. He would have made a great father.

“As much as I love them, my kids are a damper on my social life,” Jane confides. “If I had one anymore, that is. When I think about all the times Tom and I used go out, staying out to all hours of the morning…there’s no way I can do that now. Not only because I’d still have to wake up at six a.m, but because a babysitter to look after the kids would cost a fortune! And my parents are afraid to take all three kids; they think the kids will gang up on them and take over the house.”

“I’ve met your kids. That’s a possibility,” I tell her, not exactly joking.

“True,” Jane laughs. What I like about Jane is that she’s not one of those parents who are blind to their children’s fault. Jane knows quite well that her three kids can, and often are, little buggers and she won’t ignore the fact. “Isn’t it cool that Kenna is a kids’ writer. I can’t wait to tell the kids. You have to introduce her to Del.”

“I plan on it,” I say.
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Del is eating breakfast in the kitchen when I get back, already dressed in his school day attire of jeans, button-down shirt and a colourful tie. This one is green with purple flowers and his jeans are new, and hug his hips and ass. I don’t think I would have been able to control myself in high school if I had a teacher who looks as good as Del.

As it was, I spent a month getting after school help from the French teacher.

I’m fluent in French.

“You had a long walk this morning,” Del comments from his bowl of cereal when I burst into the kitchen. “I couldn’t wait for you in bed but I’ve got time—”

“I met someone! She looks just like Amy.”

Del narrows his green eyes. “Is that a good thing?” he asks carefully.

“She doesn’t look exactly like her. She reminded me of her so I started talking to her and saw she wasn’t Amy, just sort of similar. Tall and thin, and the hair was similar but she wasn’t Amy.” I speak quickly, doing my best to separate the two women. I shouldn’t have mentioned Amy. Del has made it clear he doesn’t want any reminders about her. “I think you’d like her.”

Del focuses on his bowl, but stops eating. “I thought we talked about this.” His voice is quiet, the way it goes when he’s annoyed with something. Del is so easy-going and rarely gets upset, but he’ll let things fester and build up before he will deal with it.

“I just want you to meet her.” I hear the pleading in my voice, regret not taking more time to prepare Del for the idea. As soon as I talked to Kenna, I knew she would be perfect for us. “She’s so sweet; sort of has this deer in the headlights thing going for her. Shy and quiet. She’s a writer, too. Writes kids’ books. She was in line at Starbucks and forgot her wallet so we dropped it off at her house. She lives pretty close.” Del only nods and continues eating. “I met her in Starbucks! It must be fate or something, because that’s where we met…”

“I would hope it’s a little different.”

Del doesn’t sound happy. “I wouldn’t have said anything to her without talking to you first,” I tell him earnestly. “Besides, Jane was there.”

“You just met her. I think it would scare her off if you told her you wanted to bring her home to be fucked by both of us.”

I’m stunned by the anger in his tone. “Del…”

“You don’t even know this woman and already you have a plan to get her in our bed.”

“I don’t—I just…” I take a deep breath, horrified at how wrong this is going. “I met a woman. She seems interesting. She’s attractive. Of course I thought—”

“Not everyone would have the same train of thought as you.” He smiles ruefully.

“I can’t help being attracted to her!”

“No, you can’t. So you met a cute girl that you want to bring home for me to meet. But I thought we were going to take a break,” Del says slowly. “You can do your thing with others if you need to—”

“If I need to?”

“You know what I mean. Your sex drive is a little higher than mine—than most people, but I’m not complaining…”

“I should hope not! Look at what you’ve got to experience.” Del has never once shamed me for anything I’ve done; he claims to understand and accept who I am. Even though I don’t always believe him, he knows I love him and he always comes first. Even with Amy, although she did her best to come between us. Del is my whole world.

Del holds up his hand, his eyes unsmiling. “I said I wasn’t complaining. This isn’t a criticism. It’s just—things didn’t end well with Amy and I don’t want to see you get hurt again.”

“Kenna isn’t like Amy.”

“And you can tell this from meeting her in Starbucks? Can you tell that from her coffee?”

“She drinks tea,” I say defensively. “And she has cats.”

“Great, so she’s a crazy cat lady.” He stands and takes his bowl to the sink, rinsing it before putting it in the dishwasher.

I take a deep breath. This isn’t how I wanted it to go. My phone vibrates in my pocket and I pull it out to check.

Again?

I’m falling, sinking into some deep, dark hole. If William has contacted me already, that means…

“Ili, I don’t want to upset you,” Del begins, turning away from the dishes. “It’s just–” 

I slam against him, wrapping my arms around him, trying to protect him from myself. “I just want you to be happy,” I say, breathing a sigh of relief as he returns the embrace. “I don’t need anyone else.”

“I don’t know if I can do that again,” Del admits, his mouth against my hair.

“It wouldn’t be like with Amy. I wouldn’t get so involved,” I promise into his strong chest. “We wouldn’t.”

I can’t get involved. Not with William.

“How can you say that? You’re ready to wine and dine this cat lady already.” Del pulls back, forcing me to meet his gaze. I pray he can’t see the betrayal in my eyes.

It’s not betrayal. He accepts that I was with someone else last night.

But he wouldn’t have wanted it to be with William.

“Kenna. Her name is Kenna.” I press my face back against his chest, breathing in his scent; masculine and outdoorsy with a tinge of soapy clean.

William wore too much cologne. I could still smell him on me when I got home last night.

“Pretty name,” Del relents, his arms tightening around me.

“Pretty everything. Just meet her. Please. She’s walking with us tomorrow.” I don’t give Del a chance to respond before I cup his ass. “When do you have to go?” I glance up at him from under my lashes, as I begin to unbutton his jeans.

“Iliya,” he groans as I begin to peel his jeans down his lean hips. “You can’t end all our fights with sex.”

“Was this a fight?” I drop to my knees on the kitchen floor, quickly freeing his cock from his boxers. My breath catches at the sight of it. Del is only semi-hard as I take him in my mouth, which means I feel him grow and twitch in my mouth.

Moving my lips along his shaft, I use my hand at the base of his cock. I don’t mind giving blowjobs—I find it quite liberating, in fact. Having such control over a man…

But this morning, I’m only doing this for foreplay. I want to be fucked. I need to be fucked. By my husband.

As soon as he stiffens in my mouth, Del pulls me to my feet and whirls me around to face the counter. With a quick yank, my leggings are around my ankles and Del bends me over the counter.

“What happened last night?” he asks huskily. His cock pushes between my legs and I manage to get one of my legs free of the restrictive leggings to widen my stance.

I groan as he thrusts inside me, from how good he feels and because I’m sore from last night. Del is all about foreplay except after I’ve been with someone else. Then he takes me hard and fast, rough and brutal, with no concern for anything but his own pleasure.

“They played with me,” I tell him, already short of breath from the few thrusts. That, at least, is the truth. “Teased me…” I groan again as Del thrusts deeper, his fingers tight on my hips. I push back against him, my back arching. “…oh, god, just like that!”

“I’m not letting you come,” Del tells me, his thrusts coming hard and fast. “You’re going to think about fucking me all day and not come until I get home.”

“No…please…” I pant. Already, I’m reaching for the release that he wants to deny me.

“They teased you…wanting you to moan and scream…” Del says hoarsely, his rhythmic thrusts distracting me from his words. “I want you to beg for it.”

Like I begged for it last night.

I wipe away thoughts of William and focus on Del. Del, whose cock is inside me, fucking me…

“Make me come!” I cry. “Please, Del! So good.”

Del pulls out until only his tip is inside me, pauses until I grind my hips back against him, before he thrusts inside with enough force to bang my legs against the counter. He does that four or five times, enough to have me begging for more. A scream turns to a moan of frustration as Del fucks me relentlessly, urgently, with no rhythm and I can tell he’s about to come.

I’m not close enough for an orgasm, but I know that’s what he wants. He wants me to have to wait for it, like he had to last night. So I stifle my whimper of frustration as he comes inside me with a harsh cry, and a final thrust.

“Don’t touch yourself today,” he orders in a hoarse voice, still crouching over me. “Because I’ll know. And I’ll punish you.”

I shiver at the thought of Del’s punishment even though I know it will be nothing like William’s.
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After Del leaves for work, I sit on my computer, but instead of checking in with clients, I sit on Facebook, browsing memes, checking out cute animal videos and updating on celebrity news. I spend an hour on Pinterest, supposedly looking at new collections from designers, but instead getting stuck on an adult only page about sexual positions.

I wonder if Del would like to try something like that?

I’m a personal stylist, working with a select stable of clients; I love my job and I’m very good at it, but it’s not that demanding. I own the company, make my own hours, have others working for me and only take on the clients I want to work with. But days like today, I wish I had a more challenging career, one that could take my mind off my personal life.

Del and I met almost five years ago, in a Starbucks, after he poured milk over the sleeve of my coat. He likes to say it was because he ‘was distracted by my beauty’ but I know it was because of the call he had just received from a literary agent, requesting to see the full manuscript of his book.

The book that became Age of Argos and won the Man Booker award, among countless others, making Del the darling of the literary world for a brief time. I’m so proud of his success and do everything I can think of to get him writing again, but with no luck. He’s had a serious case of writer’s block since he met me.

I met Del after coming out of a turbulent six months with William.

I’ve known William longer than Del—he’s been weaving in and out of my life since I was nineteen, when he gave me my first taste of being dominated.

I’ve told Del most of it; some of it. The parts I think he can handle, which truthfully, isn’t a lot. But he senses there’s more, which makes William the only person Del has ever expressed any reluctance for me to be with.

In the past, I had always needed someone new to distract me when I ended things with William, and that time has been no exception. My friend Tia had been there for me, but I needed more and Del came along at the perfect time. When I met Del, I had been instantly taken with how nice and normal he was. He didn’t feel the need to punish me by making me have sex with one of his friends because I didn’t obey one of his rules. Del didn’t see the need for rules at all. He was happy to spend time with me, doing nice, normal things like walks on the beach and spending weekend afternoons at the movies.

The sex was amazing, the first healthy monogamous relationship I ever had.

We married six months after we met. I proposed to him; begged him to marry me, even though at thirty-two, I had long ago given up on marriage. But with Del, I suddenly wanted nothing more. Like a flick of a switch, I wanted an average, ordinary life with a husband, two point one kids and a dog.

I quickly found out children weren’t in the cards for Del and I, and he was allergic to dogs.

Less than a year after we married, I met Amy. We met in a bookstore, a place neither of us frequented. It was fate, I would say, fate that we had both been there at day, both of us picking up a copy of Fifty Shades Darker.

Like with Kenna, within hours of meeting her, I knew Amy was who I wanted. I had arranged for a few threesomes with Del. He knew I had been with women in the past, and being a man, loved the idea of being with two women. We both had enjoyed the experiences, but none of the women had been special to me. As soon as I met Amy, I forgot about the others. The two of us went for coffee that day, chatting about the erotic series that was rocking the literary world. Soon, our chatting became more personal and we delved into our own lives, relationships, fantasies. Coffee turned into drinks the next night; I told her a little about William, she mentioned a past girlfriend who I reminded her off, who also liked to be spanked.

Drinks led me back to her apartment where she fucked me thoroughly, reawakening every female fantasy I’ve ever had. Amy was wild and uncontrollable—a perfect partner for me.

After three weeks of spending every moment I could with Amy, I introduced the idea of inviting her into our bedroom to Del. He agreed; one thing led to another and it was the three of us together, for over two years.

And then, a few months ago, everything blew up.

I understand Del’s reluctance to try again. At the beginning, Del assumed Amy was a one-time thing; it took months before he stepped back and realized how ingrained Amy was in our lives, but by then, he was as in love with her as I was.

Being in love with two women was something new for Del, but Amy and I helped him understand it was possible, and would make all of us happy. There had to be trust, a lack of jealousy and open communication. The three of us worked.

And then it didn’t and Amy was out of our lives for good.

I don’t know if Del is over her yet; he won’t talk about what happened, or even mention Amy’s name. I doubt he’ll ever forgive her. Because of how it ended, I suspect it might take some time to persuade him to try again.

But what Del doesn’t realize is that I am desperate for the distraction of another Amy. I met Kenna at the perfect time. Maybe she won’t be interested, but maybe she will be, and provide me with the ideal diversion to William being back in my life.

He doesn’t have to be back in my life. I don’t have to let him in.

As I settle myself at the computer later that morning, I realize William is back, regardless of what I want to do about it. I get three tests from him in quick succession; one word comments that would mean nothing if Del were to read them. William knows how to be unfaithful; he’s perfected cheating into an art form.

Is it cheating if your husband knows about it?

I keep going back to this question as my phone rings. Talking to my sister isn’t going to improve my mood, but I answer the call reluctantly.

Sofija must have seen that I was checking Facebook. She keeps such a close watch on me it’s almost like I’m being stalked. Luckily, she doesn’t live in the city so I don’t have to see her very often. She more than makes up for it by following me on every form of social media she can sign up for.

I recognize Kenna didn’t have a good relationship with her sister because things are often strained with me and Sofija. Unlike Kenna, my sister isn’t a celebrity, but a bored and often bitter housewife, frustrated with how her life turned out.

“Who was that man you were staring at when we were at dinner with Dad the other night?” Sofija demands when I answer the call.

“I don’t think I was staring at anyone,” I say automatically, my heart sinking. It had been William.

Of course Sofija noticed I couldn’t stop looking at him. You’ve gained a few pounds, Iliya. You should get your hair cut. I can’t believe you make Del do all the cooking. A woman needs to take care of her husband.

I take care of him quite well in other areas, I shot back the last time Sofija tried that. She gave a disapproving sniff.

No two sisters could be less alike.

“He was older, graying hair,” Sofija continues as if I hadn’t spoken.

“I don’t know who you’re talking about.”

“I suppose if it was an attractive woman, you wouldn’t have been able to keep your eyes off her either.” There’s the disapproving sniff again.

Years ago, she confronted me on my sexual preference, catching me at a moment where I confessed that I was bisexual. It was a mistake; my sister doesn’t have an open mind and living in a small town, has had limited exposure to any person who isn’t a simple, straight forward heterosexual.

Ever since then, she rarely misses a chance to get in a dig at my so-called alternate lifestyle.

I wonder what her reaction would be if I were to tell her what had happened with William.

“Did you have a reason for calling or was it just to pick apart my life?” I ask, not justifying Sofija with a response.

“I’m not—”

“You are.” There’s an uneasy silence, one I let continue to see if Sofija will relent. She doesn’t. “Look, I know it’s not something you understand or would be interested in—”

“Why do you say that?”

I laugh, knowing my sister is only trying to prove that she’s not as closed-minded as I know she is. “Are you interested in being set up with someone?”

“No!”

“Well, then. It’s my life and even though you’re my big sister, you have no say in it. As long as we both realize that, I think we can agree to disagree about what I do in my private time.”

“As long as it stays private.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” My heart literally skips a beat and all I can think about is what has William done? And then did Amy really go to the press? “Have you heard something?”

“What exactly am I supposed to hear?” Sofija says in alarm.

“Nothing! There’s nothing to tell, no one would know…nothing.”

“Iliya, what’s going on?” Sofija demands in the big sister voice she perfected at an early age.

“Nothing. What did you mean by keeping it private?”

“I just meant…I have a favour to ask,” Sofija concedes reluctantly. “It’s about Luka.”

I exhale loudly, moving the phone so Sofija won’t hear the huff of air. “What about him? Is he okay?”

“There’s an open house for new students at the university in a few weeks. You know he’s going there in September…”

“Sure,” I tell her, even though it might have slipped my mind where my nephew will be attending university in the fall. I make a note to pay more attention to his life—Luka is my favourite of Sofija’s four children, even though I can never admit that to anyone. “That’s great news.”

“It’s a full weekend there, with all these events. You wouldn’t—Luka wants to stay in the residence but I don’t know. I was hoping…”

“That he could stay with me?” If I wasn’t so relieved that my private life has so far remained private, I would call out my sister. How ironic is it that she loves to pick apart my personal life and yet has no qualms about asking me to look after her son for a weekend?

“Yes.” Another pause. I hesitate for a moment, the immature little sister in my wondering what I can get from her if I agree.

But this is family. “Of course Luka can stay with us,” I tell her magnanimously. “That would be fun. Del will have a blast with him.”

“I wondered if Luka’s friend…”

I sigh. “The more, the merrier. I’m looking forward to it.”

Obviously my reluctance to refuse William has slid over to my inability to say no to my sister.
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Talking to my sister always manages to annoy me, so after I agree to let Luka and friend stay with me, I end the conversation as quickly as I can. I do my best to get some work done, but can’t help being annoyed by how easily I’m distracted by William’s continual texts.

An hour or so later, as if frustrated by my refusal to answer him, my cell rings again.

Reluctantly, I answer the phone just before it goes to voice mail.

“Iliya.” William’s voice is full of charm, and I sense the smile even though I can’t see it. There’s nothing left of the harsh demands of last night. It’s like he’s a different person.

“Hello, William,” I say uneasily.

“How are you?” I shouldn’t have picked up. But something inside me demanded I do so. “We never had much of a chance to talk last night.”

I laugh without mirth. “No, I’d say we were a little busy with other things. Other people, to do much talking.”

William laughs like he thinks I’ve made the best joke. “Come on, Iliya, you can’t say you didn’t enjoy yourself. I know you. I know what you like.”

I would have liked Del to spank me as he fucked me. I would have liked it if he was rougher, grabbed my hair…

“You think you know,” I correct.

“Was I wrong?”

He sounds so sincere, like he’s concerned that he made a mistake; that he forced me into behaviour that I wouldn’t normally agree with.

When I lost my virginity at eighteen, it was with a man who held my arms above my head, said obscene things in my ear as he fucked me relentlessly. I had two orgasms.

I met William a year later—the first time he spanked me, I came on the spot.

He knows exactly what I like.

I like it rough. And dirty. I like being watched. I like being shared.

I like being told I’m a bad, dirty girl and I like to be treated as such.

“That is beside the point,” I say, trying to sound haughty, like I’m offended and failing miserably.

“Are you okay?” he surprises me by asking.

“I’m—yes. I’m okay.” I’m thrown. How does one respond to your lover asking if you’re okay with having at least five people fuck you?

Calling William my lover doesn’t seem right. It makes it sound too intimate.

But we have been intimate, and we have been lovers. Many times.

“I’m glad.” His voice sounds like a caress and warms my insides.

My annoyance with my sister disappears.

My earlier fascination with Kenna fades away.

Amy is forgotten.

Del…

“So, how have you been?” William wants to know.

“I’m good,” I tell him honestly. “And you?”

“Tandy and I split up,” William says casually.

“Which wife was she?” I ask rudely before I can stop myself.

The first time I met William, he had been with his first wife. I had been nineteen; William in his forties, but there was something about him that intrigued me. His charm, his success; how articulate and considerate he was. He was so much more mature and worldly than the fumbling boys I had been with.

And his wife.

Alina was beautiful and sexy, like no other woman that I had ever met. I was young, ashamed of my inexperience and eager for adventure, and Alina had been eager to teach me. I had experimented with women, knew my sexuality but had never tried a threesome before Alina and William invited me into their bed.

Over the next few months, the three of us played many times. It had been Alina who first intrigued me, but William was the one who tied me up in knots, eagerly waiting for the next session. And so, when Alina and William finally filed for divorce, it was William who contacted me. He got me in the divorce.

The second time William and I were together, it had been at the end of his marriage with his second wife, Juliette. I had only been with the two of them once, and got mentioned in the acrimonious divorce for my efforts.

William chuckles at my comment. Laughs, like last night is a figment of my imagination. I stare at my phone in bewilderment. “Oh, Iliya. Not everyone finds their soul mate like you obviously did. It takes some of us a while. I’ve had to kiss a few frogs.”

“I’m sure Alina would love being referred to as a frog.”

William laughs again. “It’s actually one of the nicer terms I have for them.”

“I bet.” I want to ask what he calls me. Does he refer to me as his former lover? His protégé, the young, inexperienced girl he crafted and molded into the perfect woman for him? Am I the perfect woman for him?

‘“It’s because you like this, don’t you? You’re such a dirty slut, aren’t you?”’

The way he keeps returning to me, makes me think I’m pretty good for him.

I can’t say the same for him. I know he’s not a good thing for me.

“Married life is good for you, then? I was surprised to see you last night. I heard you ended things with Amy,” William continues.

“Did you, now?” I ask warily. Smooth, charming William morphs into possessive, manipulative William, and had I not been expecting it, I might be unaware of the change.

“Is that not what happened?”

“Is this your way of finding out the gossip, William?”

He chuckles again, a sexy sound that still sends a pleasurable buzz through my body regardless of my uneasiness. “I’ve always been interested in what’s going on with you, Iliya; you should know that by now. I’ve kept my eye on you over the years.”

I’ve suspected such; William always knows the best and worst times to pop back into my life. When I was starting out, after Carlos left me shattered…again now that Amy is gone.

“So it’s not a coincidence that you were at Paul and Megan’s last night, so soon after Amy left?”

“Oh? She left you?”

“Nice try. I’m not giving you details.”

“Oh, I’m patient. I’ve got all the time in the world and I know you like to share…details.”

A pause. This is a different William from last night. This is the William who first wooed me all those years ago; keeping me in thrall from when I was young and in love with my budding sexuality. To when I was the more jaded twenty-something, exploring everything I could.

And now. Am I still in thrall, like he’s some vampire who can control me?

“Why are you calling, William?”

“I suppose it’s because I’ve missed you. It was nice seeing you last night. I would have enjoyed a little longer with you, time to catch up. See how your life is.”

“My life is just fine,” I assure him, skipping over the fact he just admitted to missing me. I’ll save that little detail to mull over later.

“Is it? Everything is good with Del?”

“You sound surprised.” I have a sudden urge to tell William what Del and I did in the kitchen less than a few hours before, how he bent me over the counter and took me from behind.

How he’s withholding my orgasm as a punishment.

How it feels to have Del’s cock inside me.

How I knew when it was William inside me last night, despite that my eyes were covered and hands bound. Even this morning, I still remember how it feels to be fucked by him.

I’m suddenly breathless at the memories.

“I don’t know why you sound so surprised that I would only want what’s best for you. And I do, Iliya, even though I admit, I still don’t understand what you see in your husband. Nice man—excellent writer—but he’s clearly not enough for you.”

How I wish Del had made me scream this morning, so I could tell William. And how I might not have the ache between my legs, and the urge to touch myself, to relieve the pressure.

“I don’t know what you’re trying to do, but slagging off Del isn’t going to help,” I tell him, doing my best to sound convincing.

“I’m not slagging anyone,” William replies innocently. “I don’t even know what that means. Is that some term one of your little girls uses?”

“There are no little girls,” I say firmly, knowing I’m about to be sucked in to the William vortex and helpless to prevent it.

“Grown women then. I don’t mean to upset you, but I’ve always been concerned about your marriage.” William does sound sincerely concerned. I have no doubt that he is, in his own twisted way.

“I suggest you concentrate on your own marriages, and leave mine out of your concern,” I say with enough ice in my voice to deter most men.

Not William.

“You can’t tell me you haven’t thought the same thing, Iliya. That he’s not enough for you. You may think that playing with other women with him will suffice, but I know you. You need more. You deserve more.”

“Del gives me everything I need.” I attempt to sound convincing and maybe if I was speaking to someone who didn’t know me as well as William does, they might believe me. But deep down—not even very deep - I know William is right, and he knows that I know it. I love Del, but I need more excitement, more thrill. My body needs more pleasure than what Del can give me. He satisfies me but…

But marriage is more than sex and I love Del.

“Does he make you beg for it?” William asks in a rough voice. “Do you want to beg for him to fuck you? Did he make you scream this morning when you came?”

“How do…?” I frantically try and recall the conversation; I never told him we had sex…

William chuckles, and the sound makes my insides churn. “Because I know you. I know everything about you. He’s not enough, as much as you want to believe he is. How long were you with the girl for?”

“A while,” I say in a low voice.

“And how long have you been married?” I don’t answer him. “You may think he’s giving you want you need, but in reality, he’s letting you take what you need from others and you know that as well as I do. He is obviously a very tolerant and accepting man, who loves you very much.”

“He does.” My voice is trembling and I work to strengthen it. I can’t let William realize he’s getting to me.

“And I’m glad. I want you to be happy, Iliya, I always have. I’m here to give you what you need and when it gets too intense, then I let you go until you’re ready for it again. And seeing you last night makes me think you’re ready for it again.”

Tell him no! I demand. Tell him you can’t.

But I don’t say anything.

“I only want what’s best for you,” William tells me in a gentle voice. “I wish you believed that.”

I sigh. How can this man run me through such a myriad of emotions in less than a twenty-four hour period? “Do you blame me? You have to admit, we’ve been through quite a bit. And not all good.”

“I admit, there has been times I’ve been somewhat…preoccupied…with you,” William says easily and I laugh in disbelief.

“Is that what you’re calling it?”

“There was no restraining order needed, so I think preoccupied is a good description.”

This time my laughter is genuine and I remember how I used to enjoy spending time with William, in the bedroom and out. “I think I’ve missed you, too.”

“And that is exactly what I wanted to hear. I’m here when you need me, you know. And if you don’t…as long as you’re happy.”

“I am happy,” I assure him.

There’s a long pause. “I don’t believe you.”
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The next morning, I resolve to put William out of my mind.

Talking to him yesterday was disturbing, even though we ended on a good note. William may know me better than anyone else. He may bring out a side of me that no one else knows exists, but it’s a side of me that unfortunately interferes with the rest of my life.

I need to push it back down.

William knows my body better than anyone; better than even Del, possibly better than myself. He’s been there for some of the worst moments of my life. He pushes me to dark places I never imagine I want to go.

No thinking of William today. Today is Kenna.

I get to know her more during our walk this morning. She’s sweet and funny, chatting easily with Jane. My interest grows with everything I learn about her, imagining what she is like, what might happen if Del shares my interest. If Kenna shares it.

And then Del appears at the door as I stand with Jane and Kenna on the sidewalk in front of the house saying good-bye. I watch covertly for Kenna’s reaction. I love seeing how women react when they see my husband.

The attraction is there, but no one would argue that it wouldn’t be. My husband is deliciously sexy, a mixture of Lenny Kravitz cool swagger and Taye Diggs intelligent charm. Plus, the green eyes, the body that takes to exercise like a cat to milk, and the sight of his bronze arms that women easily imagine wrapped around themselves.

When Kenna first sees Del, her green eyes widen, her lips part and I can almost hear the quick intake of breath when she sees Del walking towards us, wearing his flannel pajama pants.

I know she’s imagining Del in bed and I have half a mind to inform her that he doesn’t wear the pants to bed. He doesn’t wear anything.

He’s sexy and smart and funny and kind…

And so good to me that I let five strangers fuck me at a party, a little voice inside me says. You’re not good enough for him.

I manage to ignore the voice because it sounds exactly like William.

Kenna can keep me from listening to him.

It’s like she’s been hiding from the world.

But not shy, I decide. I was wrong about that. A timid woman would feel too inhibited to pick up a stranger in a bar, regardless of how much whiskey she imbibed. Kenna is repressed—she needs to come out of her shell.

I can help her with that.  

Everything about Kenna is Del’s type—slim, smart, funny, quiet. Everything I’m not. But while I might not be my husband’s type, I’m everything he would ever want in the bedroom.

Del talks easily with Kenna, even when she begins to fangirl him. I wonder if her reaction to him being an author will help my cause.

And then Kenna shows him her tattoo. Bullseye.

“She has a tattoo,” Del says admiringly, after Kenna and Jane head home and the two of us are alone in the kitchen.

“She does.” I hide my smile. The meeting went better than I expected. He’s intrigued, despite doing everything he can not to be. Attracted.

“She seems sweet,” he says reluctantly. The bright morning sunlight floods the kitchen, spreading over me and effectively warming me as much as Del’s words do. 

“I thought so,” I tell him eagerly.

“Amy seemed sweet, too.”

It’s like Del throws a bucket of cold water over me. I had been so excited for them to meet, sure they would hit it off, and then he has to spoil it by bringing up Amy.

“Kenna is not Amy,” I’m quick to assure him.

“But I thought that was the initial draw? That she looked like her.” I watch as he takes out a K-cup and pops into the Keurig for me, like the conversation could be part of our daily routine.

“But now I’ve gotten to know her—” I spread my hands imploringly before I realize this makes me appear desperate. I clutch my hands into fists as Del turns back to me, frustration evident on his face.

“You’ve known her for a day, Iliya! How well do you think you know her? Enough to consider bringing her into our home? Into our bed? Because that’s what you want, isn’t it?”

There’s a long pause as I consider my words.

“Don’t you?” I ask him carefully. “You liked it with Amy. You liked her in our bed and in our life. I know you did. You loved her and so did I, but Kenna is not Amy, as much as I might have wanted her to be. But she could be someone special to us as well.”

“What is it about her? Yes, she’s nice and pretty but…”

I shrug, at a loss on how to explain what it is about Kenna that draws me to her. “I think she’s a good person. Sweet and caring…and I want to bring her out of her shell. Show her things.”

“What if she doesn’t want to be shown things?” Del asks practically.

“Then nothing. Nothing will happen. But what if she does, Del?” I implore. I need to make him see what I’m saying, that this is what I need. “What if it can be us who helps her? There’s something about her ex-husband—I think she needs love, she needs to be looked after...”

“If you want to look after something, I’ll get you a cat,” Del says ruefully.

“I’d rather a dog, but you’re allergic.” I snap back, forcing a smile to hide my exasperation. Neither of us mention Del’s desire for a baby. “I don’t understand it and I don’t know how to explain it, but I think we could be happy with Kenna in our lives. I want to be her friend.”

“I think you’ve got more on your mind than simple friendship.” The Keurig dings and Del steps back to it, serving me my coffee in one of my bright ceramic mugs.

“Thank you,” I tell him gratefully. “I don’t know what to expect, Del. I’ll start with being her friend. I’m a good friend. I think I can make her happy. We could make her happy.”

Del spreads his hands with resignation and happiness bloomed inside me from his expression. I know I’ve won. “I want you to be happy. You know that. You know I’d do anything for you.”

I grab his left hand and press my fingers against his wedding band. “You make me happy, Del.”

“But I’m not enough for you.”

His words echo William’s and sends shivers down my spine. “Don’t say that! It’s not like that…”

“I know you love me, and I know what you need—I accept you need more than I can give you.” The futility in his voice makes my heart ache, but I can’t deny what he’s saying. I may love Del more than anyone, he may be the best thing in the world for me, but my body still demands more.

“Del…”

“Iliya, I’m not trying to make you feel bad or guilty or whatever else is going through your mind. I’ve always told you I’m…fine…” He winces at the word. “…with you playing with others. Like Megan and Paul—I’m okay with it. Keep it up, if that makes you happy. Just tell me what’s going on, what to expect, and come home to me at night.”

He’s so good to me.

“I always do. These people—Megan and Paul—they mean nothing to me.” But

William? Why can’t I tell Del I was with William? Why can’t I tell him about the texts and talking to him yesterday; the fact that he wants back in my life and I’m desperate to come up with something that will stop me from letting him in. “You mean everything to me.”

“I know. I trust you, Ili. As long as you stay safe and come home to me.” I hide my wince at the word trust. “But I don’t know if I’m ready to have someone share our bed yet. If ever. Amy…”

“Kenna is not Amy!”

“You don’t even know the woman. Girl. Kenna is a sweet girl. I can’t see how you can consider—”

“I don’t know, but when I touched her, I felt a connection.”

“You feel connections with a lot of people, Ili.” Del laughs at his words.

I smile self-consciously. I’m still holding Del’s hand and I wrap it around myself, tucking myself into his arms. “I know. And you’re good to tolerate me.”

“I don’t tolerate you. I love you.” He drops a kiss on the top of my head, as his other arm winds around me, hands sliding onto my ass. I press my hips into his body. The want, the need for Del swamps me, like it does every time he touches me. Forget William and Kenna—Del is my drug. I have to have my daily dose of Del.

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” I promise him, my voice low and lips pressed against his neck.

“It’s not like I don’t want to,” he laughs uneasily. “I’m a man. Being with two women is a dream come true for me.”

“I thought you liked seeing me with another woman…” I trail off, giving him time to imagine me with Amy, the possibility of me and Kenna. “You always seem so excited at the possibility,” I continue, sliding my hands down the back of his pants and finding no impediment to my exploration. I cup his ass with both hands, enjoying the feel of his bare skin.

Del rarely wears underwear to bed either.

“I wonder what Jane would say if she knew you were going commando,” I muse. “Or Kenna. It might shock her.” Del is only a few inches taller than I, so if I press myself against him right there, I’ll be able to tell if he’s hard.

Hot and hard, and ready to slide inside me.

I really don’t understand women who complain that their husbands always want sex. In our house, I want it just as much as Del does. Maybe more.

Like this morning. I don’t think sex had been on Del’s radar, but suddenly I’m desperate for it—for him. For him to be inside me.

“I don’t think you’re giving Kenna enough credit,” Del says, instinctively tipping his hips back as my hands wander around to the front. He is hard. “She might have an inner wild child. I suspect Jane does.”

“Oh, she does,” I assure him.

“Who? Jane?” My hands distract him, sliding slowly up and down the smooth shaft of his cock.

“Yes, Jane, but Kenna too. That’s how we met her, in Starbucks looking like she rolled out of someone’s bed.”

“Really?” There’s a sharpness to his voice and I hide my smile against his chest. “Maybe she’s got a boyfriend.”

“No, I think this was a revenge fuck. She gave me the impression that it had been a while.”

Del groans, and not because of the way my hands stroke him. “What are you trying to do, Ili?”

“Well, right now, I think I’m trying to get you off…do you want me to stop?” I release and step back but Del’s hands clamp down on my hips and pull me against him.

“With Kenna, not my dick.”

“Well, I guess I’m just trying to help you get to know my new friend,” I tell him as innocently as possible.

“You’re not going to give up on this, are you?”

“I will if you tell me you don’t want it,” I promise. “If you can honestly say you’re not intrigued by the thought of being with Kenna and I -”

Del grips me by the back of the neck and presses his lips roughly against mine. I take that as a yes…
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For the second morning in a row, Del and I have very satisfying kitchen sex.

Soon after, Del leaves for school. As I’m about to step into the shower, the door bell rings. I sling on my robe and make a run for the door, with the fervent hope that it’s Kenna.

Even though I can still feel Del deep inside me, my thoughts have already turned to Kenna.

She didn’t say anything about stopping over after our walk but I can hope it’s her. I interrupted her in the shower that first morning—maybe she wanted to return the favour. Maybe she felt an irresistible desire to tell me she can’t stop thinking about me. Maybe she’ll tell me that she doesn’t understand the connection between us but wants to act on it and then I’ll kiss her and…

Maybe it’s not even her.

“Hey, Iliya,” Aidan’s deep voice surprises me as I swing open the door.

“Aidan.” I blink at the handyman standing there, the bright morning sun creating a bit of a halo around his red hair. My body is still tingling from Del and I have absolutely no memory of why Aidan would be here.

I can easily think of a few X-rated reasons, just from a glance at how well Aidan fills out his jeans.

Why should I be thinking of another man right after Del fucked me? What’s wrong with me?

“You didn’t remember I was coming,” Aidan says with an easy smile.

“Sure, I did,” I tell him racking my brain and thankfully coming up with the reason. “Leaky faucet in the shower.”

Aidan glances quickly at my robe. “Is this a bad time?”

“Considering I’m about to get into the shower that you’re here to fix, I’d say you’ve got perfect timing.” I smile playfully and step back to allow him to come in. “Unless it’s better for you to fix it while I’m in there.”

“Well, that might be a little distracting,” Aidan says slowly, setting down his toolbox to take off his boots. I lean against the wall as I watch him, smiling suggestively when he glances at me.

“It might be,” I agree.

I can’t help but flirt with him. He’s really not my type but he’s very cute. He’s really quite adorable.

Not that I would ever let anything happen…

Of course I would let something happen. I would do everything I could to encourage it. But I very much doubt Aidan would ever be inclined.

Who am I kidding? I could make him inclined.

“I wouldn’t want to distract you from your work,” I tell him honestly.

Aidan looks at me as if he wants to say something, is biting his tongue not to say something, but finally gives me a grim smile. “Obviously, I’m not going to be a distraction for you since you didn’t remember I was coming by.”

“How can you say that? Being alone in the big, empty with you…how will I ever keep my mind on my work?” I glance at him from under my lashes, and then blink flirtatiously as Aidan laughs. “I do have a vague recollection of Del saying something about it,” I admit. “It would be easy to throw him under the bus, but I really can’t do it. And this morning he was in a bit of a rush to get to work on time…” I smile as I think about why he had been in a rush.

“It’s easy to forget. I’m sure you’ve got lots on your mind.”

Del is on my mind, Kenna is on my mind; both are better than William.

But as I follow Aidan up the stairs to the ensuite, I can’t stop thinking about how nice his ass is. What would happen if I reached out and grabbed it...? Would he stop, pull me against him? Or maybe he’d rip open my robe, before pushing me back against the wall, one of my legs wrapped around his hips as he thrust roughly into me…

Jane would love to be in this situation, I decide. Half-naked and following our sexy handyman into the bathroom.

Not that Jane would ever act on what I’m thinking. I know my friend and she is not the forward type.

I wonder what type Aidan likes?

“How long as it been leaking?”

I wretch my mind back to G-rated Aidan with difficulty and focus on the task at hand.

A little while later, I leave Aidan at work in the shower and head down to the kitchen for another coffee. I’m still only wearing my robe and the silky fabric caresses my thighs. It’s perfectly decent, but I wonder if Aidan suspects I’m not wearing anything underneath. What would he do if I suddenly appeared back in the bathroom and untied it, slipping it off my shoulders?

I lean against the counter, sipping my coffee, and imagine the scene. The look of awe and uncertainty on Aidan’s face. Reaching out a tentative hand to touch my breast…

Aidan would be good for a solid fuck, I decide. Nothing too kinky, nothing too dirty—just in and out, straight out fucking.

I wonder if he gives good oral. It’s mandatory for me. My eyes drift to the spot on the counter where Del set me earlier before he proceeded to do such things with his tongue that I shiver thinking about it.

My husband is good at everything. Fingers, tongue…cock…

The only thing that would have made this morning’s bout of kitchen sex even better would have been if Aidan had come early and interrupted us…

I feel a warmth between my legs as I imagine how much fun that little scene would be.

Two sexy men, catering to my every need…two mouths drifting over my body, four hands…two cocks…

Del would never go for that. The thought doses my flight of whimsy as effectively as if I stepped into a cold shower. My husband may be happy to indulge in FFM threesomes, but refuses to even consider MFM.

I’ve enjoyed being on the receiving end of two men, more than once but never with Del. Once, when I suggested it to Del at one of Megan and Paul’s parties, Del got angry at me; at least as angry as Del can get.

He’s never really mad at me.

But that night Del had been angry. There had been a man I was attracted to. Tall and lanky and as much as I enjoyed his kisses, I had been amused by the way he looked at Del. It was like he wanted to eat him up. I thought Del would enjoy a new experience. I had been aroused enough at the thought of the two men together with me; hands all over me, touching me, touching each other…

Richard had been excited when I suggested it but Del wanted no part of it. None whatsoever.

It’s one fantasy I’ll have to leave to others.

Like William.

I’m still standing at the counter, remembering the time William interrupted when I had been with another man. Ryan. Again, we had met at a party and had been waiting for Megan to join us when Ryan had started kissing his way down my body. I had been spread-eagled on the bed, Ryan’s head between my legs, with no thoughts of waiting for Megan. William had slid through the door and watched us or long minutes.

William and I had been with another man before, but those times it had been the two men focusing on me. That night was different; William had watched me with those cool blue eyes, but never touched me. Instead, he stood behind Ryan as he crouched at the end of the bed, one hand on his cock as he tongued me frantically.

Sadly I recall that Ryan had lots of stamina but not real style.

I could tell William was stroking his back, but I had been a bit distracted to concentrate on what else he was doing. I do remember the moment William slid his thick cock into Ryan’s tight ass—Ryan had let out a groan that sent vibrations through my pussy. He had been a bit distracted—I had to push his head down to get him to finish what he had started. Luckily, I came quickly and then had the opportunity to watch William fuck Ryan.

I had never seen anything like the expression on Ryan’s face.

“I’ve got to run out and get a hose,” Aidan says suddenly from the doorway of the kitchen.

“What?” I jump at the sound of his voice.

Aidan looks at me strangely. I must look funny, standing at the counter, staring off into nothing. I’m gripping the counter with both hands, like I gripped the back of Ryan’s head…

“I’ve got to run to the store for some parts,” Aidan explains, speaking slowly. “That

okay?”

“For a hose?” I can’t stop the smile that spreads across my face.

“For a hose,” he echoes.

“Have fun,” I tell him. Aidan shakes his head at me.

“You’re trouble,” he grins.

“You’ve got that right,” I agree.

I follow him to the door, more to watch his ass than to lock it behind him. “I’ll be about a half hour,” he tells me.

I’m already upstairs in my bedroom by the time Aidan pulls out of the driveway, searching through my underwear drawer for my vibrator.

Del was good this morning but…

My thoughts swirl as I lie on the bed, the fabric of my robe falling open as I spread my legs. William…Del…Aidan.

Kenna.

As I touch the vibrating tip between my legs, I imagine her hovering above me, my hands reaching for her breasts as she kisses her way down my stomach. Touching me with her fingers, tentative to begin with but gaining confidence as my breathing hitches in my throat, my hips thrusting up into her hand.

Then her mouth…the tip of her tongue sliding between my legs, probing inside me. Her fingers exploring as her mouth finds my clit, discovers how responsive I can be…

I whimper as I increase the vibrator speed, circling my clit.

It would be the first time for Kenna, the first time Kenna had been with a woman. She would be hesitant, nervous about what I liked, what I wanted…

My fantasy changes suddenly…I’m on my knees, my head buried into a pillow as William spanks me, his hand firm and solid against my ass. My hips arch up and I’m making small cries as I picture the feel of William’s hands on me…of him crouching behind me, his mouth capturing my pussy as my ass stings from his slaps.

His mouth surrounding my clit as his fingers roughly thrust inside me…

I’m straddling his shoulders, his hands firm against my hips as he rocks me back and forth against his mouth…

The touch of his touch, his fingers…wanting his cock inside me, fucking me hard and fast…

What if William was really here in my bedroom? I want him so much right then. I want him to be really making me come, rather than the vibrator. I want his mouth, his fingers…his cock diving deep inside me, never to resurface.

And then I come with a harsh cry echoing through the room. I imagine William fucking me as I thrust the vibrator inside me, again and again as I come a second time.

When it’s over, I realize I’ve got a problem.
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Del and I have a quiet weekend.

He spends a lot of time on his laptop, but I’m afraid to ask if he’s writing, afraid to disrupt the process if he is, afraid to find out the reason if he isn’t.

I do my best not to mention Kenna over the weekend, but it’s hard not to. As much as I’m preoccupied with William, Kenna is on my mind a lot. I wonder what she’s doing. Del mentions her more than a few times, so much that I can tell he’s thinking of her quite a bit. I don’t push.

William texts me a few times but I don’t respond. He knows not to push. William knows that I’ll come to him if I need him; if things work out the way I hope with Kenna, I won’t need him.

I wish I didn’t need him but there’s something about the man that calls to my basic urges. I want what William can give me.

I’ve always been tolerant of the sexual desires of others. There’s not much I won’t try. The principles of pain/pleasure have always intrigued me. William was a good teacher, letting me explore at my own pace, and backing off when I’d gone too far.

And there had been times I went too far, allowed William liberties that scared me, some I regretted. When I back away, I always had someone there for me—someone to sooth, to heal, to distract. 

The first time it was Tia, who had been there for me, doing everything she could to divert my attention, so I wouldn’t run back to William He had introduced me to Tia, and I had been intrigued at her involvement in an alternative lifestyle with a group of swingers.

I still keep in touch with Tia and every few months we make a point of getting together. It’s convenient that we meet on Sunday night.

“How’s that sexy husband of yours?” Tia asks after we finish ordering. Her dark, cat-like eyes focus on me with an intensity that’s uncomfortable if you’re trying to hide something from her. I’ve already decided there’s no point hiding anything. Tia knows me too well that it will be cathartic to talk to her about what’s going on. And possibly she can once again keep me away from William.

“He’s good. He’s still not writing.” I fidget with the tablecloth, aware of the glances of the other restaurant patrons. I’m confident with my appearance to know that I attract attention when I go out and tonight is no different. I’m wearing a dark red wrap dress, with lots of gold jewelry and my long hair loose and tousled.

As much as I love Tia, it still exasperates me to realize I pale in comparison to her. With her almost regal bearing, Tia is an incredibly beautiful woman.

“That’s unfortunate,” Tia says. “He’s very talented.”

“I know. Lately, I’ve wondered…” My words trail off, not wanting to vocalize my worries.

“It can’t be because of you,” Tia tells me with assurance.

“How did you know I was going to say that?”

Tia gives me her tight-lipped headmistresses smile. “Your expressions have always been easy for me to read, Iliya. I know you’re concerned with Del’s so called writer’s block and it’s easy to see that you put two and two together and came up with you as the reason.”

“If it’s so obvious, then I’m sure Del has come to the same conclusion,” I say ruefully.

The older woman cocks her head. “That’s not like you.”

“What? To be concerned with my husband’s career?”

“If Del never wrote another word, he would still be perfectly happy teaching. It’s not like he’s some starving artist. I was under the impression the two of you do very well even without his royalties.”

“Yes, but it seems a shame to waste the talent.”

“Maybe he’s happy not writing. It’s going to take a lot for him to duplicate the level of success he achieved for Age of Argos. It could be that he isn’t ready to try,” Tia says sagely.

“He did win a lot of awards for it,” I muse. Then I give Tia an affectionate smile. “How are you always so smart about things?”

“Years of experience,” she says wryly. “What else is bothering you?”

Tia knows my history with William but I don’t want to get into it yet. “Have you met anyone special lately?” Tia gives me a knowing glance and I can tell she’s aware of my obvious attempt at trying to change the subject. “You have, haven’t you?”

Tia adjusts her cutlery, a sure sign she’s feeling unsettled. “There is someone, but I’m not sure how special…she… is. I don’t know…”

“One of your neighbours?” I guess.

She nods with a ghost of a smile. “A couple moved in last year. We’ve had several interludes but no formal arrangement.”

“As in formal, are you saying you want a triad?” I’m surprised. It’s been years since Tia had been in a relationship with a couple.

“It’s very enjoyable with the two of them but Jacey is quite… experimental. In fact, she reminds me of you.” Tia glances at me affectionately.

I raise my glass of wine. “Then maybe I need to meet her.”

“Perhaps you can convince that handsome husband of yours to come to one of my get-togethers.”

“This wouldn’t be a purely selfish invitation, would it? You’re thinking how much fun Del would have with the ladies present, not just…you…?”

“You know I’ve always had a soft spot for tall, dark and beautiful men. Especially ones who write as wonderfully as he does.”

“And unfortunately, that’s why he will never come. He doesn’t think it’s good for his image. Prize-winning author at a swingers’ party,” I tell her regretfully. “He likes to keep it private.”

“My guests are always discreet,” she assures me.

“He got a little stung last time,” I remind Tia. “I really can’t blame him. But it’s frustrating, because I think I’ve found someone…”

Tia leans forward, chin in hand with an eager expression on her face. “Do tell.”

“But you were telling me about this couple.”

“There’s not much to tell. We play, we’ll continue to play.”

“But you want more.”

Tia sighs. “It’s been a while since I’ve had someone to share my life with. I suppose I miss it.”

“I always thought you and Joe…”

“Joe’s getting married!” Tia face brightens. “I’m so happy for him. He’s a man who is content with one woman. I hope they’re happy together.”

“Joe…” I sigh, remembering my one night with Joe and his then wife, Michelle. She was almost too much for me, but Joe…Joe was heaven between the sheets.

Sort of like Del.

“Tell me about this woman,” Tia insists.

I realize I’m smiling as I tell Tia about Kenna. Smiling…it makes me happy to think about Kenna. It’s not something I’m embarrassed of, or ashamed. I have to keep William a secret because I know people wouldn’t approve. Many wouldn’t approve of me trying to cultivate a romantic relationship with Kenna, but it’s more acceptable than getting sexual pleasure from having William abuse me.

“There’s not much to tell—yet. We’re friends. Del seems to have developed a friendship with her as well. She’s sweet…a little damaged, maybe. Bad marriage.” I picture Kenna’s face as I talk—big green eyes, wide, smiling mouth, slim body…

“And you want to fix her?” Tia asks warily. “How damaged?”

“Not too bad. She shut herself away after her divorce. Her self-confidence is damaged by the husband, and her father, probably. She needs to open up, let loose a bit.”

“And you want to be the one who opens her up?” Tia asks archly.

I burst out laughing. “Tia! When you say it like that, it sounds positively depraved!”

“But I thought that’s how you liked it these days?”

My laughter fades.  “How did you know?”

“I spoke to William last week,” Tia says lightly. “He asked about you. What happened?”

“It’s okay.” I hold up my hands. “Only once.”

“Once leads to twice and then you’re under his spell again. I know the man, Iliya. I know the connection the two of you have. What does Del say?”

I glance down at my hands pleating the tablecloth. “I haven’t told him yet. He knows I went to a party but doesn’t know who I was with.” The guilt washes over me again.

“I thought the two of you shared that information?” Tia probes.

I drop the material with a frustrated shake of my hands. “I lied to him.”

“Not off to a good start, are you?”

“He wouldn’t understand…I can’t make him understand, probably because I don’t get it! I let this man do all sorts of things to me. The last time he locked me in a room for forty-eight hours, with nothing but X-rated movies and erotica. I was so turned on when he finally let me out that I would have wanted anyone. And then, what did he do? He had all these men ready for me, one after another.”

“I know,” Tia soothes.

“I think there was a woman too, I don’t really remember. I let them do anything they wanted to me, Tia—I begged them to. I let them all fuck me -” My voice raises noticeable and I glance warily around to make sure no one was listening. Other than a few innocent glances, no one is paying attention to us. “Who does that?”

Tia reaches across the table to take my hand. “Who would rather be in a relationship with a happily married couple than find someone for herself?” Tia asks in response. “Iliya, I’ve long ago realized that my needs and desires are very different than what society deems as ‘normal’. And I’ve accepted that.”

“But he hurts me,” I whisper urgently. “And I like it. What kind of person -”

“Many kinds of people,” Tia interrupts, squeezing my hand. “We’ve been through this. There’s nothing wrong with experiencing pleasure from pain or causing pain, as long as your limits are respected. And the one thing I know about William, is that he has always respected you. You’re not doing anything immoral or depraved. You have to know that.”

“I know,” I heave a sigh. “But it’s hard to believe it when I know Del wouldn’t approve. And he lets me do anything.” I shake my head. “How did I end up with someone like him?”

“He needs you as much as you need him. He’s a very tolerate man, but he must get something from your arrangement as well, or else he wouldn’t stay.”

“I like to think it’s because of all the sex I give him,” I tell Tia in a haughty voice, suddenly wanting to lighten the mood.

“I’m sure that’s it,” Tia smiles. “But Iliya, you can’t deny yourself what you want.”

“Are you saying I should let William lock me up again?”

“No, I’m not saying that. But whatever may happen with William—or has happened—you need to tell Del. The two of you…” she trails off. “You know, I really don’t know what to call your relationship. It’s not technically an open marriage or maybe it is for you, but not for you both; I would say it’s a polyamorous relationship, but it’s only the two of you now…”

“We’re different,” I tell her brightly.

“That you are. But however you classify it, honesty is the most important aspect of a relationship. You can’t keep things from Del.”

“I hate lying to him,” I admit. “But what if he doesn’t understand? What if he tells me to stop seeing William?”

I’m frightened with how much that idea causes me pain.

“Then you might have to make a choice. But what about this woman you’ve met? Are you planning on involving her with William?”

“Absolutely not!” The words pop out of my mouth almost before Tia finishes speaking. “There’s no way…I hate the thought of William—I guess this is how it is for Del.” I glance at Tia who is gazing at me with knowing eyes. “Knowing a man is causing me pain, and I’m enjoying it.”

“Something he could never to do you.” Tia nods.

“I thought if Kenna and I, if we…I would have an excuse to stay away from William,” I confess. “He’s come into my life at times where I’ve gone through changes—he was my first real lover. He taught me a lot, him and Alina. He introduced me to you.” My smile is easily returned. “And when I needed a break from him, you were there to help. Pick up the pieces, so to speak.”

“You’re stronger than you give yourself credit for, you know.”

“The second time, Lizbeth was there when it was over,” I continue. “I’ve always felt badly at how I treated her.”

“I admit, I didn’t agree with your actions,” Tia agrees.

“And then Carlos.” I wipe a hand across my eyes. As depraved as William can be, he had nothing on Carlos. That man was truly evil. “William was right there when I ended things with Carlos.”

“Probably not the best timing.”

“No. And then you were there. I feel that Kenna—I hardly know her, but I think she would be able to, I don’t know…save…me from William.”

“But I don’t think you need to be saved from him,” Tia gently points out. “If you accept what you—”

“I think she’d save my marriage,” I tell her flatly. “Isn’t that the strangest thing? Inviting another woman into my bed to save my marriage. Because if I start this thing with William again, Del will not understand. And it might be what breaks us.”

“Then good luck with her,” Tia tells me.
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I feel good after my talk with Tia. I feel strong, confident. So strong that when William texts me to invite me to his house tomorrow night, I tell him no.

I refuse him.

Tia is right; I can’t deny what my body wants, but I can accept that it’s not good for my marriage. And so, because I love my husband, I say no to William.

I’m surprised to find Del still awake when I get home. Not that I’m very late but I’ve always been more of a nighthawk than Del is.

“How was your dinner?” he asks, setting aside the book he’s reading. I recognize the cover as one of the epic sci-fi epic novels he enjoys. We have very different tastes in books - I like my books quick and easy.

“It was nice. We had a good talk.”

“I talked to Kenna tonight.”

I don’t know what surprises me more, what Del says or the fact that’s he’s awake when I get home.

“Ok,” I tell him

“I called Kenna tonight,” Del clarifies.

I sit down on the edge of the bed, still in my dress. Del’s lamp is the only light in the room, and the brightness glows behind him, making his face difficult to see. “You don’t sound happy about that.”

He makes a noise in his throat; one that sounds like a mixture of disgust and frustration. “I like her. Are you happy?”

“Not if you say it like that. Like it’s a horrible thing. She’s sweet and nice and funny.”

“And I told you I didn’t want to get involved with anyone and now I can’t stop thinking about Kenna. Is that what you wanted?”

Del’s declaration shoots an arrow straight to my heart. “Do you still think about me?” I whisper. Regardless of whom I might be involved with outside my marriage, I know if I were to lose Del’s love and adoration, I wouldn’t know what to do.

“Iliya.”

“I don’t want to force you to be attracted to someone. I just thought you might be.”

“You want me to be.”

“I do,” I whisper. “I like how things were with Amy. I know it didn’t end well, but it was good with the three of us, wasn’t it?”

“You like sharing me with someone,” Del says. It’s not a question.

I take a deep breath. I’ve never been able to properly explain certain things to Del—how my needs are different, how I can be perfectly satisfied by him, be in love with him but still want more. Someone more. I want someone else to be touching my body as much as I want him. “I do. I know you don’t understand it.”

“I try to. It’s hard, Ili—you seem happy with me but - ”

“I am happy with you! I’m so happy! But why can’t I be happy with someone else as well as you? I love you, Del, but I’m attracted to others. And society says that’s wrong, but why does it have to be? Why do we have to be monogamous when being with others makes us happy?”

“I saw Amy last week.”

I had been leaning forward and at Del’s sudden confession, I sit back with surprise. “Oh.”

He waits for me to say more; there is a long pause. “Is that all you’re going to say?” he finally asks.

“I don’t know what to say,” I admit. I don’t know what to feel. I’m disappointed that it’s Del who saw her, got to spend time with her. If I had to admit it, I’d say I’m jealous it wasn’t me. “Where did you see her?”

“I went for a drink after work Tuesday night. She got a job at the bar.”

“I thought she was leaving the city.”

“I thought so, too.”

Another pause, this one filled with disturbing thoughts. “She’s working right near the school. Near us. Why? Did she say anything?”

“She apologized. She tried to explain.”

“And?” Del’s face is unreadable in the darkness and that frightens me. I can always tell what he’s thinking. Suddenly afraid of what he’s going to say, I feel a need to be closer to him. Quickly, I stand, shedding my dress and laying it on my dresser.

“You should hang that up,” Del says automatically. He is the one who does the laundry, picks up after me. He’ll be the one to hang up the dress tomorrow. Even knowing that, I crawl into bed beside him, clad only in my bra and panties.

“So what happened?” I lean against my mountain of pillows, facing him.

“We talked.” His voice is clipped, uneasy and all of a sudden, I know what happened. He shifts in bed.

“And you had sex with her.” His surprised silence is all the answer I need. “I know you had sex with her.”

“How can you know that? Did she—?”

“No, I haven’t seen her. Or talked to her. But Del, it’s easy. If you didn’t have sex with her, you would have told me you saw her right away. That’s why you’ve been so against Kenna; you feel guilty because you think you’ve hurt me by being with Amy.” Even hearing about what happened with Amy and Del, I feel relief. Del isn’t against it because of something about Kenna, but because he’s guilty about Amy.

“And I didn’t?”

I almost laugh at the confusion in his voice. I might have laughed if I hadn’t been hit with a sudden pang of longing to have been the one to have seen Amy.

“Not the way you think. I wish you’d told me; I wish I could have seen her too. But you can never hurt me, Del, by being with someone else. I can’t live this lifestyle by being upset every time you fuck another woman. I’m sure you can hurt me in other ways, but you won’t. It’s not who you are.”

“Okay…” he says slowly.

“I have to tell you something, too.” It might be Del’s confession that prompts one of my own—of course it is. If I could hide William from Del, even for a little while longer, I would have done so. Lying to him is bad enough; to not tell him after he owns up about Amy would be so very wrong. “It wasn’t Megan and Paul I was with the other night.”

“Okay…”

“Tuesday night. The night you had sex with Amy.”

“Iliya.”

“Sorry, I don’t know why I said that. I was just being bitchy.”

“No, you’re feeling jealous because you know I won’t like who you were with. Was it Carlos? Is he back?” The anger in Del’s voice both soothes and alarms me—soothes, because it means Del is concerned about me; alarms because how will he react when I tell him about William.

William, who meant much more to me than Carlos did.

“No, he’s gone. I haven’t heard anything from him in years.”

“Then who?”

“William,” I tell him clearly, proud that I’m able to confess, rather than hide my face in my pillows. Or against Del’s chest, begging him to forgive me…

“William…” Del says it like he doesn’t remember, but I know he does. My husband doesn’t forget anything.

“I know you remember him. He was at Megan and Paul’s ...”

“What did he do to you this time?” The ice in his voice forces a gasp from my suddenly thick throat.

“I know you don’t understand -”

“You’re right—I don’t. I’ve never understood how you can allow men to hurt you.”

“Because some people get off on the pain, and I’m one of them! It’s how I am.”

“But why are you with me?” Del’s voice is raw with emotion. “I won’t do that to you. I won’t hit or slap or say such degrading things. You told me some of the things he did and I don’t understand—”

“I know you don’t, and I can’t explain it,” I interrupt. “But that’s what I like. I can’t deny that. But it’s you I love, Del. I want to be with you. But if we have someone else, someone to share, it makes it easier for me to resist the urges. If we still had Amy, I could say no to William. If Kenna…”

“That’s why you’re pushing it,” Del nods. “He’s back and he wants you. And you can’t refuse unless you have a good reason. And I’m not a good enough reason.”

“Del…” I reach for him, but he turns his head so I only see his profile. “You’re everything to me.”

“So you say.”

I’m scared, frightened I’ve gone too far. There’s a long silence between us in the bed, one I don’t know how to break.

“I wish I could be different,” I say finally, in a very small voice. “But I’m not. And I don’t want to go behind your back. I don’t want to lie to you. I can’t do monogamous. I never could.”

I think back years ago, to Lizbeth. She was the sweetest, best person I had ever met and I loved her just as much as I love Del. But I betrayed her in the end—I hurt her and that’s the last thing I want to do to Del.

“You are who you are, Iliya. You can’t deny what you want.”

“But I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I knew the score when I married you,” he says bitterly. “So you want Kenna as an excuse?”

“No, of course not. I’m attracted to her. I like women, Del. That’s part of me, too.”

“You’ve got all sorts of parts, all mixed up in that sexy body.” He sighs, turns to look at my breasts spilling out my lacy bra. “What are you going to tell Kenna? About William?”

“I’d rather keep him out of it,” I say stiffly. “He’s not the reason…just convenient timing. I don’t want to enjoy it, Del. But I do.”

“And I’m sorry I can’t share that with you. I’d do anything for you, Iliya, you know that. But not…” He is the one who reaches for my hand and I clutch it like a lifeline.

“I don’t know if I have to say anything to Kenna,” I tell him. “I don’t know if she wants me. Us. And I don’t know she’ll react when I tell her.”

Del sighs again. I hate doing this to him. “There’s only one way to find out,” he says reluctantly. “I don’t want her to be hurt.”

“I won’t hurt either one of you, Del,” I promise. 
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It feels different with Kenna this morning.

Talking with Del last night, with Tia at dinner, made everything clear for me. I’m not a horrible person for wanting what William is offering, but I’m aware enough to realize it’s not good for my marriage.

Kenna will be good for our marriage.

She’s so like Del; they will get along so well. Sexually, I suspect we’ll have to take things slowly, but I’m looking forward to that. I’ll be able to take care of her, show her new things. Help her explore her sexuality, like Tia did so long ago for me.

I never once consider that maybe she doesn’t want this. That maybe Del and I wouldn’t be good for her.

And I don’t let myself think about how easy it is with William, how he takes care of me.

I think about how sweet Kenna is this morning, how it warms my heart when she blurts out that she thinks I look pretty.

It’s like the white flag dropping at the beginning at the race.

After we walk, after we have coffee at my place, after Kenna goes home, I go to Del. He’s in the bedroom, getting ready to leave for work but I quickly fill him in about what Kenna told me about her ex-husband.

“He’s trying to steal her books,” I finish with.

“He can’t steal them. They’re her books,” Del argues.

“Well, he wants the royalties. And I’m betting there’s quite the chunk of them.”

“I don’t see how.” Del has a furrow between his eyes, worrying about Kenna. “I guess it’s possible, if he technically was supporting her. Shitty thing to do.”

My eyes widen. He must like her more than he’s let on. Del rarely swears. “Is there anything we can do? What about your lawyer? Can he give her any advice?”

“She’ll definitely need a lawyer.” Del steps in front of the mirror to adjust his tie. “I’ll call Bill today, see what he says about it.”

“And call and tell her. I’m sure she won’t mind me talking to you about it,” I say.

“Are you sure? She won’t think you’re betraying her confidence? Nothing has happened yet,” he reminds me. “This isn’t Amy, who we knew for years. You’ve barely known Kenna a week and you’re telling me all of her secrets. What’s she going to think about that?”

I grimace. “You might have a point. But talk to Bill. You said you’d make her dinner tonight.” It sounds like an accusation, so I try and pull the words back. “That’s a good thing. You can get to know her, see if she says anything to you, and then you can tell her what Bill says. Without saying Bill told you.”

“Okay.” I can tell Del is fighting to follow my train of thinking. “You’re all right with me going over there tonight? You said the other night that you’d be out.”

Megan had texted me on the weekend to suggest getting together tonight. Like Aidan’s appointment on Friday, it had slipped my mind. Right now, it is the last thing I feel like doing, but I like the thought of Del having some time to spend with Kenna. I know there’s a connection between her and I—I can sense it—but there needs to be one between her and Del as well to make this work. I see the attraction in her eyes; I know it’s there for Del, but there has to be more.

I’m not looking for a one night thing.

And then I think about William.

***

“I have a favour to ask. More like a question,” I add quickly. I call him after Del leaves for work, after I shower. I plan in my head what to say to William. I know William cares for me in his own way, and there’s not much he wouldn’t do for me. But unfortunately, he’s going to want something in return.

Me.

“I’m happy to help you with anything you need,” William says smoothly. “What is it?”

“I have a friend—”

“Ah. The replacement. That was quick.”

“It’s not—I haven’t…she’s a friend. Nothing more.”

“Yet.”

I don’t respond to his remark and pause before I continue. William is a successful businessman who might have some advice for Kenna. I’m doing this for her, I tell myself.

“I know you and your husband enjoy that sort of arrangement,” William finally says into the silence. “But I had hopes of you and I…”

“William, you know Del doesn’t—”

“Approve? Accept?” William interrupts. “Of me? And what I do for you?”

“Appreciates me…indulging that kind of behaviour.”

“He doesn’t smack you around then? In a good way, of course. If he ever laid a hand on you otherwise…” William’s voice grows so cold, so quickly that I’m startled. And touched by his concern.

“Del’s not like that,” I tell him softly. “He would never lift a hand to me, in anger or…any other reason.”

“What is Del like?” William demands. “Because, Iliya, you’re not making a good argument for him.”

“I have no intention of arguing about my marriage,” I say primly. “Del is my husband, a good one and I love him. End of discussion.”

“Then why did you let me fuck you last week? You let me taste that sweet pussy of yours. You wanted it so much, you would have let me have you in the hallway at that party, and you know it.”

My breath catches at his harsh words, at the memories they evoke. William is right—I did want him. I would have let him have me right there; I let him have his way with me. I let him fuck me and lick me; he made me scream with pleasure.

I let him do it all to me, and I say I love my husband.

I do love Del, but I have to admit, I still want William.

“Tell me about this friend.” William’s voice softens, turns businesslike and sets me on my guard at the abrupt change of subject. “What’s the problem.”

“My friend is an author, divorced. Her husband is going to sue her for a share of the royalties, even though she published after they split up.”

“Does she have a pre-nup?” William asks quickly.

“I doubt she even knows what that is.”

“Silly girl.” He asks a few other questions and I do my best to answer. I may have only met Kenna less than a week ago, I know a surprising amount about her.

“Well, unless she can prove that she published without any financial support from the husband, I’m afraid her hands are tied,” William says finally. “She should settle with him; make him go away.”

“She can’t do that! She’s young—these books are all she has!”

“Maybe he can be persuaded to go away. Forget about any idea he has for a lawsuit.”

“How?”

“There are ways,” William says chillingly, and I’m reminded what a cutthroat businessman I’m talking to. “There might be something I can do.”

“William…”

“I’d expect something in return, of course,” he continues, ignoring the note of warning in my voice.

“I’d expect nothing less,” I say, my throat suddenly as dry as my empty coffee cup.

I’ve made a deal with the devil.
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“Iliya,” William growls.

I lie to Del. I’ve withheld information from him, but I’ve never outright lied to him until I tell him I’m going to Megan and Paul’s that night.

Instead, I meet William at his house along the lakeshore.

I don’t have a choice.

I’m here to get whatever information I can for Kenna, while Del is even now at her house, sharing a meal with her.

Del gets to spend time with her while I…

I glance up at William smiling at me and feel a tight knot of desire grow in my belly.

“I’m glad to see you.” He’s dressed casually for William; khakis and a V-neck sweater, the blue matching his eyes.

Once last time, I promise myself.

He leads me to his billiard room.

It’s a massive space with a roaring fire at the end of the room, and couches set in front of it, countless shelves built into the walls, and an elevated pool table in the centre of the room. For such a large space, however, there are surprisingly few people. A small group stands in front of the fire. 

I glance nervously at the others as William leads over to them, his hand warm on the small of my back. “You seemed to enjoy yourself with an audience last week,” he explains in a low voice after he introduces the others.

“William.” The warning in my voice is unmistakable.

“Did you not enjoy yourself?” he asks, his mouth curved in an amused smile. “Because it seemed like you did to me.”

I stare at William for a moment before I drop my eyes to his mouth.

Full and sensual and capable of giving me so much pleasure.

Is that what I want? To be used by William, by the others. Because after what happened at Megan’s, with William inviting others in to join in, to sample me, I know that’s going to happen here.

There are two other women; a short blonde practically poured into a blue dress that leaves nothing to the imagination. She has an awe-inspiring body and hasn’t stopped talking since I walked into the room. The other woman is tall and slender with caramel coloured skin and a truculent expression.

Were either of them at the party the other night?

What about the men? Have they already fucked me and back for another round?

I feel like I’m on the edge of a diving board. If I pitch forward even a little bit, I’ll fall straight down, into the uncertainty below. But what happens after?

The short, blonde woman comes up to me as soon as William leaves my side to fetch a glass of wine. I am in desperate need of liquid courage right now. For the first time, this feels wrong.

What would Kenna think if she could see me now?

“You look out of your element,” the woman tells me. “Is this your first time?”

My eyes narrow at her assumption “I’ve known William for a while,” I assure her coldly.

“We were here last Valentine’s day,” she confides. “My husband Mahak and I. I like to think I’m fairly open and adventurous but Will’s friends are something else. They put me on the pool table and they all took turns with me! It was—” she rolls her eyes. “I’ve done stuff, but nothing like that before.”

“William is good at new experiences,” I tell her.

“There was a riding crop and ice cubes…” The woman shivers as if the ice cube is running down her back. “Kind of kinky, but incredible. But maybe you know all that.”

I know exactly what’s going to happen tonight.

William is going to display me on that pool table, possibly tying me to it. And then everyone is this room, including the blonde before me, is going to use my body however they want, with whatever they want.

While it lasts, I won’t have control over my body and I’ll enjoy that. But tomorrow…

I won’t enjoy it tomorrow.

When I think back on how it felt to have their hands and mouths roaming over my body, I’ll feel excited. I’ll make myself come with the memories how it felt to be fucked by them, one after the other. But tomorrow morning, I’m going to feel ashamed, and guilty, and dirty, like I can’t wash their fingerprints off me.

I stare at the pool table, set upon the raised platform and the anticipation in my stomach changes into something darker, the warmth in my stomach turning as cold as William’s eyes.

I can’t do this.

“You’ve met Melissa,” William says approvingly when he returns, handing me a glass of cold wine. “I’m sure you’ll get along fine.”

I let my eyes slide over Melissa; she’s pretty with amazing breasts and she smiles, preening a little under my gaze. I look at her mouth, wondering how it will feel like to kiss her. I wait for the anticipation of what will happen between us turn to excitement.

It doesn’t happen.

“I can’t do this.” I hand the full glass of wine back to William.

“Iliya,” William cautions.

“What’s wrong?” Melissa demands, sounding offended.

“It’s not you,” I assure her. “You’re lovely and I’m sure we’d have a lot of fun.

But this-” I wave my arm, encompassing the room. “I can’t. Not tonight.” I back away from them, from Melissa’s irritated expression, from the warmth of the fire. From the palpable sexual desire of the others.

Everyone there wants to fuck me. They want to do countless things to my body to give me pleasure.

But I don’t want that tonight.

“Iliya,” William warns as I move away from him. “If you leave, there will be a punishment for this.”

Now I feel a frisson of desire. But I still walk out the door.
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This time I’m home before Del and wait restlessly for him in bed.

I’m proud that I left William’s but I can’t help the regret. I don’t know when Del will be home and the thought of William…

I said no. I left. There’s no point in wondering what if?

What if it had been just William there? What if he had wanted me all to himself? Would I have stayed then?

That would be too dangerous, too much like an affair.

Is it an affair if your husband knows what you’re doing?

But he doesn’t. Not really.

Del accepts that I went out tonight to have sex; sex with someone other than him. And he’s okay with that.

Does Del lie awake when I’m out, imagining what another man, or a woman, is doing to me? Wondering what I’m doing, picturing others doing things to me? Because I’m doing the same thing. I can’t stop wondering if something is happening with Kenna and Del, right now, while I’m here in bed alone.

How does Del stand it?

What if he takes things too far with Kenna? I don’t know what would be worse—the thought of the two of them locked in an embrace or if Del says or does something to scare her away.

What if she doesn’t like the idea of the three of us? What if she’s afraid? Disgusted?

What if she wants nothing to do with it?

Del won’t say anything to her, I keep telling myself, rolling around the big bed, unable to get comfortable. My hand moves between my legs almost on its own accord. Whenever I can’t sleep, masturbation works better than any sleeping aid. 

I wonder how long Del will be.

My finger slides between my folds, exploring the slipperiness. There’s no sense denying that thinking about William gets me excited.

But I want Kenna. I want Kenna to understand, to accept that it’s normal for me to have these desires. Because of my attraction to her, it doesn’t mean I love Del any less.

I’ll always love Del. I’ll always want him.

But does Kenna want him? Does she want me?

What does Kenna feel like? Does she like a gentle touch? Should I be soft and teasing? Or should I take control, telling her what to do, or better yet, showing her how I like it.

I have to assume something will happen with her. I hope it’s not happening with Del tonight.

But maybe he’s touching her right now, just like I’m touching myself.

Are his hands on her breasts? They’ll be small, perfectly formed, her nipples hardening at the slightest touch.

Will his hand touch her thigh, sliding slowly, higher and higher? She’ll clench her muscles, wanting to spread her legs for him without realizing she’s already doing it. His hand will find her heat, the soft, delicate wetness, full of nerves and capable of sensations that can make a woman whimper one moment and make her scream the next.

Does Kenna make noises? Would she cry out if Del slid his finger over her clit, or will she bite her lip to stifle any sound of pleasure?

I’m quiet as I touch myself. Years of satisfying myself with someone in the bed beside me has taught me that. Spreading my fingers into a V, I slowly rub my clit, savouring the sensations as they build within me. I think about Kenna. I think about what the first time will be like—touching her body carefully, tenderly, as to not scare her. Gently, kissing her body, exploring her taste, showing what my touch is like.

And then my mind flies to William.

William, holding me down on the bed, one hand firm against the back of my head so I can’t move, the other slapping my ass.

And then his hand turns into a riding crop and I’m leaning over a pool table and my excitement builds.

What if I had stayed? What would William have done to me? I let my fantasy run wild; tied up, a gag in my mouth to quiet my cries, the guests at the party each taking their turn with me.

The women—tongues and teeth and fingers everywhere. The men—hard cocks thrusting inside me, again and again.

Begging for more.

My hips thrust as the waves begin to crest. Starting at my legs, moving up and out, until my entire body is aflame, my concentration directed at the frantic stroking of my fingers, the images playing in my mind of me bent over the pool table, my face between blonde Melissa’s legs, William behind me fucking me as hard as he can…

I don’t hear the soft footsteps of Del coming home, stealthy entering our room and staring at me in bed, so engrossed in playing with myself.

“Iliya,” he groans and then the blankets are yanked off of me.

“Oh, god,” I cry, but I can’t stop. I’m so close to the edge. It’s physically impossible for me to stop. I can’t…I can’t…

But then Del’s pants are around his ankles quicker than I’ve ever seen him undress and my fingers are still moving, rubbing frantically at my clit as he pulls me by my ankles over to the edge of the bed.

With one thrust he’s inside me, and I’m crashing over the edge, coming with a cry that breaks the silence of the room.

“So hot,” Del mutters as he pulls my legs up, guiding them so they’re resting on his shoulders. His hands bite into my hips, drawing me closer as he thrusts deeper.

I spread my arms across the bed, clutching at the sheets, watching as he takes total control of me. “More,” I demand huskily. I feel another orgasm relentlessly building inside and I cry out as Del fucks me harder, filling me completely. If I was capable of coherent thought right now, I would demand to know why I need anyone else.

But I’m not capable of anything right now, focused only on the sensation of his cock deep inside me and the waves of pleasure threatening to wash over me once again.

“Del,” I cry. “Don’t stop! Now…now…!” I scream out as I come, my body shaking from the intensity. With a roar, Del joins me, thrusting harder so the bed slides across the floor.

When he finally pulls out, my body is as boneless as a rag doll and I sink back into the bed.

“Holy shit, Ili. I’ve never seen anything like that,” Del tells me breathlessly, lying on the bed beside me, still with his pants around his ankles.

“I didn’t expect you to come home so soon,” I say, self-consciously. Del has watched me play with myself before, but never has he surprised me like that.

“Well, I’m glad I came when I did.”

“Me, too. Are you going to come to bed like that?”

He laughs and heaves himself off the bed. “Don’t fall asleep before I get back,” he warns. “I have to talk to you.”

“Good talk?” I call as he heads for the washroom. He hums a response and makes me wait until he washes up for bed. I switch the light on and sit up against the pillows.

“What happened?” I demand as soon as he’s back.

Del slides into bed beside me. “First of all, I have to tell you that was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. And Ili, you know I’ve seen a lot.”

“Some things should remain private,” I say with a sly smile. “But I’m glad that didn’t.” My body is still tingling. “What’s the second thing?”

“I kissed Kenna.”

My mouth falls open. “But, oh…Del, was it—what happened? Did she—?”

“She got upset,” he admits, shame-faced.

“Well, of course she did! Her husband cheated on her so she thinks you’re just another cheating bastard. Did she kiss you back?”

“I think so,” he tells. I’m pleased that he’s more than a little embarrassed talking about this with me. It’s sweet.

“That’s why I always make the first move,” I say, giving him a firm tap on the shoulder.

“We’ve only done this once before,” he reminds me.

“But it should be me, don’t you agree? You just seem like a guy coming on to her, where I can come across—”

“As a woman coming on to her?”

“Well, yes, but it’s more… how mad is she?”

“She isn’t really mad. Just upset.”

“Should I call her?”

“I doubt she’d talk to you now. Maybe in the morning.”

“We’re walking in the morning. I’ll make sure to talk to her.” Once decided, I turn off the light and slide under the blankets. Del’s news woke me up, but the two orgasms have relaxed my body enough that I know sleep will be find me quickly. “Everything will be fine,” I add.

Del hums again and settles in beside me. “Ili? What were you thinking about? When you -?”

I lean over and find his lips in the dark. “You,” I lie.
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When Kenna doesn’t show up for our walk, I know things are bad. Jane texts at the last minute to tell me that her baby is sick again, so I don’t wait any longer before heading to Kenna’s place.

When I’m standing outside her door, I have a twinge of conscious because it’s so early but it quickly passes. I suspect she’ll be awake.

I’m right. Kenna is quick to open the door after I ring, too quick because I haven’t prepared what I want to say.

I need you. It almost slips out of my mouth. Help me. Help me keep the demons away.

“Hi,” I say instead, doing my best to rein in my eagerness. My heart catches at the sight of her. I made the right decision to leave William’s last night. How could I face her if I had allowed William and his friends to use me like they wanted to? I know it would have been good for me, but I would have been left with a tinge of regret this morning, a feeling of shame that I had let them take me, rather than give myself to them. They would have only taken my body, using it for their pleasure. They wouldn’t have cared about me, Iliya. What I thought, what I dreamed. How I loved.

I want to give myself to Kenna, present myself on a silver platter. Let her see the real me. William’s friends don’t deserve that, and that’s why I left. Not because of how we played and what he did to me but because to him, I’m just a body. Someone to tease and taste and fuck.

I don’t know what I want out of this visit, what I’m expecting. “I missed you this morning,” I tell Kenna.

I know what I want.

By the way Kenna clutches her robe, I know she’s naked underneath. Soft, pale skin, fresh and untouched…

No one has used her, like the way they use me.

My heart sinks. How can I possibly think she wants me?

Purplish smudges shadow Kenna’s green eyes so it’s obvious she didn’t sleep much last night. “I’m sorry,” she immediately whispers. She looks so upset that I want to open my arms for her to rush into. “I just…”

“Del told me what happened.” I try to sound concerned, but my own fear contorts my voice into a weird indifferent breeziness.

Kenna’s head jerks like I’ve slapped her. “I didn’t -”

More than anything, I need to make this right for Kenna. I can’t have her feeling guilty with some ridiculous idea that she’s betrayed me; shame because she’s no better than her ex-husband, the serial cheater.

And for a moment, a long, painful moment, I consider leaving. Leaving Kenna to her life, a life without the confusion and complications of being involved with Del and I. As much as I want her, as much as I need her to divert me from falling into the William rabbit hole. Like Alice tumbling into Wonderland.

But am I good for Kenna? Should I push down everything I feel for her, everything I could feel for her? What could I give her that would make her life better?

I should stop at friendship, even though it would be difficult. For Kenna…

“I think I’ve got a crush on your husband,” Kenna confesses, which halts any thoughts of me leaving. She wants Del—I knew she would. But what about me? Can she want me too?

“I think I might have a crush on you, too,” she whispers after a pause.

Something explodes in my chest; happiness, hope and the desire I’ve been feeling for Kenna since I first saw her, bubbling together. If I have Kenna, I won’t need anyone else. I won’t think about William, other men, other women. If I can have Kenna…

But first…

I have to take this slow. I follow her through the house to couch, sidestepping cats as I go. I fight not to touch her, petting the cats instead. I have to explain. I have to tell her.

“Kenna.” I grip my hands in my lap. “There’s a lot you don’t realize about Del and I. We aren’t like your usual married couples.” I pause to catch my breath. Is this the right move? Is this how I should be doing this? Am I saying the right thing? “This is the part I don’t like. Telling others that I—we—enjoy other women.”

“Oh.”

The only sound is the cat purring beside me and the loud drip of the faucet in the kitchen. This isn’t good. This is the wrong move. She’s going to bolt, I’ve scared her… “Kenna, you have to say more than that,” I plead.

“I’m not sure what…other women? While you’re married. You and Del…”

“Yes.”

I’ve never been ashamed or embarrassed to call myself bi-sexual but with Kenna, I’m questioning everything. I’ve never been so nervous about the reaction of someone, but then again, I’ve never admitted this to anyone like Kenna.

I try to sound confident, assured, but it’s tough when all I want to do is kiss her.

Kiss the wide mouth, so pink and luscious, lips I’ve never seen covered in lipstick. I want to see if those lips will curve up at the corners; I want to see what they look like swollen from kissing.

I want to touch the pale skin, watch it turn pink as she blushes. Would her entire body turn pink when she blushes?

I want to see her flush with desire.

How can I be upset that Del kissed her, when I can’t help but wanting to myself? There is something about Kenna that I can’t resist.

I can’t wait any longer. I tilt her chin with my finger. I have only a second to fear, to wonder, before I brush my lips against hers.

It’s an instant, but it’s a lifetime.

Soft lips. The taste of mint. Inhaling her breath.

“Now do you understand?” I ask her when I pull away.

I want to laugh with joy and delight because she doesn’t run. She doesn’t demand I leave, doesn’t wipe the taste of me off her lips.

She kisses me back.

Only for an instant, but she responds. It’s there.

And then Kenna touches my cheek, caressing it softly, carefully, like she expects me to dissolve under her hand. I lean into the warmth of her hand, feeling silly, like I’m a pet desperate for affection, but unable to move away.

I’ll take whatever she will give me.

I kiss her again, slowly at first, holding back with all my willpower, but as she responds, her mouth moving with increasing certainty under my lips, I take more.

I take her mouth and claim it as my own, treasuring her taste and touch.

My hands find her nakedness under the robe, worrying open the tie of her robe as quickly as I can, half afraid Kenna will stop me before I can touch her.

Touch her stomach, her breasts…

She makes a noise in the back of her throat and I pull away.

But she’s not stopping me.

I try to restrain myself but everything I feel bubbles to the surface as my lips devour her. I have to taste all of her. I move to her neck, kissing and sucking and resisting the urge to leave marks as I explore her body. So soft and pale, like I imagined she would be, her breasts small and sweet tasting.

I glance up at her—eyes closed, mouth slightly open and panting ever so much. She has a tiny furrow between her brows like she’s concentrating, and I smile to see her so vulnerable.

Del.

He will want this. He’ll want to see this, but I need it first. I need to know Kenna can handle me.

And then things begin to move quickly, blur together like a movie in fast forward. I want to slow down, I should slow down for Kenna but she wants it too…the quickening of breath, low moans and soft cries. I find myself lying on the couch, Kenna kneeling above me, her soft thighs straddling me. Her taste is sweet, musky as I dip with my tongue, my fingers. I love the sounds she makes. Knowing that I’m the one exciting her, my touch is the one pulling her out of herself, where the true Kenna has been hidden for so long…

I lower her so I can feel the warmth of her pussy on my face. Her scent surrounds me, her taste…

Go slow, I warn.

Blowing gently against the slick wetness, I carefully slide a finger inside her, and then two. I flick my tongue against her clit, smiling as Kenna cries out.

She opens her legs wider and I hear her sigh as I press my face between her legs and begin to lick her with cat-like strokes until I sense her relaxing. Then I add a little wiggle, longer strokes of my tongue and thrust inside her.

Kenna moans aloud and I grin. 

By listening to her breathing and her soft cries, I can figure out what she likes. She likes me to lick her clit quickly, and then tease her by slowing it down. She likes it when I use my fingers, thrusting two of them inside her as she rocks her hips towards me. And when I suck her clit in my mouth, she cries out

“Oh, it’s good, so good!” Kenna cries and satisfaction washes over me. “Please, don’t stop, keep going…ohmygod!” She muffles her scream as I suck her clit again.

I feel something growing deep inside me. Something that needs to be nurtured, something that needs to be fed.

Kenna rocks against me, pushing down against my open, hungry mouth.

Hard slashes of my tongue between sucking of her clit. I can tell Kenna is getting close. I reach between my own legs, my hand burrowing to find my own clit, rubbing quickly so I can join her.

And then I feel her coming, writhing above me with a strangled scream. I’m close, so close and I continue until I feel the waves crashing over me.

It’s begun.
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If I look close enough, I can see the pearly white button trembling, fighting the urge to burst from the restraints of the button hole. But I will not allow myself to look because Shelli is only seventeen, albeit a seventeen year old high school junior with the focus of a forty-seven year old sex-deprived cougar. Add in the chest measurements of a professional porn star and being alone with the girl is pretty scary.

How is she allowed out of the house looking the way she does? Tiny T-shirts with inches of midriff on display, buttons straining on too-tight tops, a movement away from bursting and encompassing all into a Grand Canyon of cleavage. If this was back in the day of Greeks and Romans, men would go to war for that body. But we’re not living in the Roman age, and Shelli’s body is displayed all over Instagram; selfies in various poses and stages of undress, with the common factor of the duck lips of the millennials.

I’m not on Instagram, but fellow teacher and across the school hall neighbour Bruce routinely checks out the students’ pictures and makes a point of showing me the worst ones.

But the thing about Shelli, the thing that drives me absolutely crazy, is that she thinks her body and her face are all she has going for her. She’s actually very intelligent as well as a sweet girl, but prefers to let her breasts do the talking for her. She thinks it’s acceptable to pretend to be as dumb as a post.

“But I just can’t understand what they’re saying,” she complains for the fifth time this afternoon. I’m not sure what she expects me to do; I’m not translating the damn book for her. She’s asked for extra help every day after school this week but nothing I’ve told her has sunk in.

“It’s not Shakespeare, Shelli—it’s Jane Austen.”

“But they talk so old!” A quick glance at her plate sized phone even though I’ve told her countless times to put it away.

“Your phone isn’t going to help you translate,” I remind her and she flashes me a guilty smile, lips glistening with a fresh application of gloss.

“Maybe it will help if you watch the movie with me,” she suggests coyly. Her voice makes my skin crawl because if I wasn’t such a nice guy, it’s obvious this girl is up for whatever I want to do with her.

I don’t want to do anything with her. She’s seventeen!

That button is going to burst if she takes another deep breath.

I take a deep breath and try and reclaim my hard-fought patience. “Shelli, this is third year English, not film studies. Unfortunately we don’t have time to watch the movie in class. But I think it would be a good idea for you watch one of the Pride and Prejudice movies to get the gist of what they’re saying. There should be one on Netflix. Try that and see how it goes. Now look at chapter five and tell me what Mrs. Bennett is trying to say.”

As she stumbles through, I let my mind drift to a time and a place where I’m not a high school English teacher, but instead can spend my days writing and having no contact with over-developed and under-witted teenagers.

I love teaching—most of the time. But lately I’ve had my share of trying days.

Shelli leans her elbows on the desk as she reads, pressing her chest up and out even further and I avert my eyes with difficulty, my gaze ending up at the clock high on the wall. “Ok, Shelli, that’s it for the day. I’ve got to get home.” I carefully bookmark my dog-eared copy and stand up. Shelli heaves a sigh and I cringe, fully expecting the button to fly across the room.

“I don’t like watching movies by myself,” she pouts as she stands up.

“Watch it with a friend.” I move out from the safety of my desk, wanting to escort her from my office, but for once, she’s not moving very fast.

“I’d rather watch it with you…Del.” Is she really doing this? Does she not learn? I’ve given her no encouragement whatsoever. How many grown men does she try this with?

“It’s Mr. Ecker, Shelli,” I point out firmly, gesturing to the door. I don’t mind the students calling me by my first name while in class but not in the way Shelli says it. She rolls my name around her mouth like it’s a fruit flavoured candy she’s happy to suck.

“Oh, c’mon. We’re both adults and no one is here…” She slides her gaze around the cramped office, on my desk covered with books and papers and finally my face, dropping hungrily to my mouth.

I swallow uneasily. I shouldn’t feel self-conscious of a seventeen year old girl looking at me! “We’re still at school, Shelli, and you’re still my student.” Not to mention underage.

“If we weren’t at school? I could pretend not to be your student. I could pretend…anything you want.”

She moves closer, so close that I smell her perfume. I close my eyes, wishing I could make her vanish with a simple blink of an eye. I’d also like my image of her in private school outfit leaning seductively over my desk, to disappear from my mind as well. “That’s very flattering, but I think you should go now.”

“I might need a ride home,” she continues relentlessly. She touches my arm and I fight not to flinch. This girl is too much and I’m only a man. My cock gives an interested twitch.

“Then call an Uber.” I push past her rudely, doing my best ignore how she sticks her chest out. Last year, when Lacey Sims pulled something like this, I gave her a terse lecture on the necessity of having self-respect. I haven’t been able to bring myself to repeat it with Shelli. She’s too far gone, those breasts too distracting.

I lock the door after she flounces down the hall, but not before she gives me a long and lingering glance over her shoulder, the kind of look no self-respecting seventeen year old should be capable of making.

I’ll tell Iliya about Shelli. She says she’s not jealous but I like the way her voice pitches up an octave when I tell her about female attention.

It could be excitement. Iliya would love it if I brought a woman home.

How many men have wives like that? Most women would deny their husbands sex for a week if they suggested a threesome; not only does Iliya propose the idea, she actually has brought someone home for me to meet.

Amy. The three of us shared a very healthy relationship. I had a wife and a girlfriend for almost three years. Not many men can say that.

Lucky me.

I glance down the hall at Shelli. Her hips sway like a burlesque dancer and I mask a sigh. Even though I want nothing to do with Shelli, it might be nice if Iliya admitted to being a little jealous now and again.

But Iliya always says, with marriages like ours, jealousy is the one thing that would destroy it. That and dishonesty.

We had two for two with Amy, and so she had to go.

Not that it was easy to end things. Some days I wish Iliya and I could have a regular marriage.

“That should be illegal,” Bruce says, leaning against the doorframe and watching Shelli undulate down the hall. “I kept my door open the whole time in case you called for help.”

“I was tempted,” I admit.

“Really?” Bruce is google-eyed with surprise.

“To call for help, not because I’m tempted by her! Please! When I was that age, girls didn’t look like that. And they wore more clothes!”

Bruce laughs, locking his own classroom door as he joins me in the hall. The history and English departments share a corridor in the school, which works for us since Bruce is my closest friend at the school. He’s a few years younger than I am, married to a nice woman named Clare.

I’ve met Clare and Bruce has met Iliya and the unspoken consensus is that because the wives have absolutely nothing in common, we won’t bother with trying to socialize as couples.

It’s probably a good thing. Most of society wouldn’t understand our marriage. I don’t know if we’re technically polyamorous or just swingers. Iliya says we have an open marriage, but I disagree because Iliya is the only one who is open about it. I’m sure if I went home and told Iliya I wanted to fuck Shelli or Shelli’s mother or even Shelli and her mother together, my wife would tell me to go for it.

But I don’t want to. Iliya is the only woman I want.

Except for Amy.

“Things change, my friend. We grew up back in the dinosaur age. At least the kids think so. Hey, what have got on tonight?” Bruce continues eagerly. “Want to grab a beer?”

“It’s four-thirty!”

“And I’ve been thirsty for hours. You can’t tell me you don’t need one after that? After Shelli shack-a-boom-boom?”

“What?” I laugh, falling into step with Bruce as he walks down the hall.

Bruce waves his hand like he’s keeping a beat. “You know, that old 70s porno music. “BOOM-chic-a-Bow-Wow. That’s how it went.”

I can only imagine what Bruce would say if he knew about some of the things Iliya and I have done.

“Make sure you don’t bring that up during parent-teacher interviews with Shelli’s parents,” I suggest. “Can’t see it going over well.”

“Wonder what the mother looks like,” Bruce muses as he shoulders open the door. The warm air hits us like a gentle slap, and suggests spring may truly be on its way.

“I think I’d be afraid to find out. I’m doing okay keeping Shelli at arm’s length, but who can tell with an older woman?”

Bruce glances at me with admiration. “Does she really come on to you? Geez, it’s been so long since I’ve had a woman come on to me, I think I forget what it feels like.”

“Trust me, it’s not all it’s cut out to me. At least when it comes to girls like Shelli.”

“But what if it was the girl’s mother…” Bruce trails off, rubbing his hands with anticipation. I laugh but while part of me is proud that at forty-two, I can still attract a few of the female species, part of me wants to tell Bruce it’s more trouble than it’s worth.

Thanks to my wife, I will never want for female attention.

“So? Beer?” Bruce asks as we hesitate on the sidewalk outside the school.

I can’t deny Bruce’s logic. While I don’t approve my body’s reaction to Shelli’s closeness, I can’t deny it. A cold beer would fix things up.

Especially since Iliya is out tonight.

“Sounds good,” I tell him.

The best way to relieve the sudden tension would be with my wife. Unfortunately, tonight, she’ll be otherwise occupied. And while I have no qualms about the solo act, I think I might save it for later.

Bruce and I head to a pub some of the teachers frequent a few blocks from the school. I should say, Bruce frequents with whomever he can convince to share a few pints after a long day in the trenches. Bruce is a natural teacher and popular with the students, but six hours with teenagers is enough to make anyone need a drink.

Bruce is also very social and so we settle at the bar with our pints and Avery Meadows, a biology teacher who looks more frazzled than usual.

“Ah. This hits the spot,” Bruce says after a lengthy pull of his beer. “If I go home too early, the wife expects me to get dinner ready. It’s not that I don’t like to, but it’s that I like eating her cooking more than I like my own. She says that’s just an excuse and gets all pissy, but it’s the truth! She’s a really good cook!”

I wonder what it would be like to be in a marriage like Bruce’s. Where conflicts are over who makes dinner or takes out the trash, not whether or not I’m bothered by the fact that my wife is going to a swingers’ party this evening without me.

A few beers might help me forget about that fact as well.

“Wish I could say the same,” I grimace. “I think we’d both starve if Iliya did the cooking.”

“I remember Iliya’s cooking,” says a female voice behind me.

I freeze, crouched over my beer, hand clutching the glass.

“Hello, Del,” Amy says. “It’s been a while.”
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The first time Iliya suggested inviting a woman into our bed, I jumped at the chance, just like any red-blooded man would. Sex with my wife had always been amazing but the thought of two women together was exciting beyond belief.

After the first time with Amy, I strode around like a cock-of-the-walk for a week, with a shit-eating grin on my face. The fact that I, Delancey Ecker, skinny kid from Regent Park, had satisfied two beautiful women was the stuff of fantasies.

I had thought it was a one-time thing, but then Amy was back the next weekend. And then returning a few days later, staying at the house for almost a week.

Long limbs, languid kisses, bodies pressed close together. Hours spent pleasuring each other.

The three of us were together for almost three years.

And a few weeks ago, it was over.

Seeing Amy hits me like a punch in the gut, like the time when I was nine and my older brother Ty hit me in the stomach with all of his fourteen year old strength behind it.

I can’t speak; the air is sucked out of my lungs at the sight of her. I manage a nod, quickly looking away, even though her image is burned into my skull. Big blue eyes, friendly smile, dark blonde hair caught back in a stub of a ponytail.

Holding her slender waist in my hands. Tiny breasts with nipples so sensitive the briefest touch can elicit a whimper. Long legs wrapped around my waist while I—

“Del?” Bruce is all smiles as he stares admiringly at Amy. “Aren’t you going to introduce us to your friend?”

“She’s Iliya’s friend,” I manage. I know I sound rude, and look even ruder by turning my back to her, but I don’t care. How dare she speak to me, like we’re some long-lost friends who recently reunited via Facebook? Amy is not my friend; she’s never been my friend…

She was a lot more.

“I’m Amy,” she introduces herself to Bruce and Avery. “Your friendly neighbourhood pub waitress.” She slips behind the bar, unloading her tray of dirty glasses.

“I didn’t know you were working here.” The unspoken implication is that I wouldn’t have come in here if I had known and Bruce gives me a sideways look of amazement.

I’m not a rude person, but I wasn’t prepared to see Amy again. I don’t know how to handle it.

“I’ve been here for a few weeks,” Amy says, ignoring my rude tone. “I didn’t realize this was a favourite hangout of yours.”

“We teach at the high school. This is the closest place for beer. Some days I make a run for it,” Bruce tells her. “But I guess you must know that Del teaches there.”

“I guess I did.” Amy smiles at Bruce but her eyes are still on me. I keep my focus on the dwindling foam in my pint glass. Keith’s IPA. Amy liked to take sips of my beer and this was one of her favourites.

“I need to learn to like it but I can’t drink a whole bottle. Let me have some of yours.”

And of course I would share, because I could never refuse Amy anything. Iliya, with her glass of expensive wine, would watch us and make a face. My wife hates the taste of beer; tells me even the smell of it on my breath is a turn-off.

“You let your hair grow.”

I raise a hand and feel the short, tight curls that still feel foreign after years of shaving my head.

“He drove the women crazy with that bald head.” Bruce rolls his eyes, ready and willing to bring Amy into our conversation.

“I like it like this,” she says lightly, her eyes never leaving my face. “You look even more like Lenny Kravitz. You just need a scarf.”

“Dark glasses,” Avery nods his agreement.

“That’s the last thing we need,” Bruce groans. “The girls already throw themselves on you. Tell them you look like Cinna from the Hunger Games,” he mocks in a singsong voice, “and you’ll never get any teaching done.”

“I don’t look like Lenny Kravitz,” I mutter darkly, even though Iliya has told me that same thing on several occasions. I don’t know how to react to Amy standing across the bar from me, and it’s making me uncomfortable.

She’s wearing an old grayish-black Rolling Stones T-shirt. I made fun of her about her collection of vintage concert shirts ; about how she had no right to wear the shirt if she had never seen the band in concert. When the Stones last played in Toronto, I managed to get tickets and when Iliya had no interest in going, I took Amy. She had only been involved with us for a few weeks, but that night was one of my favourite times I spent with her.

Why didn’t Iliya ever tell me how difficult it is to end a relationship? I’m well aware that my wife has quite the colourful past. She’s been part of a triad—as the ‘extra’ woman in a relationship with a couple—a few times but she never discussed how she ended the involvements.

It’s not easy. The three of us were together for years. I’d go so far to compare breaking up with Amy to the breakup of my first marriage, only less acrimonious. It hurt almost as much as losing Alicia.

It makes me wish I had never agreed to bring Amy into our life.

Finally, with a sigh Amy gives up her attempt at conversation with me. “Well, enjoy your beers, boys. Nice to see you again, Del.”

I resist the urge to watch her walk away. Watching Amy stroll through my house had been one of my favourite pastimes. It probably had something to do with the fact she used to do it without any clothes on.

“She’s a friend of Iliya’s?” Bruce has no qualms about watching Amy walk away, admiring her ass in her tight black jeans. “Not too close, are they?”

“Not really. They had a falling out,” I add since he’s waiting for more of an explanation.

“Women are more prone than men to letting petty differences destroy friendships,” Avery says, in perfect scientist mode. “I believe it’s because they insist on communicating so much; instead of letting things go, their need to discuss and how they insist on analyzing every single slight and comment, creates a much bigger mess.”

Bruce and I stare at Avery. He’s the stereotypical absent-minded professor—brilliant, but solely lacking in social skills. “Are you sure you’re not married?” Bruce asks. “Because you seem to have a good read on what women are like.” 

“Maybe that’s the reason I’ve never married,” Avery says with all seriousness.

“Because you know what women are like?” I ask.

“Because I’m afraid of them,” Avery corrects.

“And a good reason to be.” Bruce tips his glass back and finishes his beer in a single swig. “Speaking of being afraid, I’d better get out of here. Either of you want a ride home?”

I prefer to walk to work, seeing as how Iliya and I live so close to the school. Avery’s condo is a bit farther away and he rides his bike. “Do you think you could fit in my bike?” he asks Bruce.

“I’ve got the SUV today, so sure. Del? Looks like it’s going to rain.”

I signal the bartender. “I don’t mind a walk in the rain. Iliya’s going out tonight so she’ll be running all around getting ready at home. I might stay here a while, have another beer and get some marking done.”

“Good plan.” The two say good-bye, leaving me alone at the bar. I check the time on my phone, trying to harden my heart at what I know is coming.

“Your friends leave you all alone?”

Three minutes, twenty- six seconds. That’s how long it takes for Amy to return, as soon as Bruce and Avery are out the door. She slides onto the stool beside me, still warm from Bruce.

“They seem nice.”

“Why are you working here?” I demand, more forcibly than I would have liked to.

“I needed a job,” Amy says, hands out in a gesture of innocence. She does look innocent—the blonde hair, blue eyes all make sure of that. But the innocent exterior hides a sharp and seriously kinky girl inside.

“It had to be here? You knew damn well you’d see me. We live in the neighbourhood, Amy. I work ten minutes away.”

“I didn’t think it would be a problem,” she admits.

I cock my head. “Why is that? Is extortion a common occurrence for you? Do you normally try and bleed people dry?”

She flushes guiltily. “Del, let me explain. It wasn’t like that…I had my reasons. I’m so sorry! I hate how things ended.” She leans close enough that her shoulder brushes against mine. So close that I can smell her. Coconut.

I swivel on my chair so I’m facing the bar, desperate for some distance. I hold my pint with both hands, protecting it. I want to protect my heart but it’s not as easy. “Don’t you have to work?” I ask pointedly.

“We’re not exactly busy. I’m on a break,” she calls to the bartender at the other end of the counter, who nods without breaking eye contact with the riveting game of darts on the big screen across the room. “Del, I—”

“I don’t want to talk about it. I don’t see the need.”

“But you have to know how sorry I am. You have to know why!”

I stare at her hand on my arm, the paleness of her skin contrasting wildly with my darkness. An image flashes, of Amy lying curled into my side.

“I’m so white compared to you.”

“I’m not exactly what you’d call pale.”

“But you’re not—I never know how to say it the right way! You’re not black. You’re bronze coloured.”

“Bronze. I like that.” My fingers traced patterns on her bare shoulder and she draped her leg over mine. Iliya had been in the shower; Amy rarely cuddled with me when Iliya was in the room. “My mother was from Barbados. She met my father when she moved here.”

“You never talk about your father,” Amy noted, her chin propped on her fist, resting on my chest.

“There’s nothing to talk about. He left when I was four, a few months after my youngest brother was born. Apparently four boys were too much to handle for him.”

“But your mother could handle it?”

“My mother could handle anything. But it was tough. It was—I don’t know how she did it. I used to hear her on the phone, begging him to help her.”

Amy was right; I rarely talked about my father and I had never before told anyone about my mother’s repeated phone calls to him, even Iliya. Not even my brothers knew about it.

There was something about Amy that led me to confide in her, about so much. She was easy to talk to, she just got me. I could trust her with -

“I don’t have to know anything,” I tell Amy coldly, escaping from the past with help from a long sip of beer.

Amy heaved a deep breath. “You’re being stubborn, Del. That’s not like you.”

“I’m covering my ass so I don’t get hurt again. Or Iliya.”

“I never mean to hurt you. Or Ili.” Amy’s voice softens, and when I chance a glance at her, she’s staring at me with liquid eyes.

“Could have fooled me,” I say gruffly, not wanting to get sucked in to the conversation, even though every inch of me is screaming to find out Why did you act that way?

“Del…” she pleads.

“Was it all a set-up?” I burst out, wincing at how she draws back from my anger. I forgot how Amy has her own baggage as well. It checks my tone but not my fury. “From the very beginning? You met Iliya in a bookstore for god’s sake! You can’t tell me that wasn’t a set up.”

“It wasn’t.” Amy’s eyes are wide and earnest. “You have to believe me.”

“Just perfect timing.” I finish my beer and set it on the table a little louder than necessary. “Just like this. I’m out of here.”

“Let me buy you the next one,” she beseeches. “So I can explain.”

“I don’t think that’s necessary, either the beer or the explanation. It’s over, Amy. There’s nothing you can say that will change that. ” I glance around. My voice had risen but luckily the other patrons were far enough not to overhear. “I’ve got to get home.”

“Please, just wait. I have to explain. You have to understand… ”

“No, I really don’t.” I finally meet her gaze, staring angrily into her blue eyes.

But my heart softens as I see the tears in her eyes.

“I needed the money, Del,” Amy says, her voice low and urgent. “I had to pay him back so he’d leave me alone. It was the only way I could think of. I’m so sorry.”

I stare into my pint glass, searching for answers in the bottom of the glass.

If it’s one thing I hate, it’s the thought of a woman being hurt. My mother taught my brothers and I that women were to be respected at all times. Protected. Cherished. If it’s one thing that I can’t abide, it’s men who mistreat women.

Amy had been involved with someone like that. Someone who mistreated her, used her. Someone who, even after years apart, wouldn’t let her go.

From the beginning, we were generous with Amy. Little gifts, fancy dinners, weekends in luxurious hotels. I paid for everything. The royalties from my book flooded our bank account, making me feel far wealthier than a simple high school teacher. Of course Iliya’s company was doing well and Amy was spoiled by both of us.

It was like we were divorced parents, competing for her attention by what presents we could give her.

I never realized how much she asked for. The weekends away meant she had to take time off work, and the loss of her wages meant she had trouble with her car payments. She really loved Iliya’s handbag, shoes, jeans and wouldn’t it be great if they matched? I bought her things, helped her out with her bills without realizing Iliya had been doing the same thing.

I have no idea how much we spent on her.

And then came the question of the new condo.

“It’s so beautiful, right downtown with this amazing view of the water.” Long pause.“But it’s so expensive. I can manage the monthly payments, but it’s the down payments I’m having trouble with. Ten thousand dollars…”

And Iliya, generous, loving Iliya said of course we could help. Wouldn’t it be wonderful for Amy to live in such a nice place?

But luckily, that day I had looked into our bank account, noticing the flood of royalties had dried up to a thin trickle. We might be able to afford the ten thousand but with just my salary, it would reduce our cushion.

I had to be the bad guy and I told Amy we couldn’t afford it.

She nodded, dropped the subject for a few days. This time she left the brochure for Iliya to look at, along with a present of matching panties that they wore for me.

The third time I heard about the condo had been in bed, with Amy snuggled between us, after a particularly rousing bit of sex. My blood still roared through my veins when Amy flat out asked me for the money.

I said no.

And that’s when Amy suggested that for an author of my status in the literary community, it might be prudent to keep my personal situation out of the newspapers. She never came right out and said she would sell my story—our ‘situation’ as she called it—but her meaning was clear.

She was gone from our bed, from our lives within the hour.

I don’t think finding out about the betrayal of my first wife hurt as much as what Amy did. Threatening me. Blackmailing me. My debut book, Age of Argos, had won the Man Booker and Giller awards; while I wasn’t a literary darling, I was a well-known Canadian author. The broadcaster Jian Ghomeshi was on trial for sexual assault. The media would jump at the chance for another sensational story.

I gave Amy five thousand and told her never to contact us again. I had no choice.

I’ve never been so angry, so disappointed. I hated Amy for what she put me through, but I missed her desperately. For weeks, I had been living on edge, waiting for the story to break, but nothing had happened.

To see her again brought back all of those emotion. To find out what had caused her behaviour, was something I hadn’t imagined. That she wasn’t the person I made her out to be…that she had a reason for trying to blackmail me, that she had been in danger…only trying to protect herself.

I could have protected her.

“Did he hurt you?” I demand in a gruff voice, still staring into my glass.

“No.” I finally glance up to see a tendril of hair slip loose from her ponytail as she shakes her head. “I owed him twelve thousand dollars and he wanted his money back. I thought—I guess I didn’t think. I didn’t think I had any options. The five thousand helped…” She tucked the stray hair behind her ear without meeting my eyes.

“I would have given you the rest if you had told us the truth.”

“I couldn’t.” Amy meets my eyes and I see the shame. “I should have known better. I was so stupid—”

“He hurt you. Did he threaten you?”

“He knew I was involved with someone. He was trying to find out who. I needed to make him go away before he found out about you and Iliya.”

How ironic that Amy blackmailed me for money needed to protect me?

“I want you to be safe,” I tell her urgently. “I want him out of your life! What you told me about him—” I shake my head, remembering the brief comments, the halting stories. She wouldn’t tell me much because I would get angry. Like now. I’m not a fighter but I want nothing more than to find this man and treat him a lesson.

“I think he’s gone now.” She gives me a tiny smile. “Thanks for your concern.”

“You think. I need to know for sure. I can’t let you - ” I stop. Amy is out of my life. I made sure of that.  “If you’d just told me—” I grit my teeth with frustration. Amy’s behaviour makes sense now but it doesn’t make it any easier. She lied, she attempted to blackmail me. The fact that she did it because she was scared justifies it, but still doesn’t excuse it.

“I couldn’t. I don’t even want to talk about it now. But I had to tell you how sorry I am. I didn’t think I had a choice.”

The edge of my anger is fading as sympathy and remorse takes over. I feel horrible that I wasn’t able to help her. I couldn’t protect her from the asshole who hurt her, who wouldn’t leave her alone.  Amy had been safe with Iliya and I—we kept her safe for years only to throw her to the wolves at the worst time.

“Stop it,” she laughs suddenly. “You feel guilty. I can see it on your face.”

“Yes, because if you’d told us what was going on—”

“Shh.” Amy puts her fingers against my mouth and I have to fight against the urge to suck those fingers into my mouth.

Where did that come from?

“I don’t want to talk about it. It’s over; it’s done. I just want you to know how sorry I am. I never wanted to do anything to hurt you. Now, I’m going to get you that beer,” she insists, getting up and heading around the edge of the bar without even asking what I’m drinking.

This time I watch her walk away.
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Two beers and a plate of fries later, I can’t stop looking at her.

Amy is still working, but after every order, she passes by me; to whisper something about a customer, to tell me a funny story, or just touch my shoulder.

It’s awkward the first few times and then something clicks and it’s like nothing has changed. I’m comfortable with her around me; I want her around me.

Do I forgive her? I’m not sure but I realize how much I’ve missed her.

For three years, I saw her almost every day, whether for dinner, or hanging out weekend afternoons or evenings Iliya had to work. Amy was fun, and funny. She was easy to talk to, looking at life with a different view than Iliya. She loved to talk about my writing, loved to help me cook. She taught me how to bake bread. She helped Iliya with the laundry, cleaned up after herself better than Iliya did.  

And then there was the sex.

I’ve never been with a woman with a higher sex drive than Iliya, but Amy comes close. She is practically insatiable. So many memories of the three of us…the two of us…

The first time together, reveling in the sensations of having two women in my bed, satisfying both of them, watching them together…

When the three of us went to the movies and Iliya dared Amy to go down on me…

The afternoon Amy and I spent in bed without Iliya—she came six times before screaming out my name as she came a final time…

I can’t help but remember those times and more every time I feel the soft touch of her hand on my shoulder.

I know the feel of her body so well, how responsive she could be to my touch. Compared to Iliya’s warm curves, Amy is all sharp edges—long legs, tiny breasts with nipples so sensitive they harden at the slightest touch.

“What are you looking at?” Amy has a knowing little smile on her face.

My whip my head around and stare into the dregs of my beer. Deep in thought about Amy’s breasts and how they fit perfectly into my palms, I didn’t realize I was staring at her chest as she walks up to me. “Nothing. I—nothing.”

“It’s raining. Did you walk to school today?”

I didn’t notice the storm raging outside. I’ve been preoccupied with the one rising inside me.

I’m still angry with Amy, even though I now understand why she did what she did. But not only did she lie to us—to me - she didn’t trust me enough.

And because of all this, she forced me to end things.

I never expected to want another woman involved in my marriage. My first marriage turned out to be a disaster; I had never been enough for Alicia. Then to fall for Iliya, someone who made it clear from the beginning she wasn’t willing or able to be monogamous? I didn’t have a chance with Iliya; she bewitched me from the moment I met her. It had been the same when I met Amy.

One kiss, one touch and I had been lost.

The first night with us, wrapped in the sensuality of two bodies; scents, touch, taste. It intoxicated me. Overwhelmed me. I never questioned Amy’s arrival in our lives and once she as a part of it, I embraced her.

I feel intoxicated by her all over again.

“Let me give you a ride home,” Amy continues. “I’m off at six.”

When she’s finished her shift, I follow her through the back door of the pub. Her car is parked in the little alley behind it. By now it’s raining hard, the sky darker than it should be for an April evening.

Her car smells of her, of the coconut body butter she loves to slather on.

“Your feet are so dry,” she complained one Sunday afternoon, settling on the couch beside me, our legs tangled in the middle.

Iliya had been asleep in the bedroom, but Amy followed me into the living room, stopping to make us tea first. She liked watching me work. She liked the creative process, even though she claimed no artistic abilities.

“It’s because I rarely wear socks. It drives Ili crazy. She has this thing about feet.”

“Good thing or bad thing?”

“Bad thing. Haven’t you ever noticed? I don’t think she’s ever touched my feet.”

“I don’t know why. There’s nothing wrong with them.” She pulled one of my feet into her lap, stroking my instep, rubbing my toes. “I like your feet.”

“And my feet like what you’re doing,” I tell her, closing my eyes with contentment.

“Is that your way of asking for a foot rub?” Amy demands.

“If you’re offering.”

“I’m getting my cream.” Dumping my foot back on the couch, she jumps up. I watch her from beneath half-closed lids; clad in nothing but a pair of tiny panties and one of my T-shirts. She’s so small that the shirt hangs to the middle of her thighs, hiding the swell of her buttocks.

I can hold the cheek of her ass on my hand. Tight and tiny—some guys are ass men, wanting more cushion for the pushin’, but not me. I like the skinny girls—tall and slender, with a lack of curves.

Not that I don’t appreciate Iliya’s curves. Especially her breasts. I’ve never seen a better pair.

Amy has a boyish-figure with tiny breasts and non-existent hips. Her waist is small enough that my fingers almost touch when I hold her.

When I hold her waist as she rides my cock, up and down, gripping me tightly with her muscles…

“Iliya will never complain about your feet again because they’ll smell so good.” Amy promised, pulling my legs over hers. She brought her coconut body butter and as I watched, amused as always by her antics, she slathered my foot with the cream. “I don’t think I’ve ever rubbed a man’s foot before,” she mused.

“I think it should be your new hobby,” I told her, resting against the cushions. Her hands on my foot relaxed me more than I could imagine.

It also had the effect of making me extremely hard.

The scent of her car seems to be doing the exact same thing. Or maybe it’s because I’m remembering what happened on the couch after she finished with my feet…rubbing her hands up my legs, soothing my muscles, until she was high enough to cup my balls in her soft, coconut-smelling hands, taking my cock into her eager mouth…

“Del?”

I break back into reality with a start. I don’t think it’s the first time Amy has said my name. “Sorry. Just…”

“I know.” She touches my leg, letting her hand linger. “It’s a little strange to be here with you, after everything that’s happened. Everything that we’ve done…”

“Yeah.” I’m having trouble focusing on anything. If I look at her eyes, I remember her expression when she came; if I glance at her mouth, I picture how many times I kissed it…or watched her kiss my wife. “I’m having a little trouble with it.”

“Are you?” Is it my imagination, or did her hand slide up my leg just a little bit? “Del…I have to admit, seeing you again…it’s a little exciting.” Her voice is breathy, like she’s having trouble taking a deep breath.

I wonder if my voice sounds the same.

“What do you mean?” I think the car has shrunk in the last thirty seconds; all I can smell is Amy, all I’m aware of is Amy. She leans closer, her hand warm on my thigh… brushing against the hardness in my pants…

“It excites me,” she whispers. “You excite me. You always have.”

“Amy,” I groan, shaking my head even as my hand snakes to the back of her head, drawing her ever closer. “Don’t.”

“It wouldn’t mean anything,” she promises. Her lips are an inch from mine. I smell her breath, spearmint from the gum she had been chewing. “Just one last time.”

And then her lips are on mine, her tongue in my mouth and it’s like I’m breathing into her. I want to sink into her, allowing her to take control of my body like she’s done so many times before.

Her hands find the hardness of my cock; mine scramble to find her breasts under her T-shirt, scooping the tiny globes from her bra. Her nipples…she moans into my mouth as I brush them with my thumbs.

Desire surges over me. Everything that has bottled up inside me—the memories of my time with Amy, Shelli’s breasts, knowing what Iliya will be doing tonight - explodes. Right then and there, I need to fuck Amy more than I’ve ever needed anything.

I drag her across the seat until she’s on my lap, recklessly trying to push her jeans off, so I can feel her pussy with my fingers…my cock…

Our hands fight for control of our clothes as my mouth devours her. Her jeans are undone, both of us pushing the fabric down her legs until one is free and she straddles me. Yanking up the thin material of her T-shirt, I run my tongue across the tips of her breasts and she cries out again. Burrowing between her legs, I feel the familiar warmth and wetness.

Amy rubs against my hand, thrusting against me.“I want this,” she breathes. “Please, Del.” Her cry breaks through the car as my finger finds her clit.

“I want to make you come,” I tell her hoarsely. “I want to taste you.”

“Just like that,” she urges, her hips moving against my hand, taking what she wants from me. I rub frantically, my lips still at her breast, teasing her nipple. “Just..like…that.”

She comes quickly with a sharp shriek, still so responsive after all this time.

I keep my position, wanting her to come again, but her hands shove my pants down so she can pull my cock free.

“I want you inside me. Now.”

And she sinks onto me with a low moan of contentment that almost has me coming on the spot.

“I missed this so much,” Amy whispers, moving slowly above me, small movements, keeping my cock firmly inside her tight, eager pussy.

Her touch…her smell…the softness of her skin…it’s so different from Iliya, from anyone else.

“I want it to be good for you,” she whispers huskily. “Is it good, Del? Is this what you want?”

I grab her tiny waist with both hands, lifting her off, thrusting up as I pull her back down, impaling her. She cries out and I do it again.

“Oh, god, Del.” Her hands are between her legs, rubbing her clit and I want to thank her for helping because being inside her again feels so good—Amy feels so good—and it’s not going to take me long.

I thrust up into her, as hard as I can from the position, aiming for the G-spot. I know where it is, I’ve hit it before, and once I’m in, it won’t take her long.

“Del!”

I can’t think of what’s outside the car, whether the rain and darkness hides us from prying eyes, whether her scream of pleasure is heard outside. I can only think of how tight her pussy is and how good it feels to fuck her again.

“Now, please…Del, I’m coming…” Amy arches above me with a long, drawn out cry as I continue to thrust. Almost there…so good…

I explode inside her, never thinking of pulling out, or that I should have used a condom until it’s too late and I’m spent, resting my head on her breasts as her breathing slows.

“I’ve missed you,” Amy whispers.

That’s when I realize this wasn’t a good idea.
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I don’t hear Iliya come home that night.

I sleep through her footsteps up the stairs and sliding into the bed beside me. I prefer it that way.

I’d rather not see her with her hair mussed, lipstick kissed off, knowing that it wasn’t me who sent her home looking like that. Knowing there had been other hands and lips touching her…

But tonight, I’ve touched someone else too. I don’t want to see her, in case she can tell what I’ve done.

I fucked Amy. Again. Without her.

How could I have not?

Part of me - the part deep inside me, the little boy who hated taking responsibility for breaking the window, hitting his brother, losing his lunch money because he knew he’d disappoint his mother—that part of me says that it’s Iliya’s fault that I had sex with Amy. If Iliya hadn’t gone to that party, I never would have stayed at the bar, never would have talked to her, forgiven her.

Did I forgive her? Can I forget what she did to me? To us?

During those moments in the car, surrounded by her scent, her skin, the feel of her hands touching me, I did forget. And when she dropped me at the door, part of me wanted to drag her in the house and fuck her again. And again.

But I didn’t.

But I did hug her good-bye, relishing in the feel of her slight body in my arms.

I miss Amy. That can’t be Iliya’s fault—it’s Amy’s.

And tonight in the car is my fault.

How could I have fucked her like that? In the car, of all places.

It’s Amy’s fault too. She knows the affect she has on me. How many times has she teased me, pushing me to my breaking point, to point where I would turn, grabbing her and fuck her senseless?

Why can’t that be enough for Iliya?

I hate that I’m not enough for her. I hate how Iliya thinks she needs others to satisfy her. I know I’m good for her. I want so much to tell her, No, Iliya, I don’t want you to go out and play with others; I hate the thought of some other man fucking you.

But if I tell her that, I’ll lose her.

It had been one of the first things she told me when we met.

After we had sex.

It hadn’t taken long to fall into bed with her; Iliya’s sexuality is a huge draw for both men and women. She can’t help it; it’s like some pheromone that she exudes. Like a pulsating aura…I want sex…give me sex.

I was helpless. Most men are. A lot of women, too.

But I wish it was just me. I accepted her need for Amy; I thought that would make her happy, that she wouldn’t go out, go to these parties. For the most part, it did work. Amy was enough for both of us, and rarely did Iliya feel the urge to look elsewhere during the time we were together.

There were  a few times she did, though.

And then it ended with Amy, and Iliya wants to fill the emptiness we both feel.

I love Iliya so much—I can’t stand the thought of her leaving if I tell her I can’t share her any longer. So I tolerate the other men, the women she tells me about, and the ones that she doesn’t. I usually have a hard time sleeping the nights she goes out.

Tonight, it’s a little easier, thanks to the beer and the bourbon when I get home, trying to rid my lips from the taste of Amy.

***

In the morning, I rouse myself from sleep enough to hear Iliya tell me she’s walking with Jane. Jane, her best friend; her only friend who doesn’t cheat on her husband.

Is it really cheating if I know about it? If I accept what she’s doing? If I’m afraid she’ll leave me if I tell her to stop?

Even lying in bed, with my eyes half closed, I can tell Iliya had a good night. Her eyes shift uneasily, even with a smile on her face, refusing to meet my gaze. She won’t lay a finger on me this morning unless she showers first, like she needs to rid herself of some other man’s touch.

Some other man’s touch.

I can handle the women. Iliya is bi-sexual; she explained it to me long ago. And seeing her with a woman is hot—even imagining it can get me hard as a rock. I understand that need.

But the other men…even if she’s with a couple, she’s still letting another man fuck her. And more.

I roll over, wide awake from these thoughts. And my ever-increasing guilt about Amy.

I should never have fucked her. What will Iliya say?

And then the thought - Why does she have to say anything?

I’ve never lied to my wife, but I have a feeling this might be a good time to start.

“Stupid fuck,” I mutter. There’s no way I can tell Iliya what I did.

But I have to.

I convince myself that honesty is the best way to do this. I plan on telling Iliya everything; about Amy’s apology, what happened in the car.

I suspect Iliya will want to run to Amy, bring her back into our life. I’m not sure how I feel about that.

The only piece of advice my mother gave me after the breakup of my marriage was never to get back together with Alicia.

“Even if you forgive her someday, never take her back. It won’t work. It never does.”

I married Alicia when I was twenty-one and she was eighteen. In all hindsight, it wasn’t the best idea, although at the time, everyone wanted the union, some even more than we did. I had known Alicia my whole life; her brother Ike had been my best friend since kindergarten. The family lived down the street from us; Ike’s father helped Mom with things that us boys couldn’t handle yet; our mothers were best friends. Mom had left her family in Barbados so the Rhodes’ family adopted us as theirs. Ike and I were inseparable and because of our closeness, it was natural for our mothers’ to pin their hopes on combining our families on Alicia and I.

The marriage lasted five years.

Five years of watching Alicia transform from a quiet young girl to a hot-headed and evil tempered woman who made no qualms about announcing to all about how dissatisfied she was with the marriage.

I was no fun, too serious, always working on my book.

I wasn’t into the club scene and didn’t like Alicia going out without me.

I’d rather hang out with Ike and my brothers than her.

The last year was the worst. We were up and down, fighting all the time only to make up soon after. We loved each other; she hated me. Her screams that she never should have married me had been heard by the neighbours, reported to our mothers.

We broke up; we got back together.

“What if it gets better?” I asked my mother, heady and lovestruck after yet another reconciliation with Alicia.”What if it’s better?”

“It won’t be,” my mother promised me.

I trust my mother to know what she’s talking about. Whatever happened with Amy yesterday means nothing. It’s over.

The thought doesn’t comfort me.
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I’m ready to confess to Iliya this morning when she comes home from her walk with Jane all excited because she met someone who looked like Amy.

Reminded her of Amy. But it wasn’t Amy.

But Iliya’s got it in her head that she wants to bring this woman into our house—in our bed—as a replacement for Amy.

Why am I not enough for you?

I liked Amy—loved her, if I’m being truthful. But why would Iliya want to replace her? There’s no guarantee it would be as good with someone else. Amy fit into our lives. 

Why can’t it be just the two of us?

And that’s what I don’t understand. Why Iliya feels the need for more.

It’s like a repeat of my first marriage, only Iliya is honest about her needs, made sure I accepted her lifestyle whereas Alicia just cheated on me.

By the time my marriage to Alicia ended, everyone knew what she had done—affairs with six men over our five years together—she effectively managed to break every heart in both of our two families.

When I met Iliya, I vowed I wouldn’t let it happen again, which is why I tolerate Iliya’s lifestyle choice. I accept that she wants to be with other men because I don’t want to lose her.

I wish I was enough for her, though. But I’ve never asked because I don’t want to know the answer.

Wednesday morning, after Iliya comes home from her walk with Jane to tell me all about this replacement Amy, we have sex in the kitchen. Any argument or simple disagreement always ends with sex for Iliya. It’s like she’s trying to appease me. It’s good while it lasts, but it doesn’t solve the issue.

I’m not sure what this issue is.

To be honest, I didn’t want to have sex this morning, but when your cock is in your wife’s mouth, it’s really hard to say no. Especially since I suspect she might have been doing the same thing to someone else the night before.

I tell her I accept it, but the reality is that Iliya being with other men—without me there—pisses me off. Sex this morning was a punishment fuck. I didn’t let her come, even though she begged for it.

Iliya is very good at begging for it.

She’s very good at sex, period. I think that’s why I’m afraid of asking her why I’m not enough, because she is for me. If Iliya was the last woman I ever had sex with, I would die a very happy man. Knowing that I’m not the same for her…it does a number on the ego.

Being with Amy yesterday helped. Amy wanted me.

Things weren’t good this morning—the sex was, but my mood definitely wasn’t. Anger at Iliya, frustration at her pushing some woman onto me, and guilt about Amy made me a bear for the rest of the day. Shelli even opted to forgo her tutoring after school, the only good thing that came out of the day.

Telling Iliya about Amy is a bad idea.

***

I’m grateful that Iliya and I manage to have a quiet night at home. Iliya is an on-line stylist and often meets clients at night. I make us dinner, open a bottle of wine and I try to forget about last night. Thankfully, Iliya doesn’t mention the girl from Starbucks or Amy and I have no intention of bringing either of them up.

Iliya works for most of the evening and I work on my new book. I like to say I’m working, but the reality is, I haven’t written a word. I have pages of notes, scene ideas, in-depth biographies of characters, but not a word of the story.

I know it’s going to be about two families and the damage done by cyber-bullying, but that’s it.

It bothers me that I haven’t been able to write anything. It bothers my agent, too.

My brother calls after dinner. He’s planning a birthday present for our mother’s sixtieth birthday next month.

“Are you sure you can’t get away to come visit with us?” Ty wheedles. My little brother may be thirty–five, but I can still hear the whine of a bratty eight year old in his voice.

I shake my head. “No vacation until the summer. The board actually frowns at teachers flying off to the Caribbean during the school year.”

“Speaking of school boards, you heard from Jay that April’s pregnant again, didn’t you?”

I laugh at the eagerness in Ty’s voice. “That has nothing to do with school boards, but yeah, he called and told me. I’m happy for them. Never thought when he was torturing us as kids that he’d make a great dad.” I smile, thinking of our older brother.

“Four kids are a lot. I think we’re stopping at two,” Ty says. “You and Iliya…?”

“She can’t have kids,” I remind him quietly.

“I know…it’s just a shame…you’d make a great dad,” he tells me sadly.

“Ah…” I’m touched beyond words that Ty would say that, but it’s not in our brotherly relationship to show such emotion. “You’re just saying that because I used to defend you against Elijah.”

“Yup. My hero,” Ty says sarcastically, since the skinny, short eight year is now taller than I am at well over six feet, and full of muscle. “You guys ever think of adopting?”

I hesitate. I often wonder what my brothers would think if they knew the truth about my marriage. No, I don’t think a child would be in the cards for us because how do you explain to your kid why there’s another woman sleeping with mommy and daddy in their bed? Or why mommy comes home smelling of another man’s cologne?

Being a teacher means I’m well aware of how resilient kids are, and much more tolerant about alternate lifestyles than anyone in my generation, but it’s still a conversation that I have no desire to have.

But I do wish I could talk to my brothers about it. The main problem about having a ‘secret’ lifestyle most of society disagrees with, is that there’s no one for me to talk to about. And sometimes I really need to talk about it.

“I don’t think kids are Iliya’s thing,” I finally tell Ty. “And I’m cool with it. It’s all good.”

“I know…seems a shame.”

“It’s not meant to be. It didn’t happen with Alicia, either.”

“That’s one good thing that came out of it,” Ty says heatedly. I shouldn’t have mentioned her. No one in the family ever forgave her for her infidelity, and for leaving me. They took it as a personal betrayal, like she was cheating on all of them as well as me.

I wonder if we would still be together if we had had children. Would Alicia have been more fulfilled if she was a mother? Would that have helped with her need for excitement? Would she have stayed with me, been faithful to me, or would I have been a single father and lying to my kids about their mother?

“Don’t worry about it,” I assure him, trying to rid my thoughts of my first wife. “I’ll just have to take yours.”

“Take them in a few years when they’re moody teenagers!” Ty urges with a laugh.

“No way! That’s when I’ll conveniently vanish from your life until they’re normal human beings again. You forget that I teach high school. I have enough of dealing with teenagers as it is!”

Ty laughs and tells me a story about his son having a temper tantrum in the middle of a restaurant. I make the necessary sympathetic sounds and comments but inside I’m wondering what it would be like dealing with a child. Knowing that I created a perfect little human being…

But Iliya can’t have children, thanks to a botched abortion a few years ago.

I’ve always told her it doesn’t bother me, that I’ll love her no matter what, but that doesn’t stop the wondering what it would be like to hold a child of my own in my arms.

I talk to Ty for a while, sorting out the issue of a suitable gift for our mother. I wish I could take the time off to go with him.

Ty is a mechanic, our oldest brother Jayden is an electrician and second youngest, Elijah works in construction. Our mother raised us on her own and had big dreams for her boys. All three of my brothers made a success out of their lives—which, if you look at where we came from, is a miracle in itself—but I was only the one to pick up a pen, as my mother calls it. She’s made no secret of her pride in my writing and the nice thing about it is that my brothers followed suit. It will be hard missing Mom’s birthday next month, if the others will be there with her. She moved back to Barbados about ten years ago, once she made sure we had our lives in order.

I miss having her nearby.

“Talked to Ike lately?” Ty surprises me by asking.

“No…I sent him a Christmas card but…”

“I can’t believe he won’t forgive you. It was his sister who cheated on you, not the other way around,” Ty says scornfully.

I feel a wave of guilt letting my family think that’s the reason I no longer talk to my childhood best friend, when reality is very different.

Iliya is already in bed and wastes no time in snuggling up to me when I crawl under the sheets later that night. I’m a red-blooded man, and I like to think I have a healthy libido but as I spoon with my wife, for once I’m not thinking of having sex with her. I do enjoy the feel of her bum nestled into me, but I like just holding her sometimes.

She takes my hand as I wrap it around her, holding it in both of hers pressed against her chest. I feel her heart beat, relaxed and steady.

“I love you,” she tells me softly.

“I love you, too.”

For once, I don’t fall asleep thinking of Amy.
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I meet the girl Iliya met at Starbucks the next morning.

My first thought is that Kenna is cute; attractive, in a pretty but hates being the centre of attention type of way. Her reaction when she finds out that I’m a writer is adorable, but it bothers me when I can’t remember her from a book signing she told me she was at. She seems nervous around me; maybe she’s like that with everyone.

But I see the appeal. She’s smart, shy, but I see a hint of humour underneath. The tattoo tells me she’s got an adventurous side.

It remains to be seen if the adventurous side is big enough for what Iliya has in mind for her.

It’s clear what she has in mind for me. I’m not sure if she thinks sex is the way to convince me to give this Kenna a try…

I can’t imagine it’s possible. Iliya just met the girl—and yes, she is a girl—and while my wife can be pretty appealing, she also comes on strong. I think she’s going to scare off Kenna. How could Iliya even begin to explain our situation to her? Kenna looks like she’s barely been kissed, let alone married.

She has a nice mouth, wide with lips turning up at the corners. Her top lip is just a little fuller than her bottom…

What is the point of picturing her mouth? Nothing is going to happen with it.

Iliya, on the other hand, is very persistent this morning. After we say good-bye to Jane and Kenna, she’s all over me in the kitchen again.

I’m in the mood more than I was last night. Iliya makes sure of that.

She has my cock in her hand, rubbing her hand slowly along the shaft while still talking about Kenna. The only way to stop her talking is to kiss her.

She moans deep in her throat.

“You’re insatiable,” I say, my mouth still pressed against hers.

“Only with you,” she tells me.

Sometime it’s easy to lose myself in the fantasy that Iliya wants only me. This morning is one of those times, especially when her hand is gently caressing my balls.

I have a moment’s relief when I realize yes, I did clean up after my breakfast this morning, before I pick up my wife and deposit her on the counter.

Her mouth is the perfect height as I stand between her legs, pressed as close to her as possible. I can’t stop touching her; her back, bum, legs. I can’t stop kissing her. One of the best things about Iliya is that the long, slow kisses of our pre-marriage never stopped when we said I do.

Still kissing her, I undress her and soon my hands are full of her breasts, my thumbs on her nipples, which harden instantly. I want nothing more than to lose myself in her breasts, but I can feel her hips arch towards me. Iliya is so responsive that it’s sometimes scary. I work on getting her pants off.

“You never told me about the other night,” I say, wrenching my mouth away from hers.

While I may not love the idea of my wife being with other people, I do like hearing about it. I’m not proud of the fact, but it does give sex an added frisson of excitement when Iliya gives me details.

“You like to hear about it, don’t you?” She helps me pull her pants off, underwear along with them until she sits proudly naked on the gray speckled granite counter.

I glance at her admiringly; my sexy, insatiable wife, until she pushes my head between her legs. She loves oral sex and even though it had never my favourite thing to do before I met her, it now ranks high because of how much Iliya enjoys it.

It doesn’t mean I can’t make her beg for it a little.

I spread her open with my thumbs, and start with little flicks of my tongue to tease. A brush against her clit, a tiny probe inside, a few quick licks along the length of her. Then I move to the soft skin of her inner thigh, leaving her open as I open-mouth kiss her, making trails with my tongue as I move farther away from her pussy.

“Del!” she gasps when I’m halfway to her knee.

“Yes?”

“What are you—stop it,” Iliya demands breathlessly as I suck a spot on her thigh, nipping it with my teeth as I move closer to the underside of her knee.

“Stop what?” I raise my head, but barely get a glance at her before she pushes it back down.

“Stop teasing me!”

“Is there something you want me to do?” I ask innocently, my mouth hovering over her warmth, her scent intoxicating me. I love to tease her but I want nothing more but to send her over the edge, screaming my name.

“Your mouth,” she moans. “Please!”

“But I was using my mouth,” I argue. “I was using it here…and here…”I punctuate my words with licks of her thigh and chuckle when she growls.

“There. Now!”

I draw my tongue along the length of her, feeling her quiver when I reach her clit, hearing her soft sigh. And then I stop and pull back. “You haven’t told me what happened.”

“I was on a chair,” Iliya says quickly. “With Megan. Paul…he watched.”

“What did he watch?” I ask, sliding my fingers inside her.

“Megan…her mouth…”

“Like this?” I circle her clit before sucking it hard and Iliya cries out. “Did she do that?”

“Yes! Again.”

“Tell me more.” I bent to the task at hand, listening to my wife tell me about how another woman pleasured her.

“…she fucked me with her fingers. Hard… and fast. I wanted it to be your… cock…

“…she wouldn’t stop sucking…my clit until I started to… come and then she stopped…”

“…she made me beg…all I wanted was to come… and she wouldn’t… let me…”

I know she’s getting close because she’s out of breath, her words coming slower as she fights to find give me the details, distracted by what my mouth is doing to her.

I copy everything Iliya says Megan did to her. I tease, making her plead for more, for me to let her come. I took pity on her finally, after she’s unable to form sentences or even coherent words, her cries ringing loudly through the kitchen. With my fingers thrusting and sucking hard on her clit, I feel the shudders rock through her body an instant before she screams my name.

Making a woman come is the biggest turn-on I can imagine.

But now I need to be inside her. Pulling her off the counter, I bend her over. Iliya is still trembling as I thrust my cock roughly inside her.

Iliya likes it rough; she likes to be fucked hard and fast. My preference is to make love, slowly, with lots of buildup and anticipation, but it rarely happens that way.

Amy liked it when I took my time with her.

Why am I thinking of her now?

Reaching around, I rub Iliya’s clit with my finger. She grips me, hot and wet, her moans loud and increasing again. With my other hand, I move between us, finding her puckered asshole as I slow my thrusts.

“Did Megan play here?” I ask in a low voice. “You like it when I play here, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Iliya gasps, pushing back against me, her body tensing in anticipation.

My fingers are wet from her juices as I push against her, slowly sliding my finger past the tight ring of muscle. Iliya is close; the sound of her cries mix with the slap of bodies. I slow my thrusts even more, concentrating on her clit, my finger up her ass. I want her on the verge, thisclose to coming before I push my way in.

But fucking her feels so good that I have a hard time not slamming into her.

Almost there.

“More,” Iliya begs. “Harder.”

“What else did Megan do?” I demand in a harsh voice, gritting my teeth in an attempt to hold off. I add a finger and her gasp tells me she’s enjoying the additional sensations.

“She…ah…please, more.” Iliya is barely coherent. I won’t be getting any more details out of her.

“You know I want to fuck you here, don’t you?”

“Please!”

Taking this as acceptance, I pull out of her pussy, and carefully slide into her ass, moving slowly until she presses back against me. My finger rubs her clit frantically as I fuck her slowly, carefully. Her muscles are unbearably tight around my cock and I need her to come because I won’t be long behind her…

“Oh, god,” she cries. “Harder! Fuck me more, Del!”

I thrust harder, faster, not wanting to hurt her but unable to control myself. I can tell from her breathing; the rapid pant, the sharp intake as she tumbles over the edge. Her cries morph into a scream as I continue to fuck her, rougher than what I usually do, my fingers gripping her hips as I let myself explode inside her.

“You like that?” I ask after we’re dressed.

“I like everything.” She wraps herself around me, cupping my ass with both hands. “I like anything you do to me.”

Amy used to say the same thing.

“We seem to be having a lot of kitchen sex lately,” I mumble, still holding her in my arms, not willing to let her go in case she sees the guilt in my eyes.

I didn’t tell her about Amy.

I shouldn’t be thinking about her.

“I like the kitchen sex,” Iliya says proudly.

“Of course you do.”

It’s not until later that I remember her telling me the same story about Megan and Paul a few months ago.
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“So what did you think?” Iliya asks me after I’ve showered and dressed for work.

“I think I’d like to use our bed once in a while,” I smirk. “Kitchen sex two days in a row?”

Iliya flops in the middle of the king size mattress and spreads her arms. “Right here, right now. I’m ready for it.”

“Yes, I know,” I grin. “But unfortunately, I think I may need a little time to recharge.”

“I could help you,” she suggests.

I shake my head. “You,” I marvel. Dropping onto the bed on my hands and knees, I crawl up the length of her body until my mouth hovers over hers. Iliya winds her arms around my neck and pulls me down to her. “What do you want?”

“You,” she whispers. “Always you.”

I close my eyes as I kiss her, wanting to believe her. Iliya does always want me.

She just wants everyone else too.

“To do with Kenna.” I check the clock before I lie down beside her. Iliya rolls on her side so she can look me in the eye.

“What would you want? And none of this shit about wanting me to be happy. This is about you, too.”

I want to believe her. I want to believe she will attempt to seduce a woman for my benefit. She’s very convincing, but I know there’s more to it.

“Could you see yourself with Kenna? See us with Kenna?”

“You’re assuming this would be something she would want. You don’t even know her, Ili. She might be morally against it. She might think it’s disgusting. She might think we’re disgusting.”

“She might not,” Iliya says lightly.

“Always the optimist.”

“I thought that was you.”

“She seems very innocent,” I say, thinking of Kenna’s awkwardness. “I wouldn’t want to hurt her. Has she given you any indication that she would be willing to…play? Not every woman is like you, Ili.”

“They should be.”

“But they’re not. She might be as straight as they come and not be interested in the slightest.”

Iliya gazes at me with a serious expression. “I’ve never had anyone turn me down before.” I wait a beat for her to crack a smile or start laughing, before I realize her confidence is sincere. “Did I ever tell you about my first time?”

“No, and you’re not about to now,” I tell her, rolling away from her and standing up.

“Why?” She has an innocent expression on her face. “I thought you like the details.”

“Yes, but I have to go to work. I don’t have time for a second round.”

“I thought you said something about recharging.” Iliya smirks.

“And hearing about that would do the trick. I’ve got to go.”

I pull a tie around my neck, knotting it quickly as Iliya watches me from the bed.

“It’s funny that she’s met you before,” she says. “Kenna. She was at one of your book signings, remember?”

I frown, staring at the ceiling as I flash back to the night of one of my book signings, two years ago. “I remember that night. There weren’t that many people there. I don’t know why.”

Iliya laughs. “Del, how many book signings did you go to? You can’t be expected to remember everyone who asked you to sign their book.”

“But I remember the night so clearly,” I argue. “Maybe she’s mistaken.”

“She sounds like she’s a pretty big fan. I’m sure she wouldn’t make a mistake about meeting you. She sounded so cute—like she’s got a fangirl crush on you.”

“I must have that impact on people,” I say sarcastically.

Iliya stands behind me and slides her arms around my shoulders. “The thing I love about you,” she says, “and the thing that drives me crazy, is that you have absolutely no idea about the affect you have on people.”

“I don’t care about affecting other people.”

“I know you don’t.” She’s quiet for a few moments, her hands rising and falling on my chest. “I feel horrible that I make you go through this.”

“You don’t make me do anything,” I tell her automatically. “I want you to be happy.”

“You make me happy,” she assures me. “It’s just that…”

I lean around and kiss her lips. “You don’t have to explain anything. No man with half-a brain would refuse what you’re offering, Iliya. Two beautiful women, throwing themselves on me…” I close my eyes in mock ecstasy and Iliya’s fingers nip at my skin under my shirt.

“I do not throw myself at you!”

“You did a pretty good job of it not too long ago!”

“Do you think she’s beautiful?” Iliya asks, the sudden switch throwing me.

“I think you’re beautiful…”

“I think she’s been hurt,” Iliya decides. “She’s like a wounded bird.”

“Which is why I wouldn’t want to hurt her. You said she’s divorced? What’s the story there?”

“Haven’t got it yet.”

“And yet you’re ready to seduce her.” I smile so Iliya doesn’t take offense.

“Not right this minute.”

“You seem like you’re in a bit of a hurry,” I notice. “And this from a woman who doesn’t like to wait around.” Iliya is silent for a long minute, long enough for me to realize there’s something she’s not telling me. “What is it?”

“Nothing. What do you mean?” she asks, feigning confusion.

“What you’re not telling me? Why are you in such a hurry?” Briefly I wonder if it’s a good idea to press her; I know Iliya well enough to realize when she’s keeping something from me.

If I press her into telling me what’s going on, she might do the same to me. I like to think I’m able to keep what happened with Amy a secret, but I don’t know if my guilt is written all over my face.

Iliya gathers her thoughts. “I just thought—I don’t want to get in the friend territory. Because once we’re there, nothing is going to happen.”

This may be true, but I think there’s more. But I’m not about to get into with her right now.

“That’s not true. We were friends first.” Then I change my mind with a grin. “No, not really. How long did it take you to get me into bed?”

“Me? What about you, with that adorable, spilling the milk on me move?”

“Hate to tell you, that wasn’t a move,” I laugh. “You distracted me with your beauty.”

“Nice line. Do you think Kenna is beautiful?”

“She’s certainly attractive,” I muse. “I’d want to get to know her a little more before I call her beautiful.”

“You always make me feel so shallow and materialistic when you’re like that,” Iliya groans. “All I have to see what’s inside a person before I consider them beautiful,” she mocks.

“Well, you should,” I argue.

“But you think she’s pretty?”

“I do,” I say reluctantly, still feeling awkward about discussing other women with my wife.

“I’m not sure why I thought she reminded me of Amy,” Iliya muses.

The name sends a jolt through me and I fight to keep my expression from betraying anything. “No, they really don’t look anything alike.”

“Same body type. Long and skinny—unlike me,” she says gloomily.

“I like your body type,” I tell Iliya automatically, even though an image of my hands grasping Amy’s waist as I thrust into her flashes through my mind. “But I’ve got to get to work.”

“Del.” Iliya grasps a fistful of my shirt. “I’m sorry.”

“I’ve told you there’s no need to apologize,” I tell her shortly.

“But I feel like I’ve dragged you into this life. You should be with one woman, concentrating on making just her happy…not that you don’t make me happy. You do. So much.” Her golden eyes stare into the mirror at me and like always when she looks at me like that, I feel a wave of love towards her.

“That’s all I want.” I turn around and kiss her again, once, twice, my mouth lingering against her lips until I reluctantly pull away. “Whatever you want, Iliya. I just have to get my head around having to share you again.”

“Maybe she won’t like the idea,” Iliya says dismissively.

But we both know Iliya always gets her way.
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My thoughts make it difficult for me to concentrate today and the students notice.

But it’s hard not to think about what Iliya is suggesting. What man wouldn’t want another woman in his bed? My wife is giving me permission to have sex with another woman; of course, Iliya would get to have sex with her too, but at least I’d get to watch.

I’m crazy if I don’t think watching two women together is one of the sexiest things ever.

Kenna will be passive, I decide. Iliya likes that; she likes to take charge with women. Amy hardly ever initiated; maybe once or twice with me but she knew Iliya liked to be in charge.

I shouldn’t be thinking of something like this in the classroom.

What would it be like with Kenna? I’d be gentle, touching her body with care. Taking long minutes to explore, to get to know what she wanted. What turns her on?

Thinking about Kenna is much better than thinking about Amy.

I spend my lunch Googling Kenna on my laptop.

Her author page is a surprise. When Iliya told me Kenna was a writer, I made the mistake of assuming she hadn’t been published, or maybe signed with a little publishing house. What I didn’t expect to see were the list of her books, with their bright, vibrant colours and the awards won with many of them.

I read her About page; devour her blog posts.

Kenna is a successful author and illustrator, divorced and in the prime of her life. Why would she even consider an arrangement with a married couple? She should want to date, find someone her own age to love.

It would be career suicide for a children’s author to be in a relationship with a married couple.

But as I stare at the picture on her site—her green eyes twinkling with humour, wide smile creasing her face, I find myself wondering how I can make her think it might be worth it. How can I get to know her?

“Hey,” I say to my grade ten students, the last class of the day. “How would you guys like to meet a famous author?”

“Aren’t you kind of a famous author?” Marcus says sarcastically.

“My mom says your book won lots of awards,” Cleo chimes in, always trying to get on my good side.

“It did, and I’m semi-famous in the literary fiction world, which I’m sure none of you really understand how or why. I could make my book assigned reading, but I won’t do that to you. Tell your parents to read it, though. It’s really good. No, I’m thinking of this girl—lady—woman—I just met.”

“What is she? Girl or woman?” Leon smirks.

“She’s a woman who is younger than me, so I incorrectly referred to her as a girl,” I explain. “She writes kids books.”

“We’re not exactly children,” Leon points out.

“Yes, but most of you have younger brothers and sisters who have probably read her books.” I pull my laptop over to read some of the titles. “Carli Cootes and the Cheez-Whiz Cravings. Amber Axis and her Action Packed Adventures.”

“What?” Marcus laughs.

Cleo leans over her desk. “My little brother has that one,” Cleo points.

“So does my sister,” Leon admits reluctantly.

“How about it? Want to meet her? See how she got into publishing? I know we have a few budding authors in here…” I gaze around the classroom, careful not to drop my eyes on anyone for very long. “I can see if she’ll come in and talk to us.”

We spent the rest of the class discussing her; most of the kids pull up her website up on their phones or laptops and by the end of the day, all are excited about the possibility of Kenna coming in for a visit.

I enjoyed myself because I spent most of the class staring at her picture without seeming like a pervert.

She is pretty, there’s no denying it. But reading her blogs, and seeing the reviews on her books gives me a sense of her personality as well.

For someone I just met, she’s already firmly stuck in my head.

Today after school, Shelli brings her friend Lina with her for extra help. I spend an agonizing forty-five minutes with the two of them staring adoringly at me with their kohl rimmed eyes, firm young breasts straining their shirts.

Faced with the budding sexuality of Shelli and Lina, my mind veers off into an even more unsuitable direction.

“On the desk,” I order Lina, tapping the spot where I want her to sit.

“Oh, yes, Mr. Ecker!”

“What about me, Mr. Ecker?” Shelli asks desperately.

“Kiss her.” I watch as the two girls kiss, their hands roaming over young bodies. “Not there,” I finally interrupt.

“Oh, Mr. Ecker,” Shelli coos, kneeling before her friend and sliding off Lina’s white cotton panties. The sound of wetness quickly fills my tiny office, along with the gasps and soft cries of the girls. I watch as long as I can, before I position myself behind Shelli and thrust into her…

“I’m still not getting it,” Lina complains.

I shake my head, trying to rid my brain of the image, or what it would feel like to be inside a seventeen year old pussy…

It would feel wrong, I tell myself sternly.

I do my best to concentrate on teaching these two something about nineteenth century literature.

Sliding into the wet warmth…

My wife wants to bring another woman into our bed. I can have that fantasy any time I want.

I flash to an image of Kenna spread-eagled on my bed, an expression of ecstasy on her face as Iliya’s buries her head between her slender thighs….

I’ve seen Iliya in that same position with Amy too many times to count and still it never fails to excite me.

“But I don’t understand why Elizabeth wouldn’t want her sister go to Brighton with her friends? Was she just jealous?” Shelli demands in a petulant voice.

“It was inappropriate for Lydia to act that way,” I say as patiently as possibly, biting my tongue. Just like it’s inappropriate for you to push you breasts in my face.

Kenna has small breasts, no more than a handful.

I had satisfying sex with my wife this morning before I went to work. I should be thinking about her breasts; what felt it like being inside of her.

What will Kenna sound like when she comes?

“Oooh…I get it!” Lina cries, and my head jerks at the sound. “She thought Lydia would behave badly—like one of those Girls Gone Wild videos they used to make?”

It takes me a moment to find my place in the conversation. “Something like that.”

I decide this is a good time to end the tutoring session but still it takes the girls at least ten minutes to get out of my office. And then I hide out for another half an hour to make sure they’ve left the building.

After I’m convinced they’re gone, that I’m the last on the floor, I lock the door and stealthily take my cock in hand under my desk. This is something I’ve never done before, but I’m a man with urges and sometimes this is the only way.

My cock is hard and heavy in my hand. Running my hand along the shaft, tightening my grip, I flood my mind with some of the images that had been tormenting me.

The feel of Iliya’s pussy this morning, the tightness as I took her from behind. How she cries out when she comes.

The sounds Amy made as she rode me in the car. Head thrown back, muscles rigid, gripping me.

Kenna’s smooth, slim body. The possibilities…

I refuse to think about Shelli’s firm breasts but the image creeps in as my hand strokes faster, harder and I stifle a groan as I come under the desk.

At least I’ll be able to think straight.

And then I head to the pub to talk to Amy.
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The worst thing about my marriage arrangement is that I’m not able to talk about it. It’s one thing to make small talk with acquaintances in similar situations, but other than Iliya, I have no one who understands how I feel.

I came up with the idea of talking to Amy after lunch. If I’m being honest, I did feel a certain pull to see her.

I stayed away yesterday, even though Bruce stopped by and suggested we grab a beer after class. I couldn’t do it; I felt too guilty, too conflicted about whether I should tell Iliya. But today…when a full twenty-four hours passes and I haven’t been struck down by the god of infidelity, the shame of the car sex with Amy begins to lessen.

Iliya gets to have sex with other people. Why can’t I?

I know Iliya would understand if I told her about an indiscretion. She’d be intrigued, interested in the details. She might suggest I bring her home. But because it was Amy, I think it would be the who that would bother her, not the what.

I didn’t tell her about Amy. I have my reasons; none of them good. And I’m not about to tell her I go to see her today, even though sex with Amy is the last thing on my mind. I go to the pub to talk—just talk.

“It’s nice to see you again,” Amy says. She stands behind the bar wiping glasses. Her blue eyes brighten when she seems me, her tiny breasts straining against her pink T-shirt.

Okay, maybe it’s not the last thing on my mind.

The place is nearly deserted. It’s a gorgeous spring day and happy hour patrons will be looking for a drinking establishment with a patio, rather than such a dark and dingy place with nothing but poker on the television screens.

I slide onto a stool at the bar across from her. Amy reaches out to touch my hand, but I draw away. “I need someone to talk to. Just talk.”

Amy smirks. “Sure, Del. I really enjoyed our talk the other day.”

“Talk!”

“Want a beer?” she counters. Before I reply, she pours me a cold one, placing it in front of me.

“Are you trying to get me drunk and take advantage of me?” I demand, trying to sound serious but can’t help the smile.

“Is that a possibility?” she asks with a sly smile. My answer is to lift my glass and taking a long drink “So what do you want to talk about? What did Iliya do?”

I glance warily over the rim of the glass. “What makes you say this is about Iliya?”

We’re interrupted by three men sitting down at a table behind me and Amy leaves to take their order.

“Del, I was with the two of you for almost three years,” she tells me as she fills a pitcher of Creemore. “There aren’t a lot of people who know her as well as I do. She wants to bring someone else in, doesn’t she?”

“Why would you say that?” Her instincts are pretty impressive.

“Because it’s been almost a month and Iliya needs the excitement. And I know there’s not a lot else you would tolerate.”

“Why would you say that?” I parrot.

Amy raises her eyebrows, her blue eyes widening. “Or maybe you tolerate more than I thought.”

“I want Iliya to be happy,” I say carefully, rubbing at a non-existent spot on the bar.

“Iliya wants Iliya to be happy.” Amy rolls her eyes. “And don’t ask me why I’m saying that—you know as well as I do that she’s the definition of selfish. In the most loving way possible, of course.”

“I don’t consider my wife to be selfish,” I say staunchly.

Amy smiles affectionately.“Then you’re blind. Or stupid in love.”

“Probably both,” I admit grimly.

“She’s very easy to love,” Amy assures me gently. “I miss her every day.”

“Just her?”

“Of course not.” She touches my hand again and this time I let her, enjoying the coolness of her fingers. “You’re a good man, Del, and a great husband. You made me want a real relationship, if only I could find someone like you.”

Before I can say anything, she has to deliver the pitcher to the table.

“Are you with anyone?” I ask when she returns.

Amy shakes her head. “I’m not really looking. You spoiled me for other men.”

“Sure I did,” I scoff.

Her expression is gentle, her eyes soft now. “I’ve never had anyone take care of me the way you did, Del. And it’s not just the sex, which was incredible, by the way.”

“Thanks.”

She cocks her head, her blue eyes appraising me. “I don’t know all the details, but I know you didn’t have an easy time with your ex. Alicia, wasn’t it?”

“Why are you bringing her up?” I demand.

“Because she obviously did a number on you. And being with Iliya can’t be easy. I think your ego has taken a beating. Sexually, that it.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You’re amazing,” she assures me.

I glance over my shoulder at the table of laughing men. “Maybe this isn’t the place to talk about things like that.”

“That’s what you’re here for, isn’t? And besides, you’re an amazing, fantastic lover. Awesome.”

Her voice rises with every word and I gesture for her to be quiet. “Okay, okay.”

“What? Do you know this guy is the best fuck I’ve ever had!” she calls out. I don’t have to turn around to know she’s caught the attention of the other customers. “And I’ve had a lot. A lot. Men and women both.”

“I’ll give you a good fuck,” one of the men call to her. I glance over my shoulder with a frown and he holds up his hands in surrender. “She’s all yours, mate.”

Amy laughs but I don’t join in. “Was that necessary?”

“It’s annoying that you don’t know how great you are. It’s a good thing that you’re not some cocky bastard, but you can use a little more self-confidence when it comes to your smoothness between the sheets.”

“’Smoothness between the sheets?” I raise an eyebrow.

“I don’t know what to call it! You are a great fuck, Del. One of the best I’ve ever had and you know that’s saying something.” Amy stares at me, like she’s waiting for me to respond. I have no idea what to say to her declaration. At least she keeps her voice to conversation level this time. “But it’s not only that. I used to lie awake and watch how you held Iliya. She always had to be beside you, did you notice? She would share everything with me, but kept that place for herself. I always wanted you to hold me like that.” She shakes her head with a sad smile. “Even when you were asleep, you were looking out for her, wanting to make her happy.”

“That’s what husbands do,” I protest.

“Some of them; not all. Look how you accept her being with other men. She’s back to going to those swinger parties, isn’t she?” I nod. reluctantly “I know you—you’re too much of a man for it not to bother you, but you won’t say anything because you want her to be happy. Do you think she’ll leave you if you refuse to accept it?”

“She might,” I admit, shaken at how quickly Amy has gotten to the root of the problem.

“She wouldn’t,” Amy assures me. “Not ever. You’re the best thing that ever happened to her. Those other men she had been involved with—William and Carlos…”

“I don’t know much about William,” I confess and Amy raises an eyebrow. “What should I know?”

“Nothing, but I would check if he’s at those parties.”

“What if he is?” Amy shrugs. “What if he is?” This time I’m the one raising my voice.

“She’s got a connection with him,” Amy says reluctantly. “I don’t understand it. She told me a bit about him—he’s into stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“Dominating—tying up, spanking, stuff like that. Stuff you’re not into. Right?”

“You know that as well as I do,” I say gruffly. On occasion, Iliya has asked me to tie her up, to spank her but it’s not something I feel comfortable doing. I was taught to respect women, not try and dominate them into submission.

“It’s not your thing. Honestly, it’s not really mine either. Once in a while…I’m up for anything.”

“Yes, I know.” I can’t resist and Amy smirks. “But you think it’s Iliya’s thing?”

“I know it is. She’s got that side to her, like a dark side.”

“You’re talking about my wife, you know. I think I’d know about a dark side.” But even as I say the words, I know I’m not being truthful. There’s so much about Iliya I don’t know about. There’s so much about her past that I’ve never asked her. Is it because I didn’t want to know? Do I suspect my wife has preferences that I won’t pursue?

Is that why she needs other men in her life? I understand the women; I know there were times where she and Amy didn’t include me and while I had been disappointed—what man wouldn’t be—it never upset me.

Not that I’m upset that Iliya goes to the parties—

I haven’t allowed myself to become upset.

“So what’s this guy like?” I demand.

“William? I met him years ago.” Now it’s my turn to raise my eyebrows. “We ran in the same circles for a while. He’s actually a very nice man. Rich—really successful, but that’s not the draw for Iliya.”

“No, because she doesn’t go for successful men?” I wince.

“You’re an award-winning author, Del! Go write your next book, for god’s sake! But personally, William is a nice guy. Seems to have a problem staying married, but that’s not really surprising.”

“So what’s the problem with him?”

“It’s not a problem for some people, but I don’t think you’d approve. He likes an audience; he likes to inflict a bit of pain. Lots of mental games.”

“And Iliya likes this?” I ask stiffly, feeling as if I’m talking about a stranger.

“Not all the time,” Amy concedes. “And this is only what she told me. We told stories, so maybe she was…embellishing. But I know she likes it rough. She likes to be told what to do.”

“And I don’t do that.”

“I don’t think you have to. You have moves…” she trails off with a suggestive grin and I smile in return. “Remember the time—?”

“I’m not about to sit here and talk about when we used to have sex,” I tell her in a low voice. “You announcing that I’m…that was bad enough.”

“It was the truth. Why shouldn’t we talk about it? You can’t talk to anyone else, can you?”

“No,” I say in a low voice.

“Afraid you’ll want to go in the back and try me out again?” Amy asks with a hopeful smile.

“That was—”

Amy raises her finger to my lips. “Please don’t say it was a mistake.”

“It wasn’t a mistake,” I allow. “But I didn’t mean for it to happen.”

“But it was good, wasn’t it? You didn’t mean to have a marriage that included sharing a woman with your wife, but wasn’t it good while it lasted? Except my stupidity.”

“It was okay,” I shrug and Amy grimaces.

“That’s all I get?”

“A little better than okay.”

“Really? Even the time -”

“I’m not doing this!” But I smile at Amy’s perseverance which she takes as encouragement.

“I’d like to do you, one last time,” she says softly, leaning over the counter so her breasts are only inches away from falling into my hands. I resist the urge to touch… “I’d like to take you in my mouth, feel you inside me…it was so good with you, Del. You have to admit that.”

I nod grimly. I don’t appreciate how my body is betraying me. Even when my little solo act in the office, I’m having trouble control myself. I want nothing more than to take Amy in the back room, let her do everything she’s suggesting, and more.

Feel you inside me…

I push my chair away from the bar. “I should get home.”

“Is that what you really want to do?” Amy asks pointedly.

“It’s what I’m going to do.”

She smiles sadly. “You’re a good man. I’m glad to have …what we had…together.”

“Me too. I’m sad it ended the way it did.”

“Me too. If Iliya has someone else, you should give it a try. It might work out just as good as it did with me. Maybe better.”

“Better?” I raise my eyebrows.

“It won’t be better,” she says with a saucy tilt to her head. “But maybe just as good. And I think it would help Iliya.”

“Help her what?”

“Control her dark side?”

“You make it sound like she’s part of Star Wars.”

“She’s likes it dirty and she likes it rough. And you don’t. So she’ll keep looking for it unless you can distract her with something new and shiny. I was that new and shiny thing. It might be a good idea to think about finding someone else.”  
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I look at Kenna in a new light the next morning. I just happen to be taking the garbage bins out when she and Jane drop off Iliya.

I think I timed it pretty well.

Kenna blushes a sweet shade of pink when I smile at her. Even after the walk—which, knowing Iliya’s aversion to serious exercise, I doubt is very strenuous—she looks pretty with her hair tied back and flushed cheeks.

“I didn’t know you wear glasses.” I smile at her from behind my own frames.

“I usually only wear them for working but it was bright this morning and I couldn’t find my other sunglasses,” she says apologetically. She pulls the clip-ons from her pocket. “Not too sunny now.”

“You look good in glasses. They suit you,” I tell her casually, wanting to see if she blushes again.

She does.

“I mentioned you in class yesterday,” I continue, trying not to smirk at how easily I can embarrass her. It’s cute.

“You—did? Why?” Kenna stutters and her eyes widen with amazement.

“Because you’re an author and the kids in my class would love to talk to you. They seemed really interested. Went through your website during class.”

“So that’s why I had so many hits yesterday!” Kenna laughs. “There was more traffic than usual. Not that I check—okay, I do,” she admits.

“I used to check every day for reviews when my book first came out,” I confess. “Do you run our own site?”

Iliya rolls her eyes at Jane. “Oh, writer talk.” But I can tell she’s interested in our interaction. I think about what Amy told me; that Iliya wants Kenna to help control her other urges.

I’m not sure how I feel about that. It’s like she’s using Kenna. And what does this dark side mean about our marriage?

“I had someone design it for me,” Kenna is saying. She rubs the back of her neck; a nervous tell I suppose, but the gesture also manages to highlight the soft swell of her breast. “But I run it.”

“I’ll have to check it out,” I tell her, trying to keep my mind away from the inappropriate thoughts of Kenna flooding my mind. I don’t want to admit how I was engrossed as the rest of the class yesterday. I’d rather another excuse to look at it. Learn more about her.

Wonder about her.

Wonder about her and Iliya.

Together.

My mind slides to Kenna more than a few times this weekend, especially on Sunday night. Iliya is getting ready to go out for dinner with her friend Tia and I take refuge in the living room. But she finds me before she leaves.

“What do you think?” Arms out, Iliya spins in front of me. I have to admit my wife is a little high maintenance. When she’s going out with friends, she likes to make an effort. I’m camped on the couch with my laptop, which usually means Iliya will leave me alone from the countless questions about what looks better, what shoes should she wear, does her bracelet go or if it’s too much. I usually have to remind her that she’s stylist, not me.

“You look fantastic,” I tell her, sounding like the obedient husband, but in my case it’s the truth. Iliya is wearing a red dress which displays her curves to their full advantage and the colour brings a depth to her tanned skin and lion mane hair.

“You’re just saying that because you want me to wake you up feeling all randy when I get home,” she says with a gleam in her eye.

“I could tell you that you look like you’re wearing a sack and you’d still wake me up feeling randy,” I joke.

Iliya wrinkles her nose at me. “You’re probably right.”

“And that makes me a lucky bastard.” I open my arms to her, and hiking her dress up her thighs, she straddles me. I move my laptop at the last moment before she sits on it. “You looking forward to seeing Tia?” My hands automatically slide under her skirt, her silky underwear soft against my palm.

“I am. It’s been a while.” I know Iliya has known Tia for years, but the extent of their history has never been fully explained to me. I know they had been lovers, I know Tia helped out Iliya during a difficult time, but like all her past relationships, my wife prefers me to have the bare minimum of details.

Most times I agree that it’s the best for both of us.

“You didn’t see much of her when we were with Amy,” I note, enjoying the feel of Iliya’s ass under my hands.

“We didn’t see much of anyone,” Iliya smiles.

“And you were okay with that? You’re pretty social, you know. Much more than me.”

Iliya’s face falls. “Is this another attempt at trying to convince me we don’t need someone else? Like Kenna?”

“I’m trying to make sure this is what you want. Yes, you enjoyed having Amy in our lives, but do you think you missed out on anything else?”

I want to ask her about this William, about what happens between them but I’m honestly afraid to find out. Iliya likes women, which I can understand. That isn’t in direct competition to me. Another man, one that gives her something I’m not prepared to do is a threat.

“No.” Iliya’s eyes are wide-open and sincere. I’ve always loved the colour of them—a goldish-hazel shade that reminds me of caramel. “I want you to be happy. If I went off and did…whatever…without you all the time, that wouldn’t work for either of us.”

“I don’t suppose it would.”

“So, technically Kenna will help our marriage,” Iliya forces a laugh.

“If our marriage needed help,” I argue. “Does it?”

“Of course not!” she cries a little too vehemently for my liking. “But…”

“Always a ‘but’.” My hands are still roving under her skirt and I give her a squeeze for emphasis.

“Delancey,” she warns with a mock frown. “It’s just…”

“This is getting even better. You want more of a sex life,” I tell her, wanting to put her out of her misery. “You’d like more excitement, more variety that I’m willing to give. And you think another person would help.”

“Amy did,” she points out in a quiet voice.

“Amy was a lot of fun and I…” I trail off. How do you admit to your wife that you loved another woman? Loved? Do I still have feelings for Amy? It’s a complicated process getting over someone. There’s isn’t a button I can simply switch off. “…I cared about her,” I finish. “And Iliya, I don’t share your admissions that we need that extra special something. Or in our case, someone.”

“You don’t understand.” Swinging her leg perilously close to head, she climbs off me, leaving my hands reaching for her.

“I do understand. And I want you to be happy, so if this is what you want, then I’m on board. Only don’t lump me in with the reasons why we’re doing this. This is what you want, what you need and something I’m accepting.”

“What, do you want my undying gratitude?” Iliya says in a somewhat pissy tone. I am well aware my wife has a bitchy side but happily it doesn’t come out very often.

“I wouldn’t mind some more kitchen sex,” I muse, hoping my nonchalance will diffuse her mood. I’m not trying to make her feel guilty but I don’t agree that our marriage needs something extra.

If I was married to Kenna…?

Where did THAT come from?!

Iliya’s face immediately relaxes at my suggestion and she smiles widely. Crisis averted. “You liked that, did you?”

“I always like it.” I reach out my hands again for her but this time she sidesteps my attempts. “I have to go,” she says regretfully. “I don’t want to be late for Tia.”

“No, that might not be a good idea,” I agree, an image of Tia with her strict headmistress persona popping into my mind. “Has she ever got strict with you?”

Iliya winks. “Do you really want to know that?”
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After Iliya leaves to meet Tia, I work on my book for a few hours. I tell myself I’m working on a book but the reality is I haven’t written a word.

I do have extensive character studies completed on the main characters but as for the story—nothing. I know what I’m going to write about; how two families deal with a case of cyber bullying but I haven’t been able to actually start it.

I’m not sure what’s holding me back. It could be fear of not being able to replicate the success of Age of Argos; it could be worry that a new book would bring even more fame and attention.

It could be the issue of privacy.

Just start it, I tell myself. Write something, even if you delete it later. At least you can say you started.

But instead I find myself opening my character bio file.

Jessa Jacos—27, sister of deceased

And then I find myself describing Kenna. Imagining how she handles loss, inventing a back story that involves first loves and family members and favourite things. As I work, the character begins to come alive. She shares the physical traits of Kenna, even down to her wide, smiling mouth but she’s different. Broken by what happened to her sister, how her family is dealing with it, and how she has to handle her own secrets.

As I invent layers of story for the character, I get excited. This is why I love writing. This is what it feels like for everything to settle and mesh and come together.

And then I’m interrupted by the memory of Kenna at my book signing.

It had bothered me how I couldn’t remember her being there. I like to think I’m observant and I make a note of those who come to my signings that I’ve managed to touch somehow. It’s impossible to remember everyone, but because Kenna seems to have such a connection to the book, plus there hadn’t been too many people at the signing that night. Maybe thirty—there is no way I shouldn’t remember her, especially when I find her so attractive.

And then it hits me. She hadn’t been smiling, attractive Kenna that night—she had looked broken. Hollow and grey, tired and sad, not wanting to be there.

I remember her now, vividly. I know what she said, what I said. What I thought of seeing her there; someone who obviously didn’t want to be there.

But talking to her about the book the other morning…she was a fan. She would have been excited to be there. What happened to make her that way?

My character study forgotten, I go searching through Iliya’s desk for her phone number. My wife is not too technologically savvy, and still writes everything down. Scraps of paper litter her desk and after carefully pawing through them, I find one with Kenna’s phone number.

I’m tempted to go over to her house, but I’m afraid it might scare her off. So I call her and tell her what I remember.

***

We have a nice talk. It’s good to get to know Kenna a little better. Yes, I’m attracted to her, yes, I think I could be interested in her, but I need more. I need to get to know her better.

I’ve had my share of women, but for me, the best sex is when I have a connection to my partner. It might be there with Kenna, but it’s going to take some time.

It doesn’t stop me from offering to cook her dinner tomorrow night. I tell her Iliya’s out and I’d like the company, but I just want to get to know her better. If Iliya goes ahead with some seduction plan, I need to be ready.

It’s not five minutes after I hang up from Kenna, still with a smile on my face at her promise to let me cook her dinner tomorrow night, when the doorbell rings.

It can’t be Kenna. There’s no way she could get over here so quickly.

But I can still hope as I jump up and head for the door.

It’s Amy.

She stands at my door, wearing the same pair of black jeans that she had on the other day, and a hesitant expression on her face.

I’m at a loss how to greet her. At what she’s doing at my house. And why should I be feeling  a happy pang to see her standing at my door? “What are you doing here?” Despite this, my greeting comes out ruder than I expect.

“I thought maybe…I just finished work and I thought….maybe if you’d told Iliya about what happened….maybe…we might…” She trails off, looking embarrassed. “I’m not used to doing this.”

A smile twitches at my lips but I’m not ready to let it out. “Is this a booty call?” I step back from the door to let her in.

“It’s not,” Amy protests. “It’s just, we would always spend Sunday nights together and…sometimes…sometimes I miss you guys.”

“That’s sweet,” I tell her. “Come in.”

“I can go if it’s a bad time.”

“It’s not. Well, Iliya’s not here,” I say as I shut the door behind me. “But you can keep me company. Have a drink with me.”

The invitation is easy and instantaneous but as soon as the words leave my mouth, I regret them.

Yes, I would enjoy spending time with Amy, but what about Iliya? How is she going to feel about it?

Iliya wants Iliya to be happy.

Maybe it’s time for Del to make Del happy?

It’s surprising how much nostalgia can arise from seeing Amy’s beat-up Converse sneakers beside my Blundstones.

“Where is Iliya?” Amy asks, following me into the kitchen.

“She’s out to dinner with Tia.”

“I remember Tia.” Amy perches on a stool at the counter and watches me reach for the vodka in the cupboard. “And you remember what I drink,” she says wistfully as I measure out the double shot of vodka and top it up with club soda.

“It hasn’t actually been that long,” I remind her.

“It seems like it. It was good to see you the other day. And the other other day.”

“Is that why you’re here?” Again, I sound ruder than I mean to, but I have to know if I’m leading Amy on. Things are over between us, regardless how good it felt to talk to her on Thursday. “Because I didn’t mean…”

Amy’s face falls. “Did you tell Iliya what happened? About seeing me?”

I take a deep breath, feeling this is a no-win situation.“I haven’t spoken to her about it, no.”

“Are you going to?”

I push her drink in front of her, the ice cubes tinkling against the glass. “I plan to but…”

“Has anything happened with that other woman?”

Is that hope in Amy’s voice? Hope that if nothing has happened, might there be room back in our lives for her?

“Amy…”

“I know it’s over.” She holds up her hand. “I know the three of us aren’t going to be getting cozy any more. At least not on a permanent basis.” She gives me a sideways glance before taking a sip of the vodka. “But I hoped once you found out what happened, that you might want to still be friends.”

I look at the familiar sight of Amy seated in my kitchen, obviously feeling very comfortable. It had been over month since she’d last been here, and a lot has happened since then. Do I still feel the same way about her? Would I be able to keep things at a friendship level?

“Why don’t we go sit down?” I suggest. “I made a fire. Might as well enjoy it.”

I shut my laptop before I sit down. I have no problem with others seeing my work in progress but I don’t want Amy to see the character sketch of Kenna.

It’s not Kenna, I correct myself. Just based on her.

But I don’t want Amy to know. I don’t want to share Kenna with her. Not anyone.

“So, do you think we can be friends?” Amy asks bluntly as she settles on the couch with me. This is different; whenever it had been just Amy and I, she would always sit close enough to touch me.

I like touching you, she would say. It makes me feel safe.

It took a while for me to ask her what she was afraid of. Now I know—an ex-boyfriend who she owed money to. And I threw her out to deal with him herself.

Take care of your women. It’s like my mother is here speaking to me. I practically hear her voice in the crackle of the fire. My boys will grow up treating women with the respect and the care they deserve. Even if they say they don’t need you, or they can take care of themselves, you still do it for them.

My mother would be disappointed in how I treated Amy.

She’d probably be disappointed in my little marital arrangement too, but I don’t dwell on that.

“I’m not sure if I can,” I tell Amy, staring into the fire.

“Why?” she asks in a small voice.

I turn to face her, not missing the stricken expression on her face. My heart catches, thinking of how much I miss her, how much she meant to me.

I remember her straddling me in her car on Tuesday night. How it felt to be inside her, holding her tiny waist in my hands.

“Because I don’t think I could stop at friendship.” I reach out and take her hand. “You meant so much to me. I don’t think I could handle it if you were still in my life, but not in my bed.”

She bites her lip at my honesty, unsure of what to say. “Why didn’t you tell Iliya you saw me? That we…”

“Because she’d be jealous,” I say truthfully. “She would have run out and grabbed you and dragged you back into our life.”

“Would that have been a bad thing?”

I sigh, shift on the couch and take such a big mouthful of bourbon it burns going down. “We can’t go back.”

“We could. You understand why -”

“You lied, Amy. I know you think you had your reason, but the truth is that you broke our trust. And what I’ve learned about this type of relationship is that honesty is important.”

“So you can never trust me again?” Amy is close to tears and it breaks my heart to see her like that, but I hold firm.

“I don’t think so…you threatened to go to the press, to sell my story. A small part of me wonders if that’s where you’re going when you leave here.”

“I’d never do that.” She shakes her head vehemently. I’m glad for the assurance but that doesn’t stop the apprehension. 

“I don’t think the media would care—the book came out years ago—but if I wrote another—”

“If?” Amy raises her eyebrows.

“When. If my private life stays private. Because if it didn’t, no one wouldn’t care what the book was about, or how good it was written—people would devour it just to find out my secrets. And I don’t want that.”

Admitting that out loud lifts a weight off my shoulders, even if it doesn’t solve anything. I can’t tell my agent that’s part of the reason and I can’t ever tell Iliya. It’s the first time I’ve admitted it to myself.

“Is that why you haven’t written another one? Because you think I’m going to scream to everyone I know that I’m your girlfriend?” she demands, sounding more than a little offended.

“Doesn’t have to be you,” I shrug. “Could be someone Iliya knows. I know the community is close but she’s not exactly discrete, you know. And our lifestyle isn’t accepted by society, so yes, it plays a factor.”

“That’s sad. Does Iliya know about this?”

“We’ve never talked about it. We don’t discuss my writing.”

“At all?”

I shrug, feeling disloyal discussing it. It’s always bothered me how Iliya seems to dismiss my writing, never asking me what I’m working on, how it’s going.

“It’s because Iliya is afraid of losing you to it,” Amy tells me. “Your writing is a huge part of your life, Del, and Ili needs to know she’s even more important. Like me. I’m sure if I had showed my affection to you as much as I wanted to, Iliya would have come up with a way to sabotage the relationship.”

“No, she wouldn’t have,” I automatically insist. Amy gives me a knowing glance. “Why do you say that?” Every time I talk to Amy, I learn something else about my wife. How can I miss so much?

“She needs to be the centre of everyone’s world. Not just centre of attention—the centre of their world. And when she isn’t…” She shrugs as she trails off. “Don’t get me wrong; I love Iliya. I still love her,” she adds quietly. “If you had ever shown preference for me, then she would not have been able to handle that.”

“But she’s my wife and you’re…” I start without thinking.

“In true polyamorous relationships, there is no hierarchy; no wife number one, girlfriend number two,” Amy explains without a reaction to my slip. It’s true Amy had been important to me, but Iliya is my wife and my marriage vows mean a lot to me.

“Is that the kind of relationship we were in?” I wonder.

“How would you classify it?” she counters.

“I never really gave it much thought. I enjoyed it. I liked being involved with you. Isn’t that enough?”

“The great Delancey Ecker with all of his insight in Age of Argos, can’t be bothered to authenticate the polyamory lifestyle,” Amy mocks.

“You make it sound like I’m an advocate,” I say angrily. “I’m not. I never claimed to be. I’m just a man who wants to make his wife happy. She likes to be with women, so I let her be with women.”

“And reap the benefits.”

“What’s going on here?” Amy’s tone suddenly turns bitter and resentful. “All your claims of wanting to stay friends mean shit if you’re trying to pick a fight.”

“I’m not trying to pick a fight.” Immediately, her voice drops and she lowers her eyes. “It’s just—it’s hard, okay? Seeing you, but not able to get close.”

“I’m sorry. The other day—we shouldn’t have done that. I didn’t know it would make it so hard for you.”

“It wasn’t just the sex,” she protests. “Yes, I miss that, but it’s you I miss. Iliya and I had a connection from the start, but you—Del, we were special. You always made me feel special, like I was important.”

“You were. You are.”

“The times we were together were amazing and that’s because of you. Other men may just go through the motions but with you, Del, it was like every time was the first time. I miss that.”

Now it’s me who doesn’t know what to say.

Amy jiggles the ice in her glass. “I’m going to get us another drink. Is that okay? We’ll have a drink between friends and then I’ll go.” She jumps off the couch before I can protest, before I can tell her I had been steadily drinking since before Iliya left and I didn’t think I needed another.

But I just watch her leave the room, her ass snug in her jeans and wonder if I’m going to be able to say no to her.

OceanofPDF.com


Caress

OceanofPDF.com


1

Tuesday morning

“When did you realize you were attracted to women?” I ask Iliya. “When was your first time?”

My head is spinning from the novelty of Iliya’s touch, her taste, her kisses and what they’ve have done to me.

We had sex.

I had sex with a woman.

It’s Tuesday morning, and I’m in bed with a woman.

I don’t want to call it making love; maybe it’s because of my traditional view of what making love is. A man and a woman horizontal in a dark room, lips and hands caressing and everything fading to black.

I’ve read too many G-rated romance novels.

This morning, I had sex with a woman. That’s a whole other ball game.

Iliya is smiling at me, her head cushioned on my pillow as we lay face to face on my bed. I’ve never seen eyes like hers. Golden brown, almost the shade of caramel or a good cognac. It matches her hair, a lock of which falls onto the bed between us.

I had to mix about three different colours yesterday to get the shade right in my drawing. I wasn’t drawing Iliya, but I wanted to use the colour of her eyes in one of my illustrations.

I wonder if I could do her justice if I did decided to draw her.

She’s so beautiful.

Iliya is unapologetically naked, lying on my plain striped sheets. My eyes drift down her body; long golden legs, soft curves begging to be touched. Her full breasts fall forward. It’s a body meant to be unadorned of clothing and the first female form I’ve ever been attracted to.

She seduced me on my couch. I have to call it a seduction because I don’t know what other term to use. She kissed me, told me she wanted me. Her touch awoke something long dormant. Her caress woke up a part of me I didn’t know existed.

And then she told me about Del.

Del, her husband, the beautiful, brilliant writer I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about since we met. My friend, who kissed me last night, provoking so many unwanted emotions, and rousing so much desire.

He wants me. They both do.

They want to share me.

I can have both

I had been upset when Del kissed me last night, and told him to leave. This morning, Iliya came over to explain the situation, which led to the seduction.

I had never imagined something like that could ever happen to me.

But it did. And after the couch in the living room, Iliya led me into my bedroom. She held my hand, guided me with her smiles because I had been so overwhelmed, I wasn’t sure which way was up.

And then we had sex again.

I stare unbelievingly at Iliya, remembering the touch of her hands, fingers, mouth. The sensation of her lips pressed against mine.

A woman’s hands, lips, touch. So different from a man.

I’m afraid to touch her. I want to; and I want her hands on me again, stroking, soothing, caressing…but I’m afraid. Plus, my head is spinning so much I’m sure I’ll do something wrong.

I caressed Iliya, touched her breasts, kissed her full mouth. I haven’t been able to bring myself to explore between her legs. In theory, it should be easy; touch her how I touch myself. It’s easy for me to bring myself to climax. I should be able to do the same for Iliya.

But I’m afraid. And intimidated. Iliya has been with—

How many men has she been with? Or women?

Not that it matters. She’s experienced. I’m not.

She made me come with her mouth. I’m not sure exactly how to do that. 

“You’re attracted to both men…and women,” I say as if to clarify my question. “When did you know?”

“I’m attracted to you,” Iliya tells me with a sly smile, her hand sliding over my hip to squeeze my bare ass. “And I know exactly when that happened.”

“When?” My throat is dry but Iliya’s tone brings a bubbling excitement to my stomach.

I’ve never felt the slightest interest towards a woman before Iliya. I’ve admired before; looked, wondered but what woman hasn’t? As for wanting to kiss a woman, touch her like Iliya touched me—never.

Until I met Iliya in line at Starbucks last week. It’s only been six days since she spoke to me in line, laughing at my bedraggled appearance. I had obviously just made a quick exit from someone’s bed and Iliya could tell.

Erik has faded from my thoughts. Not faded, but completely vanished.

“I thought you were cute with your bed-head and not being able to dress yourself properly,” Iliya says teasingly. “I looked at you and I felt jealous of whoever had sent you home looking like that.”

“I didn’t even have my shirt on the right way,” I say faintly.

“You’d obviously made a quick exit. I wondered who in their right mind would send you out of their bed, when they could be spending more time with you.”

“Erik. He didn’t send. I left,” I remind her.

“And you don’t know how happy that made me.” Iliya trails her fingers, nails painted a bold pink, up my torso, and back toward the curve of my hip.

“I’m glad I made you happy,” I manage, hypnotized by the path of her fingers.

Iliya smile widens, the tiny gap visible between her front teeth. “Sweet Kenna. So shy and uninhibited, but with such potential.”

Now her smile turns feral, her eyes narrowing like I’m some prey to be devoured. I don’t know if it’s fear or excitement I feel in the pit of my stomach.

“The way you moan when my mouth is between your legs…” Iliya trails off, her hand hovering above my pussy. Is she teasing or is she afraid to touch me? Like I’m afraid to touch her?

“I’ve never done anything like this…” I told her fearfully, my heart racing. “I’m scared.”

“There’s nothing to be scared of,” Iliya promised, pushing my robe open and off my shoulders. It puddled at my feet as I stood naked before her. The sharp intake of my breath as she smoothed a finger over the now-healed tattoo on my hip was louder than the music still playing. “I just want to touch you.”

I closed my eyes, forcing myself to remain still, even though every inch of me wanted to fall into her arms.

“Kenna. You don’t have to do a thing. Not one thing. Just let me touch you. Let me enjoy you.”

“I’ve always known I like women,” Iliya tells me, her voice brining me back. Her hand strokes the skin surrounding my tattoo again. The Chinese symbol for touch. It seems appropriate now, more than ever.

I want her to touch me between my legs again. With her fingers…her mouth…

I want to reach out and touch her, but I’m afraid. I don’t know—I don’t know what to do.

Even after what we just shared, I’m still unsure. How…why me?

Iliya replaced her fingers with her tongue, and licked the length of me with long strokes before moving to my clit. Circling it slowly at first, then faster, pulling me closer and moving my hips against her mouth. I felt my tiny bud swelling, my entire focus on what was happening between my legs.

And then Iliya sucked my clit and I choked back a scream, clutching the arm of the couch as I fought to stay still. Her mouth…her tongue was inside me, thrusting like a tiny little penis, the sounds of my wetness filling the room.

“I’ve always been attracted to both males and females,” Iliya continues, oblivious to what is going through my mind. “I thought it was natural until my sister told me differently.”

I blink to remove the image, to focus on Iliya’s words, not the memory of her touch. It’s not a fantasy, it’s real. The sex really happened. Iliya’s mouth had been between my legs, her fingers thrusting inside me.

“I didn’t know you had a sister.” Will I ever able to talk to her again without wanting to kiss her? “There’s so much I don’t know about you. What’s her name?” A week ago I didn’t know Iliya existed and now she is in my bed, her fingers sending tingles along my body as she strokes my naked skin

“Sofija,” Iliya winces. “We’re not close. Or maybe we could be, but she doesn’t understand my lifestyle choices.”

“I don’t really either,” I glance hesitantly at her. “You said you and Del…”

Del, who kissed me last night. Who I threw out of my home because I thought he was betraying Iliya, like Isaac betrayed me.

Who I wanted to keep kissing, more than I’ve wanted anything.

Maybe not everything.

“I guess I shouldn’t have overreacted last night,” I say, with more than a little guilt. But then I check myself—did Del tell Iliya what happened? Is Iliya acting on her own accord, or is this a tag team effort?

Iliya laughs suddenly. “Your face! You look so guilty, Kenna. Yes, Del told me what happened. He knew I was coming to talk to you, but he doesn’t know about this. I didn’t know about this.” Her amusement changes to a seductive smile. “You surprised me.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“You were just you; naked under your robe. What could I do?”

I’ve never seen a shrug look so sexy.

I roll on my back, needing to avoid eye contact, afraid I won’t be able to prevent myself from touching her. What does she like? What if I do something wrong? Should there be a period of time between interludes? Is it like men needing to recharge their batteries? “That’s just it. I don’t know. I don’t know anything about this—what to expect, what you want, Del…”

“Won’t it be fun to find out?” Iliya’s fingers dance up my stomach and drift onto my breast. There’s a sudden lurch in my stomach at her touch; the brush of her thumb against my nipple.

My batteries don’t need any recharging.

“Yes,” I say quietly. Less than fifteen minutes ago, Iliya’s mouth was between my legs. My legs still feel weak. How can I want her again? With Isaac, I was lucky to get one orgasm. And now with Iliya, the possibilities seem endless.

She bends her head, her breath warm against my nipple. My desire is heightened by her lips brushing a kiss against the sensitive skin.

“Do you want to talk about my first time or do you want to talk about Del?” Iliya asks, her voice muffled as she reaches to drop a kiss on my other breast. “Because I don’t think I have the patience to discuss both.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean -”

“There’s nothing to be sorry about. I need to fuck you again,” Iliya says, lifting her head and looking at me with those eyes. “Soon. Now.”

OceanofPDF.com


2

My mouth is dry with excitement; the only part of me that is. “Your first time,” I prompt.

“Say please,” Iliya prompts, her eyes darkening, her hand cupping my breast.

“Please,” I whisper.

“Long, long ago, when I was a maiden of fifteen,” Iliya begins with a smile, her fingers tracing patterns on my breast. “My friend Michelle stayed over.”

Listening to Iliya’s smooth voice and the anticipation of what she’s going to tell me is turning me on more than I could have ever envisioned.

“It was late at night. I was asleep but something woke me up. I heard noises—breathing and little moans, like a whimper. Like this.” She demonstrated and the noise shoots like a bullet between my legs. “Michelle was beside me in bed. Her hand was under the covers…I knew what she was doing. She was touching herself, like I did it all the time. I never knew… none of my friends admitted to doing it. Not that I ever asked them. I thought it was just me. I needed to do it, every night, all the time, but I thought that was just me. Everything excited me back then. I guess nothing has changed,” she adds with a little laugh. “I lay there and listened to Michelle breathe. I watched her face.”

I picture a teenage Iliya in bed with another girl, lying in the same positions we’re in and the image tempts me to put my own hand between my legs.

“And then I touched her. I couldn’t help it.”

I lick my lips before I can speak. “Where did you touch her?” My voice is strangled and a smile curves Iliya’s mouth.

“Here.” Her fingers squeeze my breast. “And I whispered, ‘Let me.’”

“What did she say?”

“Nothing. She opened her eyes and looked at me with surprise but by then my hand was already under the covers, between her legs. I’d never felt another pussy before.” Her voice lowers at the word and I instinctively arch my hips, wondering if Iliya knows I want her hand on my pussy as well.

As if I will it, her hand skims down my stomach, hovering above the apex of my legs. A whimper escapes my throat as Iliya cups my pussy.

“It was warm. Slick. Wet. I knew exactly where Michelle wanted me to touch her.” Iliya’s finger dips into my wetness and I let out a shuddering breath.

“I put my finger inside her, moved it in and out, just like when I touched myself.” Iliya’s finger mirrors her words and my back arches in response. “Michelle liked it.”

“Yes.” The word escapes in a breath.

“I pushed in as deep as I could, and she moaned. I liked hearing that. Then I found her clit.” Iliya’s fingers began to circle my own clit slowly, deliberately. “And she started making noises. I liked that too.”

Obediently, I let out a soft moan.

“I knew exactly where to touch, because I knew where I touched myself. I could make myself come so quickly, but I didn’t want it to happen too quickly with Michelle. I wanted to take my time. I wanted her to enjoy it. I kept rubbing her clit, as I slid under the covers. I think Michelle whispered for me to stop, but I couldn’t. I didn’t want to. And I don’t think she really wanted me to stop because she didn’t say anything when I took off her panties. “

“Did you…?” I demand breathlessly, trying to focus on her story even as I’m distracted by Iliya rubbing my clit.

“I did. I spread her legs and I used my mouth. I licked her, just like I licked you. Just like you want me to right now, don’t you? Slowly? All over? I wanted to taste her, just like I want to taste you. She was so wet. I slid my tongue inside her and she liked that.” Iliya’s fingers thrust inside me again, and I cry out. “And then I licked her clit, and she got louder, so I kept doing that. Faster, harder. She couldn’t keep quiet. She put a pillow over her face, so no one would hear. I heard. I knew how much she was enjoying my mouth. She started to tremble then, and I thought she might be close to coming. I didn’t want her to come yet because I was having fun, but I wanted her to try it with me, too. So I used my fingers, like this—” Iliya’s fingers thrust hard inside me, her thumb keeping tempo on my clit. “—and I put my mouth over her clit and I sucked, hard.”

I gasp aloud.

“She screamed into the pillow. So I kept doing it—sucking her, and fucking her with my fingers and she was crying out and her hips kept moving and suddenly she was still. And then she came.” Iliya raises her head. “Do you want me to do that to you?”

“Yes. Please!”

And then Iliya is between my legs and her tongue is licking, fingers thrusting inside me and her mouth—she takes my clit in her mouth and sucks it, her fingers fucking me, again and again.

“Oh, god…please!” I cry out. “More—don’t stop!”

This is like nothing I’ve felt before. I spread my legs wantonly, my hips thrusting against her mouth, in perfect harmony with my cries.

I want to be loud. I want Iliya to know how much I like it.

My hands clench; I reach above me and grasp the wrought iron headboard. My entire body is arching, so tense with the focus between my legs…

…Iliya’s mouth…

She tongues me frantically, her fingers probing deeper; I can’t think, can’t breathe. There’s nothing like it. I need it stop before it consumes me; I never want it to end.

My orgasm builds quickly. Even this, the third time this morning, and I’m coming so fast. Too fast, but I need it. I want it.

“I’m coming…I’m coming…”

Iliya takes my clit in her mouth again, her fingers thrusting like she did with the faceless Michelle, sucking hard with her whole mouth and I explode with a scream.

I’ve never known anyone like Iliya.
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After we dress, I make Iliya a cup of tea. It feels like a natural, normal thing to do. Like her me visiting is an everyday thing to do. Like we’re old friends chatting about our lives.

“You look overwhelmed,” Iliya says, settling into the corner of the couch with Willow purring in her lap. Iliya doesn’t look overwhelmed. She looks fine; normal. She’s wearing the same yoga pants and plum-coloured jacket wore when I first met her at Starbucks. Her wild hair is now pulled back into a long ponytail, rather than spread over my pillow. She’s relaxed, her pretty face full of smiles, comfortably sitting on my couch, sipping her tea.

There’s no indication that we had been naked in my bed only fifteen minutes ago. That her mouth had been between my legs; her fingers exploring every part of me. That she actually made me scream with pleasure.

In only an hour, Iliya pleasured me more than my husband did in four years. I never, ever even came close to screaming with pleasure with him. I didn’t think it was possible.

Iliya looks normal, like what we did is an everyday thing.

Maybe it is for her.

“What about you and Del?” I demand, unable to sit on the couch beside her until I find out a few things.  “What does this mean for the two of you? I don’t want to come between you.”

I can’t get over how comfortable Iliya looks. I lost count of how many orgasms I had and I’m still as tense as a bowstring.

“Actually, I hope that you will come between us soon…underneath us, over us… in bed.” My mouth gapes open and Iliya leans back her head and laughs loud enough to startle the cats. “Sorry. Is it too soon to make inappropriate comments?”

“Uh…”My mind flails, trying to find the proper response and Iliya laughs again.

“Your face! Oh, Kenna, you’re so cute.”

I don’t feel cute. I feel inexperienced, and ignorant. I’ve missed out on so much. I’m almost thirty years old; already divorced and I’ve only had three sexual partners. In the last two years, I should have been going out, meeting people, experimenting…

Isn’t that what divorced women are supposed to do?

Iliya must sense what I’m feeling because the laughter fades from her eyes. “Del knows I’m attracted to women,” she begins, stroking Willow’s grey head to calm her. “He’s always known. And he accepts it. There are parties I sometimes go to, so I can…play…with a couple.”

“Play? Parties? ” I shake my head in disbelief. “You mean, the two of you are swingers?”

“Not exactly. There are a number of names for it. I like to think that Del and I have an open marriage. A progressive marriage, some call it. Although it is more open on my side. Del…doesn’t.” 

“Doesn’t what? Del doesn’t like it?” My voice hitches. What about Del? I thought this was a three-way thing.

“Of course he likes it,” Iliya assures me. “Don’t worry, he’s on board for this.”

I don’t understand what’s happened to me. For two years I’ve been content to hide in my house with only my cats for company. And then, last Tuesday, I was angry and had a one-night stand. Seven days later, I’m having sex with a woman and contemplating having a threesome with a married couple.

And my friend Asha thought the one-night stand was a big thing.

“I know this isn’t what you’re used to, Kenna,” Iliya says. “But really, monogamy is limitation that society enforces on us. People aren’t created to only be with one person. I’m not able to be with only one person and Del understands that.”

“How did it work with—?”

“Amy,” Iliya supplies. “We considered her part of our marriage. I had a husband and a girlfriend and I loved them both. She would spend time with us—usually on the weekends—and share our bed. That’s what we’re offering you. If things go as planned, we’d continue to spend time together, strengthen our friendship and… get to have sex.” The tiny gap between Iliya’s teeth is more noticeable with such a mischievous grin.

I’m too tense to return her smile. “Would you expect me to go to these parties with you?”

“Of course not. I don’t expect you to do anything. It’s your choice, Kenna, all your decision. I know this is a new lifestyle for you, and maybe once you’ve tried it, you’ll decide it’s not for you.”

“What happens then? If I don’t want—if I can’t live with it?”

“Then we’ll go our separate ways,” Iliya says lightly. “No harm, no foul.”

“No friends? I mean, would we still be friends?” The thought of losing Iliya and Del frightens me more than the thought of being with them does.

“I honestly don’t know,” she tells me ruefully. “I’ve managed to stay friends with former lovers, but I’m not sure about Del.”

“So I’d be risking a friendship.” Something new to consider, to agonize about.

“Sure, it’s a risk, but look what you’d be gaining.”

“Sex,” I say bluntly. My mind floods with a memory from last night.

“I’m glad you like it.” Del’s green eyes held my gaze and I was helpless under their intensity.

Helpless. That tiny touch of my tongue against his skin ruined me. I wanted to take his finger in my mouth, I wanted to…

Del reached out again, his hand touching my hair. I wore it loose around my shoulders and he twisted a tendril between his fingers. I caught my breath at the look in his eyes. It looked like…I would almost say…I think he might…

He wouldn’t.

He leaned in; his mouth touching mine, his lips pressed against me.

No.

But yes; Del kissed me and for a glorious moment I responded. My lips parted, I had practically leapt into his lap, so desperate for the touch of his mouth against mine.

His hand cupped the back of my head, pulling me closer, his mouth moving against mine with an urgency I’ve never felt before. His tongue slipped into my mouth and I felt a shock between my legs.

“It’s more than sex,” Iliya is saying and I wrench my thoughts back from Del. “It’s intimacy. Friendship. A relationship. You’ve been alone for a long time, Kenna, and it’s like we’re opening our arms to you. Welcoming you into our lives.”

“I like that aspect of it,” I admit in a low voice.

“I like it, too.” Iliya holds out her hand to me. I move beside her, drawn to her like a moth to a glowing light.

I’ve never felt this way with anyone, man or woman. I’m more alive when I’m with Iliya, like I’ve woke up from a long and fitful nap. And with Del…I haven’t known them very long, but it feels like they’ve been in my life forever.

This is a new me and Iliya and Del are part of the reason I’ve changed.

A big part.

I’ve been lonely for a long time and what Iliya is proposing means I won’t have to be alone.

“I know this isn’t what you’re used to,” Iliya continues. “But it works for Del and I. We hope it will work for you, too.”

Am I really considering this? Being the third person in a relationship?

My decision was made when I first kissed Iliya.

And I kiss her again to signal my acceptance. I want this. I want them.

“What about Del?” I wonder when I pull away from her lips. “He—this…” I point to Iliya and myself. “He knows about this? And he’s okay…about it?”

“Well, he doesn’t exactly know about this,” she admits. “He knew I was going to talk to you today but I’m sure he didn’t imagine anything would happen.”

“Neither did I.”
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After Iliya leaves, I wander ghost-like around my house, fingers touching my lips and a smile on my face. I relive every moment of the last hours with Iliya—the first touch, how my body responded. How she kissed my good-bye. 

I’ve been with a woman. What does that make me? I’ve never, ever felt attracted to a woman before. Before Iliya.

My life now separates into Before Iliya and After.

What was my life without her?

Lonely. I was alone.

After Isaac left me, it was eight weeks before I allowed anyone to touch me. I was in the city, alone. I hadn’t told anyone what happened, not even my family. And then suddenly, unable to take the solitude any longer, I hopped on a plane and flew home to New Brunswick. I went to Asha, not my father and I told her everything.

Asha confessed she had never liked Isaac and decided we needed to celebrate him being out of my life. There had been whiskey, there had been dancing and there had been me wrapped around Jamie Robinson, who I had had a desperate crush on when I was thirteen.

When he kissed me, I couldn’t stop the tears of relief streaming down my face. I was still wanted by someone. Jamie had pulled back when he felt the wetness.

“What’s going on?” he said roughly.

“Nothing,” I breathed, quickly wiping the tears off my cheeks. “I’m fine.”

“You’re not; you’re divorced and I know exactly what you need.” He had led me into a supply closet in the back of the bar. “You need a revenge fuck. Get back at the bastard.”

It seemed a good idea at the time and over before I knew it. The relief of being touched by another person, the memory of a thirteen year old Jamie, my anger at Isaac and the whiskey overruled my good judgment.  

And then two years later, I once again found myself lonely, drinking too much and having sex. This time I didn’t have sweet teenage fantasies of Erik, but I did have two years of being alone to go with the relief, the anger and the whiskey. Erik didn’t have a chance.

I wondered if I had sex because of the alcohol or I needed the alcohol to have sex.

I’m happy that was different with Iliya.

There’s no anger towards Isaac, no alcohol clouding my judgment this time.

It’s like I’ve been half-alive; asleep like Sleeping Beauty and Iliya just gave me my true love’s kiss.

Do I love her?

I’m not sure how deep my feelings go but I know Iliya has already tunneled into my heart. But I’m more concerned with my body’s reaction. I shiver as I remember the feel of her mouth between my legs.

As I wander around my house, I find myself staring out the window. The gardeners’ are working in the neighbour’s yard, clearing the last of the winter debris from the flower beds. What would they think, these men with dirt under their nails, smelling of gasoline and freshly cut grass, if they knew what Iliya and I had been doing in here?

Did they hear us? Hear me? What if they looked in the window and had seen us on the couch?

The thought doesn’t upset me. I picture men at the window, watching Iliya tongue me while their hands grip their hard cocks.

They say two women together is every man’s fantasy.

Is it Del’s fantasy? Would his cock be hard watching Iliya and I? Would it turn him on?

Do I turn him on?

What’s gotten into me?

I can’t stop thinking of cocks and men watching me with a woman…I was with a woman. I had sex with Iliya. This morning. More than once.

What did I do?

I got fucked by a woman. I don’t know how many times I came…three? Four? My legs still feel rubbery, the pleasurable ache between my legs reminding me I was used. And used well.

I boil the kettle for tea but get distracted and the water cools before I can make it. 

What did I agree to?

Can I do this?

This is the question I don’t know the answer to. How can Iliya and Del have such a marriage? And how can no one be aware of it? The two of them seem so normal…

Of course they’re normal. What they have is a lifestyle that’s vastly different than the norm, different from the choice I made. Their marriage is strong enough to be able to share another partner.

They want to share me.

The thought makes me shiver and giggle at the same time. I’m happy to be wanted—thrilled, ecstatic, but scared out of my mind for what it means. All three of us in bed together. I will be having sex with Del. I’ll be having sex with Iliya again. I’ll have sex with both of them, together.

How does it all work?

As much as my head is spinning about Iliya, I can’t comprehend what the next step will. How, why, where…when?

Friday night.

As terrified as I am, I can’t deny I’m excited thinking about it.

Wandering into my bedroom, I straighten the duvet, thinking of Iliya lying under it, under me on the bed. I picture what we looked like. I pick up my pillow, wondering if it smells like her.

I’ve never imagined having sex with a woman before and now it’s a reality.

Willow follows me into the bedroom and meows her arrival as she jumps in the bed. “I hope you didn’t see any of what went on in here,” I tell her, smoothing her silky fur. “You probably heard it, though.” The cat flops on her side, enjoying my ministrations.

Like Iliya enjoyed me touching her.

She has soft skin.

I stare at my hands against Willow’s gray fur; my nails are colourless with ragged cuticles. I’ve been neglecting them. What would they look like touching Iliya? Touching her in areas where I’ve never touched a woman before. Places I’ve only ever touched myself.

My hands wouldn’t be able to touch Iliya, at least not the way they are now. But with a bit of colour…

The idea of working on my latest book is forgotten as I pull out my nail kit and set up the salon in front of the television. Even when I was hiding from the world, I still liked to have pretty nails. I’d spend hours creating artistic designs, the house filled with the tang of polish and acetone solvents. Lately, I’ve been so consumed with my books that I haven’t indulged my inner manicurist.

I deserve a break. And my nails are crying out for some colour.

And then to make me feel even more like I’m playing hooky, I pull out Season Seven of Buffy the Vampire Slayer to watch.

Three episodes and a set of ten perfect fingernails later, I text Del.

Doing my nails is enjoyable but it allows my mind to wander. And as much as Iliya is in my thoughts, so is Del.

It takes me a few tries to come up with the perfect thing to say and I have to admit, I fail miserably.

I’m sorry about how things ended last night.

Will he know Iliya told me everything? Will he understand I’m excited about where our friendship might take us? Will he know I’m looking forward to seeing him?

Probably not.

He texts back instantly.

Me too. How is your day? What are you working on?

I stare at the words on the screen, the incredulous smile spreading quickly over my face.

He’s sorry too. He asked me about my day.

It’s been forever since anyone has thought to ask about my day or about my writing. Such innocuous questions but they fill me with joy.

I like that Del’s texts in full sentences. My fourteen year old niece MacKenzie sends me texts full of emojis, abbreviations and slang I barely understand.

Having a good day, thx. I’m working on Beastly Betty.

I hope he remembers the name of my latest book.

New book, I add, in case he doesn’t.

How is Beastly this afternoon?

Behaving badly.

Oh no—maybe Del will think I’m behaving badly. Has Iliya already told him about what happened? What does he think? Will he say something and if so, what do I say?

I’m texting the husband of the wife I had sex with. Guilt mixes with delight.

But it feels right.

As strange and surreal as it may seem, it somehow feels right that both of them are in my life. They make me feel safe; happy. Alive.

It’s about time.
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Del calls me later that afternoon.

By that time, my nails are pretty again and I’ve lost count of the texts flying between us; playful, fun teasing and chatting about our day. Other than my quick apology, there’s no mention about last night.

I never expected Del to call me. I was fine with the texting. It’s easier that way, less intimate.

When name appears on the phone, I wonder if he can hear the smile in my voice as I say hello.

And then I have a moment of panic—he knows about Iliya being here this morning, but does he know what happened? What do I say about that?

I won’t mention Iliya. I won’t say a thing about her, her being her or anything. I’ll pretend she doesn’t exist.

As hard as I try, I can’t imagine being okay with my spouse having sex with someone else.

Obviously, I wasn’t accepting of Isaac having sex with other women because that’s why I ended my marriage.

But Iliya made it sound so commonplace. So normal for them.

I wonder if it will ever be normal for me.

“You have to save me,” Del says. I hear the desperation in his deep voice. Del has an amazing voice, like an old-time radio announcer. Like what melted chocolate would sound like. 

“What’s the matter?” I ask, trying to focus on what he’s saying rather than how I’m feeling. Because I’m feeling pretty excited Del called me.

“One of my students says she really needs me to help explain things to her but I just can’t do it. I told her I had an important call to make.”

My excitement dims a little; he only called me because he needed an excuse.

But he called me. He could have called anyone else.

“I’m glad—but shouldn’t you help her?” Not that I want him to; I’m surprised how strong the urge to keep Del on the phone with me is.

“Please don’t make me!” Del laughs and it’s as if a wave of warm water surrounds me. “Don’t get me wrong—this girl is in my office after every class. She says she can’t understand the book, but I’m not buying it. It’s Pride and Prejudice for God’s sake!”

“I love that book,” I tell him wistfully. I wander around the house as we talk, the phone tucked under my chin. Catching a glimpse of my reflection in the television, I notice the silly smile on my face.

It only makes my smile wider.

“I used to love it, but having to explain it to this girl has ruined it for me. Shelli’s a smart girl, but refuses to accept it.”

“What do you mean, refuses to accept it?” I’m back to the table now. After I finished my nails, I went back to work. Pages are strewn about my workspace, the colours drying before I can stack them. I touch the corner of a drawing; in it, Betty is running with a stolen backpack. I painted the bag in vivid reds and oranges to resemble fire.

Don’t play with fire.

Is that what I’m doing?

“She’s…uh…” Now it’s embarrassment that is clearly evident in Del’s voice. “She kind of comes on to me.”

“What? You may be good looking, but you’re her teacher! How old is she?”

“Seventeen. I think. She looks a lot older. Acts like it, too.”

I have a vision of a MacKenzie-aged girl flirting with Del, which disturbs me, but not as much as the vision of a seventeen year old making eyes at him from across the classroom.

“You think I’m good looking?”

I’m jolted back into the present. “What?”

“That’s what you said.”

“I didn’t say that,” I say instinctively.

“Yes, you did. I heard you.”

He’s teasing me. Del is teasing me and while part of me doesn’t have a clue what to do about it, the other part of me feels warm all over. “It doesn’t matter what I think of you. What are you going to do with this girl chasing you?”

“Jealous?” Del wheedles.

“Of a little girl?” I snort. “Of course not.”

“She’s pretty hot.”

“That’s disgusting! She’s a child.”

“It’s more disturbing than disgusting,” Del admits. “I don’t handle it very well either. I’m not good at women flirting with me, let alone one that’s young enough to be my daughter.” 

“You’re kidding! Women must be throwing themselves on you. How can you not be good at it?”

“I didn’t handle you flirting with me last night very well, did I?”

“That’s because I didn’t flirt with you. It’s physically impossible,” I say firmly. Would this be called flirting? “Besides, I have no idea how to flirt with a man?”

“Then what was licking the chocolate off my finger last night?”

My heart stops. “Oh.”

“Oh,” Del mocks.

“Was that bad?” I whisper, suddenly filled with shame that a married man thought I was flirting with him. Regardless of what is happening with us. “I didn’t know I was going to do that.”

“It wasn’t bad at all. I had no idea I was going to react that way.”

My mind is racing, my eyes darting around the room searching for anything to rescue me from the most awkward conversation in the history of time.

“I didn’t mind,” I find myself blurting out.

“But you got upset,” Del says gently. “I didn’t want that.”

“I’m not now. I’m not upset.”

A pause, as if Del is considering his next words. “You talked to Iliya?”

“I—yes. I talked to her.” This should be the time when I tell him about what happened with Iliya this morning, but I can’t. I can’t tell him what happened. There’s no way I can say the words I had sex with your wife this morning.

I tell myself that it’s not my information to give out.

“I’m glad.”

Would Del still be glad to know his wife made me come four times?
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My steps are slow as I walk to Jane’s house the next morning.

What do I do? How do I act? What do I say?

It doesn’t seem real that I’ve only known Iliya and Jane for a week.

I feel like a different person.

How do I act around Iliya? Should I ignore her? Pretend nothing happened? Pretend she didn’t being me to orgasm three times yesterday morning? Or was it four? Should I pretend I’m not thinking about what might happen later today? And what about Friday? Will I actually end up in bed with both Iliya and Del?

“Morning.” Iliya is already at the meeting spot in front of Jane’s house. She greets me with a big smile and a knowing twinkle in her eye, which does nothing to settle my anxiety.

“Is Jane coming?” I ask frantically.

“Yes, she’ll be here.”

“How do I do this?” I hiss. “What do I say? How do I act around you?”

“Here she is,” Iliya calls as the front door opens. “Don’t worry, everything will be all right,” she adds in a low voice to me, still with the smile on her face for the approaching Jane. “This is how it is now. She can’t know.”

Jane can’t know.

So I’ll pretend. I can do that.

For four years I pretended I was happily married. I pretended I was satisfied by my husband, by the man I picked up in a bar. I pretended sex wasn’t important to me.

I was so wrong.

I greet Jane, hoping my smile is normal. I focus on what Jane is saying, something about her youngest being sick and throwing up, and how the vomit was a strange colour. I’ve heard more about bodily functions from Asha than I ever imagined possible. Poo and throw up was about the only thing my sister Kelsie talked about after MacKenzie was born. But because I’m not a mother, I can’t fathom the importance of the subject.

Will I ever be a mother? Will I ever hold a child in my arms?

Where did that come from? Why am I thinking about having a baby? I’ve always assumed I will be a mother sometime in my life, but I’ve never planned on when. Isaac and I rarely talked about children and when we did, it was planning for the future; when Isaac had more seniority, when we would have a house. We never had a timeline.

I don’t think I need one now.

Iliya and Del—that’s what I need right now. A relationship with the two of them will be new and exciting and exactly what I need. I need to live a little. After hiding from the world for the last two years, I think it’s time.

“Watch out for the puddle,” Jane cries, moments before my running shoe squelches through the centre of a mud puddle. It rained last night and the path through the ravine is muddy and dotted with small pools of muck. It’s not the first puddle Jane has warned me about this morning.

“What did you do last night?” Jane asks as I scrape mud off the bottom of my shoe onto the damp grass beside the path.

“Nothing. I worked,” I concede. “Watched some T.V.”

“Del made me dinner,” Iliya sighs. “It’s no wonder I have no interest in cooking. He likes to do it and I like to let him.”

“Plus he’s good at it,” Jane says. “Tom tries but…”

I have to bite my tongue not to comment how much I enjoyed Del’s dinner the other night. But then I would have to explain to Jane why Del had cooked me dinner and then Iliya might comment on it, and it might slip about how he kissed me…

It’s better if I keep my mouth shut.

“You’re in your own little world this morning,” Jane finally says as we walk along the sidewalk to Starbucks. “Everything okay?”

“Of course,” I answer. “Just thinking about, uh, the book I’m working on.” The lie comes quickly to my lips, even though the only book I could possibly write at this moment would be X-rated.

“When is your deadline?” Iliya asks casually. I glance at her, trying to hide my amazement at her insouciance.

“Not until the fall. Lots of time.” I wrack my brain with something else to say about it, something that isn’t a lie, but luckily Jane is distracted by a figure ahead of us.

“Isn’t that Aidan?” she says excitedly.

“Who?”

“My handyman,” Iliya tells me. “That tall redhead who looks like he should be wearing a kilt.”

“Our handyman,” Jane corrects.

I squint at the man ahead of us, his long legs eating up the sidewalk with easy strides and feel a spark of recognition.

It can’t be.

“Not this again!” Iliya rolls her eyes. “He was in my shower on Friday.”

“And were you in the shower with him?” Jane asks slyly.

Iliya’s laugh sounds huskier than usual. “Almost. I forgot he was coming and was just about to get in. It would have been like when we stopped by your place,” she turns to me. “That first morning, after you forgot your wallet.”

Or like yesterday. I had just gotten out of the shower when you stopped by. And then we made love.

“That might have been awkward,” Jane is saying. “Hey, let’s introduce Aidan to Kenna.”

“What?” I gasp. “What’s his name?”

“Why?” Iliya says at the same time.

“She’s the only one of us who is single and Aidan is hot with a capital H. If you and I can’t have him, why can’t Kenna have some fun? And then tell us all about it, of course.”

“I don’t know,” I protest weakly. It couldn’t be. There are lots of men named Aidan.

But how many have red hair and stand well over six feet?

Jane quickens her steps as the man turns into Starbucks. I didn’t get a good look at his face. With a sinking heart, I hurry after her.

“I don’t know if this is a good idea…” Iliya trails off.

“Are you on crack? What could be a better idea?” Jane cries. “It’s been two years for Kenna, with the only sex being a half-assed hookup -”

“You don’t have to announce it to everyone,” I tell her weakly.

“—so you are definite need of practice. And Aidan would be a perfect place to start.” We reach the door to Starbucks and Jane hurries in. “Hey, Aidan!” she calls out, her voice rising loud enough for him to hear over the noise of the early morning customers.

“Mrs. Jane!” The spark of recognition flames as the tall redhead turns with a cheerful smile. Aidan is tall and built and beautiful. Red hair the colour of maple leaves in the fall, brilliant blue eyes and a raucous, booming laugh that used to fill my apartment whenever he came over.

“Hey - Kenna? Is that you? Kenna!” Aidan shoulders his way back through the line to where we are standing by the door.

“Do you know him?” Iliya’s head whips to face me, her tone accusing.

“I wasn’t sure if it was him…” I’m cut off by Aidan pulling me into his arms.

“I guess she knows Aidan,” Jane laughs. “My work here is done!”

My face presses into his chest; it feels like I’m being pressed into a wall.

He smells amazing.

“Hey,” Aidan says, finally pulling back enough, so that he can look down at me, even though his arms remain around my waist. “What are you doing around here? And so early? And with these two?”

“What’s wrong with us?” Jane demands.

“I live here now,” I tell him. Turning to Iliya, who is staring at me with an unreadable expression, I attempt to explain. “I met Aidan when I first moved to Toronto. He lived in the same building as Isaac and I.”

“She introduced me to her sister,” Aidan adds.

I grimace. “I’ve always meant to apologize about that.”

Laughter rumbles deep in Aidan’s chest. “What can I say—your sister is a bit of a trip. But MacKenzie is cool. How is she?”

“She’s good,” I tell him, uncomfortable with my past meeting my present. Aidan knew Isaac. They were good friends; Aidan would often stop by for a beer when Isaac wasn’t away on a flight, check in with me when Isaac was gone on long flights.

Did he know Isaac had been cheating on me?

“And Isaac? After I split with Kelsie…” Aidan smiles ruefully at me, and brings back memories of how easy-going he was. It surprised me how friendly he and Isaac had been; Isaac was intense and serious, Aidan much more laid-back and fun-loving. Whenever Aidan was over, it had been like a breath of fresh air.  “…I kind of stayed away from anything that reminded me of her.”

“I don’t blame you,” I say. “I’m really sorry I introduced the two of you.”

“Don’t be. Long time ago, water under the bridge.” It’s been years since I’ve seen Aidan, but something tells me there’s more to him and my sister than he’s letting on. “So, what are you doing in this neck of the woods? And with two of my favourite ladies in the neighbourhood?” He spread his smile to Iliya, who doesn’t return it, and Jane, who preens under his attention.

I remove myself from Aidan’s arms with difficulty. “Isaac and I split up,” I tell Aidan, happy that the words no long come with a flash of heartbreak. “And I bought a little house right around the corner. I met Iliya and Jane just last week.”

“No! That sucks,” Aidan says sympathetically. “I mean, about you and Isaac, not meeting the ladies.”

“Thanks for clarifying.” Iliya rolls her eyes.

“Not really,” I tell Aidan. “I’m okay with the whole thing.”

He cocks his head and appraises me. “I’d say so. You look more than okay.”

For a moment I think he’s flirting with me but brush away the thought as easy as whisking the hair out of my eyes.

“Look, I’ve got to get my coffee and get to work. I’m back with Mrs. Helgas today.” Both Jane and Iliya groan, before Aidan turns back to me. “But I’d love to catch up with you, Kenna and hear how MacKenzie is doing. We should grab a beer sometime.”

“Of course you should!” Jane exclaims and I look incredulously at her.

“How about it?” Aidan asks.

“Um, sure. Okay.” The only reason I say yes is because I’m afraid of what Jane might do if I refuse.

But what will Iliya say?
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Jane won’t stop grinning at me as I order my tea. She smiles as Aidan takes my number and promises to text me soon. Her grin only widens when he says goodbye to us outside Starbucks.

My cheeks are still red when I turn to see Jane watching me watching Aidan walk away. “So, you know our handyman?” Jane nods, beaming at me.

“Knew him,” I correct. “Years ago.”

“Seems like he’d like to catch up.”

“He was more Isaac’s friend than mine.” Iliya’s silence prompts me to explain. “We met him just after we moved here and I introduced him to my sister soon after. Probably wasn’t the best idea,” I add ruefully.

“Aidan is so pretty, I’m surprised he didn’t end up on your sister’s show,” Jane says.

“I think that might have been part of the reason they broke up,” I admit. “I don’t know the details. He was with Kelsie for almost a year.”

“That’s a long time,” Iliya finally comments.

“I thought they might get married.” When I glance at her, Iliya’s face has finally relaxed and lost the pinched expression. “But I guess I shouldn’t want that, because Kelsie is pretty high-maintenance. Aidan’s too nice for her.”

“And too hot. Your sister is okay, but she’s not in Aidan’s league. No offense, of course,” Jane says quickly.

“None taken,” I laugh. “I always thought he was too good for her. He used to come over and hang out a lot when Isaac was home. He’s a lot of fun.”

Iliya’s face tightens again, so obviously complimenting Aidan isn’t the right thing to do. It almost seems as if she’s jealous, but why…

“If he dated your sister, then I guess there’s no way you’d sleep with him,” Iliya says casually.

I blink with surprise and Jane gives a hoot of laughter. “Look who’s jumping the gun now!”

“I have no intention of sleeping with Aidan,” I tell her stiffly. “He suggested a drink to catch up; that’s it.” 

That’s all it was; that’s all it could ever be.

“Which is an obvious ploy to get in your pants,” Iliya retorts. Her tone is bitchy and my stomach tightens. What did I do wrong?

“I don’t think so,” I say quietly.

“There’s Del,” Jane interrupts the suddenly awkward silence. With tea in hand, we’ve already walked the short distance to Iliya’s house. Del is at the door, barefoot and with an easy smile on his handsome face. I hadn’t let myself hope I might see him this morning and the sight of him vanquishes Aidan from my thoughts.

“Morning,” Del says with a sleepy smile, his eyes on my face. The brilliance of his green eyes is dimmed by his glasses but his smile is bright and warm. I feel like a teenager faced with her first crush.

Iliya smiles at her husband, but I already know her well enough to realize the smile doesn’t reach her eyes. “You’re up early.”

“Places to go, things to do,” Del says.

“You have very sexy feet for a man,” Jane declares. “I look forward to seeing them as often as I can.”

“They like the freedom of being unencumbered,” Del smiles at her.

“And does the rest of your body feel the same way?” Jane asks with an impish grin. I give an audible gulp when I realize what she’s referring to.

The image of Del walking around naked is preferable to listening to Jane’s comments about Aidan, even though I know the image will be stuck in my mind for the rest of the day. For possibly the rest of my life.

Even this early in the morning, Del is still sexy. He’s wearing a battered KISS T-shirt; once black, it’s now faded to a brownish-gray and has shrunk so a narrow band of bare skin flashes between his red flannel pants and the shirt.

I have an urge to run my finger along the strip of skin. Would he shiver, like I did when he first touched me?

“Doesn’t everyone like the freedom?” Del winks at Jane, who sighs dramatically.

“What do you think, Kenna? Del or Aidan?”

“What?” My voice is too loud, too horrified. Too guilty.

Iliya turns to Del. “Small world. We bumped into handyman Aidan and it seems Kenna knows him from way back.”

“He was friends with my ex. And he dated my sister,” I explain.

“Cool,” Del replies. “He’s a good guy.”

Iliya looks surprised at Del’s response. “He wants to take our Kenna out.”

Our Kenna. I’m not sure how I feel about Iliya’s use of the pronoun.

Actually, it’s a possessive adjective. And Iliya certainly sounds possessive.

How can she be jealous at the thought of me with someone else? How can she think I would want anyone else?

What if I want someone else? What happens if I’m with Iliya and Del and I meet someone else?

What Iliya is offering—is that it for me? Will my one big love be a married couple?

“He suggested a drink,” I say hollowly.

“That would be fun,” Del tells me, a furrow narrowing between his brows as he glances questioningly at me.

“It might be,” Jane chortles. “But enough about Kenna’s sex life.”

“We weren’t talking about my sex life,” I tell her quickly. It’s painful not being able to glance at Iliya.

“Maybe we should be! Is there anything you want to talk about?” Jane prompts.

She can’t know. There’s no way she can know what happened yesterday.

“You seem to think I live a much more exciting life than I do, so I’ll let you keep thinking that way.” I manage to mix boredom with coyness in my tone with a great deal of difficulty.

I’m no actress! I can’t pretend nothing is going on like Del and Iliya.

“I should get home,” I add. “Things to do, no people to see.”

Will Iliya take that as I don’t want her to come over? Will she come over? Is she angry with me? Why should she be?

How am I supposed to do this?
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An hour after I return home from our walk, my doorbell rings. My feet practically fly to the door, the excitement fluttering to a fever pitch in my stomach. I haven’t been able to sit still since returning from our walk. I had the quickest shower in history, ate my oatmeal standing before the window, watching for Iliya.

I wasn’t sure if she would come; if she did, I wondered what her mood would be like. But I never expected such a transformation.

With smoky dark eyes and caramel coloured hair loose around her shoulders, Iliya stands expectantly at my door. She’s changed out of her tight fitting running pants and jacket to a bright pink sheath worn under a cropped black leather jacket. My eyes are drawn to the layered gold necklaces draped over her breasts.

“You look amazing,” I blurt, conscious of my daily uniform of leggings and long T-shirt. “I didn’t know if you were coming.”

“I had to,” Iliya says as she pushes past me into the house, surrounding me with her musky scent. I barely have a chance to shut the door before I’m backed against the wall, her hands on my hair, my cheeks, caressing my shoulders, arms. “I would have been over earlier, but I had to wait until Del left.” Her lips hover above mine, so close that if I leaned forward just an inch, I’d be able to touch them with my own.

But I can’t move. I’m overwhelmed by this Iliya, so different from yesterday, from earlier this morning. Her smell, her touch, her presence in my house.

“I could barely keep my hands off you when we were walking,” she tells me in a husky voice. “And then I saw you with Aidan and I couldn’t bear it.”

“I don’t understand.” Her closeness is clouding my senses. “How can you be jealous? You want me to…” I’m still unable to say the words. “…with Del…”

“I’m not jealous,” Iliya scoffs, her fingers trailing down my arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake. “I was so excited to see you. I’ve been thinking about you constantly and there you are, throwing yourself at Aidan.”

“I wasn’t throwing myself at him,” I say quietly. My hands resting on her shoulders feel like a barrier. Or are Iliya’s words the barrier?

“Sure you weren’t,” Iliya concedes with a roll of her eyes. “But he seemed very interested and you weren’t putting up any opposition.”

“We were friends! We are friends who haven’t seen each other in a long time. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“We were friends too,” Iliya reminds me. “And looked what happened.”

I stare at her with a sinking feeling in my stomach. After yesterday…after everything…how can she think…? “Iliya…”

And then I see the hurt in her eyes. Strong, tough Iliya—vulnerable? If my actions have hurt her…

A quick move and my lips press against hers. I taste the shine on her lips. “You,” I whisper. “Not him.”

“Are you sure?” The hesitation in her voice makes me forget my unease. 

“How could there be anyone else?”

She bushes her nose against mine; her head tilts, she leans in closer, before pulling back, teasing me. “I can’t stop thinking about you,” she whispers as her mouth finds a sensitive spot behind my ear. The tip of her tongue flicks my earlobe.

I shiver with anticipation. I want to show her how much she affects me, but I don’t know how. A simple touch seems so ordinary compared to what she’s doing to me.

She’s changing my life.

“What do you want?” Iliya asks, sliding her leg smoothly between mine.

“You,” I tell her breathlessly. Everything else forgotten but the touch of her body pressed against mine.

“What do you want me to do?”

I just can’t put my demands into words. I want Iliya’s hands on my body, her mouth everywhere. I want her to feel every inch of me.

I want her to make me come.

“Tell me what you want? Can you do that?” Iliya pulls away and looks at me with a gleam in her eye. Wordlessly, I shake my head, my eyes on her lips, coated with a glistening sheen. “I’m going to make you,” she vows. “I’m going to make you beg for it.”

With a tug of my hand, she leads me into my bedroom. I have no time to check to see if the cats have left before Iliya’s hands are pulling at my clothes.

This is different than yesterday, more urgent. She is different. But when her urgency makes me hesitant, I remind myself this is Iliya.

She’s not going to hurt me; she’s not going to leave me alone.

Desire sings in my blood and I tug at her jacket, pulling it off her shoulders. But Iliya is quicker; my shirt is already on the floor beside us. “I thought about this all night,” she mutters, dragging my bra straps over my shoulders. Cupping a breast with one hand, she bends to kiss my nipple, licking it lavishly, tugging it with her teeth.

I gasp at the touch of her warm mouth, my arms trapped and unable to touch her.

“Tell me what you like,” Iliya says, nipping at the side of my breast with her teeth when I don’t response.

“I like this,” I gasp.

Her mouth moves to my other breast, her fingers fumbling on my back. She unclasps my bra, freeing my arms. I cradle her head in my arms as she suckles me. 

Every graze of her teeth sends a bolt of fire straight to between my legs.

Hesitantly, I let my hands trail along her shoulders. When I find the zipper of her dress, I manage to tug it open. Her skin is smooth and creamy as I push the fabric down her shoulders. It takes longer to undo her clasp, pulling the bra off her shoulders before cupping her breasts with my hands. With a deep breath, I squeeze softly, her nipples hard under my fingers. 

Iliya’s hands are on my hips, peeling off my leggings. I push them down myself, standing tousled and wanting in a pair of striped pink boy shorts before her.

“These are cute,” she says, fingers sliding along the cotton to the heat between my legs.

My hips arch towards her.

“That’s what you want?” she drawls. “You want me to touch you there?” I nod, and she moves her hand. “Use your words.”

“Yes,” I pant. “Words.”

“Use your words,” Iliya repeats. I feel like a child forced to ask politely for a cookie when all they want is to gobble the entire bag of them. “You want me to use my hand?” Her fingers begins tap against me. “My fingers?”

“And…your…mouth.” Despite how turned on I am, my face still flames.

“Good girl.” With a little push of her hand against my chest, I fall backwards, crawling back against the pillows as Iliya quickly rids herself of her panties and straddles me. One of her necklaces catches on her nipple, rosy brown and begging to be touched, even by me. Cautiously, I reach up and release it, rubbing my thumb briefly against it. “Do you have a vibrator?”

“I—yes,” I tell her, embarrassed at the admission, despite the situation.

“Every woman should own a vibrator. More than one is better. I want you to use your vibrator on me later. I want you to fuck me with it.” My mouth is dry as I stare up at her. “But first I’m going to make you scream. You’re going to beg for me to make you come.”

Wide-eyed and already breathing hard from the anticipation, I lean back against the pillows. She pulls my legs apart roughly, crouching between them.  She’s left my panties on, and as I watch, transfixed, she slides a finger along the already damp cotton.

A whimper escapes when she finds my clit.

“I thought about fucking you all night,” she tells me, crouching over me, her mouth hovering above my pussy, so close I can feel her breath. “I wanted to sneak over in the middle of the night so I could taste you again. Thinking about you turned me on so much that I had to touch myself.” She punctuates her words with quick flicks of her tongue, licking me through my panties. I whimper again, already wanting more. “I made myself come with my fingers. These fingers.” She pushes aside the elastic and slides a finger inside me. “Is that what you do? Do you touch yourself?”

“Yes…” I have a burst of boldness. “But I want you to do it.”

“Like this. My finger in your pussy?” She slides it in slowly, her eyes on my face the entire time.

“Yes.”

“Another? Do you want more?”

“Please.” The word is a gasping breath. She slides another finger inside me, thrusting gently. I close my eyes at the sensation.

“Open your eyes. Look at me, Kenna.” Iliya demands as my eyes flash open. “What else do you want?”

“Your…mouth…please…”

“You want me to lick your pussy?”

I nod against the pillows.

“Say it. Tell me what you want me to do.”

All this time Iliya’s fingers are thrusting inside me relentlessly and all I can concentrate on is how good it feels. But I want more.

“I want your mouth. Lick my pussy,” I burst out, harsher than I intended.

“Good,” Iliya growls the word. With a quick move, she pulls my panties off, and lifts one of my legs. “Three now?” She slides three fingers inside me and I gasp at the invasion.

“Tongue,” I moan.

“Of course.” She holds my leg upright and leans into me, her fingers still probing, thrusting inside of me. I feel her breath an instant before her tongue swipes at me and I cry out, pleasure crowding my body, leaving room for nothing else.

She tongues me frantically and I’m unable to keep quiet as her fingers continue thrusting. How could I have gone so long without this? How could I have denied myself this pleasure? “More…please…don’t stop…”

Iliya’s tongue explores me, her mouth making little noises as she sucks on my clit, fingers still fucking me. My cries ring out through the bedroom, as I feel the waves building relentlessly within me.

And then she stops. Her fingers still, her tongue stopping the exquisite pleasure. “No—please!”

“What do you want me to do?” she asks, glancing up with amused eyes.

“Don’t stop…please!”

“Don’t be so polite.” And then she has the gall to laugh.

My body is as tense as a wire, so close to exploding. Iliya flicks her tongue against my clit with a casual touch and I want to scream. Her fingers twitch within me, and I arch my hips into her hand.

“Tell me,” she urges. “What do you want me to do?”

“Fuck me,” I suddenly shout, unable to contain my frustration. “Fuck me right now!”

And she does with an energy that has me arching off the bed, my cries ending in a shrill scream as I erupt in waves of pleasure.
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We lay on the bed facing each other.

I decide I’m not going to mention Aidan and the aftermath of running into him. Some things are better left alone. 

But I do confess what I feel about Del. “It felt strange with Del this morning. I didn’t know how to act around him.”

“Because you were looking at him like you wanted to gobble him up?”

“I did not!” I protest before I realize Iliya is teasing. “It wasn’t that bad, was it?”

Iliya’s smile is a little condescending. “I’m used to it. Jane looks at him like that all the time.”

“How do you handle it? He’s so good looking. And smart and funny…and nice…”

She raises her eyebrows. “And you have a very big crush on him.”

“Is it that obvious?” I groan, hiding my face in my hands. “It’s horrible.”

“Not if you have an equally large crush on me,” Iliya says lightly, pulling my hands away from my face. 

“Do you ever get jealous?” I ask. “About women looking at Del?”

This is what I don’t understand about the relationship—about Iliya’s marriage with Del and my inclusion into it. How do they not get upset? Does Del get envious of the time I spend with Iliya? Will Iliya think I want Del more than her?

What if this doesn’t amount to anything? What if it’s only a game for the two of them? What if they leave me in tatters, worse than what Isaac did to me?

What if this turns out to be something greater and more amazing than I can imagine?

I don’t know what I’m more afraid of.

Iliya shakes her head in response to my question. “I can’t get jealous. It doesn’t work if you let envy get in the way. Del knows I love him more than anyone and I know I’m the best he’s ever going to get. I remind myself of that as often as I need to.”

I’ll need something like that to remind myself of because I’m surprised how much it hurts to hear Iliya say that. Not exactly hurts but…it doesn’t feel nice. Like I’ll never be the best for Del or Iliya will never love me…

It shouldn’t hurt to hear Iliya say things like that. I’m her friend; I should want her to be happy with her husband.

But what if I want to be happy with her husband? Or with her?

It’s only been two days and already this feels like I’m speeding down a hill with a huge chasm at the bottom. It’s going to fast, it’s too intense. How can I be having all these feelings for Iliya and Del, especially after living so long in an emotional void?

How do I slow down?

Do I want to?

Is it because I was alone for so long? Are my feelings so extreme because I’ve missed out on so much?

What if they don’t feel the same? How can they?

I need to slow it down, get my emotions in check.

“Why?”

I’m not sure what I’m asking. Apparently Iliya doesn’t either because there’s a long pause as she considers her answer.

“Because I can, I suppose,” she replies nonchalantly. “Del is a very tolerant husband. He accepts my need for adventure. For excitement. I never want my life to be stale.”

Like mine.

“And this.” I motion to us in bed. “Does this add enough excitement?”

Iliya leans over and kisses me slowly, like she’s trying to memorize my lips. “It’s only been two days,” she says as she pulls away. “But it’s off to a very good start.”

I get the impression I’m not doing enough for her. She’s so giving and I’m not because I don’t know what to do. Her touch is so relaxed, like an extension of herself. For me, it’s awkward and uncomfortable. I don’t want to touch her somewhere she doesn’t like; be too gentle or too rough.

This is all so new to me. Sex after so long away from it feels so new; I’m inexperienced compared to Iliya and today I’m terrified she’s going to realize that I’m not enough.

I want to be enough for her. 

After Iliya leaves, I ponder the problem as I fight to concentrate on my book. I finally push my latest drawing aside and reach for my laptop. I’m sure the answer I’m searching for can be found on the internet.

It seems that everything is on the Internet.

A quick search of lesbian sex leads to countless videos. I hesitantly click on one showing two beautiful blonde women. I’ve never watched pornography before. I suspect Isaac did when we were married even though he never admitted it to me.

Not that I ever asked him.

And he never suggested watching it together.

I wonder if Iliya and Del watch porn together. I gaze at the faces of the women, one in the throes of ecstasy, one with an almost evil expression as she brings the other to orgasm.

Is that what I look like?

Is that what I sound like?

I watch a few more, only snippets because I can’t bring myself to watch the entire video. Even though the house is empty, I keep checking behind me, like I’m going to be caught doing something wrong. It feels strange to be so engrossed in such a thing in a middle of the day.

But exciting.

Watching the videos are more arousing than I thought possible. The writhing of the woman’s bodies’, heaving breasts and close-ups of pussies doesn’t do much for me. It’s the sounds the women are making that I find exciting. Knowing they’re excited, knowing they’re close to coming, makes me excited.

It makes me want to come.

In fact, during the last video I watch—a petite Asian woman pleasuring a large breasted blonde—I touch myself. Under the table, I push against my hand between my legs.

“Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

I look around for the cats. I can’t do this in front of them. Self-pleasure is a private act and even though I’ve lived alone for two years, I’ve never been one for masturbation out in the open. The time for that is at night, under the covers, to help me fall sleep.

But now I don’t want to wait for tonight. And I can’t wait until I see Iliya in the morning. Stopping the video, I head for my bedroom, shutting the door behind me.

My vibrator is still on my bedside table.

Pulling off my pants, I sit on the edge of the bed so I can see my reflection in the mirror and touch the molded plastic between my legs. The vibrations make me gasp, my clit still sensitive after Iliya’s thorough ministrations earlier.

Her tongue against my clit.

Fingers thrusting inside me.

And then I imagine Del before me, pushing his cock into me, gentle at first, then harder.

I watch my expression as I move the vibrator, circling my clit before slipping it inside my wetness.

Will I be able to make Iliya come as easily as I can myself?

Hopelessly excited from the visual stimuli of the video, from the sounds the women made, my body is quick to respond. I bite my lip, trying to contain the soft moan, but it escapes. I develop a rhythm; focusing on my clit until I can feel the waves begin to build, then thrusting the wand inside me to last longer.

I’m enjoying this. I don’t want to come too fast.

I watch myself in the mirror, noticing the heaviness in my eyes, my mouth open and panting. The flush on my cheeks. And then finally, it’s too much. My hips buck as I press the vibrator directly on my clit. My soft cries become louder, less inhibited as I let my body take what it wants.

“I’m coming,” I cry out to an imaginary Del.

I’m at the peak and freeze with a soundless scream as I erupt. My back arches and my hand grips the covers as I come, the convulsions seeming to go on forever. 
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Del calls me that night.

This is beginning to be a habit. A nice habit. Iliya during the day, Del at night…  With Del, it’s only friendship, new and it’s deepening every day. I love that he texts me constantly through the day. Today, the first one came this morning while Iliya was still here. Simple texts; asking how my day is, wondering what I’m working on. Subtle ways of letting me know he’s thinking about me.

At least I think that’s what it means.

I’m not sure how it’s possible to be so consumed with both of them. It’s awkward thinking of one when I’m talking to the other. And then there’s the guilt. I’ve begun compartmentalizing the two of them. It’s like I have an Iliya box and a Del box in my head and I do my best to deal with the one box at a time.

Now it’s time for me to get into the Del box.

I’m not sure how I’m going to be able to keep them separate when the two of them will be together with me.

I can’t think about that now.

As we talk, I ask Del about his writing.

“I’ve got the idea and all sorts of notes, but I can’t bring myself to start anything,” he admits. “It’s like second book writer’s block. Do you think that’s a thing? What was it like for you?”

I take off my glasses and run a hand through my hair. “It was different for me. My second book was already with the publisher when the first one came out, so other than a few line edits, there wasn’t much I could do to change it. I was pretty nervous when it came out, though, wondering about sales.” I grimace, although Del can’t read my expression over the phone. “It was at that time that I split up from my husband, so I had that on my mind, too.”

“Ah.”

“I think you just have to write the best book you can and to hell with what everyone thinks.” For a moment, I have a true fangirl moment. This is Delancey Ecker I’m talking to, author of the award winning Age of Argos. Not only am I talking to him on the phone, but he’s asking me for advice. I’m talking to him about writing like I’m an equal. A peer.

It’s an exhilarating moment.

“Easier said than done,” Del says ruefully. And I’m reminded that not only is he a best-selling author, but also a man and who shares the same insecurities as all writers. It can only strengthen the bond between us.

Do we have a bond? Have we known each other long enough to feel a connection?

Long enough for them to want to have sex with me…

“You don’t strike me as the type who cares about the opinion of others,” I muse, trying to shake the previous thought from my mind. Compartmentalizing won’t work if I let thoughts of sex get in the way.

And then the image of me on my bed this afternoon, and how it was Del I was thinking about.

“I don’t care,” Del says, bringing me back to the present. “Okay, maybe in this case I do. I don’t expect another book to win the awards but…”

“The sales will be great,” I assure him. “I’m sure anything you write will sell better than your first one, especially since it’s been a while since it came out. It’ll be like when Harper Lee published another book. Well, maybe not exactly, because she was pretty old when that happened.”

“Please don’t compare me to Harper Lee,” Del groans.

“Hey, you won awards—she won awards. Why not?”

Del sighs. “It’s only one of the best-loved books ever.” He laughs ruefully. “Doesn’t matter. It was never one of my favourite books.”

“What was your favourite book growing up?” I ask, eager to learn more about him.

We talk about books. I’ve never talked with anyone about what I like to read, probably because no one has been interested enough to ask. I’m close to Asha, my childhood friend who lives back home in New Brunswick, but she’s not much of a reader. And my sister only seems to read technical manuals for her renovation television show or celebrity magazines. I eventually bring the conversation back to Del’s writing.

“Seriously, you just have to write and when you have something you love, show it to the publishers. But don’t try and write what you think they want. It’s been a couple of years and you’ve changed and I’m sure what you want to write about has changed. Go with your gut and write what you’re passionate about.”

I can hear Del sigh over the phone. “Maybe you should try your hand at self–help books,” he suggests. “Make a fortune holding the hands of neurotic authors.”

“I’ll hold your hand if you hold mine?”

“Deal.” There’s a pause. “I’m pretending I’m holding your hand.”

“You are?” I squeak.

“It’s very small with long fingers and no offense, but you could use a manicure.”

I laugh with delight at his observations. “Little do you know, but my hands are looking especially pretty right now.”

“Really?” I love how he says that.

“I did my nails yesterday. I used to do it all the time. I’ve always been good at giving manicures. My sister would always come to me rather than go to a salon. She said I was better that the professionals.”

“You’ve got a hidden talent. What colour did you paint them?”

“It’s called Redgly. I used an ombre technique. I think it looks pretty.”

“It is.” I can hear Del’s smile along the phone lines. “But you need to warm up your hands. They’re cold.”

“How do you know?” I laugh with delight on how right on the mark his comments are. I had needed a manicure and my hands are always cold.

“You seem the opposite of Iliya. She’s never cold. Always throwing off her sweater.”

The warm bubble I was in popped when he mentioned Iliya. I’m using the Del box now. I don’t want to get into the Iliya box.

Plus, I really don’t want to talk to Del about Iliya, because I’m certain he doesn’t know Iliya has been here for the last two mornings.

Two days of her exploring my body, teaching me things. Feeling the most passion and desire that I’ve ever felt before…

The boxes are getting mixed up and I feel as if I’m betraying both of them.

But this is what they want, I argue with myself. They want to share; this is how their marriage works and I’ll just have to get used to it.

If I can.

There’s a long pause. “You’ve never done something like this before, have you?” Del finally asks cautiously. “Maybe this isn’t a good—”

“Don’t say it,” I interrupt.

“Kenna, I just want you to be sure.” The concern in his voice is apparent but won’t sway me.

“Shouldn’t it be my decision?” I demand. “What about what I want?”

“Is this what you want?”

“Yes.” But I have a need to explain to tell, to confide in everything on my mind. “I feel like I’ve been sleeping for these past few years, and you’ve woke me up. I feel alive when I’m with Iliya—and you. And I want to live. I want to feel alive for awhile.”

“There are other ways,” Del protests. “Less complicated. Less emotional.”

“Are you trying to talk me out of it?” I’m frightened how much the thought of that bothers me. “This—whatever this is?”

Del laugh. “God, no. It’s all I can do to stop myself from coming over there.”

I catch my breath, stunned at how good his admission makes me feel. My entire body is tingling and I can’t stop smiling.

“What would you do if you did?” I ask quietly, shocking myself with the question.

There’s a pause. “I’d kiss you…I want to kiss you again,” he says in a low voice. “I’d pretend it was our first kiss.”

“I’ll pretend, too.”

“I’d like to touch you,” Del adds. “I want to see your tattoo again. I want to kiss my way down your body, to see if everything blushes.” I gasp aloud, picturing what that would feel like and Del gives a delighted laugh. “Are you blushing now?”

“Yes—I think so,” I whisper. “I can’t help it.”

“I like it.” The way he says the words warms me all over.

“I like you,” I blurt out. “Am I allowed to say that?”

“You’re allowed to say whatever you want. What about I come over for dinner tomorrow night and we can talk about this some more?”

I might be flushing as pink as a sunset after a storm, but I’m also smiling the biggest smile. “I’d like that.”

I dream about Del that night; about Del in my kitchen with food like the last time, only now he forgets about feeding me as he kisses his way down my body…
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And yet, Thursday morning dawns, and Iliya steals back my attention.

We walk with Jane in the morning. The crisp air cools the flush of my cheeks that flames whenever I catch Iliya’s eyes on me.

It’s her who makes me blush this time, makes me gasp as we take a bath together later that morning.

Iliya stays until early afternoon this time and it’s hard for me to say good bye when she goes.

And when I’m alone, I can’t bring myself to concentrate on work.

It’s hard, trying to focus on kid-friendly themes and images when the images in my own mind are anything but. Iliya, with soapy water covering her breasts. Those breasts pressed against my back as her fingers explore languorously between my legs…

I spend a lot of time thinking about both Iliya and Del. Individually. As active as my imagination is, I can’t bring myself to speculate what it might be like with both of them.

I have no experiences with threesomes.

I Google the subject and find several interesting articles, like How to Set up Your Threeway and Threeesome Etiquette. I can’t bring myself to watch any videos this time. It might scare me too much.

I spend my day either terrified of the thought of Iliya, Del and I together, or being so excited it makes me dizzy. I fight against the feeling this is only a dream. I spent two years hiding from the world; unwanted by everyone, even my husband. And now this fabulously beautiful couple—successful, attractive, wealthy—has found me. And they want me.

Me—Kenna McTavish. Divorced before thirty. Children’s book author with three rescue cats as dependents. Who is happy not talking to people and could be the poster girl for introverts. Who is skinny to the point of it almost being a problem, with a wide mouth, farsightedness and plantar fasciitis that acts up when I wear flip flops.

Why me?

I still haven’t figured that out. But I do my best not to dwell on it, because the exhilaration about being wanted is a heady feeling and I want to savour it. 

I’m lost in a daydream when my phone rings later that afternoon. Assuming that it’s Del with a question about our dinner tonight, I’m disappointed when the voice of my sister greets me.

“I’ll drop MacKenzie off at your place Friday night,” she informs me without preamble.

“I—” Racking my brain, I try and remember any conversation that had to do with MacKenzie staying with me on Friday. I take my niece at least once a month but since she was just here, I didn’t expect to see her for a few weeks. Could I have forgotten about Kelsie asking me? Unlikely, but not surprising considering the fog I’ve been in since meeting Iliya.

“I can’t Friday night,” I blurt out.

I’ll be at Del and Iliya’s and we’ll be…

I’m not actually sure what we’ll be doing, but it definitely won’t be anything a fourteen year old should be part of. And not anything I need to tell my older sister.

“We didn’t talk about this Friday, did we?” I hate showing a vulnerability in front of Kelsie but while I’m pretty certain she didn’t ask me, I can’t be positive.

“No, but what else would you be doing?”

The sad part of Kelsie’s response is that she isn’t mocking me or being condensing. She’s accustomed to me being alone. I’ve never mentioned plans or a social life, or any sort of life outside my house for years and so she honestly can’t fathom a reason why I wouldn’t be able to look after MacKenzie.

That’s what I’ve become. A loner, some kind of hermit hiding from the world.

Not anymore.

“I do have a life, you know, Kelsie,” I tell her firmly. “I love spending time with MacKenzie, but you can’t just dump her on me without any warning.”

“I’m giving you warning. It’s only Thursday—”

“And I have plans for Friday night. Sorry, I won’t be able to take her.” I actually hear Iliya’s voice in my ear: Don’t apologize for everything, Kenna. “Actually, I’m not sorry. I have a life and you need to respect it.”

“Since when?” Now Kelsie’s voice is mocking.

“Since what?”

“Since when do you have a life? You’ve been hiding from the world for the past two years, Kenna. What makes this weekend so different?”

“Yes, I have been,” I agree. “But now—”

“Did something happen with MacKenzie that you don’t want her there?” Kelsie cuts me off without hearing what I’m saying. She’s never listened to me; never considered my feelings. In Kelsie’s world, she always comes first and the rest of us are around to make things easy for her.

“No, of course not. Everything was fine. But I’ve been—”

“Then why are you making excuses?” My sister is relentless.

“It’s not an excuse!”

“Since when do you make plans? Have you met somebody?”

“Well, she’s a friend—” Don’t mention Del, I order myself. Don’t tell Kelsie about him or it will ruin everything. “We talked about maybe doing something on Friday.”

“’Maybe doing something.’” Kelsie sneers. “Nothing concrete. Can’t you change your maybe to Saturday? What’s the big deal?”

“The big deal is that I have plans for Friday that unfortunately don’t include looking after MacKenzie for you. I might be able to on Saturday if you—”

“Well, if you’d rather make excuses than help out your sister and spend time with your niece…” My jaw drops like a gasping fish. “If MacKenzie is going to get in the way of your life then maybe I’ll just forget about bringing her over. Ever. ”

“I still like to see her, Kelsie! It’s just this one time.”

“Sure, it’s this one time but who knows if these new friends will start taking precedent over your family…”

I realize I’m losing this battle so I try a different tactic. Distraction.

“MacKenzie will always be important to me,” I assure her. “You know, I bumped into an old friend of yours yesterday. Remember Aidan?”

“Who?” Kelsie’s attempt at conveying nonchalance is ruined by her sharp intake of breath when I mention his name.

“Aidan. Tall, red hair. Works as a handyman? He was a friend of Isaac’s and I introduced you—”

“I don’t know why I ever bothered dating a friend of that loser,” Kelsie says scornfully.

I assume she’s referring to Isaac as ‘that loser’ but I can’t be certain. And I also can’t be bothered to defend my ex-husband. “Aidan was nice. Good-looking. He asked about MacKenzie.”

“Mmpf.”

“You know, Aidan didn’t have many fond memories of you either. Makes me wonder what happened between the two of you,” I say casually.

“Nothing happened,” she snaps. “There was really nothing between us. Maybe he thought so…”

Score one for Kenna. I smile into the phone, but it vanishes as Kelsie pulls out her trump card.

“Aidan’s not important. I wanted to tell you Dad’s coming to visit in a couple of weeks. He’s considering moving here.”

I sit down carefully, like any sudden movement will bring Kelsie’s announcement to fruition. “Here? To Toronto?”

“That is where we live.” I can hear the mocking smile in Kelsie’s voice. She knows I no longer have much of a relationship with our father. I never had much of one when I lived at home, when I was growing up.

After my mother died, Hank McTavish turned into a recluse. For years, he refused to leave the house for anything other than work, broke off long-term friendship with my mother’s friends, and rejected my feeble attempts to comfort him. I basically parented myself from ages of eight to twelve, which was when Asha’s mother stepped in to help.

Hank never rejected Kelsie though. He was always there for her.

As I’m hit with the parallel between my life since the divorce and my father’s after we lost my mother, I come to the painful realization I’m more alike him than I ever imagined, or wanted to be.

“But he hates Ontario,” I protest weakly. “He says Toronto thinks of itself as the centre of the universe.”

“But I live here and I’m worried about him living alone.” Kelsie is firm. There is no mention of my feelings in the matter, nor the possibility that our father might want to be closer to me, too. I doubt that, though. He has two daughters, even though he clearly prefers one over the other.

How can he want to come here now? My life is just getting back on track. I have new friends, I have Iliya and Del—I’m starting to have a life again…

I want to start living again.

Maybe it won’t be that bad. It’s not like he’ll want to be a part of my life. I’ll just be a family member living in the same city. He’ll never see me. He’ll never know about Iliya and Del.

While I thought her news about our father moving here was Kelsie’s trump card, her next words send me reeling.

“I thought he could stay with you until he feels comfortable in the city.”

I pull the receiver away and stare at the phone in a mixture of shock and horror. “What?”

“I thought he could stay with you—”

“I heard you the first time. No. No way. He’s not moving in with me.”

“There’s no room in my place with MacKenzie and—”

“There’s no room here! It’s a one bedroom bungalow, Kelsie. No.”

“That’s because you never finished the basement. I could send someone over to get that done in time for Dad.”

I’m about to start screaming. How can she do this to me? Is my life that meaningless to my sister?

“No! He’s not staying with me!”

“That’s not very daughterly of you.”

“He’s never been very fatherly towards me!”

“This will only help your relationship,” Kelsie insists.

“Bullshit. No. No, Kelsie, it won’t.”

There’s a shocked silence as Kelsie digests my words. “You never swear. What’s wrong with you? You’re being so difficult today.”

“I think I have every right to be difficult when you try and dump your daughter and our father on me!” I pause to catch my breath, to calm myself because with each word, my panic is rising. He can’t come here. Not in my house. Not when Iliya comes over and we have baths and sex and Del cooks me dinner and—“I am not being difficult. Our father never even hugged me growing up! He never paid attention to me at all. It was all you—you were the centre of his universe and I wasn’t even in the same galaxy.”

“What the hell is that supposed to me?”

“It means there is no way in hell he is coming to live with me. I’m fine with him ignoring me when we live in the same city, but I’m damned if I’m going to let it happen in my own house. End of discussion. No.”

“You must be P—”

“I’m hanging up now. Good luck finding someone to keep MacKenzie occupied while you get laid.” And with that final retort, I hang up.
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How can she do that?

How is it possible that Kelsie, with only a few chosen words, can upset me so much?

I had been excited all day about Del sharing dinner with me but Kelsie ruins it. I stomp around the house, reliving the conversation and dreaming up comebacks and retorts I should have used.

I don’t like conflict, especially with my family. It’s easier to ignore our issues then confront them. Kelsie will remind me of this day, the one time I left her in the lurch with MacKenzie, for years to come. But I can’t cancel on Del and Iliya, not the first time.

And I will not have my father living here, even for a short period of time.

Damn Kelsie.

I’m still frustrated with my sister when Del arrives. Nerves combined with anger makes me as tense as wire. Not even the sight of Del, wearing faded jeans and red T-shirt can relax me. He is laden with bags again and I silently lead the way into the kitchen so he can set them down.

And as soon as his hands are free, Del wraps me in his arms. I want to enjoy his embrace, but it’s as if my sister is standing between us.

“Wow, you’re tense,” Del says, noticing the stiffness of my spine. “What’s the matter?”

“I’m not tense,” I snap and pull away, even before my one…two…three…time limit. Damn Kelsie for messing up my hug with Del!

“Okay, you’re not tense, but you are upset. What happened? Who did this? Did you talk to your ex again?” Del’s voice tightens, his hands holding my arms protectively.

“No. It’s not Isaac. I haven’t heard anything from him since before.”

“Then who? Your cats couldn’t have got you this upset. Did you?” he demands of Willow, who arches her back and winds herself through his ankles, like a whore in a brothel. “Because no love from me if you’ve made Kenna upset.”

Something melts inside me.

“It’s my sister,” I confess. “She called and it pissed me off.”

Del is surprised at my words. “You got pissed off because she called?” Del asks, beginning to empty the bags, which sends delicious smells through my kitchen. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you swear before.”

“’Pissed’ isn’t profanity. It’s slang.” My mouth is watering from the sight of the food. “My sister tried to dump her daughter on me tomorrow night.”

“Friday night?” Del frowns.

“I told her no,” I’m quick to add and Del’s face relaxes.

“Good. I mean, not good for you if you wanted the daughter to be dumped on you,” he says with an uncertain smile. “But I thought—Iliya said—”

“That’s what I thought too,” I tell him self-consciously. I’m not sure where to look and end up turning to pull the plates out of the cupboard.

It’s awkward since neither of us want to say what we’re thinking; that the plan is for us to have sex on Friday night.

At least I can’t say what I’m thinking. Maybe Del isn’t even thinking it.

I glance nervously at him as I turn around. From the way he looks at me, I think he’s thinking it, too.

“Ok, then, that’s the plan. From what Iliya says,” Del stammers.

“I guess so.” I giggle apprehensively.

“At least the thought made you smile,” he says self-depreciatively.

“It’s not that,” I protest. “And that was a giggle, not a smile. A nervous giggle,” I add, dropping my eyes to the floor.

Del tips my chin up with his finger. “Don’t be nervous,” he says. “There’s nothing to be frightened of. If you don’t want to…”

“I do!” I burst out, feeling my face flame with embarrassment at my eagerness. “I mean, why not?”

“Why not indeed?” Del leans down and I’m surrounded by his Del smell. Is he going to kiss me? I think he might. Closer, ever closer so I feel his breath…

He kisses my nose, and before pressing his lips against my forehead. Somehow his hand is on my waist and I’m leaning against the length of his body without realizing how I got there.

“I’m looking forward to it,” he murmurs.

“Me too.” My words are so quiet that I don’t think he heard me until I see his smile as he pulls back.

He cups my cheek, runs his thumb over my lips; that gentle touch does magical things to my body. “I think I might have to kiss you tonight,” he mutters.

I close my eyes briefly so he doesn’t see the thrill of anticipation. “Okay.”

I’ve forgotten how good the simple touch from a man feels like.

An arm around my shoulders.

Fingers linked.

A hand on the small of my back.

I never realized I’ve missed these things until Del.

“Okay.” I open my eyes, my gaze tracing his full lips until I have to look away. I want to kiss him, more than I’ve ever wanted to kiss anyone. Our eyes meet and hold, my heart soaring at the expression on his face.

I want him more than Iliya.

Del clears his throat and reluctantly steps away from me, his hand dropping from my face.

Did I say that out loud?

I couldn’t have.

“Iliya says we should wait, to give you time to adjust to the idea…” he mutters, his eyes sliding away from me and I catch my breath.

He doesn’t know.

Del is oblivious that Iliya has been visiting me in the mornings. He has no idea that we’ve had sex three times already. Why would she advise him to wait, while she has already enjoyed herself with me many times?

What would Del say if he knew?

It’s on the tip of my tongue to tell him. Iliya and I haven’t waited. That’s all I would have to say and he would know.

But I can’t. I should—I would want to know—but the words won’t come. I open my mouth, because this is the time to tell him, but nothing comes out.

“Now tell me why your sister pisses you off or no dinner,” he orders. I sag with relief. The moment is gone. I won’t tell him. It should be Iliya, instead. They are married.

I watch uneasily as Del opens the lid on a rich and cheesy pasta dish, guilty at the knowledge that I’m keeping something from him. “I’ve decided you could do with a little fattening up,” he says as he spoons a healthy serving onto a plate for me.

And image of Iliya sitting on the couch with me standing before her, pressing her lips against my belly button. “So beautiful. But I think Del needs to fatten you up,” she says, punctuating her words with kisses against my concave stomach.

Stop thinking about her.

I swallow, trying to turn my mind away from her, away from the emotions suddenly welling up inside me. “You’re lucky I have a fast metabolism because if I eat all that, I’m going to turn into a dumpling,” I tell him, amazed I manage to say something with the thoughts swirling chaotically in my head.

“Dumpling.” Del laughs. “I like that.”

Iliya should tell him. She needs to. Before anything else can happen…

“It’s from my next book. Delicious Dory Doesn’t Want to be a Dumpling. Or something like that.”

Del’s smile is warm and comfortable as he serves himself. “Sounds like another bestseller. Teaching kids about eating disorders?”

“No, just proper exercise and diet. Although I might have to do a bit more research with the exercise thing before I can write it.”

Stop thinking about it. Things will work out.

“I thought you were doing okay with the early morning walks?” Taking the corkscrew I hand him, Del opens the bottle of chilled wine and pours two large glasses.

“I am, but if I keep eating your food I’m going to have to do a little more.”

Del narrows his green eyes at me. “I don’t think you have anything to worry about.” He picks up his glass and his plate, laden with as much of the pasta as me, and follows me into the living room.

My steps are jerky because I can’t help wondering if he is looking at my ass.

And then I’m faced with where to sit. The couch is the logical place, but that is where Iliya and I…

Lying on the couch, Iliya pulled me into position, lowering me so I could feel her breath on my pussy. Blowing gently against the slick wetness, making me shiver again, she thrust her fingers inside me once more.

“I’ve wanted to do this since I first saw you,” Iliya told me. Then she cups my ass and her tongue flicked against my clit. I couldn’t help but cry out.

She replaced her fingers with her tongue, probing insistently, hard and fast, and then licking the length of me with long strokes before moving to my clit. Circling it slowly at first, then faster, pulling me closer and moving my hips against her mouth. I felt my tiny bud swelling, my entire focus on what was happening between my legs. And then Iliya sucked my clit and I choked back a scream, clutching the arm of the couch as I fight to stay still. I couldn’t press down on her, but her mouth…her tongue was inside me, thrusting like a tiny little penis, the sounds of my wetness filling the room.

“What’s wrong?” Del asks as I pause, searching frantically for another option.

“Are you sure you don’t want to sit at the table?” I blurt out. “It may not be the best—”

“I thought we’d watch T.V.,” Del says, brushing past me to claim a seat. It’s the other side, not where Iliya lay, where she…where I… “I thought we’d watch Netflix and chill, like all the kids say.”

“Uh…” I freeze. MacKenzie used the phrase once and laughed at me when I professed ignorance. Does Del mean…is he thinking…what about waiting…?

I can’t do this.

“What’d I say?” Del demands with concern at the sight of me standing in front of the couch.

I take a tiny step forward, and then another until I awkwardly settle against the cushions. “Do you know what that means?” I whisper. “Is that—?”

“What? We don’t have to watch Netflix. I just thought we’d watch T.V., eat dinner, hang out.” Del looks bewildered.

“It kind of means hooking up.”

Del stares at me with horror before he bursts out laughing. “Are you serious? Oh, God, and here I thought—are the kids in my class really hooking up? They’re just kids!”

“My niece was the one who explained it to me.” Del’s laughter relaxes me as much as a warm bath.

Iliya in the bathtub…

I take such a big gulp of wine that the alcohol burns all way into my stomach. 

“How old is your niece?” Del asks, still shaking his head.

“Fourteen. We had a long talk about how she knew about the saying.”

Relax, Kenna. Stop thinking about Iliya, put her back in the box. She’s not here.

Del is here. With me. On my couch.

“Kids try to grow up so fast,” he says, reaching for the remote. “So, no Netflix. Not yet, anyway,” he adds, his eyes flicking slyly towards me.

“Okay.” My response is barely audible.

Del. Focus on Del. Just Del…
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“I’ll tell you right now, I’m one of those men who have to be in control of the remote,” Del warns as he turns on the television. He flips through the channels until he finds a rerun of The Big Bang Theory.

“You’re one of those men.” My words seem to come from someplace far off as I fight to focus on Del. “You’re lucky you’re cute or I wouldn’t have you in my house.”

“You think I’m cute,” Del says with satisfaction.

“Maybe.” I allow, taking a bite of bread. His smile widens.

“How cute am I?” Del wonders, watching me with an amused look, a piece of pasta dangling off his fork. He’s not wearing his glasses tonight and his green eyes seem to twinkle.

“Do you really want to go there?” I take a bite of the pasta and close my eyes with appreciation of the taste. “It doesn’t matter what you look like if you can cook like this.”

“C’mon,” Del persists with an appealing smile. “I’m alone with a beautiful woman who thinks I’m cute. I need to know just how cute you’re thinking. Denzel Washington cute?”

He called me beautiful. Del thinks I’m beautiful.

I hide my smile and concede to the game, Iliya finally fading from my thoughts. I would concede to whatever Del suggested right now. “Denzel is too intense. Your attractiveness is much more laid back.”

Del laughs delightedly. “Is it possible to be intensely attractive?”

“Why not?” I shift to face him, my back against the arm of the couch, refusing to allow an image of Iliya overwhelm me again.

It’s not Iliya’s time now. It’s Del’s.

“Look at someone like Angelina Jolie or Nicole Kidman,” I continue. “They’re so beautiful that it kind of overwhelms you. Compared to someone like Jennifer Aniston, who is attractive, but it isn’t in your face as much.”

“Interesting. You sound like you’ve given this some thought. I wonder if Jennifer Aniston would understand your logic, though,” Del muses.

“It’s not like I’m insulting her,” I protest.

“You’re comparing her to her ex-husband’s new wife. Pretty sure she’d take that as an insult somehow.”

I cock my head at him. “I get the impression you know the ins and outs of People magazine.”

“Please.” Del reaches for his wine. “Too many Kardashians in that. Entertainment Weekly is more my speed.”

My smile widens. “I’ve had my subscription for six years. It was the only written word that my ex would read.”

“You’re an author married to someone who didn’t like books?” Del asks with astonishment.

“They held no magic for him.” I shrug. The only thing Isaac and I had in common is that we were both from military families in New Brunswick. He loved to fly; I loved to write. He was social, I was not. Somehow we made it through four years together. 

“You deserve someone a lot better than an ignorant, uninformed Neanderthal. I really dislike him, you know.”

“You’ve never met him,” I say, frantically blinking away the sudden wetness in my eyes. No one took my side in the divorce. My father said I was making a mistake; Kelsie scoffed that Isaac was the only one who wanted me. Even Asha wondered if I should somehow try to forgive Isaac for his cheating.

“Don’t need to,” Del says fiercely. “I don’t appreciate how he treated you. You should be with someone better than that.”

My knight in shining armour. Who is married to someone else.

“Someone with books?” I whisper.

“I have books.” If I wasn’t watching Del’s face, I would have missed his words.

But I am watching his face and I see how he’s staring at me.

He puts his plate on the table before us.

Del looks like he’s about to…is he?

He moves my plate.

He shouldn’t.

He moves closer, his leg pressed against my knee. I stare at my hands, not knowing what to do, how to stop this.

Why would I want to stop it?

His hand slides behind my head, pulling me gently towards him.

What about Iliya?

Del kisses me.

His lips move to mine like an unmovable force is pulling him in. Soft, strong with a hint of wine and cheese adding to the deliciousness.

When I kiss Iliya, I feel like I have to keep up with her, like runners striving to keep pace with each other. She pushes me. So far, I’ve managed to rise to the occasion but I can’t relax when I’m with her.

It’s different with Del. When his mouth touches mine, it’s like I’ve sunk into a huge bed with thick blankets protecting me. Del’s kiss makes me feel safe and secure. I don’t have to do anything but enjoy it.

And I do.

As the kiss deepens, a tiny moan escapes from my throat. I wonder if Del hears it. The way his hand slides into my hair, pressing my mouth against his, the way his arm pulls me towards him, makes me think so.

He engulfs me into himself. And I let him. Willingly. Eagerly.

I want to be closer. Sliding across the scant inches separating us, I find myself on his lap. I straddle him, pressing my body against him, as wanton and willful as Willow arched herself against Del’s ankles.

Lips, tongue, taste. The touch of his hand flat against my back, his chest arching into me.

I wind my arms around his broad shoulders, feeling the muscles, the strength, loving the way he holds me. Cupping his head, the close cropped curls hugging his scalp like a favourite wool blanket. The soft skin at the back of his neck.

I want to touch him—explore all of him.

I let myself be consumed by Del. Waves of desire rise within me.

His hand slides onto my breast, caressing it. He skims his palm over my nipple, already hard to the touch. His other hand strokes my back.

Shifting on his lap, I feel the hard length of his cock and stop myself before I grind against it. His mouth against mine, tongue darting into my mouth. Every touch, every breath makes me feel more alive.

And then the rude interruption—a cat jumps on the couch and sinks its claws into my leg.

“Fuck!” Ripping my mouth away from Del’s, I stare in disbelief at Buffy pushing her way between our bodies.

“What the…?” Del starts to laugh as he catches sight of the culprit. “Somebody’s jealous.”

“She dug her claws right into me,” I cry, rubbing my leg.

Del is still laughing. “I remember when I was young, I used to be afraid of my mother walking in on me but I never thought I’d have to worry about a cat.”

I slide out of Del’s lap, suddenly self-conscious of what we were doing, how I had pressed myself against him. Despite that, I’m still disappointed about the interruption. “Damn Buffy.”

“You named your cat Buffy?”

“And Xander and Willow.” I move to stand up but Del tugs me back down by my hand.

“I’m not finished with you yet,” he says in a thick voice that brings me right back where we left off.

“I thought you said we said wait,” I say in a small voice, allowing him to pull me back onto his lap.

“That was before I got my hands on you.”

“Oh.” The word is more of a sigh than a coherent response, muffled as he brushes his lips with mine in a tender kiss.

His lips move onto my jaw, dotting his progress to my neck with nibbles and kisses. Then I feel his tongue tracing a path to my shoulder and I almost swoon with the sensation.

Waiting? Stopping? Not tonight.

My head falls to the side, allowing him full access to the sensitive skin. His lips devour my neck, first one side and then the other. Nibbling, sucking, French kissing the spot under my ear until I cry out.

And then another image of Iliya pops unbidden into my mind. Of her mouth on mine, her hands stroking my body, of the way she gasps, her body frozen for a split second before she comes.

I have to tell Del.

I was with Iliya this morning and now I’m with Del. Nothing has been said, no arrangements have been made. They’ve both proven they want me.

They’re married. To each other. And Del doesn’t know about me and Iliya.

“Del,” I murmur, so softly it takes a few tries for him to hear me.  “Del. Del, stop.” I push weakly against his chest until he growls into my neck, sending vibrations along the skin that launch shivers down my spine.

“I know,” he groans. Wrapping his arms around me, he buries his head into the crock of my neck. “Stopping. But you taste so good. I can’t wait for more.”

His words send a heady lightness through my body, mixing with the guilt, not a good combination.

“I need…” I begin, but with another groan, Del leans away from me. I scramble off his lap.

“Get away. Get far, far away,” he jokes, but his eyes still hold the film of desire.

At least I think its desire. It certainly felt like he wanted me. Whether that will continue remains to be seen.

“I have to -” I begin, but Del interrupts me again.

“I’m going to go. You don’t have to say anything. We said we’d wait and I didn’t and—”

“Iliya and I haven’t waited,” I blurt out, huddled in the corner of the couch.

“What?” Confusion and then frustration slowly replace the desire as my words sink in. “What are you saying?”

“We didn’t wait. For you. We’ve…” I trail off, unable to say the words. Unwilling to confess to everything. Del will know, he’ll assume but my mouth can’t physically form the sentence we had sex.

“When?” Del’s voice is harsh and I shiver again, but not from pleasure.

“Tuesday. This week. All...week…”

“Today.”

“This morning.” I hang my head, unable to bear the disappointment in his eyes.

But I hear his sigh. “I didn’t know. She never told me. And I never asked.”

“She said…I thought…I’m sorry. I should have…I didn’t know how to tell you.”

“Seemed pretty easy.” I meet Del’s eyes and see the hurt and anger. “You let me kiss you. After you were with her today.”

Shame fills me and I can only nod.

Del stares at me for a moment before he walks out of my house.

Again.
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I follow Del to the door but he’s gone before I can get there. I don’t know what I would say to him, what I could say to him.

There’s no excuse for what I did. The disappointment in his eyes will haunt me forever.

At least it haunts me for the rest of the night.

Del has left our partially eaten dinner on the table in the living room, bags and containers strewn throughout the kitchen.

Along with the bottle of wine.

Seeing him walk away from me made my appetite disappear and I carefully cover the remaining food with lids and tuck it away in the fridge. I find a container of brownies in the bag and leave it there. Should I return the food? Will Del come back for it?

Somehow I doubt it.

But the wine…I pour myself another glass and head back to the living room. The Big Bang Theory is still playing, like Del stepped away into the kitchen. I stare unseeingly at the antics of Sheldon and Leonard before turning off the television.

What happened? What have I done? How could this night have turned out so wrong?

Because Iliya didn’t tell Del about what has been going on between the two of us. Because I told him, at the worst possible moment. Because Del was lied to, and was understandably upset.

I wish it wasn’t me who caused it.

I wander around the house again, feeling like a repeat of Tuesday morning. But this time there is no giddy smile on my face, no excitement about what is to come. Tonight there is shame and guilt and pain for having hurt Del.

Finally, I deal with my emotions the only way I know how. I turn the music up loud, and get to work, filling page after page with bold, angry strokes of colour.

But tonight I have wine to keep me company and I lose track of how many times I refill my glass.

A ringing sound startles me. It takes a moment for me to realize I’ve fallen asleep on the table. My cheek is pressed against a half-finished picture of Beastly Betty, pencil still clutched in my hand. More ringing, and then a loud knock reminds me someone is at my door.

Del!

But the excitement doesn’t clear the fogginess of sleep and by the time I stumble to the door, the knocking is more forceful. I pull open the door to find Iliya with her hand up, ready to knock again.

“It’s about time!” she laughs. “I saw your light and knew you were still up.”

“I wasn’t,” I begin, but I’m checked by Iliya pulling me into her arms.

“I need you,” she whispers huskily, her mouth claiming my neck. “I’ve been thinking about you all night.”

“Iliya…”

“I need to fuck you, right now,” she continues, her hand between my legs, rubbing me through my leggings.

“Wait,” I say as her mouth finds mine. As her hand slips under the waistband of my pants, searching for my warmth. “I just woke up.” I move my head to the side and her mouth settles on the hollow of my throat. Her finger slides inside me and despite my reluctance, I can’t deny how good Iliya’s touch feels.

“Good, you’ll be more relaxed.” Still with her hand down my pants, her finger thrusting slowly inside me, Iliya turns me and marches me into my bedroom. “You’ve been a little tense the last couple of times we’ve played.”

“I don’t think…” I make one last protest as we reach my bedroom door.

Tense…Del. I have to tell her about Del.

“This is called a quickie, Kenna,” Iliya laughs. “Not as good as when I take my time, but it’ll do the trick.” She rubs her finger against my clit, before taking her hand away, surprising me with a slap on my ass. I jump away from her, but she catches me around the waist. “Do you like to be spanked? I’ll make it good for you.”

I tell myself later that I meant to say something about Del, but Iliya didn’t give me a chance. That she was too demanding, too forceful and I didn’t have time to explain before I was naked on the bed.

But the reality is that with her fingers in my pussy, her breath hot against my neck, I only give Del a fleeting thought before submitting.

“I’ve never…” I trail off, embarrassed as always to admit my inexperience to Iliya. Iliya, who has done everything and is quick to realize how my body responds. What I need.

“Take your clothes off,” she orders. I comply, already feeling the heady excitement between my legs. “Get your vibrator.”

I reach into my nightstand and pull out the pink vibrator. “Do you want -?”

“I want you to use it on me. But not yet. On the bed, on your hands and knees,” she instructs. “Ass in the air.”

I do as she asks, already panting with excitement. Iliya is so forceful, so in control about what she wants.

She wants me.

I rest on my hands and knees as Iliya strokes my ass, dipping her hand between my legs to tease, to caress. “Your ass is so little and tight,” she murmurs.

And then she slaps me.

I gasp and jerk forward.  Iliya finds my clit with her fingers and rubs it slowly while smoothing the reddened area of my cheek with the other. “Did you like that?”

“I...I don’t know.”

She does it again. This time with only her fingers, on the underside of my ass. “Bad girl,” she croons as she strokes my pussy with eager fingers before spanking me with her whole hand. “Bad, bad girl.”

The next time a whimper escapes me. “Ow.”

“Do you like it?” Iliya demands. “Do you want me to be rough?”

“I—”

My mind is reeling; I have no idea what I want.

I want Iliya to touch me.

Iliya adjusts my position so she can slide under me in the sixty-nine position. “Fuck me with the vibrator,” she instructs. “I want it hard.”

I’m reaching for the plastic toy when her mouth attacks my pussy; tongue and lips and fingers working together. I moan aloud with the sensation. I’m not sure I liked the spanking but this—

Iliya slaps my pussy and I gasp with pain. “I love your little cunt,” she says in a harsh voice. “I can’t keep away from it. Do you like my cunt?”

“Yes,” I gasp as her tongue circles my clit.

“Then fuck it. Fuck it hard, fuck it good.”

I hold myself upright with one hard as I switch on the vibrator, pressing it against Iliya’s pussy, moving it slowly between the folds, holding it briefly against her clit. Iliya groans, the vibration adding an extra sensation to my pussy.  She spreads her legs and I begin to explore her with the whirling tip, dipping inside her, circling her clit. Iliya’s groans add to my own excitement.

“More,” she cries, thrusting her fingers roughly inside me. I pause for a moment, loving the sucking sensation of her mouth with the hard, knobbiness of her fingers inside me. “Fuck me!”

I copy the movement, sliding the vibrator inside her slick wetness. Slowly at first, pulling it all the way out and rubbing it along her clit.

Just like I use it on myself.

But soon Iliya’s hips begin to buck and her cries become louder, more insistent. Her fingers are still inside me, but her thrusts slow and her tongue less frantic as she concentrates on her own pleasure. I grit my teeth from my own frustration and shove the vibrator deeper inside her.

“Faster! Harder!” she demands. “Fuck me hard! Yes…”

Her hips buck wildly, her cries never ending. By now I can tell with Iliya is going to come. I adjust the angle of my arms and lower my mouth, touching her clit with my tongue.

Iliya gives a sharp scream in response, and copies my movement, tonguing my clit frantically. 

It only takes a few flickers of my tongue and before I surround it with my mouth and suck. Iliya freezes for a second, and comes with a long-drawn out scream, her body convulsing. I slow my thrusts as she stills, laying the still vibrating length along her clit. But I can’t manage more than the simplest movements now because Iliya resumes with a vengeance—licking and sucking, adding another finger so four fingers are thrusting into me.

I hang my head over her pussy, unable to do more than slowly circle her clit with the vibrator as the waves of pleasure make my legs feel weak, leaving me wondering if I’m going to be able to hold myself up.

Iliya tongues me madly, pausing to suck my clit, fingers fucking me until I come with a sharp cry. Still she continues relentlessly until I come again, this one lasting longer and more intense than the first.
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“That was fun,” Iliya grins as she begins to get dressed, leaving me lying naked on the bed.

“Fun…” I breathe. I’m still not sure what happened. One minute I was asleep on the table and the next minute, Iliya has her fingers in me, her mouth…

I touch my own mouth with hesitant fingers. I licked her. I used my mouth on her.

“What are you doing here?” I ask weakly.

“I was at a party and wanted to see you,” she says, stepping into her dress. Iliya is just as fast dressing then she is undressing. “I drove by and saw your lights were still on. As much as I’d like to stay, I’d better get home. It’s almost midnight.”

“It is?” I roll to see the illuminated numbers on my radio, leaving my backside exposed. I jump when Iliya’s hand rest on my ass. 

“Did you like the spanking?” Iliya asks in a coy voice. “Del’s not into it, but I thought maybe you and I—”

Del. “Del was here tonight,” I interrupt, already wincing at the expected response.

“That’s right; you were doing dinner. Did he behave himself?” She turns to the mirror, smoothing her dress across her hips.

“Why haven’t you told him about what’s been going on?”

Iliya’s head whips around to face me. “What did you tell him?” The affectionate, playful has vanished, replaced by anger.

I suck in my breath, daunted by the coldness in her eyes, but plunder forward. “He said you wanted to wait. I don’t understand. Why did you tell him that when we haven’t waited?”

Her eyes narrow even more as she steps towards the bed. “Did you fuck him?”

“No.” Suddenly vulnerable on the bed, I stand quickly, grabbing my robe and pull it around me.

“Did you want to?” My pause is answer enough and Iliya gives a bark of humourless laughter. “No wonder you were so hot to go. Got all excited from my husband, did you? What happened tonight?” Iliya demands, in the same harsh voice she used to tell me to get on the bed. “What did the two of you do?”

“I told him what’s going on,” I admit, my voice not sounding as strong as I’d hoped. “That we’ve had sex.”

“You told him I’ve fucked you a few times and you loved it, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t say that,” I say quickly. “But why didn’t you tell him?”

“I didn’t think he needed to know.”

Surprise at the callousness of her words colour my thoughts. “But he’s your husband.”

“And I’m inviting you to fuck my husband. I need to know what I’m getting out of it. Your inexperience isn’t exactly a selling point. I mean, it is, but sometimes it’s better to know what you’re getting into. I didn’t think Del needed to know that. But now he knows, because you decided to tell him. How’d that go, by the way?”

Never have I felt such hurt. It’s like Iliya’s words have ripped a hole through me. “I thought he should know,” I say stiffly, moving towards the door.

“Kenna.” As if she knows she went too far, Iliya reaches for me. I evade her touch and pull the robe tight around my waist to protect myself from her touch.

“If he—you both—are going to share me…”

“Are you trying to tell me you think I’m selfish for not telling him?” Iliya cries.

I blink at the sudden switch in Iliya’s tone. From angry to hurt in ten seconds flat. “I didn’t say that!” I protest. “I don’t think you’re selfish.”

“What do you think I am, then? Some kinky slut who likes to get spanked and cheat on her husband?” She stalks to the door with an intensity that frightens me.

“I don’t think that at all. Iliya, stop. I didn’t say anything like that.” Hurt mixes with confusion at her reaction. She mocked my inexperience, and now she demeaning herself for her own needs? I hurry after her.

“I know that’s what you think of me.”

“You don’t know what I think at all! I’m sorry I told Del—”

“Stop apologizing!” She’s almost at the door, thrusting her feet into the high heels she left at the door. “I hate it when you keep apologizing. This was a mistake. I should have known you wouldn’t be ready for something like this.”

“Then why did you? Wait, don’t go!”

Iliya yanks open the door. “I have to go because thanks to you, I now have to mend fences with my husband.”

“Why did you start this with me?” I demand, grabbing for her arm. “If you think it was all a mistake?”

Again, the expression in Iliya’s eyes changes with each blink of her long lashes. Anger, sorrow, disappointment, frustration. “You reminded me of Amy,” she says finally, in the coldest voice I’ve ever heard.

Then she leaves.
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Tuesday morning

“What was that?”

I grin at Kenna, lying on the bed beside me with a stunned expression on her face. “That was how you have sex with a woman. I fucked you, you fucked me.”

I shouldn’t sound so crass since this is Kenna’s first time with a woman. As fun as this last hour has been, I have to take it seriously. Del and I made the decision to invite Kenna into our lives and I needed to know what to expect. Would she be able to handle our needs? Is she able to be open, responsive and enjoy herself? Did she even want to be with a woman?

Any woman would want to be with Del. My husband is beautiful, sexy, charming, and kind. But not every woman goes along with the idea of having sex with another woman.

I’ve never had that happen to me, of course. I’ve never been rejected by a woman. Or a man either. So while I’m confident I would win over Kenna, I had to make sure.

We had to have sex. Just me and Kenna.

I look at this morning as research for me. For Del. For our marriage.

“I don’t think I technically fucked you.” Kenna grimaces. “You did most of the work.”

I laugh and the sound filling the bedroom like Kenna’s cries did only minutes ago. “Trust me—it wasn’t work. Just wait until next time.”

“Next time,” she echoes. It’s difficult to tell whether she’s excited or apprehensive. I’ve been with virgins before but never one like Kenna. She was hesitant but eager, excited when I touched her, but clearly had no idea how to proceed. I had to take charge, moving slowly and carefully.

I’m not one for slow and careful, but feeling her blossom under my fingers was a heady experience.

“You don’t think I’ll let you get away that easy?”

She’s still nervous. Conscious of my eyes on her, Kenna rolls on her side, covering her breasts with a carefully placed arm. Her leg slings across, hiding the sparse blonde hair covering her pussy. I notice her body is long and slender, almost too slender, with more sharp edges than rounded curves.

I’m proud of my rounded curves. My belly might not be concave like Kenna’s, but I’ve never once had a complaint. Plus, Del loves my boobs.

“What happens now?” Kenna asks quietly, looking at me with those big green eyes. Like Del, her eyes are beautiful; a dark moss colour instead of Del’s more brilliant emerald.

“What do you want to happen?” I trail my hand up her leg, coming to rest on her hip beside her tattoo. It surprises me that Kenna would get a tattoo, much less inking the Chinese symbol for touch into her skin. 

I think it’s sexy, though. I wonder what she thinks of Del’s tattoo, whether he’s showed it t her.

I hope he hasn’t.

“I don’t mean that,” Kenna says, her cheeks reddening. I’ve never met anyone who blushes so easily. I like to say things just watch her cheeks turn pink. “I mean, how do I act with you now?”

“The same.” As my fingers caress the skin around her tattoo, the skin rises with goosebumps. “We should be discrete, though. I don’t think this needs to be announced, do you? Jane never knew about Amy and I see her practically every day.”

“She didn’t? But how? You’re so close.”

“Did you tell people what you did with your husband when you were alone?” That sounds too harsh, so I continue. “This isn’t the lifestyle for everyone and I don’t think Jane would understand. I don’t want to take the risk. Del lost a good friend when he told him about us. Do you have a problem keeping this to yourself?”

“Of course not,” Kenna says quickly. “I just—it’s just, I don’t really understand what this is.”

“We’re friends. We like to play. We can figure out everything as we go along.” 

Amy figured it out right away.  I didn’t need to explain things to her.

I think it’s clear that Kenna is not Amy.

Do I want it to be like it was with Amy?

Amy, the former lover I shared with my husband. Our special friend. Our unicorn.

The woman Kenna is going replace in our lives.

The first time I approached Kenna in Starbucks, it was because I thought she was Amy. They look alike, with the same wide smile and hair colour. I mistakenly assumed the two women would alike in all regards. To be honest, I expected Kenna to be wild, more uninhibited, like Amy.

She’s not.

It was her first time. With a woman. And it was good.

“I can’t believe I’ve only known you a week,” Kenna is saying with an incredulous expression on her face. It may have been only a week, but her face is already so easy for me to read, like an open book. “Things have changed so much.”

“And to think it all started because you went out and had drunken sex with a stranger,” I tease, watching for the blush to heat her cheeks.

I wonder how red her ass would get if she was spanked?

“Please don’t remind me,” Kenna groans.

“Why did you have sex with him? It seems so out of character for you. I mean, you’ve been divorced for two years and he was the first? Although,” I glance pointedly at the bed with a grin. “Maybe it was just lack of opportunity, because this didn’t take long.”

“This is different,” Kenna tries to explain. “The other times—”

“Times? Please don’t tell me hooking up with strangers is a habit!” I say it jokingly, but in all seriousness. The woman Del and I invite in our bed needs to be faithful to us, with no other partners. Especially no random hookups with strangers.

It’s safer that way.

“No!” Kenna cries a protest. “Erik was the first and only one-night stand. The other time was with a guy I grew up with. Not a good idea, at all.” She laughs self-consciously. Her face is pretty in its stillness, but transforms to stunning when she laughs. Her eyes light up, her wide smile changes the contours of her face. “Actually both nights were because I was hurt and very angry at Isaac.”

“The ex-husband,” I clarify. I’m bad with names, better with faces.

I’m amazing with bodies. I’ve often recognized a man from seeing just his cock.

Kenna nods. “The first time was just after we separated. The other night was only because I was so furious when he called about the royalties from my books. Isaac has no right to them! I wrote those books, and it was only the first one I wrote while I was married to him.”

I stroke her leg to soothe her. “I know. He has no right. I’m sure there’s some way he can be stopped.”

William might have been able to help if I hadn’t pissed him off last night.

Kenna’s ex-husband is demanding a share of royalties from her books. In my mind, he doesn’t deserve a penny from her, but I’m no lawyer. I do want to make sure Kenna is protected because she was already hurt by Isaac. I’ll do everything I can for it not to happen again.

Which is why I asked William for help.

But I don’t tell Kenna. If I mention William, I would have to explain my relationship with him. How can I tell Kenna, that despite having the most wonderful husband, William has been my lover on and off for the last twenty years.

William is older, mature and a successful businessman and the only man who understands my dark side. He lets me indulge my every fantasy, as dark and painful as they may be.

Don’t think about William! Kenna—I’m with Kenna. She’s going to make me happy. I’ll forget what William does to me.

What I want him to do.

“I don’t know how to stop Isaac from taking everything,” Kenna sighs. “But now isn’t the time to talk about him. Those two times were only because I was mad. And I tend to drink a bit too much when I’m mad. And then I tend to make decisions I normally wouldn’t make.” She glances at me from beneath her lashes, her cheeks once again a becoming pink colour. “Not that I want to have sex with Isaac,” she adds ruefully. “But I was trying to get back at him. Not that he’ll ever know, of course.”

This guy must have done a real number on her. No wonder Kenna got upset when Del kissed her last night.

I could have told Del it was a bad idea. I’m sure I did tell him. Even after two years, Kenna is obviously still raw about her divorce. She was betrayed by her husband. A married man making a move on her would undoubtedly send off alarms. Del should have known better, but as he told me last night, he got caught up in the moment.

He likes her.

The thought would make any other wife seethe with jealousy.

I’m not other wives.

“You know,” I begin slowly, unsure of how to proceed. “If you’re with Del and I, like I hope you will be, it’s just us.”

“Okay,” she says uneasily.

“The three of us. No one else…”

My heart lurches when I think the implications for me. No William…

Comprehension dawns on her face. “Trust me, I’m not in the habit of having random sex with strangers,” she says defensively. I raise an eyebrow. “Well, once. And you’re not a stranger.”

“I most definitely am not a stranger now,” I murmur, pleased with how things have progressed this morning. I lean forward to kiss her, letting Kenna taste herself on my lips, smell her scent. “I think we’ll have fun playing,” I tell her.
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Later, I kiss Kenna good-bye with a promise of seeing her tomorrow but she’s still reluctant to close the door behind me. With a satisfied smile on my face, I remind myself the sex had been good. As long as Kenna is able to keep me distracted so I won’t think about William, it will be fine. She doesn’t have to be Amy. I have all the time in the world to teach her what I like, what I want. As long as she helps me stay away from William, because the temptation is so strong right now.

He’s been slipping in and out of my life whenever I need him and even when I don’t.

I’ve have two texts from him this morning. There were several from last night that I haven’t read. He’s been trying to contact me since I left his house.

I had asked him for help in keeping Kenna’s ex-husband away from her and for payment for the favour, he demanded my presence. He had invited a group to play; planned for group sex with me as the star attraction. They would have all taken a turn with me; used my body for our mutual pleasure.

I know he’s angry with me but the thought is exciting, rather than worrisome. 

Sex with William is the most intense, the most satisfying…

But not the best for me.

Like the amount of coffee I drink. As soon as I come through the door, I fix myself a cup, savouring the scent, the taste. Kenna made tea for me this morning after we finally got out of bed. We had a nice talk, which would have been much more enjoyable had she served me a cup of rich, milky goodness. I’ll have to see about converting her.

My phone sounds as I drink my coffee standing in the kitchen. It’s William, probably still demanding an explanation. I let the call go to voice mail but carry the phone up to my bedroom.

If I stayed last night, William would have tied me to the pool table and everyone would have taken a turn with me. Using me, using my body to give themselves pleasure.

It would have given me a lot of pleasure, too.

But if I’d stayed, I would have been full of guilt, ashamed of what I allowed them to do. What I wanted them to do to me.

Because I would have wanted them to do whatever they wanted with me.

If I had stayed, I wouldn’t have been able to meet Kenna’s innocent gaze this morning. I wouldn’t have been able to kiss her without feeling like I was corrupting her.

What would Kenna think if she knew about my past with William, my experiences with others?

Amy understood because we share the same darkness. It’s one of the reasons we got along so well, what deepened the connection between us. Why it was so good between us.

But Amy is out of my life; our life. I have Kenna now.  

Kenna will keep me away from William. Even if she’s not Amy.

I do my best to stifle the tiny flame of disappointment within me.

I haven’t thought of Amy in days. But when Del told me last night that he had bumped into Amy, I was stunned. When he told me how they had talked, how they had sex, I had difficulties hiding my shock.

And disappointment.

Del doesn’t keep things from me.

What else has he been keeping from me?

I wave the insecurity away. Del loves me.

He’s already at work at the high school; I waited until he left before going over to Kenna’s. I told him I was planning on talking to her, to clear up any confusion about the kiss from last night. Neither one of us mentioned the possibility of anything other than talking going on.

Will Del suspect?

When I enter the bedroom, I’m faced with the neatly made bed. Something Del’s mother taught him—never leave the house with unmade bed. Peggy Ecker had many of other pearls of wisdom that Del has peppered our marriage with for years. Like how it’s a show of disrespect to leave a mouthful of milk in the jug. How toilet seats should always be set down. And how married people should never go to bed angry with each other.

As much as I appreciate her teachings on toilet etiquette, my favourite one of her insights was something she told me on my wedding day.

“Iliya, in all the world, in all the oceans, each lobster has only one other lobster they are meant to be with. And when they find each other, they’ll be together for life. Delancey is your lobster, and he is yours. You’ll always have each other.”

I never mentioned to my mother-in-law that her theory had been publicized in an episode of Friends in the 1990s. It could very well be possible that the producers of the show had somehow heard about it from Peggy. She held a lot of power over her four sons and the circles that emanated from them. 

Why am I thinking about my mother-in-law?

When I look at my bed, why aren’t I thinking about how my husband thoroughly fucked me last night? I had been waiting for him to return from Kenna’s…

I was so engrossed with the feel of my fingers between my legs that I didn’t hear the soft footsteps of Del coming home. I rubbed my clit, thoughts of what William would do to me filling my mind as waves of pleasure filled my body.

“Iliya,” Del groaned before yanking the blankets off me.

“Oh, god,” I cried with embarrassment, but I couldn’t stop. I was so close to the edge. It was physically impossible for me to stop. I couldn’t…I can’t…

But then Del’s pants were around his ankles and my fingers were still moving, rubbing frantically at my clit as he pulled me by my ankles to the edge of the bed.

With one thrust he was inside me, and I was crashing over the edge, coming with a cry that broke the silence of the room.

I spread my arms across the bed, clutching at the sheets as Del took total control of me. “More,” I demanded huskily. Another orgasm was building relentlessly inside me as Del fucked me harder, filling me completely.

“Don’t stop! Now…now…!” I screamed as I came, my body shaking from the intensity. With a roar, Del joined me, thrusting harder so the bed slid across the floor.

Sex is so good with Del. Why do I need other people? Why can’t I just be satisfied with my husband?

It’s a question I’ve never been able to answer.

My eyes fall on a picture of me and Del on our wedding day.

I had been caught up in my thoughts of William the day I met Del. I had been with him the night before and one of the men involved in the session had been a bit too vigorous and my ass bore the scars. Like always, I felt ashamed.

I promised myself it had been the last time.

And then as I was adding sugar to my Americano coffee, all of a sudden milk was being poured over my arm. I looked up into beautiful green eyes, and witnessed Del’s horror of the mess he had caused.

William had been forgotten.

By the end of the day, I was intrigued. By the end of the second day, I was head over heels in love with Del.

But I resisted it as long as I could. I refused to admit how I felt, even going so far to push Del away when he confessed his feelings for me. I didn’t call him for a week after we first had sex. I told him I wanted nothing to do with him at least three times.

I couldn’t comprehend how this man–this wonderful, beautiful, brilliant, patient, caring nice and normal man—wanted anything to do with me. I wasn’t nice; I wasn’t normal. I’d never been faithful to anything or anyone in my life.

I’d never met anyone like Del.

I knew things would not end well if I let myself get swept up in his magical nice-guy aura.

I suffered six weeks of pushing him away before I accepted I couldn’t live without him. Didn’t want to live without him. And that’s when I told him I was bi-sexual and didn’t believe in monogamy. I told him that I would always want variety, would need the excitement someone else could provide.

I never told him about William until years later, and even then the details were few and far between. Maybe if I had told him everything, it would have scared him off and I wouldn’t be in this mess.

Because even when I told Del, he didn’t care.

“I am desperately, hopelessly, and insanely in love with you,” Del told me, his green eyes shining. I loved his eyes. “I’ve never felt this way for another woman and I never want to. If I can’t have you in my life, I’d rather spend the rest of my life alone with the memories of you to keep me warm at night.”

“Del,” I protested weakly, because I was enthralled by what he was saying, swayed to the sound of his deep, dark voice. Maybe there was hope for me. Maybe there was a chance for me and this amazing man.

But no—I would only hurt him, and as much as I was tempted, I loved him too much to cause him pain.

“Iliya, you with the gypsy sounding name, I want you, however I can have you. You can’t scare me off. You’re my gypsy and I would never hold you back.”

“But Del, I won’t be faithful to you. I don’t believe in monogamy. I want both men and women and I’m used to getting what I want, when I want it. I may—” I pause, still unwilling to confess my true feelings. “—care for you but I won’t change for you. I can’t.”   

“I don’t care.”

“But I’ll be with other men!”

“As long as you love me with all of your heart, I won’t care what you do with your body. I want what’s in here.” Del pressed his hand to the spot above my heart which gave a leap as I look at the sight of his bronze hand against my skin. “I don’t care about anything else.”

“But you will.” I made one last attempt. “Someday you will care.”

“I promise you I won’t.” And he held out his pinkie finger to me. Through the laughter and the tears, I entwined it with mine.

We were married four months later, in a small ceremony in Barbados with only Del’s family in attendance. I hadn’t wanted to make it legal, but there was little that I could do to refuse Del, as much as I tried.

I love Del with all my heart. And I keep hoping that is all he needs. 
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I decide to pamper myself with a bath rather than start working.

I’m an on-line stylist for Helen and Pat which means I work from home. I love my job, and I’m good at it. It also allows me some leniency during the day, which means I’m allowed to have a bath in the middle of the morning.

As I sink beneath the vanilla scented bubbles, I replay the morning with Kenna.

Soft touch, tender caress; lips, mouths, hands…Kenna’s soft skin, the sounds she made as I explored her body, showed her what love between women could be like.

It had been good with Kenna.

But there had been so many times that I wanted her to take control - to demand, to take. I wanted rough instead of gentle. I wanted slaps and names and forcefulness, instead of soft touches and caresses.

I want Kenna. Is it wrong that I want her to be like someone else?

I want her to be like Amy. I want Kenna to be like Amy in the bedroom because being with Amy was most like being with William. She always knew what I wanted and how far to push me.

And then because she’s on my mind, my thoughts turn to Amy and our first time together.

I had only taken three steps into Amy’s apartment when she pushed me against the wall.

“Are you here to play?” Amy asked with a wide smile, her strong arms on either side of my head. We had already spent hours talking over coffee, and the chemistry between us was electric. I’d never had such an instant attraction for a woman before.

I had told her about Del but she invited me to her apartment anyway.

“Yes,” I said breathlessly, excited about the possibility of a new adventure. I hadn’t been with a woman since I married Del, over a year ago and I missed a woman’s touch.

I saw the desire in Amy’s blue eyes, the same desire that flooded my body. I leaned down to her, my hands reaching for her shoulders at the same time she stretched up towards me. Our mouths fell together like a clash of swords—hard, hungry, eager.

Her mouth was demanding, her kisses all consuming. When she moved to my neck, exploring the sensitive skin, she left me gasping for more of her touch. But Amy didn’t make me wait for it; never had I been undressed so quickly. My clothes soon lay on an untidy heap on the floor as Amy’s fingers and mouth moved over my body with haste. The hallway was full of my breathing, the sound of Amy’s mouth. I was standing as if pinned to the wall when her lips found my breasts. As I cradled her head, loving the sensation of her teeth teasing my nipples, her fingers began searching between my legs.

I gasped as she plunged two inside me.

“I’m going to fuck you right now,” Amy told me, dropping to her knees. With fingers still thrusting, Amy began to tongue me.

She knew what she was doing and I was so turned on that it wasn’t long before I came loudly, still leaning against the wall for balance. I don’t remember the last time I had been so quick. It was as if Amy knew exactly what my body required an instant before I did.

The second orgasm took longer. We moved into her tiny bedroom and I straddled Amy’s shoulders as she worked me with her mouth, clutching my ass with both hands.

When she began to spank me, I came with a harsh cry.  

When I tried to kiss her, caress her breasts, Amy pushed me away. “I’m in charge here,” she told me. “You can have me next time.”

The words ‘next time’ had never been so arousing.

Leaving me spent on the bed, Amy vanished into the bathroom, only to return with a black strap-on and proceeded to fuck me. On and on, my orgasms providing only a brief respite from her relentless thrusting.

The entire time, she kept up a one-sided conversation about what she wanted to do to me, what she was doing to me, and how she was doing it.

By the time the afternoon was over, I was in love.

Thinking of Amy has excited me. The water of my bath grows cool, but my hand is between my legs and I’m not ready to get out yet. My head lolls against the side of the tub as I rub my clit with urgent fingers. I wish it was Amy’s fingers, her mouth.

I wish it was William. I thought of the last time we were together, at the party last week. That after the others who took their turns teasing me, it was William who finally made me come.

William’s mouth was between my legs, sucking my clit so hard I felt I was about to explode and I did, with a harsh cry. But William didn’t stop, licking and sucking and until I came again and again, with a scream that filled the room. With a quick jerk of his hands, he untied the binding around my legs and yanked them up, my ankles resting on his shoulders, my wrists still bound to the chair. When he was inside me, he fucked me as hard and as fast as I would ever want it.

Excited by the memories of Amy and William and frustrated by Kenna, I come twice in the tub before the water is too cold and I have to get out.

When I check my phone, another text is waiting for me.

Reading the words sends a dangerous thrill through me. I knew there would be repercussions to leaving William’s house. I knew what he wanted of me; I was to be the main event at a gangbang. A tasteful, refined gangbang, but a group of people fucking me was a gangbang nonetheless.

As I stare at the words on my phone, I let my mind wander to what it would have been like had I stayed.

Wet, warm. Hard bodies, soft lips. Demanding, painful. So good.

William insists his playthings are treated well; bound, gagged and spanked repeatedly, but always ensures their pleasure.

He always makes it enjoyable for me, despite some of the degrading acts I’ve endured. 

Kenna.

I can’t let myself fall under William’s spell again, no matter how much my body wants to. How much I want to feel his hand on my reddened ass, hear his voice telling me exactly what he’s going to do to me and how he’ll do it. But I can’t be with him and Kenna.

It would be as if I’m corrupting her. Already, I’m feeling twinges of guilt from introducing her to this lifestyle.

Not too much guilt, though.

I can’t

I’ve never found it so physically difficult to text before.

William must have been waiting for me because his response is instant.

You can. You want to

He’s right. I do.
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Del surprises me in my office when he comes home from work.

“Is it that time again?” I ask. Engrossed in my work, I haven’t noticed the time.

“I didn’t let anyone stay for extra help today,” he says, dropping a kiss on the top of my head before loosening his tie.

“Are you denying your students?” I chide mockingly. In my opinion, Del’s students take up too much of his attention. He’s always talking about this one and that. Even with all the awards he’s received from his book, Del says his proudest achievement was having one of his former students thank him after she won some Young Writers’ Trust award.

“I don’t think Shelli is denied much.” He winces. “How was your day?”

“Uneventful.” Even as I reply, an image of Kenna in the throes of an orgasm flits through my mind. I haven’t decided yet if I’m going to tell him what happened.

I don’t like Del to keep secrets from me. Unfair as it might be, the same rules don’t apply to me.

“My sister called this afternoon.” Now it’s my turn to wince.

“And how is Sofija?” Del asks. Sometimes I think my family loves Del more than they do me.

It’s not surprising. He’s much nicer than I am.

“The same. She wanted to remind me Luka is coming to stay with us in a few weeks. She just told me last week—it’s not like I would have forgotten already.”

Del cocks an eyebrow as he slips his tie from around his neck. “Your family isn’t a top priority for you,” he reminds me.

Once again, Del is right. Since my mother died six years ago, I’ve let relations with my father and sister slide, to the point of speaking to my father only two or three times a year. It’s not that I harbor any ill will, but my mother was the only one who understood me and my sexuality. My father turns a blind eye and my sister Sofija never misses an opportunity for a barbed comment.

“Do you blame me? She also reminded me that our step-mother’s birthday is this weekend,” I tell him.

“Did you remember?”

“Not really,” I admit, but before Del can comment, I flash him a triumphant look. “But once I did, I remembered your mother’s birthday is also this weekend. It’s a big one, isn’t it? Seventy?”

“Seventy-five,” he corrects.

“Close enough,” I grin. “Are we doing anything for it?” I hold my breath, hoping the answer will be no.

“My brothers are. The three of them are visiting her this weekend.” He has a resigned expression on his face that I’ve noticed occurs only when discussing his family.

“Why not us?” Del only glances at me. “Oh. Well, you could go without me.”

“It’s fine,” he says tiredly. “I’ll stay here. I’ll Skype Mom.”

For some reason, I’ve never gotten along with Del’s family. Whenever I’m with the four brothers, I always seem to get into an argument with Jayden, the oldest. I know his mother Peggy, doesn’t think I take care of Del, and there’s the baby thing I refuse to discuss with them.

And then there’s Ike, Del’s best friend and former brother-in-law. Former best friend. They haven’t spoken in three years and I know that’s my fault.

But I’m not about to feel guilty about that now. “I spoke to Kenna today,” I tell him off-handedly.

Del’s face lights up at the mention of her. “She’s okay with everything?”

I think of Kenna’s soft skin, the way her entire body flushes when she’s aroused, the soft sounds she makes. “She’s great.”

“You told how things are? How we want…?” Del’s voice trails off.

So like Kenna. Unable to say the words.

“That we want to try her out,” I supply.

Del is aghast. “I hope you didn’t say it like that!”

I can’t help laughing. “You don’t have to worry; I explained the situation using polite and politically correct words. I didn’t scare her off.”

Like you did. But I don’t say that.

“She texted me about what happened last night,” Del surprises me by saying. “I’m glad she made the first move. I was too worried about what she thought of me.”

“You must have feelings for her,” I say flatly. “You’ve never made the first move with anyone else.”

“That’s because there’s only ever been Amy.” I notice he doesn’t deny my accusation. “We’re friends. I like her. I thought that’s what you wanted?”

Am I accusing him? I know Del and the only way he can be comfortable inviting another woman into our life was if he had feelings for her. Friendship, attraction, interest…

What if he falls in love with her?

I know Del loved Amy; we both did.

But Kenna—what if he falls in love with her?

And what if I don’t?

“What’s wrong?” Del asks.

And that’s when I realize I’m not ready to share Kenna with Del yet. If he has feelings for her already, what’s going to happen when he gets her into bed? I need more time alone with her before that happens, so my feelings for her can grow before I’m forced to witness his.

I smooth the concern from my face, from my voice with difficulty. “Nothing. She was very receptive to the idea.”

I think about the way Kenna’s mouth opened under mine. And then I think about Del’s lips pressed against her lips and push down a surge of jealousy, as irrational it may be. “But I think we should take it slow.”

“You think Friday is too soon?”

I blink with shock at his suggestion, before I remember that I had been the one who first suggested the day. “Should be fine. I’ll talk to her later in the week, she how freaked out she is.”

“Is she freaked out?” There is real concern in his voice which annoys me.

“She’s fine. It’s all new to her, though. She’s been pretty sheltered.”

“Maybe this isn’t a good idea.”

My eyes shift to my phone, to William’s deleted messages. I need Kenna in my life. I need her to keep me away from William.

“It’s a great idea,” I tell him firmly. “Things worked out well with Amy.”

“Except for the end,” Del reminds me. He stands awkwardly by my desk, still in his work attire, pulling his tie through his fingers. It’s covered with a riot of flowers.

What would happen if I ask him to wrap the tie around my wrists and secure me to the bed? And then use his belt on my ass.

His khakis hug his thighs. I’ve never appreciated the baggy look. Del has a good body and I make sure he displays it to its full advantage by wearing clothes that fit him nicely.

Soon Kenna will be seeing that body. What will she think of my husband? His hard, muscular chest and legs, his abs of steel, his thick cock…

His cock between her legs…

“What’s wrong?” he asks. “You’re staring at me.”

I smile seductively and run my hand up his leg. “You look good.”

Del laughs as he presses closer to my hand. “You serious? We’re talking about another woman and that gets you excited?”

“You get me excited,” I murmur.

“You keep telling me that,” he sighs. His voice catches as my hand falls on his crotch, smoothing the fabric of his pants to find his placid cock, sweetly nestled within his boxers.

Time to wake up, little guy…

“It’s true. You never stop exciting me.” No matter how many women, other men I’m with, I will always want Del more than anyone. He has my heart firmly in his hand.

Del pulls me to my feet and wraps me in his arms. “Keep telling me that,” he murmurs into my hair. “We don’t have to do this with Kenna. Sometimes I wonder why we bother.”

“Because we can,” I tell him, my hands already in his pants, searching for wiry hair, his sweet soft cock slowly hardening, even quicker with my hand around it. Del groans and I take that as consent, stroking slowly, loving the changes beneath my hand. At the same time I reach up and press my lips against his.

Despite want my body wants from others, I will always love this man.
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During our walk with Jane Wednesday morning, Kenna and I bump into Aidan at Starbucks. Normally I’m always happy to run into my hunky handyman, but not this morning. Not when I have to watch open-mouthed as Kenna runs smiling into his arms. Not when I have to hear about how good friends they were, how they share all this history—history I knew nothing about.

I don’t know who I’m angry at—Aidan, for being at Starbucks this morning, Kenna for knowing him or Jane for all the smiling and giggling she does about it. Suggesting Kenna would hook up with Aidan.

That’s never going to happen.

Kenna is mine.

But then, once we get away from Aidan and make it back to my house, I have to watch the way Kenna smiles at Del. And the way Del looks at Kenna. He must have been watching for us, ready to appear on the sidewalk in his pajamas and bare feet. He often makes a point of coming out to talk to Jane, but he’s not there to say hi to my friend this morning.

He wants to see Kenna.

So do I.

I want to see her naked, spread out on the bed, with my hand between her legs. I want to taste every inch of her.

I force myself to take a deep breath instead of grinding my teeth. I know I’m acting irrationally. I was like this at the beginning with Amy. I wanted to be with her all the time and resented others who claimed her attention. It didn’t matter if they were friends, co-workers or strangers on the street that she simply smiled at—I didn’t want to share her.

It’s not that I’m jealous…

Okay, it’s jealousy. But I can control it. I can get past this.

Stop smiling at her, Del!

He has to tear his eyes away from Kenna when she finally walks away with Jane.

“How was your walk this morning?” Del asks cheerfully as he follows me inside the house.

“It was fine.”

Fine, the universal word for explaining that things are anything but fine.

I keep my thoughts to myself as Del goes about getting ready for work. As I step out of the shower, he pokes his head in the bathroom to kiss me goodbye.

“You okay?” he asks my reflection in the mirror.

“Of course. Why wouldn’t I be?”

Del shrugs his wide shoulders. He’s wearing a dark green polo shirt that brings out the colour of his eyes. “You seem a bit tense.”

I fight the urge to snort in disgust. “Everything is fine.”

***

It’s not until Kenna lies panting beside me that I finally relax. She’s flushed from her orgasm, lying bonelessly against the pillow, her dark blonde hair spread out around her.

She looks thoroughly fucked.

I made her scream. I made her beg, I made her tell me to fuck her. I did all that for her, wanting nothing in return.

Who does she belong to now?

Kenna’s getting better at ‘using her words’ as I call it, but I know she’s not comfortable touching me. It’s one thing to be on the receiving end of a woman’s caress when all you’ve known is the touch of men, but quite a different thing to be the one responsible for pleasuring another woman. Yesterday I took care of myself as I concentrated on Kenna, but today I know that’s not going to be enough.

All I want to do is grind into her, but I know it will frighten her off. And that’s the last thing I want to do.

“Use your vibrator,” I suggest. “It’s easier with toys.”

“It’s not that I don’t want to.” She sounds apologetic as she awkwardly grabs the toy. It’s about the size of a six inch skinny penis with a contoured tip that would be perfect for hitting my G-spot. It’s also bright pink. “I’m sorry I don’t know what to do.”

“Stop apologizing,” I tell her. Along with her comfort level, I have to work on Kenna’s confidence. She has to stop apologizing for everything.  “This is new for both of us.”

And it is; despite the women I’ve been with, I’m never the instigator. I’m not the aggressor. I take what they give me, and give back what they tell me to.

Or what they force me to do.

Kenna looks confused. “But you’ve…”

“I’ve been with women, but it’s different. I like to be told what to do. I guess you can call me more of a submissive, even with women.”

Kenna looks surprised. “Like BDSM?”

My breath hitches. “What do you know about that?” Please don’t say Fifty Shades of Grey.

“I read a book,” she admits hesitantly and my face falls. “A Sylvia Day book. And another one, Tiffany someone wrote it. I know they’re only books but still…”

I smile with relief. “I’ve read those. They’re much better than the Fifty Shades books.”

“Do you and Del…?” Kenna trails off with dismay. I have scared her. She’s not ready for me, what I really want.

My heart sinks. She’s not Amy.

But she’s Kenna and she’s here with me now.

“No,” I assure her. “Del’s not interested in anything like that.”

“But you—” 

I lean over and kiss her quiet. “Stop talking,” I murmur against her mouth. “Now, turn on the vibrator and fuck me with it.”

There’s a grim determination in Kenna’s face that makes me both want to smile and grimace. She’s eager to try—that’s good.

She looks as if she’s gearing up for some horrible task.

This is still new for her, I remind myself. And in another minute I’m not going to care what her face looks like because I need to be fucked right now.

Kenna flips on the vibrator and the buzz fills the room. “Use it on me like you would on yourself,” I instruct, spreading my legs and leaning back against the pillows. My hands reach for my nipples, rolling them between my fingers. Kenna touches the whirling tip gently along my clit and I gasp.

“Sorry!” She whips it away like it bit me.

“Put that back there,” I order. “Pretend you’re doing it to yourself. What do you like?”

Immediately, she presses the button to adjust the speed. “I like the buildup,” she says softly.

“Me too. Like foreplay.” I close my eyes as Kenna begins to move the toy between my legs.

My breathing deepens as Kenna explores my pussy with the pink tip. I pretend it’s Amy holding the vibrator—recalling the time she teased me forever, making me finally grab her hand and push it against myself.

Even with Kenna’s fumbling ministrations, it’s not going to take long. She slides the toy into my wetness, moving slowly, inch by inch.

“Hard,” I gasp. “Fuck me hard with it.” I don’t open my eyes because I can’t watch the resolve on Kenna’s face any longer. I need the release. I need to come.

The vibrator is thrust inside me; pulled out. In, out. Again and again. Faster. Harder. It’s good but it’s not enough. I reach for my clit, my fingers moving in frantic circles.

I don’t realize I’m moaning until the first shudders begin to rack my body. My back arches, I thrust against the toy as Kenna fucks me with it.

“Harder,” I gasp again. I give a stifled scream as she hits my G-spot. “There. More. Oh, god, faster, fuck me harder!”

Kenna does her best as I rub my clit to bring me closer. And then I feel her fingers against mine as she tries to take over.

The simple touch brings the slow moving orgasm upon me and I explode in waves of pleasure. I ride it for as long as I can, hips thrusting, as Kenna rubs my clit, but just as it subsides, she pulls the vibrator out and sets it alongside my sensitive clit.

Instantly, I come again with a sharp cry. Kenna keeps it there for a long moment, slowly circling the nub until I can’t stand the waves of intense pleasure.

“Enough,” I gasp, falling limp against the pillows as she takes the toy away.

“Was that all right?” she asks urgently.

I open my eyes to give her a weak smile and a thumb up.
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William calls me again this afternoon.

He sent me several texts yesterday and except the first one, I deleted them all Not before I spent long minutes staring at the words and imagining the things he would do to me if I let him.

I’m glad Kenna seems to be progressing, but I need more.

The first time William calls, I don’t answer the phone. I watch his number light up my screen until it fades to darkness and voice mail. I’m proud of myself for not answering and I return to checking orders and emailing clients without checking the voice mail.

This resolve lasts about fifteen minutes before my mind begins to wander to a scene between me and William that took place years ago. It was before Del, when I had been involved with a woman named Lisbeth. Like always, William had been on the fringes of my life, waiting for the right moment to step forward and suck me back in. I’m not sure why I agreed to meet him that day but I did, filled with giddy anticipation mixed with guilt about betraying Lisbeth.

The scene was set when I walked in to his office; the bindings lying loose on the floor, the desk clear of papers. William stood in the centre of his room, looking uncharacteristically casual with his tie loosened and shirt sleeves rolled up.

Slapping a tiny riding crop against his hand.

He didn’t have to say a word. A raised eyebrow was instruction enough for me to begin to unbutton my blouse with trembling fingers. 

“You’re so wet,” he said in a low voice when I was in position, leather shackles binding my wrists and ankles to the legs of his vast desk. His hand was busy between my legs. “Have you been thinking of me?”

“Yes.” There was no point lying to him; we both know how much he consumed my thoughts, even when I was with someone else.

I had hoped Lisbeth would have been able to cure me of this addiction, but as much as I loved her, I still found myself tied to William’s desk in the middle of the day.

“My secretary is outside the door,” William warned me, stroking my ass with the leather crop. “You have to be quiet.” I loved how he sounded so formal one moment, and so harsh and dirty the next.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“You’re not very good at being quiet, are you?” Without giving me a chance to respond, William smacked the slapper against my cheek. I bit my lips to stifle my gasp.

“I will be,” I promised him.

“Really?” My legs were spread wide enough for him to slap the leather against my freshly waxed pussy in quick blows. “Because I’ll punish you if you’re not quiet.”

“No…I’ll be good…” William had strapped me to the desk with leather cuffs, and was using a riding crop on me. What other punishment could he be thinking of?

He could be thinking of a lot.

“Good. Or not.” Another slap of leather against my skin, before stroking it between my legs. I gasped as he brushed it roughly against my clit. “Quiet. Or Mrs. Newman will come in here.”

“Mrs.—who?”

“My new executive assistant. She enjoys doling out punishments,” William said in a thick voice.

I wondered if William had been the recipient of such punishments. But I knew better than to ask such a thing. Especially when the crop came down hard on my right cheek.

It was as if William knew what I was thinking.

“It might be interesting to find out what she thinks of you,” William mused.

“No!” I gasped.

“No?” William asked, quick slaps of the crop against my ass. “I really don’t see how you have much of a say in the matter, Iliya. I can do whatever I like with you right now.”

William was right. He could do what he wanted with me, use me however he liked.

But I trusted him. I knew he would never hurt me; or at least not more than I could take. I knew he would make it enjoyable for me.

“I want you,” I muttered, into the desk.

“Excuse me? Did you say something?” He paused, the crop tucked between my legs.

“I want you,” I told him loudly. I might have been in a relationship with Lisbeth, but I always came back to William. He was a drug for me. He knew my body more intimately than anyone, knew my wants and desires better than I did myself.

“Are you sure about that? You’re still with the lovely Lisbeth, aren’t you?”

“Yes, but…I want you.”

“What do you want me to do?” William switched gears, speaking in a silky voice. He replaced the crop between my legs with his hand, cupping my pussy and smoothing his thumb along my inner thigh. I wanted his fingers inside me; I wanted his cock. I loved being with Lisbeth but it had been a while since I’ve felt a hard, hot cock inside me…

“Fuck me,” I muttered.

“What did you say?” I felt the sharp snap of leather. “You’ll have to do better than that.”

“Fuck me…please.”

William’s hand was back between my legs, his finger slipping inside me, sliding out to circle my clit, again and again, until I forgot about the crop in his other hand.

“Right here?” He thrust his fingers inside me, and I moaned.

“Yes, please.”

“And here?” The tickle of leather at my ass.

“Yes. Please.” I was ready to agree to anything then. All I could concentrate on were William’s fingers, but then they disappeared a second before he shoved his cock in me.

“Be quiet,” he growled as I cried out. He thrust into me roughly and I could only grasp the edge of the desk as he fucked me. Hard and fast, his hands gripping my hips tight enough to leave marks. I tried to stay quiet, but a few low moans escaped. “Be…quiet…” he ordered, pulling a hunk of my hair and twisting it around his hand to force my head up.

“Yes…so good.”

“You like this? You like me fucking you like this?” William pulled out, and slammed back into me, sending my legs crashing into the side of the desk.

“Yes!” The word was a whispered scream and he repeated the move. “Oh god!”

“Quiet!” Letting go of my hair, he covered my mouth with his hand, stifling the cries I was unable to control.

He fucked me relentlessly. William was an imaginative genius when it came to punishments, but he was also a master at straight fucking. Already I was close to climax, moaning uncontrollably into his hand even before his fingers found my clit. Quick, frantic rubbing and I was almost screaming from the pleasure of it.

And then he pulled his cock from my pussy and I felt the pressure of the tip against my ass. His fingers were still on my clit as I gasped aloud, both from the pain and pleasure, and then he pushed inside, moving slowly until the pain was gone and I was crying out against his palm again. 

Not long…a few more strokes and I was at the edge, poised on the desk with a wordless scream until William sent me crashing over.

Why was that scene on my mind? While enjoyable, it wasn’t one of the most memorable times with William. Could it be because of Del in my office last night? He bent me over my desk and fucked me. It was good, even without the restraints and whip. Del showed me the tenderness that William lacked.

Sometimes William had been gentle…

It had been good with Del, but I want my sex to be hard, rough. So rough it’s painful.

And Del won’t fuck me like that and I can’t ask him to.

William knows exactly how I want it. And that is why I can’t let go of him. I’m addicted to what he does to my body.

Which is why I answer my phone the next time he calls.

“You’re avoiding me,” is his response to my wearied greeting.

“No, I’m—yes. I am avoiding you,” I tell him honestly.

“Why did you leave the other night?”

“I’m married.”

A low chuckle. “That’s never stopped you before.”

“I told you, William, I can’t. Del and I have a friend—”

“Ah, yes, the little girl. The one who asked me for help with. Kenna MacTavish.”

“I never told you her name!” I cry.

“How long have you known me, Iliya?” William asks wryly. “Haven’t you figured out there’s nothing about you I can’t discover?”

“How?” I know William has kept track of me over the years, but I never understood to what extent. It explains how he always knows when to appear back into my life.

William may be my addiction, but I’m his obsession.

The thought should be sending shivers through my body; I should be afraid and disgusted. I should be hanging up the phone to call the police for a restraining order, checking my computer for spyware and my phone for tracking devices.

Instead, inexplicably, I feel safe.

“I’ve known you for almost twenty years,” I muse. “Have you always been watching me?”

“Your new friend Ms. MacTavish is doing quite well for herself,” William says, refusing to answer my question. “Her books are selling well and she’s poised to break into the international market. I’m impressed with her. I’m not surprised the ex-husband wants a piece of the action. Luckily, his attorney was open to…suggestions…” I can’t bring myself to ask what kind of suggestion William made. I don’t want to know. “They have now withdrawn the motion. Apparently, Mr. Clayton’s new fiancée seemed quite taken with the thought of Ms. MacTavish’s royalty cheques.”

“Who?”

“Isaac Clayton? Ms. MacTavish’s ex-husband.”

“Oh. I—” I don’t want to admit I didn’t know Kenna’s married name. I doubt Kenna knows Isaac is engaged, either. I’m not going to be the one to tell her in case it leads to another night of drunken sex.

I would have never expected it to a habit of hers, one I’ll have to break.

“You should find out a few things about your new friend before you invite her into your life,” William suggests. “I can tell you everything you need to know.”

“I don’t want to know that.” I’m both horrified and tempted at the thought of finding out more about Kenna.

“Iliya, please. You know how important you are to me. Do you really expect me to allow someone full access to your life without a cursory background check?”

“I never asked you too,” I tell him weakly.

“And you’ll never need to ask me.” William’s voice turns soft, sweet, a tone I’ve rarely heard before.

Only once before…

“You mean everything to me, Iliya. What do I have to do for you to believe that?”

“William…”

“Meet me for lunch. Dinner. Nothing will happen, I promise. We’ll just talk. You can tell me about your life.”

“Seems you know everything about it.”

A sharp intake of breath. “Are you afraid of me, Iliya? Because everything we’ve done has been consensual. It’s what you want, too.”

“It’s not that…” I trail off, unsure of how to word my feelings. “It’s the connection we have, William. It’s been almost twenty years and I still can’t -”

“Stop thinking about me? Stop imagining what we’ve done? What you still want to do?”

“Yes,” I reply in a quiet voice. “This thing between us—this connection. It gets in the way of my life at times. It’s very intense. Distracting.”

William pauses. “Shouldn’t that tell you something?” he finally asks.

“What?”

“That we should be together.”
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Thursday morning, I’m impatient to be able to get to Kenna.

I haven’t been able to stop thinking about her since my conversation with William yesterday. I think about Kenna instead of contemplating what William said.

Being with him.

It’s not an option. It can never be.

And now I need Kenna to work her magic on me; distract me so I won’t agree to meet William. Because I’m not sure what would happen if I did.

After our walk, Del comes out to greet us again. I knew he would.

I watch Del and Kenna intently, noticing their attentiveness. The playful banter. The easy laughter. The light in Del’s eyes when he looks at Kenna. The quick smiles from Kenna.

Do they realize what’s going on?

Or maybe it’s nothing. Maybe I’m being over-sensitive. This is something new and exciting for the three of us; I’m sure I look at Kenna the same way Del is. I look forward to seeing her as much as he does.

I have to wait for Del to leave for work before I can rush over to Kenna’s. As he kisses me good-bye, I feel a twinge of guilt for not telling him what’s going on.

Why don’t I tell him?

He always understands my needs; I’m sure he’d accept how I want time alone with Kenna.

But then I might have to explain why; why it’s so important to be with Kenna, because she keeps my mind of William and what I want him to do to me.

Thursday morning Kenna opens the door to me with a quick smile and a kiss hello. She’s still adorably awkward with me in front of Jane, and especially in front of Del, but at least she’s able to be affectionate with me in private.

How will she behave when it’s the three of us together?

Will she be able to divide her affections between Del and I? It had been easy for Amy. I never felt slighted, or thought she preferred Del to me. That she favoured Del’s touch, his kisses more than me.

I wonder if Kenna will be able to manage that.

Kenna is fresh and warm under her robe and hesitates only a moment when I suggest a bath.

“I haven’t had a bath in years,” she admits, pouring a good amount of fruity smelling liquid under the water.

“I love soaking in a tub,” I tell her, shedding my clothes as the water rises. “And you have a nice big one.”

“My sister insisted,” Kenna winces. “It was the only part of the house I took her advice on.”

“Ah, the home renovation expert.”

“Did you really not know who Kelsie was that first day when you came over?” Kenna asks uncertainly. “When you were looking at my pictures and Jane recognized her?”

I remember the first glimpse into Kenna’s life, only two weeks ago. She had been a different creature—shy, withdrawn, fearful of any interaction.

I take credit for bringing her out of her shell. She’s a different woman now. I’m sure Del, being the writer, would have come up a beautifully lyrical comparison to Kenna being a butterfly emerging from her chrysalis, but not me. I’ll just give myself a pat on the back for saving her.

“Of course I recognized her,” I scoff. “Her face is on bus shelters across the city.”

“I think she’s on a few buses, too.” Kenna has drawn away from me, her shoulders hunching, pulling back into herself at my confession.

I pull her forward to unknot the tie on her robe. “But I also recognized you must have been compared to your sister your whole life. I didn’t want you to think I was doing that. I thought it was better to say I didn’t know who she was. Was it?”

“Yes,” Kenna admits with a wistful smile.

“I think that should be enough water,” I tell her with a glance at the tub. “After all, they’ll be two of us in there. Don’t want to overflow your bathroom and have to call the expert in.”

“I’m not sure how I’d explain that to my sister.”

Now would be the time to tell Kenna where I recognized her sister from. It might have been Kelsie’s first time at one of Megan and Paul’s parties, or it could have been her twentieth. I remember years ago watching her from across the room, deliberating on whether to make a move on the tall blonde. But then Kelsie disappeared with a man and a woman into one of the bedrooms with a bottle of champagne and it was the last time I saw her at one of the parties.

She might understand more than Kenna thinks.

But I hold my tongue. Just like Kenna doesn’t want to be compared to her sister, I don’t want her to judge me on the company I keep. If I tell her about seeing Kelsie, she would pepper me with questions about the party.

“We don’t have to explain anything,” I assure her. “And we don’t have to talk about your sister at all.” I push the robe off her shoulders and smile appreciatively at her naked body. “You never seem to be wearing clothes around me.”

Kenna flushes, which is what I hoped for. “It’s just that—I wear clothes when we walk with Jane!”

“Well, I would hope so.” I smile beguilingly at her. “I like teasing you.”

“I’m not used to it,” she admits.

“I got that.” I quickly strip off my clothes and step into the tub because I know Kenna isn’t about to make the first move. “Coming to join me?” I hold out my hand before I sink into the bubbles.”

“How? Where?”

I settle in front of the tap and point to the other end. “Sit there so I can watch your tits poke up out of the water.” I laugh as Kenna flushes red again. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but I like talking dirty. Do you have a problem with me calling them tits?”

“No.” Her hands flex instinctively, like she’s about to cover herself.

“Good. Sit. Enjoy the bubbles with me. Enjoy me in the bubbles.”

“I can do that,” she smiles hesitantly.

A wave of water splashes onto the floor as Kenna settles down against the back of the porcelain. The tub is extra long, sized to fit Kenna’s long legs. I pull them on either side of me and wrap a hand around one of her calves.

Her skin is smooth as I stroke her leg. When she lies against the sloped back, her nipples peer out of the water, like a child watching a movie they’re not supposed to see. 

“I’ve never had a bath with anyone before,” she marvels, resting her hands onto of the mounds of bubbles.

“Not your husband?”

“No—he wasn’t into things like that.”

“Like being intimate with his wife?” I don’t bother to hide the sarcasm in my voice.

“He didn’t like being intimate in unusual places.”

“I wouldn’t call the bathtub unusual.”

“Isaac would.”

I bite my tongue before I make some comment about how this is the man who cheated on her. Slogging off the ex-husband is never a good idea; especially with Kenna. Even after two years of being apart, I get the sense things are still pretty raw for Kenna.

“I did take baths with my sister,” Kenna offers. “And once with my friend, Asha. But we kept our bathing suits on, so it wasn’t like a real bath. We just played.”

“With each other?” I have to ask, if only to see her blush again.

Which she does. Her entire body is now a pretty shade of pink from the heat of the water. I would have thought Kenna is a redhead from how sensitive her skin is.

But I know for a fact she’s not.

“No,” Kenna is quick to respond. “We never—I wasn’t…” She swallows visibly. “It was a long time ago.”

“And things have changed. Did you ever think you’d be in a bathtub with another woman before? Naked?”

“Never,” she says in a low voice.

“Did you ever fantasize about women? Maybe a friend…a teacher…”

“No.” Kenna shakes her head apologetically. “Not until I met you, anyway.”

I smile. “I like knowing people fantasize about me.”

“I did—do,” she confesses with a shy smile.

“What did you think about?” It’s too tempting not to ask. As I continue to stroke Kenna’s leg, I notice her fight to relax.

“I—I don’t know!”

“Don’t be embarrassed,” I tell her. “I’m well on my way to knowing your body better than your ex-husband ever did.”

“I don’t think that’s too hard,” she says ruefully.

“So what did you want me to do n your fantasy?” I press.

Kenna stares into the bubbles for a long moment. “Your mouth,” she says finally and with difficulty. “I wanted it…” She points down between her legs.

“You like that.” Her response is the briefest nod, but at least it’s something. “Did your husband do that to you? Go down on you? Lick you? Eat you?”

“No—once. In the early days. I don’t think he liked it.”

“Maybe he didn’t know what to do,” I suggest, thinking it was more likely Isaac was a selfish son-of-a-bitch unconcerned with his wife’s satisfaction.

“It doesn’t seem too difficult,” she says sarcastically.

“No?” I ask eagerly. “Then I’m in for a treat!” This time Kenna’s entire face turns a vivid shade of red and I laugh at her discomfort. “Don’t worry. You can take all the time you want with me. So,” I take pity on her. “He was the only one?”

Kenna shakes her head furtively, a shy smile on her lips. “When I was seventeen. Aaron.”

“Ah! Tell me about this Aaron,” I demand.

“There’s not much to tell,” she sighs. “We fooled around for a couple of weeks one summer. One night we were behind the school on the bleachers…”

“Tell me more,” I insist when she trails off.

“I was sitting at the top and he was underneath…I was wearing a skirt and he pulled off my panties…”

“Was it good?”

Kenna sighs again, a sound that leaves no question to what she thought of the act. “It was what I fantasized about. Until you.”

“Well, then,” I tell her, pulling at her legs, the water sloshing over the rim of the tub as she slides towards me, until she’s straddling me. “Let’s see if I can live up to that fantasy.” Cupping her ass with both hands, I enjoy the feel of the taunt muscles, and pull her closer so she’s pressed against my pussy. I thrust up with my hips, grinding against her and a soft sound escapes from her throat.

The sight of a naked Kenna excited me; the touch of her skin against mine has enflamed me.

I want her. All of her.

I bury my lips against her neck, my hands caressing her back. Kenna is slowly moving against me, with eyes closed and head thrown back. I’m not sure she realizes what she’s doing. It tells me her body is reacting to me, to my touch.

“Am I better than Aaron?” I whisper into her ear. “When I tongue you?”

I’m holding her close to feel the shiver. “Yes.”

“And you like me doing that?” I trail the tip of my tongue from the spot behind her ear to her jaw and she gasps aloud. She whimpers when I flutter it against the hollow in her throat. “Do you want me to do it again?”

Kenna makes a wordless sound I take to be consent.

She’s so quick to respond, to become so close to losing control.

I slip my hand between our bodies, slipping a finger inside her. “You’re so wet,” I whisper. “Do I make you wet?”

My mouth is still at her throat so I feel her nod. She exhales in a huff as I use my thumb against her clit.

“You can tell me to fuck you, you know,” I say in a low voice. “Tell me you want my mouth on your pussy…tell me what you want.”

“Please…”

“I’m frustrating you making you wait, aren’t I? My fingers feel good but you want my mouth, don’t you? You don’t want to wait any longer?”

“No…”

“Tell me what you want me to do?” I demand. Kenna may be responsive but I need her to be able to tell me what she wants. Eventually, I’ll need her to tell me what to do.

I can wait for that.

“Sit on the edge,” I tell her. I take her waist in my hands and lift her off me, away enough so she can pull herself to the foot wide tiled shelf where the tub meets the wall. When she’s settled, I kneel before her, pushing her legs open. “Tell me what you want. You need to practice.”

“Iliya…” she groans.

I kiss her stomach, holding her hips in my hands, tonguing her belly button. “You feel that in your pussy, don’t you? Right in your cunt.”

Another wordless moan, but this time she pushes me head down.

“That’s a start,” I praise, sliding two fingers inside her wet warmth. I glance up as I fuck her with my fingers, seeing her staring down with a reluctant fascination. “Have you ever tasted yourself?”

Kenna shakes her head. I keep thrusting, staring at her reaction but then abruptly stop, bringing my fingers up to her open mouth. She takes them in like a baby greedily accepting a bottle.

“Good.” I crouch in the water, and begin kissing her inner thigh, first one and then the other. Kenna’s breathing is audible over the sloshing of the water, soft whimpers, little pants. The anticipation is almost killing her.

Enough is enough. Spreading her with my thumbs, I touch the tip of my tongue to her clit and Kenna cries out. “This is what you want, isn’t it?”

I’m not waiting for a response, but I get one anyway. Kenna pushes my head against her waiting pussy. “Please,” she begs. “Now.”

Long slow lashes of my tongue, probing between her slick folds and crevasses, Kenna’s ragged breathing urging me on.

I explore every inch of her pussy, pushing my tongue deep inside of her, teasing her puckered ass before I focus on her clit.

“More,” she pants. “There.”

Playtime is over, I decide. Kenna can’t wait much longer.

And neither can I.

I alternate frantic laps of my tongue against her clit with hard sucking, and Kenna’s cries fill the bathroom. At the same time, I copy the movements on my own pussy with my fingers.

I imagine Amy is fingering me.

I’m close, almost as close as Kenna. Frantically rubbing my clit, I increase the pressure against Kenna’s clit.

“Oh…oh my god,” she gasps. “So good…don’t stop…ever.”

I suck her clit and feel her body jerking as the spasms race through her limbs, a long, low scream as she comes.  I continue, on and on, licking and sucking, fingers thrusting inside of her until she’s begging for me to stop because she can’t take anymore. And then I come, with a groan that makes Kenna shriek with the extra vibration.

Only then do I stop and leaning back in the cooling water with a big smile on my face.
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Kenna lends me her robe and pulls a sweatshirt on as we sit on the couch together, her legs thrown over mine.

“You have nice legs,” I tell her, stroking them with one hand as I hold my mug with the other. If I’m planning to continue these morning visits, I’ll have to make sure Kenna has coffee in her house. Tea is good when you’re sick and for trips to London and that’s about it.

“I’ve always thought they were too skinny.” Kenna makes a face.

“No. Definitely not too skinny.” I take a sip of tea and fight not to wince at the taste. “So, let’s talk.”

“What’s wrong?” Kenna’s expression turns to wariness.

“Nothing,” I laugh. “I just want to talk. Get to know you. While I do feel I’ve gotten to know you quite well,” I pretend to leer at her breasts and Kenna giggles. “We haven’t been able to really talk. I want to know you better. We’ve been kind of busy for that.”

“Kind of.” Kenna blushes again. “I’ve been talking to Del,” she adds. “On the phone. Am I supposed to tell you that?”

“Why wouldn’t you?” Even though I know I know about it, Kenna bringing up Del stings a little.

I need Kenna to think of me first, not Del. Not compare me to Del. This arrangement is for me.

I know it’s selfish, but I have limitations and not being the centre of attention isn’t good for me.

“You told me you’ve never been a woman before; tell me about the men,” I urge.

“There hasn’t been that many,” Kenna says in a self-deprecating manner.

“Then you can give me more details about them!”

Kenna shrugs and shifts on the couch, but not moving enough for my hand to fall off her leg. “So, here goes—Isaac was my first and then when I went back to New Brunswick after Isaac and I split up, there was Jamie Robinson, who was a drunken hook-up. Erik was the one-night guy, the night before I met you.” She spreads her hands. “And that’s it.”

“What about the Aaron guy? On the bleachers?”

Kenna’s cheeks turn pink and I know she’s remembering what happened in the bath. “That was the last night with Aaron,” she confesses. “The next day my sister announced she was pregnant, and I—it kind of scared me off sex for a while.”

That explains a lot. “I can understand that,” I say instead. “So—three men. Were they good? Did they satisfy you?” Kenna shrugs. “No?”

“I thought it was okay. At least with Isaac. I didn’t really know any different.”

“And now you do?”

She smiles. “What about you? How many—who have you been with?”

I laugh. “More than three. I don’t think I’ll give you a list.”

I’m not sure I can.

“Give me the highlights,” Kenna urges. “So I can get to know you, too.”

I raise an eyebrow, wondering how much to tell her.  How much I can share without scaring her away. “William was my first serious relationship,” I begin, leaving out the fact that William had been married and his wife had enjoyed my company as well. “He is—was—older. Quite a bit older. And there was Nick, a few years later. We often invited other women to join us.”

“Threesomes?” Kenna clarifies.

I nod. “We both enjoyed it. I was with him for a few years and after we broke up, I took a break from relationships. I was a unicorn for a few couples.” I watch Kenna’s expression to see how she reacts to that news, and I’m pleasantly surprised. No shock or disgust; just curiousity.

“I read about those,” she says.

“And where would you read about something like that?” A smile quirks at my lips because she blushes.

“On-line. I did…I looked up…it’s kind of like research, you know. I need to know these things,” Kenna says with a mixture of embarrassment and guilt.

Does she really need to know these things? I’m the one pulling her in.

“How long were you a…unicorn?” Kenna asks before my twinge of guilt gets any stronger.

“For a while.” Should I tell her it was until William appeared in my life again, this time with a new wife? “I made some good friends.”

“Really? You’re able to be friends with someone after that.” She looks down at my hand on her leg. “I’m not friends with anyone I had sex with.”

“I think it’s a little different with me,” I explain. “It’s a small community. Unless real feelings are involved, it’s not too difficult to stay friends.”

“And were real feelings involved?”

I answer carefully. “Tia is still one of my best friends. And Declan—I’m still very close with him. But it’s not like I was an Amy for anyone.”

“Amy. She’s the one - how long were you with her?” Kenna asks quietly.

“Three years. And there were real feelings involved.”

“With—what about Del?” Her hesitation suggests Kenna might be developing real feelings for my husband.

It’s too soon.

I need more time with her. Especially after finding out about Amy’s visit the other night. Not only did they hook up the other night, something Del was forthcoming about, but then he told me she stopped by our house on Sunday night when I was out with Tia.

Did Amy stop by for Del, or was she hoping to see me?

I have a horrible suspicion that it was Del Amy was hoping to see. More of Del. I always knew they had a connection, but I assumed my link with both of them was stronger. I was in control of the relationship; it was Del and me, and Amy and me. Never Del and Amy.

I need more time with Kenna to strengthen our relationship. I need it to be Iliya and Kenna first, and then Kenna and Del. I need to come first for both of them.

“We were both very close to Amy,” I tell her, remembering the sight of Amy straddling my husband, head thrown back in ecstasy. Did she have the same expression on her face when he fucked her in the car? What happened the other night when she came over? Del refused to tell me.

What if I tell Kenna about Del and Amy, how it still seems to be continuing, despite Del’s claims the relationship is over?

“And now?” she presses. “Are the three of you still close?”

I don’t blame Kenna for asking these questions. She wants to know where Del and I stand with an old lover. I think she should have asked these questions before she fell into bed with me, but I guess I didn’t give her much of a chance for Twenty Questions.

“I haven’t seen her,” I tell her in a clipped voice. “I know Del has spoken to her. I think he resolved things with her. Maybe he got closure.” Will she ask me what happened between them? Because I’ll tell her.

“But you haven’t.”

“I haven’t seen her. Plus, I don’t think I need it Closure, that is.”

Closure. It’s such a Generation X term.  A word that implies answers and acceptance and letting go of what was.

Do I have that with Amy?

I’m not sure. I’ve been so caught up with the newness of Kenna, and William’s sudden appearance, I haven’t given much thought about Amy being ripped from my life. Or my hurt and disappointment that it was Del, who got a last chance with her, not me.

I miss her. And once I admit that, a gaping hold opens within me.

Kenna is watching me. “You were together for three years,” she says softly. “Regardless of how it ended, you need closure, too. So you’re not waiting for her to walk back in the door someday.”

“Is that how it was for you and Isaac?” I wonder.

Kenna nods. “For a long time. I knew in my head he didn’t even know where I lived but that first year after we split up, I never wanted to leave the house because I expected him to show up at the door and want me back. I didn’t want to miss him.”

“And now?”

“Now I get a twinge when the doorbell rings, but lately it’s because I think it might be you.”

“That’s nice.” I caress her leg.

“You’ve helped…you’ve really helped me get over Isaac. I mean, I was over him—here.” Kenna taps her forehead. “But I’m not sure my heart believed it. Even if he showed up, I knew I’d never, ever take him back, but I still wanted him to try. You should talk to Amy, or see her, just so your heart knows for sure it’s over.”

I give a bark of laughter. “You’re telling me to go see my old girlfriend?”

“Well, it’s not like I’m telling you to have sex with her!”

Kenna has no idea that’s exactly what might happen.

OceanofPDF.com


9

When I leave Kenna’s, I decide to take her advice and head straight to the pub where Amy works. I don’t go home to shower, to change or get my car. I walk past the high school, picturing Del standing in front of a class. He’ll be teaching them grammar rules like when to use their, there and they’re, why Shakespeare is the equivalent of Kanye West and if you don’t write poetry, you can kiss a career as a rap artist goodbye.

Del is a good teacher. He relates to kids whereas I think they’re nothing more than snot-nosed brats.

I keep my head down when I pass the school, hoping Del won’t happen to glance out the window as I go by. The Thirsty Trout, the pub where Amy is working, is close.

Will Amy even be there?

When I walk through the door of the pub, my eyes take a moment to adjust from the bright April morning sun. Once I blink away the dark spots, Amy is standing before me.

“What are you doing here, Iliya?” she demands.

“Nice to see you, too.” My gaze skirts away from her—it hurts seeing her—and I nod my chin at a table in the far corner. “Got a minute to talk?”

“Depends on what you want to talk about?” she replies mulishly but drops her sullen expression as I turn my eyes back on her. “Yeah. Let me finish what I was doing.”

Amy heads back to the bar and I head for the table. Seeing her makes my heart throb, like when I fell off my bike when I was a little girl and my skinned knee pulsed with pain.

I didn’t think I missed her that much.

I take the time to look around the pub, a tiny dark space with a scattering of tables between the door and the bar. Three different soccer games play on the televisions. A lone patron sits at on a barstool and I watch Amy speak to him.

“Here,” she says as she slides the glass tall glass of ice water, complete with both lemon and lime slices affixed to the rim in front of me. “I remember how you like both.”

“It hasn’t been that long. I didn’t think I’m that forgettable.”

“A lot has happened in a short time.” Amy keeps her tone light as she sits across from me. “New playmate. William’s back.”

“You’ve seen my husband.” My tone is light even as I’m curious about how she knows about William.

“Isn’t that why you’re here? To get your share of me?” Amy smirks.

She knows me too well.

But I take my turn to smirk. “I think my husband and I have made it clear we’ve finished sharing you.”

“Maybe you. Del on the other hand…” Amy shrugs.

“I’m not here for a pissing contest,” I snap. “I know what happened with you and

Del.”

“Which time? Did he tell you I stopped by the other night?”

I manage to keep my face blank, unwilling to let her see my anger. I can handle knowing Del and Amy had been together but Del and Amy together in our home without me is something entirely different. And for Amy to make her snide little comments…

“He told me,” I tell her, keeping my voice light with difficulty.

Amy reaches over takes my glass. Casually, she pushes the lemon and lime slices into the water and takes a long sip, her eyes meeting mine over the edge of the glass. “Don’t worry—he turned me down,” Amy continues, pushing the glass back towards me.  “Seems like your new little friend has gotten her claws in pretty deep.”

“Del knows it’s over with you,” I tell her harshly.

“Do you? Why are you here, Iliya?” Amy asks. The gentleness of her tone strikes a blow at my defenses. I glance around the pub again, wondering why I came.

“I don’t know,” I finally mutter, gripping the glass, my hand wet from the condensation.

“What’s wrong?”

She sounds like she cares.

“It’s not the same,” I tell her in a low voice.

“With your new friend?” Amy guesses. “So the three of you—” Wordlessly I shake my head. “You wanted some one-on-one action with her before the big date. Like with me?”

“It’s not like it was with you,” I attempt to explain.

“Well, of course not, because it’s not me.” Amy smiles affectionately and the sight of it makes me clutch her hand across the table. It’s warm and soft and I feel a rush of nostalgia for our time together.

“She looks like you.” I have no idea what makes me admit that to her.

“I don’t know if that’s nice or kind of creepy.” She gives my hand a squeeze but doesn’t release it.

“She’s nothing like you, though,” I insist. “Kenna is shy and sweet…”

“And obviously not doing it for you in the bedroom…”

“It was her first time,” I snap defensively.

“With a woman, or with anyone?”

“With a woman. She was married before.”

“It seems all this happened pretty quick. Del didn’t have anyone on his mind when I saw him last week.”

“When you had sex with him,” I remind her with a glance around to make sure no one is within earshot. “I know what happened and it doesn’t bother me in the least.” I sound almost believable but Amy knows me too well.

“It must bother you just a little bit.” She pinches her fingers together.

I smile archly in return. “When you were busy with my husband Tuesday night, I was at a party. William was there.”

“Uh huh.” Amy stares at me long enough to make me uncomfortable and I release her hand. “So it’s back to business with the two of you, then. And that’s why you need a new playmate.”

“Don’t call her that,” I snap.

“What would you like me to call her? Threesome participant? Girlfriend? Available woman?”

“She’s a friend.”

“Soon to be more.”

Frustrated, I push my chair away from the table. “I don’t know why I bothered to come here.”

Amy grabs my hand before I can storm off. And I’m in the mood to storm off. “Because you need to talk to someone and I’m still the best you’ve got. So sit down and tell me what’s going on.”

I stare down at her for a moment, weighing my options. Amy is right; I do need to get this off my chest. Amy waits with a rueful expression on her face. “William is back,” I admit, sitting down. “At the party we—it was just like before.”

Amy leans forward, a salacious gleam in her eye. She likes to hear details, just like Del. But I would never tell Del about William. “How many?”

“I’m not telling you anything.” I shouldn’t have brought it up.

“You know you want to,” she wheedles.

“Why do you want me to tell you anything? It’ll only get you excited and then where will you be?”

Amy shrugs and I’m struck again at how pretty she is, with big blue eyes and a wide mouth that reminds me of Kenna.

Would Kenna want to know details of my tryst with William?

No. I don’t think she would. I don’t think she’d want anything to do with me if she knew what I’ve done.

“I’m making out okay on my own.” Amy winks at me. “Plus, I’m sure there’s a party at Megan and Paul’s I can hit this week. Maybe we can go together.”

“I don’t think that would be a good idea,” I tell her primly.

“But it would be fun. We had fun together, didn’t we Ili?”

Her smile awakens so many memories of her and I; of the three of us. Can it be like that with Kenna?

“We did.” I sigh. “You screwed it up, you know. I would have given you the money if you told us what was going on. You didn’t have to threaten Del. That was stupid of you.”

Amy’s face is bleak. “I know that now. I just didn’t think I had any options. I had to get him out of my life for good, and I thought this was the only way.”

“I miss you.” I didn’t realize I was going to tell her until the words are out of my mouth.

“You don’t have to miss me.” Amy’s expression is wistful and I have no doubt she wants to come back to us.

“I have Kenna now,” I tell her ruefully. “We have Kenna now.”

OceanofPDF.com


10

When I finally return home, I shower and start to get ready for tonight.

Going to see Amy made me realize how much I miss her. And how much I wish things had turned out differently.

But I’m ready to move on. I have Del and we have Kenna now. I’m confident things will work out the way I want them to. Kenna will be able to help me resist William and push down the darkness within.

Putting thoughts of Amy out of my mind as I dry my hair, I focus on what I have to do for tonight.

I’ve organized a trunk show for a new client, a young woman getting married in a few months. Even though I’ve done countless of these shows, I always feel a tinge of nerves.

By the time I’m finished, I hear Del in the kitchen as I come down the stairs. He whistles when he catches sight of me. “Looking good.”

I twirl for him, the skirt of my dress lifting around my knees, my bracelets jiggling. “New client, so I want to make an impression.”

“I don’t think you’ll have any problem,” he says, turning back to the boiling pot on the stove and giving it a stir. “Anyone I know?”

“No—and it’s strange because she didn’t come through as a referral.” Most of my clients come to me through others.

Del shrugs and I admire how his shoulders stretch his T-shirt. My husband is hot and regardless of what else is happening in my life, I always take pleasure in looking at him. “You’ve got a good website; I’m sure she stumbled across it.”

“Yes, but this has the potential to be huge. She’s getting married soon, so she’s looking for jewelry for the wedding, for her and her wedding party. Plus she says she’s starting a new job when she gets back from her honeymoon and wants to make a good impression…” I trail off, my voice rising with excitement.

Del grins at me before turning back to the stove. “You deserve it, babe.”

I step forward and cup Del’s ass. “If tonight goes well, do I deserve to have a piece of this ass when I come home?”

“Always,” he says over his shoulder.

“What are you making?” With my heels on, I’m tall enough to peer over his shoulder at the pots on the stove.

“White cheese pasta.” There’s a pause. “For Kenna.”

“Ah.” I pull back like I’ve been burnt. “I didn’t know you’re going over there tonight.” I manage to smooth out my frown before he turns to face me.

“It’s not likely she’d say anything in front of Jane when you’re walking,” he says. “Might seem kind of strange.”

“Might.” I still haven’t told him I’ve spent every morning with Kenna, but now isn’t the time. If Del is spending the entire evening with Kenna, then I’m not worrying about the few hours I’ve spent with her.

Del won’t be spending a few hours in bed with her.

“Are you—do you think—will you…?” I don’t often stumble and Del looks at me with surprise. 

“What’s wrong? You’re worried about me making a move without you there, aren’t you?”

“Well, you kind of surprised her with that kiss.”

I’m disgusted with my own level of hypocrisy.

But I can’t stop. Why can’t I accept the thought of Del and Kenna together?

“I don’t think it would surprise her now,” Del says easily. His expression changes to concern as I frown in response. “You’ve talked to her about it, right? She knows where we stand—what’s planned tomorrow night?”

“Yes, but I don’t think she’s planning a full court press from you tonight.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

What am I doing? What am I trying to prevent? How can I possibly be jealous at the thought of the two of them together? “You scared her off last time and I had to talk her off the edge. I’d like a little heads’ up if I have to do that again.”

Del takes his glasses off to rub his eye. “You don’t have to worry. Kenna and I are cool.” The way he says that makes me wonder if he and I are cool.

“Great. Happy to hear it. Have fun tonight,” I say breezily as I back out of the kitchen, putting some distance between me and Del’s dinner preparations.

“Good luck,” he says stiffly as I head for the door.

“Thanks,” I call. But I continue to stand with my hand on the doorknob for a long minute. Will he follow me? Will he kiss me goodbye? He always kisses me good-bye. “Bye!”

Del doesn’t come and I slam the door in response.

***

“I can’t thank you enough for tonight, Iliya!” Heidi’s enthusiasm is infectious as she comes up to me later as the trunk show is winding down. “I’ve found so many pretty things. I want you to help me dress for everything!” 

Despite my mood when I left the house, this evening has gone better than I could have hoped.

“I have no problem with that,” I tell the pretty blonde. And from the little I’ve seen from the house, I doubt Heidi will have trouble paying for my services. I’ve even gathered a few new clients from tonight, as well as an order form filled to the brim. I don’t remember ever having such a successful trunk show.

“You’re amazing.” Heidi gives me an impulsive hug and I smile as I pat her back. “I knew this would be fun when my uncle suggested the idea, but it’s been so much better than any of my expectations! The necklaces for my wedding party are so beautiful and go perfectly with the dresses and—”

“Who is your uncle?” I interrupt with a sinking feeling in my stomach.

“Oh!” Heidi claps her hand over her mouth. “He told me not to tell you!”

“Why the secrecy?”

It can’t be. He wouldn’t.

“I really don’t know. But he said not to mention it to you. I don’t see the big deal—”

“I don’t either,” I tell her firmly. “What’s his name? I have to know who to thank.”

“William Burgess.”

As soon as the name slips from her lips, my heart sinks.

How could William interfere in my professional life? Isn’t it bad enough for him to be in my thoughts, for my body to crave him? Does he have to be part of all of me?

“That’s so nice of him,” I say to Heidi with as much fake joviality as I can muster. “I’ll be sure to thank him.”

“But you can’t! You can’t let him know I told you.”

I put my finger to my lips. “Your secret is safe with me.”

My head is still spinning as I take my things out to the car at the end of the evening. Heidi is inside with her girlfriends finishing off the bottles of Prosecco I provided. As angry as I am by William’s interfering in my life, I have to be grateful for the connection. Not only was the evening a financial success, I like Heidi and I know I’ll enjoy working with her. Plus, I’m sure she’ll bring in more referrals. Heidi is part of an untouched market for me—younger than my usual clients, with a career not yet impeded by children. She travels, goes to galas and even as I suspect she doesn’t need my stylist expertise, she seems to want it.

I have a lot to thank William for.

And I suspect I’ll be given the chance.

“I’m not surprised to find you here,” I say in a calm voice, even though my stomach jumps with surprise.

When I take my things out to my car, William stands in the shadow , wearing a thin jacket over his V-neck sweater. He’s smiling as he steps forward, and I see the silver threaded through his dark hair.

When I click the lock, William opens the back door of the car for me.

“I suspected Heidi wouldn’t be able to keep it a secret,” William chuckles.

“It’s not her fault. I have ways of getting information.”

He takes the box from my arms and sets it on the seat as I roll my trunk to the back of the car and pack it. William is quickly by my side to help. “I’ve got it. Thanks.”

“Why don’t you have help?”

“Because I’m perfectly capable of doing it myself,” I tell him coldly. “Despite what you may think, I don’t need help with everything.”

“You’re annoyed with me.”

“You’re interfering with my business!”

“I put my niece in touch with a successful stylist that I knew she’d get along with. Tell me what I did wrong.”

“You’re stalking me!” My voice is loud and high-pitched, more from the tension of being so close to William, than any real anger with him.

“I resent that implication. Heidi loved you.”

“How can you possibility know that?”

William pulls out his phone. “Because she texted me three times tonight to thank me for putting the two of you together. The third one was to tell me the event ending soon and for me to come and have a drink with you to catch up.”

“What exactly did you tell her about me?” I say stiffly.

William tries to hide his smile. “That you were an old friend of Juliette’s that I hadn’t seen since our divorce. I said I was hoping to reconnect with you, and this might be a good opportunity.”

I bite my lip to hide my own smile. “How is Juliette these days?”

“I wouldn’t know. I’ve haven’t see her since the divorce.”

I have a vivid memory of a naked Juliette storming from the room the last time the three of us were together. William had tried to use the flogger on both of us but Juliette wanted nothing of it. Instead of following his wife, William whipped me with the leather tails and then fucked me thoroughly.

That had been the last straw for their marriage.

“I supposed a white lie is better than the truth in this situation,” I concede.

“It’s not entirely a falsehood. I do want to reconnect with you, Iliya, you know that.”

“William.” He takes my hand, rubbing his thumb across my palm.

His thumb, his fingers, his hands…the feel of his touch on my body, inside my body…

Such a simple touch has my insides turning to liquid.

“You’re cold,” he notes, immediately shrugging out of his jacket. “You’re never cold. Put this on.”

“You can’t do everything for me,” I complain, even though I’m grateful for the warmth of his coat.

His scent surrounds me, his eyes hold mine as he steps closer.

“You’re about to tell me you love your husband,” William says in his hypnotically authoritative voice. “I’m sure you do. But I enjoy fucking you too much to let you settle for one man, especially one who doesn’t consider your needs like I do.” 

I close my eyes as William pulls my hand against his crotch. “I know you, Iliya. I know what you need. Feel how much I want you right now. I want nothing more than to push you up against your pretty little car. I know you’re wearing underwear, and I’d be happy to rip them off. And then I’d like to bury my face in your pussy and tongue you until you’re screaming for me to stop, until every neighbour on the street hears you and gets so excited that they can’t stop from fucking their own partner.”

I gasp. William’s words are spoken in a clipped, formal tone, such a contrast to what he’s saying to me. My hand clenches against his hard cock.

“And then I want to spank your creamy white ass, because that’s what you want, don’t you. After that, I want to fuck you, slowly at first, until you’re grinding your hips against me, begging for more. And then I want to slam into you, one hand around your throat, the other in your pussy. I want to fuck you so hard until you come harder than you ever have before. Because I like nothing more than to make you come, Iliya, you know that don’t you?”

“Yes.” The word is barely a whisper. At this moment, listing to his voice, imaging the scene he’s describing, I want nothing more than for William to throw me against the car and do everything he’s promised. It is sex for us; it always has been. It’s hot, kinky, dirty, glorious sex. It’s been almost twenty years and I’ve never stopped wanting him.   

“And then do you know what I want?” William says in a low voice.

I can only whimper a response, shifting my weight to find some release from the overwhelming excitement he’s awoken in me.

“I want to take you home with me, Iliya and tuck you into bed beside me. I want to hold you until you fall asleep. And then I want to wake you up and fuck you all over again. Every day. Every night.”

“William…”

“I want you, Iliya. I want you for keeps this time. We’ve made mistakes. There were other people involved but now I’ve gotten tired of waiting for you. This is our time to be together. We’ve waited long enough.”

“You can’t mean…”

“I love you. I’ve always loved you. And I know you feel the same way. It’s not just sex between us. We’re the same person. We belong together. Now.”
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I can’t speak after William’s declaration. I can barely breathe. But I can run, and I do. I need to be as far away from him as I can. I pull out of his grasp and jump in my car, leaving him staring after me as I drive away.

If I didn’t leave, I was afraid I would throw myself on the hood of my car and beg him to fuck me, knowing that would have included everything that it entailed.

How could I consider such a thing? How can I want to be with him? I love Del—love him so much that my heart hurts from the sweetness of it. I want to be with my husband. But William is right. There is something that connects us and it’s clearly deeper than sex.

I can’t go home because I’m certain William will be there waiting for me. I picture William in the driveway, begging me to come with him, Del storming out of the house. What would they say to each other? What would I say? Even though William is the dominant in the bedroom, he is not a violent person. And Del hates confrontations. It would be a battle of words; two intelligent, articulate men fighting to keep me.

Or maybe it wouldn’t be. Maybe William would give up without a fight.

Or maybe Del would.

I’m ashamed to admit both of those options fill me with dread.

Instead of going home, I find myself parked in front of Kenna’s house, staring at the light streaming through the windows. It’s almost midnight; there’s no way Del could still be there.

Unless…

No. He wouldn’t. She wouldn’t.

Why does the thought of the two of them together bother me so much? Especially after William’s declaration?

I find myself pounding on Kenna’s door, desperate to see her, for her to take my mind of William.

Save me.

Kenna has clearly been sleeping. I’m relieved and disappointed Del isn’t there. Because right now I need the release, to get rid of the tension rushing through my body, and I’ll take it anyway I can.

I need to come.

That night I take it farther than I ever have with Kenna. I spank her; I’m rough with her. Demanding. But it’s not enough. Kenna uses her vibrator and I finally feel the touch of her mouth between my legs, but it’s not enough. I’m left tense, with a hollow feeling inside, wondering how I can satisfy myself.

And then she tells me Del knows about us.
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I don’t remember driving the short distance home from Kenna’s. I’ve never been so upset. Why did she tell him? Did she feel guilty? Is she trying to spoil things? Does she want out?

Does she want Del for herself?

He knows that I’ve been over there every morning this week. And that we’ve had sex.

I chided Del for kissing her.

How do I deal with this? What do I say to Del?

I have a sick feeling in my stomach when I reach the top of the stairs and see the bedroom light on. Del doesn’t hear my footsteps and I hover nervously in the doorway for a long moment, before I realize there’s a suitcase on the bed. Del is carefully placing folded clothes inside it.

“What are you doing?” Terror seizes me, making my voice high-pitched and shrill. He’s leaving? He can’t leave, not over this. I expect Del to be angry and upset, but leaving me? He loves me. “You can’t leave! You’re my lobster!”

“What are you talking about?” He glances at me with a bewildered expression before turning back to the pile of clothes on the bed.

“My lobster. Your mother. She always said—”

“I’m going to visit my mother,” he says calmly, without looking at me.

“You’re doing what? Now? Why?”

He snorts a response. “Of course you don’t remember. It’s my mother’s birthday this weekend. I decided to join them after all. My flight is tomorrow night and I’ll be back Sunday.” I’ve never heard him speak in such a cold voice.

“Del.” I don’t like this. This isn’t Del. I have to fix this.

“Yes?”

“Please talk to me.”

He straightens and I hear the sharp intake of breath. Then he turns to face me.

I wish he looked angry. I can deal with that easier. This cold, frozen expression, the stillness of his always dancing eyes… “What do you want me to say? Isn’t it time for you to do some talking? Maybe about you and Kenna. Would you like to tell me about that?”

“Del…” What can I say? How do I fix this? Because this is bad, this is really bad…

“No? Still want to keep quiet about it? How about I tell you how I feel about my wife having sex with another woman for the past week, and lying about it?”

“I didn’t lie.” The protest is quick to come to my lips.

“No? Is it only lying if I ask you directly? Because I didn’t ask, didn’t even consider it a possibility. But what if I’d asked you? ‘Hey, Iliya, wife o’mine—have you fucked Kenna today?’ What would you have said? Sure, did, Del. Couldn’t keep my hands off of her. And that’s after you berate me for kissing her? You are such a fucking hypocrite that it makes me want to vomit!”

His harsh words stun me into silence. But I have to try. I have to say something. “Del…”

“Is that all you can fucking say? Del, Del, Del—like a mewling little kitten! Why can’t you tell me how you can stand yourself tonight after you told me to keep my hands off Kenna, when you clearly haven’t been! I don’t believe you, Iliya! I didn’t even want this—I didn’t want Kenna but you made me! You made me have feelings for her and this is what you’ve done?”

I wish he refused to look at me now because I can’t stand the pain and disgust in his green eyes.

“I—you know what I’m like. You know my needs. I wanted her to myself. Just for a little bit.”

“What you’re like. Your needs. What about my fucking needs? What about them? Have you ever once given them any thought?” Now he stands before me, fists clenched, expression of disgust on his face, breathing through his nose, angry.

I can’t face him. I want to grovel, to beg. “I do, I think about you all the time…”

“Bullshit!” He spits the word at me. “That is such bullshit, Iliya and you know it. You’re the most selfish woman I know!”

“Del…” Tentatively, I place my hand on his arm. “I’m so sorry. I love you so much and I’ve wanted to—”

“Stop thinking of yourself!” Del shouts.

“I’m thinking of you! How I can make this up to you.” My hand moves to his chest, down his torso, hoping against hope that he won’t push me away. I can’t take my eyes away from his face, as he watches my hand slide below his belt.

“Really?” he finally says as I work to get under the elastic of his boxers. “Is that really your answer to this? Sex?”

I try and whip my hand away but Del grabs it. “I thought I could—it’s for you.”

Del’s eyes are full of resentment as he stares at me. “Do you think the thought of you and Kenna together gets me so excited that I’d do anything for a quick fuck?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know what you’re thinking!”

“No? You don’t know? Can you guess, maybe? Does it look like I’m fucking pissed that you’re. Having. Sex. With. Kenna?”

“Yes. You have every right to be mad.” The words bubble out. I need to make this right. I need to fix this…

“You’re fucking right I do. And for you to think that more sex is going to make it better.” Abruptly, he pushes me onto the bed. “Well, let’s get at it.”

I lean back on my elbows and stare aghast as Del begins to unbutton his jeans. “No! We don’t—”

“Are you saying you don’t want to have sex with me?”

“No! I always want you, Del! But not—” We’ve never had angry sex. We hardly fight so there’s no need for makeup sex. Now, with Del’s face full of fury and his cock rigid in his hand.

I’m excited.

Del flips me over onto my stomach without another word, and yanks up my dress, the dress I so playfully modeled for him earlier this night, when the only thing I was concerned about was a new client.

This is what William wanted to do to me. What I wanted from him, from Kenna. I never expected it from Del.

He shoves his cock inside me, and I gasp from the brutality of his thrust. “You fucked her this morning, didn’t you?” he grunts. “You want her fingers inside you—her tongue? Right here?” He accentuates his words with violent thrusting, and I can’t help but cry out.

This is how I like it. This is what I like—rough and violent and Del has never—

“What did she do to you?” Del bellows.

“Nothing!” I cry. “Not—it’s me. She can’t—not yet. She tries…” My hips buck against the bed as Del thrusts into me. I don’t think he hears me.

My hands are fisted against in the duvet when Del grabs my wrist, forcing it back. He pulls both of my hands to the small of my back, holding them tight in his grip as he relentlessly pounds into me.

He’s never been this forceful before. So rough. I can tell from his breathing that he’s close. I try and stifle my own cries, not to let him know how close I am.

“Is this how you like it?” Del cries, pulling on my arms so my torso rises off the bed. “Is this how you like to be fucked by the other men? Rough and hard and—”

“Yes!” I suddenly shriek. “This is what I want, Del! Fuck me! Fuck me so hard!”

And he does—hard and fast; pulling out so only the tip is inside and then slamming against me so hard it’s like he’s penetrating my insides. I can’t stop my cries, my screams as the waves build inexorably before crashing through my body.

I’m still coming as Del erupts into me with a shout. His thrusts finally still, he releases my arms and steps back.

And then he leaves the room without a word.
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Tuesday morning

I see legs sprawled along the ceramic tiles in the hallway.

Long, sexy legs.

Legs, tangled together. Whispers and giggles, soft moans, noises like wet kisses that harden my cock when I hear it.

Closer, so I can see who the legs belong to.

Kenna.

And Amy. Together. On the floor of my hallway outside the kitchen.

Why are they in the hallway?

This fact alone should give it away that this is a dream. But when a man is dreaming about two women together, we don’t question much.

And they’re together in every way—naked, hands caressing, lips exploring. Kenna lays on the floor while Amy leans over her…

Or is it Kenna leaning over Amy? Their faces, so alike with the wide smiles and dark blonde hair, morph into one another. I can’t be sure who is who. Nor do I want to know because both are smiling at me.

“Wanna to play?” Kenna/Amy asks, her mouth hovering over Amy/Kenna’s breast, her hand nestled between her legs. And then Amy crouches over Kenna, pushing her legs apart, her sweet, bare ass inviting me closer.

Or is it Kenna? I can’t tell.

Is this what I want?

Of course it is. Even if it wasn’t a dream, I’d be an idiot not to jump right in. I’d be tossed off the island of man for not taking advantage of the welcoming expressions on their faces.

They want me. And I want them.

But I don’t want anyone to get hurt. Things didn’t end well with Amy; I can’t do that again, especially not with Kenna.

Kenna is special.

But my dream cock is hard and ready and as I slide into the warm wetness of Amy, the three of us groan in unison.

Or is it Kenna? Her pussy feels familiar, so it must be Amy. It should because in the last three years, I’ve fucked Amy too many times to count. Sometimes in positions just like this.

Never on the hallway floor, though.

I thrust into Amy, watching over her shoulder as she pleasures Kenna with her mouth. The same mouth I’ve felt against my lips, around my cock, again, too many times to count.

Kenna whimpers and writhes on the floor, her arms thrown above her head, searching for a handhold to grip. Her breasts are small and perfect, rosebud nipples beckoning me to touch. Still inside Amy, I reach out and cup Kenna’s breast, rolling her nipple between my fingers.

Her big green eyes fix on me. “I want you inside me.”

And then, because it’s a dream, suddenly I am; it’s Kenna under me, her body slight and slender, her pussy tight and hot. Amy is gone and now it’s only Kenna. I brace my arms on either side of her and thrust into her, her long legs wrapping around my waist.

“More…please, Del.” Her fingers grip into my shoulders.

Scooping her ass off the floor with both hands, I fuck her with long, smooth strokes, hearing her sharp intake of breath as I reach her core.

I know this is Kenna. Her slight and fruity scent invades my senses. Her low moans, punctuated by sharp cries. I press my lips against hers, my tongue in her open mouth, feeling the vibrations of her cries.

Her body tenses and she cries out against my mouth and then I’m coming inside her.

And then I wake up.

I blink into the empty room, the light of early morning sun seeping through the curtains. These are the curtains Iliya insisted we buy even though the fabric is too thin to keep out the brightness. In my sleep, my hand found my cock, pumping it with long strokes. In my dream, I was fucking Kenna but my reality has left me with a sticky hand.

My eyes close with disappointment.

It was only a dream.

But last night wasn’t a dream. More of a nightmare.

My finger in her mouth, my mouth on hers.

She tastes so good. I want more...

“No! Stop.” Her hand is on my chest, pushing me away. “Why—we can’t.” Kenna is still holding her glass and it tips, sending a stream of red wine into her lap. She jumps to her feet, away from me. “Oh god, I’ve spilled my wine.”

“Kenna…wait…”

“What are you doing? Are you trying to ruin everything?” she cries, tears welling up in her eyes.

I made her cry. Shame fills me.

“I thought—didn’t Iliya -?”

“Your wife?” Kenna stares at me accusingly and I feel like the world’s biggest shit. Iliya didn’t tell her about us, didn’t tell her about Amy? Didn’t tell her that we want Kenna in our lives—both of us.

Why didn’t Iliya tell her?

“Get out,” Kenna tells me. I have no choice but to leave, to go home to my wife.

The scene on the floor may have been a dream, but Kenna kicking me out last night was real. For a brief, wonderful moment I held her body close to me and we kissed. That was real.

But so was the hurt and disappointment in Kenna’s green eyes.

It was a good kiss, an almost perfect kiss and I don’t regret it. I do regret not telling Kenna about my marriage before I made a move. If Iliya had only mentioned our plan to invite Kenna into our lives, Kenna might have welcomed my caress. I could have told her, but I thought Iliya, as close as she’s become to Kenna would have already done so. Because of that one oversight, now Kenna thinks I’m no better than the ex-husband who cheated on her, because no one explained that Iliya and I have an open marriage.

I’m allowed to kiss her.

Iliya says it’s okay for us to have a threesome, so how about we start things off by getting it on right now, just the two of us.

Like that would have gone over well.

My marriage, and the lack of boundaries, isn’t easy to explain.

With a groan of frustration, I pull myself out of bed and into the shower. Iliya is nowhere in sight. She may be gone to walk with Jane, or to talk with Kenna. 

I can’t believe I kissed Kenna.

I can’t believe how much I wanted to.

Iliya still isn’t back by the time I step out of the shower. This means it’s taken her a while for her to explain my idiotic behaviour to Kenna.

What will Iliya say? What will Kenna think of us? Is this the end of this new found friendship? A friendship that could lead to so much more?

I don’t want to scare her, Iliya had said.

We need to get to know her first, she told me.

Well, no one told my cock because first chance he got, he wanted to get into the action.

I stand before the mirror, staring at the appendage in question, now dangling limply between my legs. I give it a shake. “What the hell were you thinking?”

Iliya has always given me carte blanche to approach other women. “I shouldn’t be the only one taking advantage of this,” she told me, time and time again. “If you see someone you want, you should go after her. It’s only fair.”

This. What kind of marriage is this?

“I won’t be faithful to you. I don’t believe in monogamy. I want both men and women and I’m used to getting what I want, when I want it. I may care for you but I won’t change for you. I can’t.”   

This is what Iliya told me at the very beginning of our relationship. I had been so stupid in love I believed it wouldn’t matter.

“As long as I have your love, I don’t care about what you with to your body.”

Iliya does what she wants. But I’ve never felt the need to take advantage of my freedom. To even the score.

But with Kenna…

How does Kenna see me? She’s young—not yet thirty—and I’m pushing forty. Does she see me as an old man? Running a hand over my close cropped, black hair, I scan for gray. Nothing yet, and since I’m blessed with a full head of hair, I don’t think balding will be an issue.

I could shave my head again. I wonder if Kenna would like that.

Iliya prefers me with some hair on my head, but not on my body. My chest is smooth and hairless. I protested at first about the pubes, but Iliya compromised by keeping my nether region aggressively trimmed for me.

She keeps the area trimmed for me. Who am I to argue with that?

I still have some definition in the chest and abdomen area. My arms look good. I flex; while my bicep isn’t as impressive as it used to be in my youth, no one can deny I have a good pair of guns.

The black ink of the tattoo on my shoulder has begun to fade. It’s a simple line drawing of a winged dragon, which I got when I was twenty. I’d been too afraid of my mother’s reaction to go before then. That first tattoo led to several more. I have the quote aut viam inveniam aut faciam (I shall either find a way or make one) inked along my ribs. The word family in flowery font along my inner bicep. My brothers and Ike each have their own version of the word.

“It’s like we’re in a gang,” Ike had marveled as he stared at the raised red skin surrounding the ink.

“We’re brothers—it’s not a gang,” Jayden scoffed.

“I’m not a brother.” Ike had brothers of his own, but they weren’t like us. One was in a real gang, complete with colours and rules, and one was in prison. Ike and his sisters were the only ones in their family who hadn’t gotten in trouble. My mother liked to whisper that it was me and my brothers who kept Ike on the straight and narrow.

“You’re our brother, too,” Kai insisted then. “Brother of a different mother.”

We had laughed and showed each other our tattoos.

The only ink I regret getting was Alicia. Thankfully, the talented tattoo artist had been able to cover my first wife’s name on my shoulder with an intricate design.

I may love Iliya but there’s no way I’d ever tattoo a woman’s name on my body again.

Iliya. Sexy. Exotic. Complicated.

Taking my flaccid cock in hand, I think how good it felt to fuck my wife last night. Seeing her playing with herself under the covers, the expression on her face…

Instant turn-on. Sex had been the last thing on my mind when I left Kenna’s—

Was thrown out of Kenna’s

I’d been upset but I still couldn’t help myself when I caught Iliya. I don’t think she minded.

I can’t help thinking of my wife as I idly stroke my cock. Sex is so good with us. Hot, inventive, still passionate—why do we need anyone else?

Why aren’t I enough for her?
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When I walk into school later, I’m still asking myself that question.

“Hey, Del!” Bruce hails me from his office across the hall as I unlock the door to my classroom.

“Morning.” What would it be like to be a guy like Bruce? His wife is probably happy with Saturday night sex and a little creativity when the kids were away. Why can’t Iliya be like that?

But then she wouldn’t be Iliya.

“Got anything on after school today?” Bruce asks, stepping into the hall between our classes, a hopeful expression on his usual affable face.

I roll my eyes. “Probably helping Shelli with her reading again.”

Bruce chuckles. “The girl has got it bad for you. She’s really not that stupid.”

“I know. That’s what makes it so awkward. I’m her teacher, for god’s sake.”

“Maybe she’s got some mean headmaster, naughty student fantasy going on. Hey, does she ever show up in a kilt? Those little private school skirts, maybe with the long socks?”

“I know what a kilt is,” I tell him ruefully. “And if she ever does, I’m sending her over to you for punishment.” 

“I’ll get my ruler ready.”

Bruce laughs because he’s sure this would never happen. I don’t, because I know anything is possible, depending on the woman.

“Speaking of fantasies,” Bruce adds slowly.

“Oh, no.”

“I was wondering if you wanted to head to the pub for a beer after we get out of here. Maybe your little friend is working there tonight. Maybe she’ll be a little friendlier to you this time.”

Amy.

I think she’s been friendly enough lately. Kenna has been on my mind so much that I haven’t given much thought about what happened Sunday night.

Amy stopped by. Uninvited. Without warning. Just to talk, she said.

Right.

Last week, I stayed at the pub with the intention of ‘just talking’ to her, and ended up having sex in her car. When she stopped by Sunday night, it was clear she wanted a repeat performance.

Amy disappears into the kitchen to pour herself another drink. I sit and wait on the couch, uneasy about Amy being here..

Last week in the car was a mistake. Amy took advantage of me; my memories of her, her laughter, her smell.

She didn’t take advantage of me. I knew exactly what I was doing.

But I shouldn’t do it again. I won’t.

“Miss me?”

I don’t hear her footsteps padding along the floor because Amy is completely naked.

Her clothes must be somewhere between the kitchen and the living room.

“What are you doing?” I choke.

“What do you think I’m doing?” She stands in front of me, knowing I won’t be able to stop looking at her body—the smooth slenderness that once gave me so much pleasure.

Lying beneath me, her legs wrapped around my hips.

On all fours, turning to look at me with a mischievous gleam in her eye…

Astride me, so I could grip her tiny waist.

Before I can say anything, Amy sits on my lap, straddling me with her legs on either side. My hands automatically slide onto her bare ass, relishing the feel of her smooth skin.

Her hands move under my shirt, gliding up to skim her thumbs across my nipples.

Why did I end things with her? This beautiful, sexy woman used to share my bed, ready and willing to do anything I asked. Anything I wanted. And now she’s here, perched naked in my lap and practically begging for it.

How often does this happen to a man?

It’s difficult to think straight. My mind is telling me to push her off, but my rock hard cock is telling me to fuck her, and fuck her now.

I want nothing more than to slide into her tight pussy and let her ride me until we both explode. I want—

“Amy...”

Dammit. My mind is winning. My cock needs to work harder at this. If Amy moves just a tiny bit closer to me…

“Del.” She gently pinches one of my nipples before her arms slide around my neck, caressing the back of my neck the way she knows I like. I like everything she’s doing.

I like the feel of her, her touch, her smell. I love her taste.

Her fingers search my shoulders for tight muscles, stroking, kneading. She’s going to have me purring like a kitten soon, and there’s not a thing I can do about it.

“I don’t think this is a good idea. Iliya…”

“Iliya isn’t here. This is a good idea, Del. It’s a win-win situation. I want you and from the feel of things,” Amy presses her pussy against my cock and moves her hips, tiny little thrusts of her pelvis. I can’t help the low groan, almost a growl that starts deep within me. “You want me too.”

“Amy.”

“Del. Either you fuck me here and now or we sit and play until Iliya comes home. And then she’ll fuck me, and you can watch. And then you can fuck us both, however you like. You can have anything you want tonight, Del.”

My eyes drift to her breasts, her hard nipples brushing my chest as she leans even closer. My cock is threatening to erupt from my pants like some sort of monster under the sea. It will burst up, ripping through the fabric like something alive, desperate to find haven within the sweet warmth Amy is offering. 

I want her so much.

I want what she’s offering; what she’s giving me. Another chance. It would be so easy. One zip and I can escape inside her.

She kisses me, her tongue tangling in my mouth, her breath sweet from the drink. My head filled with thoughts of her; memories, sensations, images of her and Iliya entwined.

Kenna.

Kenna and Iliya entwined.

Kenna in my arms, savouring her kisses, caressing her breasts, her body thrusting against mine, like she can’t wait to have me inside of her…

I feel Amy’s hand and at first I think she’s trying to free my cock from the confines of my pants. But then I realize she’s touching herself.

Her mouth is on mine, my hands on her tits and she’s rubbing her clit while grinding against my cock. If that doesn’t make me want to throw her down on the couch and drive into her, nothing will.

“Fuck me, Del,” Amy breaths into my ear. “Right now. I’m going to come soon and I want you to be inside me. It’ll be so good. I need you right now. Any way you want…”

I want it all. I want to shove cock inside her pussy and fuck her right then and there until she screams and begs for more… 

But I don’t.

I wait until she comes, because it seemed rude to interrupt. I wait until she climaxes, using her fingers and my cock, still trapped in my pants. I sit with her trembling body on my lap, trying not to listen to her cries of pleasure filling the room, and think of Kenna.

I can’t be with Kenna if I let myself fuck Amy.

I want Kenna. I want her smile, the touch of her lips against mine

When Amy finishes with herself, I extract her from my lap and tell her to get dressed and go home.

She’s not happy. But I stay firm.

So does my cock. After I get her out the door, I stand with one hand propped against the door as if to bar Amy from coming back inside, and grab hold of my cock. With only a few strokes, I relieve the pressure Amy built in me.

I’m not allowing her in the house again.

“I don’t think I’ve got time for a pint at the pub tonight,” I tell Bruce.
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Amy is the last person I want on my mind while I’m teaching. Lately, it’s difficult enough keeping my thoughts G-rated when I’m in the classroom and, Bruce bringing up Amy doesn’t help.

Does he want Amy to be friendlier to me or to him?

If Amy deigned to flirt with Bruce, it would puff him up like a peacock spreading his plume. He’ll go home feeling like a cock of the walk and make passionate love to his wife. Or he’ll keep the image of Amy and her tight jeans in his spank bank for the next time he has a quiet minute alone.

Bruce is a good friend of mine but I don’t want either image wafting around my mind. I’d rather think of Amy straddling me, her naked tits pressed against my chest…

I shouldn’t think about that. I stopped it. I told her to go.

“Morning, Mr. Ecker.” Erica gives me an inviting smile as she walks into the class, almost as if she knows what I’m thinking about.

Damn Bruce for bringing up Amy. Damn Amy for bringing up all these memories and for being so sexy.

Think of Kenna. Or Iliya. Anyone other than Amy.

Think of poetry, which is what I’m supposed to be teaching this morning.

Maybe not poetry. There are a lot of poems out there about sex. Most of these kids need help understanding the intricacies of Shakespeare, but I bet they’d be able to pick up on some writer waxing poetically about a teenager’s favourite subject. 

Erica continues to smile at me, a much too adult smile. What is with these girls trying to grow up too fast? Erica should be smiling at Will, who has been drooling over her all year.

Maybe I’ll make them partners for an assignment. Maybe it will force Will to act on his feelings. Maybe I’ll give them an Emily Dickinson poem to analyze. Or a Christopher Marlow.

It might make them analyze their own feelings and go after what they want.

And that’s what I did with Kenna last night.

Always back to Kenna.

Amy was Sunday night and I still haven’t told Iliya what happened. Because nothing happened. Last night with Kenna was a different story.

I upset her.

I resisted Amy—why couldn’t I do the same with Kenna? Amy was naked on my lap while Kenna only licked a crumb off my finger. Such a simple touch but I was all over her like a kid on Smarties. And then she threw me out, the same thing I did to Amy.

Poetic justice, if you ask me.

At least I let Amy come first. Kenna sent me on my way with my cock still standing at attention.

Kenna.

Do I really want to do this again? Despite my attraction to Kenna, inviting another woman into my life is a complication I’m not sure I need. 

Maybe it’s better if this thing stops before it’s allowed to begin.

This thought wipes out all memories of the touch Amy’s body and allows me to start teaching the kids about the parameters of poetry.

Maybe it’s better this way. Kenna is angry with me. I upset her. This can stop before anything else happens. It’s better this way.

And then I get the text.

The text message from Kenna comes that afternoon, during the middle of yet another lesson on poetry. It makes me forget all about my epiphany about things being better without her.

When the text lights up my screen, I’m instructing the class to take the last twenty minutes of class to compose their own poem. As I’m about to start mingling between the desks to see if any of my students have been struck with writer’s block, I casually happen to glance at my phone.

I’m sorry about how things ended last night.

My heart leaps. I can’t keep the smile off my face. She’s not mad at me! I didn’t ruin this.

Iliya fixed things.

For once, I forget about the students and text her back immediately.

Me too.

That begins the thread that goes on for the rest of the period.

The kids in the class eventually realize something has caught my attention and respond with behaviour common to seventeen year olds. Talking under their breaths, snickering, doing everything except working on the assignment I gave them.

I don’t mind; even if I wasn’t ecstatic about Kenna’s texts, this class is my favourite this year.

“Put your phone away, Mr. E!” someone calls out during my fifth text to Kenna. The class laughs, since the tone is identical to the one I use giving them the same order.

I look up with a grin, thinking fast. “I’ll have you know this isn’t personal correspondence.” A tiny lie none of them will ever know about. “I’m firming up a visit from my author friend for next week. Sound good?”

“Will she make us write poetry?” When I shake my head, half the class erupts in cheers. “Bring her on!”

***

Because of the class’ excitement over the suggested visit, I better firm things up with Kenna. I call her after school, using the phone call as a welcome excuse to avoid tutoring Shelli.

“So I talked to my class about you again,” I begin. “They’re excited about the idea of you coming in to talk to them.”

“Really?” Kenna squeaks. “I don’t know what I could teach them. I write kids’ books. They won’t be interested in that.” Like most writers, Kenna is an introvert and while she wasn’t opposed to my suggestion when I broached it last week, I could tell she didn’t love the idea.

“Of course they would be. You’re young and pretty and willing to visit them in class. The girls will want to be you and the boys will want to date you, even if you only talk to them about how to churn butter.”

“I have no idea how to churn butter,” Kenna says cautiously.

“Thank God, because that would be a huge turn-off for me.” I hold my breath, wondering how she’ll take my comment, but I’m rewarded with a laugh.

“Well, I wouldn’t want that,” she says in a soft voice. I smile, remembering the look on her face when she licked the crumb off my finger last night. What might have happened if instead of a tiny flick of her tongue, Kenna had taken my entire finger in her mouth and gave it a suck? What if she took my cock…?

“If you think they’ll be interested…” Kenna is saying and I wrench my mind back to the sound of her voice. 

“Who wouldn’t be interested?” Will she know I’m talking about myself?

I don’t think she does, because she takes the conversation back to the class visit. “I’ll do my best to keep things short and sweet when I come in.”

“Probably a good idea. They’ll have lots of questions. Like, have you always wanted to write kids’ books?” I ask, wondering if her path was the same as mine. I knew I wanted to be a writer when I first picked up a pencil and started putting the stories and characters that had been swirling around my head onto paper.

It feels good being able to talk to another writer. Even if we write in different genres, even if I haven’t been able to write anything lately, it will be nice to be able to commiserate with Kenna, to exchange stories, to inspire each other.

I think I might be getting ahead of myself.

“Actually, when I started writing, I thought I could write romance novels,” Kenna says slowly. “I actually submitted one to Harlequin. I’m sure they laughed hysterically when they read it.”

“Why would you say that?”

“Because I knew nothing about romance. I was married, but Isaac…I hadn’t experienced anything. I had no experiences that I could use in a romance novel.”

“Do you think all those people who write erotica do all that stuff?” I laugh. “It’s called using your imagination. You can write anything you want.”

“I think I’ll stick to kid lit,” Kenna says. “It seems to be working. What about you? Ever wanted to write about heaving bosoms and long shafts of manhood?”

“If you write like that, I think you should stick to kid lit,” I laugh.

“See?” 

“Did Iliya tell you I was married before?” I ask, changing tactics, moving away from what might be a NSFW conversation.

“Married? So you’re divorced…like me?”

“I am. It was for the best.”

“Well, yes, because you and Iliya…What happened? Or—can you talk about it?”

“It was a long time ago. We shouldn’t have gotten married in the first place. Alicia had just graduated high school and I was in university, and then getting my master’s in education. She wanted to go out and have fun and all I wanted to do was study. She was a friend of the family—I think I broke my mothers’ heart when I told her we were getting a divorce.”

“I knew Isaac’s parents, too. It makes it tough.”

“Her brother was my best friend. Ike.”

“Was he upset?”

“At first, but he forgave me. Everyone knew Alicia was cheating on me.”

“How could anyone cheat on you?” Kenna lets out a gasp. “I didn’t mean to say that out loud.”

“I don’t mind if you say it out loud. I don’t know why anyone would cheat on me either. I’m a pretty cool guy.”

In my mind, what Iliya does isn’t cheating. I’ve resigned myself to the fact of what she does—other men, other women—isn’t cheating because I know about it. I’ve given her my consent to live her sex life as she needs to.

What do I get out of it?

This time, I get Kenna.

I hope she’s worth it.

Because if things don’t work out the way Iliya hopes they do with Kenna, the last thing I want to do is deal with my wife’s efforts to find another woman to join us in the bedroom. I would rather just enjoy my wife.

But that leads me back to the question—would Iliya be happy with only me?
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Iliya is working in her office when I get home from school. Usually I leave her to her clients, fashion choices and everything else that comes from being an on-line stylist, but today I head straight to her.

“You talked to Kenna.” Iliya jumps at the sound of my voice. “Did I scare you?”

“I didn’t expect you home this early.” If I wasn’t looking, I wouldn’t have seen the quick flick of the keyboard to switch windows on the screen.

“It’s my usual time. What are you doing?”

“Picking jewelry for a client.” The screen displays delicate silver jewelry but I see a window for Facebook open as well. Fair enough if she doesn’t want to tell me who she’s stalking.

“You talked to Kenna?” I repeat my earlier question.

“I did. We talked.” Iliya finishes scrutinizing a necklace before turning to me. “We talked.”

“And…she’s okay with the idea? Of us? I spoke to her on the phone but it wasn’t something I wanted to bring up.”

“What did you talk about?” Iliya asks sharply.

“Nothing really. We chatted about her writing, what she’s working on, things like that. Just getting to know her.”

“I thought that’s why you went over last night?”

“Well, yes, but you said…what’s going on?” Iliya’s reaction is confusing me.

“You like her.”

“I thought that was the whole point.” My exasperation is evident in my voice.

“I think we might have to take it a little slow with Kenna,” Iliya is saying, turning away from her screen to give me her full attention. “She seems open to the idea but she’s a little skittish.”

“I’m fine with that. It’s understandable.” Do I agree too quickly? It’s a difficult situation; too eager, Iliya might take offense, sound too indifferent and Iliya might think I’m not interested.

And I’m interested.

There must be something about Kenna because it didn’t take me long to come aboard to Iliya’s suggestion. Does this fact tell me that, deep down, I like having a marriage where I’m allowed to fuck other women? I may want to be the only man who satisfies my wife, but I like the fact that I have options?

Iliya gets up from her desk and runs her hand down my chest. I stare at it with fascination. I like this option the best. “While we’re waiting for Kenna to be ready for you.”

One minute we’re talking about Kenna; the next Iliya slides her hand down the waistband of my pants. I never understand my wife; how, just like that, she’s instantly in the mood for sex. Everything turns her on.

“I love your cock,” she says in a husky voice, stroking the smooth shaft. “I love the feel of it inside me.” She drops to her knees, pulling my pants down around my thighs. “But I like when I have it in my mouth, too.”

I let out a shuddering breath as she takes the tip between her lips. “I like it, too.”

Slowly, she slides my cock into her mouth, using the right amount of tongue and teeth, and squeezing the base just enough. Iliya gives amazing head. I hate thinking how many men she’s been with that would make her so talented, but when the thought pops in to my mind, especially at times like this, I manage to push it away by assuming Iliya was born naturally talented at fellatio.

It’s not working today.

I sigh deeply as she pulls me in as far in as she can, with a sucking action that makes my eyelids flutter. But I can’t stop thinking of Iliya in this position with another man.

I wonder what it would be like to have Kenna on her knees in front of me?

I picture her wide mouth opening for me, my hand on the back of her dark blonde hair. Looking down, I imagine it’s Kenna licking the tip…Kenna looking up at me with her blue eyes wide with desire. With a smile on her face as she takes me deep. Cupping my balls with one hand, the other with firm hold around the base of my shaft.

But it’s Iliya. My wife. And while enjoy the sight of her on her knees, the sensations she’s creating, I want to fuck her now.

I always want to fuck her.

Nothing feels as good as sliding my cock inside her, feeling her muscles grip me, hearing the catch in her breathing. The touch of her hands as she urges me on.

I’ll never get tired of fucking her.

I reach down to pull Iliya to her feet. “I want to,” she protests as I spin her around to bend her over her desk. “I like doing that.”

“I need to fuck you now,” I tell her gruffly, yanking down her pants. My hands smooth over her ass, appreciating the curves. Loving the warmth and wetness as my hand moves easily between her legs. “I always want you.”

“Del,” she murmurs. Her voice is full of love and desire. She makes me feel like I’m the only one who matters. When I’m with her, I can pretend I’m the only one, that there’s never been anyone else. Never will be.

“You’re so wet,” I mutter, slipping a finger inside her. “You want it, don’t you? You want me.”

“Please…” she murmurs, pressing back against my hand.

“What do you want?”

“You…inside me…please….”

I rub her clit instead, hearing her gasp as I caress the sensitive nub. Iliya is always so responsive.

Will Kenna want me as much?”

Will she spread her legs for me, urging me on with her hips and her moans of pleasure? Will she call out my name, begging me to fuck her?

Will Kenna’s pussy feel so tight, so hot and wet, like my cock belongs there?

I grasp Iliya’s hips and thrust into her again, wondering what it would be like to take Kenna from behind, to hold her by her slender hips and fuck her. Like my dream yesterday, my reality and my fantasy keep switching, so by the time I’m about to come, I don’t know who it is I’m fucking. I’m just glad to be able to have a pussy to fuck, because I’m about to explode.

“Don’t stop!” Iliya shrieks. “Please…more.”

I grit my teeth, snaking my hand around to rub her clit again. She needs to come soon, because I’m not going to be able to take much more…

Her pussy feels so good.

And then she’s bucking against my hand, her wordless cries mixing with my groan of satisfaction as I come deep inside her.

I’ll do whatever I need to so that I’m able to keep fucking my wife. 
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I smile when Iliya comes into the kitchen as I’m making dinner. I can’t help being in a good mood—things have worked out with Kenna, I just got laid and now I’m in my happy place, doing something I enjoy as much as sex. 

Maybe not as much as sex.

I pour Iliya a glass of wine as she hops up on the stool across the counter. “What are you making me tonight?”

“What makes you think I’m making you dinner?”

“Because you know I’ll starve if you don’t cook for me.” She raises the glass of wine to me in a toast before taking a sip.

“I don’t think it would go that far. I’m sure you could find your way into the kitchen if necessary.” I give the sauce a quick stir, and touch my finger to the spoon to taste. Needs more salt.

“There’s always take out,” Iliya grins.

“You’re very good at ordering take-out. You could definitely survive on that.”

“Luckily I don’t have to. I’d much rather watch you cook for me. You look so cute in the kitchen.”

“Thank you.”

“Your ass looks sweet when you bend over like that.”

I turn and glance at my incomparable wife with a raised eyebrow. “Are we going to be able to have a conversation that doesn’t end with you sticking your hand down my pants?”

“I thought you like me sticking my hand down your pants,” Iliya pouts. “You seemed to like it upstairs.”

“I like you sticking your hand anywhere you want,” I tell her. “But if you do it now, one of us might get burnt.”

“I’ll wait until you move away from the stove,” she laughs. I love the sound of her laugh. Despite how complicated Iliya tries to make things, the fact is that it’s so easy when it’s just the two of us. When we’re like a regular married couple, making dinner together.

Is this how it is for other married people?

Do they have quickies for no reason? Do other husbands have all the sex they could ever want?

Despite the complications, I have to admit being married to Iliya has a lot of perks.

“Did you like watching me the other night?” she asks coyly, stirring her wine with her finger. I’ve poured her a nice Chardonnay and while I’m sure the flavour wouldn’t be improved by Iliya sticking her finger in it, the way she pops her wet finger in her mouth and sucks it, is pretty hot.

“Stop it.” It’s a good thing I’m not focusing on what she’s saying or dinner will never get made. Even though less than an hour ago I had her bent over her desk begging for more, if Iliya starts talking about how I caught her playing with herself the other night, I’m going to have to take her again.

Being married to Iliya has done wonderful things to my recovery period. Because I never know when Iliya will want it, I’m able to recharge pretty quickly.

“Stop what?” She does the finger move again. Her golden eyes are dancing, like she knows the affect it’s having on me.

“The finger thing. And if you start talking about the other night it’s going to end with me throwing you on this counter. It’s a bit of a mess right now and you’ll up with this sauce all over your pretty shirt.”

Will this sauce be ruined if I stop stirring? The thought of throwing my wife on the counter is tempting.

“Do you think my shirt is pretty?” Iliya says coyly. “Because I can take it off if you think it will get messy.” She fingers a button at the same time the sauce reaches a boil, which it’s not supposed to do. I turn back to the stove with my wooden spoon in hand.

“Iliya,” I groan. “Are you truly insatiable?”

“Just around you,” she grins.

I doubt that. But I do my best to wipe away the thought. I have a night alone with my wife and I’m not about to ruin it by thinking of her with other men.

“Does Kenna like to cook?” Iliya wonders.

Thinking about her with other women, on the other hand, would definitely not ruin things. Thinking about Kenna…

“I’m not sure. I don’t think so. She seemed pretty excited when I brought her dinner. It might be because no one has made her dinner in a while. She was pretty excited about the brownies…” I trail off, remembering what happened with the brownies. “I think it was more like she’s been deprived of good food.”

“She’s been deprived of a lot of things,” Iliya says under her breath. I glance at her quickly.

“Why? What did she say?”

“She doesn’t have to say anything. She’s been hiding from the world for the past two years. I’m sure sex hasn’t been on the agenda.”

“And now?”

“And now…maybe she’s ready to make up for lost time. So what really happened last night?” Iliya asks casually. Almost too casually.

“What do you mean?”

“I know you kissed her, but how did it happen? What led up to it? Were you leaving and kissed her good-night? Did you make a move on her when you were cuddled on the couch?”

“It wasn’t like that.”

“What was it like?” I concentrate on my sauce and don’t answer. Still, Iliya persists. “I give you details.”

“That’s different.”

“Not really. Well, maybe, because you seem to get off on knowing what I do and I’m merely curious.”

I feel myself flushing with embarrassment. It’s true I get excited when Iliya tells me what she does with other people, but it’s also the only way I feel connected to her. If I didn’t know, I would forever wonder. Being a writer, I have a good imagination and I find that imagining things is often worse than knowing the truth.

I don’t feel like explaining it to her right now though.

“I’m sure Kenna doesn’t want you to know the details,” I say instead.

“No?” Iliya asks archly. “You two are tight enough that you know what she thinks?”

“I know when I think my wife sounds like a bitch,” I tell her bluntly. How did the night deteriorate so quickly?

My remark quiets Iliya, and she stares into her wine glass, running a finger around the rim until it makes a ringing sound. She doesn’t apologize. Iliya has a thing about never saying she’s sorry. It’s frustrating at times, although not as bad as if we fought more. We actually have very few disagreements.

Before marrying my first wife, my mother told me that all married couples fight, and most of the time it’s about sex or money. Iliya and I decided early on to keep our finances separate, so there’s never a need to fight about money. And we have a lot of sex.

“You like her,” Iliya says finally. I’m in the process of cutting up vegetables for a salad and put my knife down.

“You want to know if I like Kenna?” I clarify. Iliya stares at me, the brown kohl around her eyes making them seem even more exotic. The colour of her eyes always makes me think of the red plaid packages of Mackintosh caramels that I loved as kid. “See, that’s my problem,” I continue when Iliya doesn’t answer. “You tell me you want me to like her. You tell me you want me to welcome her into our lives, into our bed. You want me to make love to her, with both of you. To do that, I have to like her. I’m not the type of person that has sex without some emotion connection. I can’t do it.”

“I know this,” Iliya says with more than a hint of exasperation. “This is why we’re taking it slow, so you can have time to get to know her.”

“I know this, too,” I tell her, mocking her just a little. “You tell me you want me to like her. But from the sound of your voice right then, it seems to me you’d rather me do anything but like her.”

Iliya sighs. “Del, I want you to be able to explore, be creative with other women because that’s what you allow me to do.”

“You know, I don’t really like the word ‘allow’. It gives the impression that I may be in control of who or what you do. We both know that’s not the case, isn’t it?”

We both know Iliya’s libido is firmly in charge of this relationship.

Her chin rises a fraction which tells me she’s not about to back down anytime soon.

What are we fighting about, anyway?

“You accept. You understand.”

Not sure about that one either, but I keep my mouth shut.

“And it’s the same for you, Del, even though you don’t take advantage of the opportunity.”

“Maybe I don’t want the opportunity.” I’ve always stopped myself from telling her I don’t want another woman to be part of our lives. I feel like less of a man if I were to confess that. What red-blooded man—married man, no less—would refuse another woman in his bed? I feel I like I can’t say no to what Iliya offers, and therefore can’t deny Iliya what she wants.

“But you can, if you wanted to. You can do whatever you want, but I need to know that I always come first.”

“How can you ever doubt that?” I demand. I hold her gaze, waiting for a response until she glances over my shoulder.

“You’re bubbling.”
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I busy myself with the sauce and other preparations, amazed Iliya even considers the possibility I would put someone else first. She’s my wife, and I love her. I accepted this lifestyle, this marriage because I love her.

Iliya doesn’t respond and the moment slowly passes.

“Do you remember how Amy would always help you in the kitchen?” she asks as I set a stuffed chicken breast on the plate, before pouring the mushroom and wine sauce over it. It’s a miracle the sauce came together with all of the distractions. “You used to call her your soup chef.”

“Sous chef,” I correct with a faint smile. 

“Same thing. You made soup with her that one time.”

“Amy was here on Sunday night,” I tell her, bracing for the response. I should have told Iliya sooner and I doubt she’ll be pleased.

“What?” Iliya asks, like she didn’t hear me.

“She stopped by when you were out with Tia. Nothing happened,” I add quickly.

“But why was she here? Did you invite her?”

Maybe I should have kept this to myself. “Why would I do that? It’s over between the three of us.”

“Are you sure? After what happened last week…”

“That was different.”

“Was it? Did something happen? Did you want something to happen?”

I wish I could say I’m surprised at Iliya’s sudden mood change, but I’m not. My wife is a very passionate woman and I’ve come to expect a degree of volatility to come along with the passion. We may not fight a lot but that’s because I’ve learned the best thing to do is stay calm, and pick your battles.

Sometimes it’s difficult to do.

“Amy obviously wanted something to happen,” I correct, refusing to rise to Iliya’s tone. But because I’m adding the kale and beet salad to the plate, I don’t turn to see her expression.

“And why was that? Could it be because of your visit to her last week? Your little interlude in the car?”

Sometimes it’s very difficult to stay calm.

I turn and allow Iliya to see she’s pushed me too far. “One time, Iliya. You told me you’re fine with me taking advantage of any opportunity—one woman, in all the years we’ve been married. I fucked one woman, someone I know and care about and you’re—”

“You’re the one who ended things with Amy! And then you fuck her again. And she ends up on our doorstep for some booty call.”

“I didn’t want her here.”

“But she wanted you, didn’t she? She had a taste of you and needed some more.”

“She was here for both of us,” I burst out.

“She was?”

“I didn’t invite her! I didn’t want her showing up here, but there she was on the doorstep, wanting us to be friends. We had a drink. We talked. And then she was naked and throwing herself on me and I said no. Nothing happened, because I said no!”

“Del…”

“How many men, Iliya? I’ve never asked and you never tell me and yet you think you have the right to say anything about the one time—” 

“Del. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

Her apology stops me in my tracks and I stare at her, red-faced and breathing hard from my outburst. “You never say sorry.”

“That’s because I’m never sorry. No regrets…except for when I’m being a bitch to you.” She slides off the stool and comes around the counter to where I’m standing, still with the salad bowl in my hand. I’m reeling from her quick switch from accusing to contrition. “I said I’m sorry.” She wraps her arms around my waist.

“Okay?” I’m not sure what to do, what to say. My anger came from a place deep inside; because I love Iliya so much, I choose not to examine those feelings.

But they’re close to the surface now, and I need to be able to push them back down again. I return her embrace with one hand, the other still holding the bowl.

“I’m sorry,” she repeats.

“You said that.” The anger fades but the frustration remains. The confusion.

What if this isn’t what I want. What if I refuse to share her anymore?

The thought frightens me.

“Del,” Iliya whispers in my ear, her voice caressing as much as her lips are. “You said you wanted a conversation that doesn’t end with me sticking my hand down your pants? Do you still feel that way?”

“I was hoping we’d at least have dinner first,” I tell her stiffly, mollified by her apology but still unsettled.

“I don’t think that’s going to happen,” she says, her hand already on my cock.

I stop her. I can’t do this now. “Let’s eat first. You know I hate food getting cold.”

“Whatever you want,” Iliya says lightly, waiting patiently for me to finish putting the salad on the plates before taking them to the table. 

We leave the topics of Kenna and Amy in the kitchen. My frustration dissipates as Iliya pretends nothing happens and tells me how excited she is about her new client. Dinner passes like it would for any other married couple.

But I can’t forget Iliya’s harsh words, her sudden flare of anger. My anger.

What if I refuse to share her? What would she do?

Later that night, when Iliya is tucked up beside me, her leg flung over mine, an arm draped over my chest, she asks about my mother.

“Why don’t we fly down and see her for her birthday? I’m sure you can take a few days off. I’ve got nothing planned once I get this trunk party finished.”

The question is so out of character that it takes me a moment to decide how to answer. Iliya hates visiting my mother. She doesn’t like Barbados, the town of Bathsheba Mom lives in, or staying in Mom’s tiny house with the open windows letting in the flies and the ever-present smell of fish and flowers.

“My brothers’ will be there,” I finally say.

She pauses. “That’s fine.”

Iliya has never liked my brothers. I think the feeling is mutual, although no one has ever said anything to me. There’s always been something, a forced civility oozing from their mouths whenever my brothers and Iliya are in the same room.

I don’t spend much time with my brothers any more.

“You’re her favourite,” Iliya continues. “She’ll want you there.

“I’m not her favourite.”

Iliya scoffs into my chest. “You are, and your brothers know it. But you’re everyone’s favourite.”

I don’t understand her logic. “Mothers don’t have favourites.”

“Of course they do. I was always my mother’s favourite.”

Iliya’s mother passed away before I met her so I have no way of confirming this. I do know that she’s no longer close with her sister or father. I wonder if this is a reason she refuses to make an effort with my family.

Maybe this is her way of making an effort. Maybe she’s trying to make up for earlier this evening.

“It’s so last minute. It wouldn’t be easy getting time off,” I tell her. “You’re busy with work, we have things going on this weekend…”

Kenna. But I’m not about to bring her up. This conversation is becoming difficult to tread without bringing another obstacle in.

“Have you heard from Ike lately?”

There’s another topic I didn’t want to talk to Iliya about. “No.”

“So he still has issues with me?”

“Why are you bringing him up now?” I shift in bed, wanting to move away from her but knowing that will offend her.

“Because he always emails around your mother’s birthday. And we were talking about your brothers and I…I don’t mind if you go to your mother’s,” Iliya says in a quiet voice. “Without me.”

I have a vision of my mother’s seventy-fifth birthday party, with my three brothers and their families in attendance, everyone paying homage to Peggy Ecker.

And Iliya, demanding attention any way possible.

Iliya will say something, one of my brothers, probably Jayden, will take offense and words will be said. April, Jay’s wife who has never warmed to Iliya, will make a catty remark and Ella and Heidi, my other sisters-in-law with join in. Within minutes, the line will be drawn and it will be Iliya on one side, everyone else on the other, leaving me between a rock and a hard place. I can’t take sides between my wife and my family.

As much as I want to be there for the celebration, and knowing my mother would welcome Iliya, the feeling wouldn’t be shared by my brothers. Going without her would be the best, but I can’t do that to my wife. My family is important to me, but so is she.

“I think we’ve got a lot going on here. I’ve got marking to do this weekend. Mom will understand why we’re not there,” I tell her diplomatically.

Iliya rolls over without another word.
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Iliya licks the tip of my cock like it’s an ice cream cone.

She’s on her knees, looking up at me with her golden eyes. She smiles as she takes me into her mouth, scrapping her teeth as she slides my length in as far as it will go. I groan at how good it feels.

Iliya closes her eyes as she sucks and a low moan escapes her throat. I know she likes it. She’s very good at giving head.

But then her eyes open and they are blue, not golden and suddenly it’s Kenna with my cock in her mouth.

My eyes flash open in the dark and immediately I’m reaching for Kenna, Iliya…whoever it was sucking my cock. But there’s no one there and I’m left with a hard cock in my hand.

I hardly ever have sex dreams and now this is my second one in a row? It’s like my subconscious can’t stop thinking of Kenna.

The illuminated numbers on my clock tell me it’s almost four o’clock. Too early to wake up and I’m too hard to go back to sleep. I could take care of it myself or…

I turn my head to see Iliya lying beside me. She’s pushed the sheet off in her sleep and her naked ass invites me closer.

I love that my wife sleeps naked.

I slide my hand along her hip, testing the waters to check her reaction. Only a slight shift of her body. I take that as a positive sign so I dip my hand lower, searching for the warmth of her pussy.

Waking your wife up from a deep sleep to have sex with her is a dicey thing. It’s worked with Iliya before but nothing is ever certain, especially after last night.

I stroke her pussy, gently trying to burrow between the folds. I think she’s still asleep. My cock rests against the swell of her ass; it wouldn’t take much to slide in and—

With an intake of breath, Iliya is suddenly awake. “Del?”

“Were you expecting anyone else?” She rolls on her back and opens her legs and I have full access to her pussy. I easily find her welcoming wetness and search for her clit.

“Your mouth,” she whispers into the darkness.

With a grin on my face, I move down the bed. With one hand, I push one of her legs up against her chest; with the other, I gently open her folds. Her musk surrounds me as I bend my mouth to her, long, soft licks against her clit.

Her body relaxes into the bed. 

I push her other leg up and they fall open, widening my access, giving me more room to play. I concentrate on her clit, kissing and sucking, with long laps of my tongue and tiny flickers. No rhythm, just enjoying myself. Enjoying Iliya, listening to the sounds of her breathing, the soft moans and whimpers.

I don’t think she’s fully awake yet, and so I do my best to ease her into consciousness.

It’s not until I slide a finger inside her that she fully wakes up.

“Stop teasing and fuck me,” she murmurs.

I resume my caress, deepen my touch. I thrust into her with my finger, adding another. My teasing flickers stop as I begin to tongue her enthusiastically. Iliya responds with her entire body—thrusting up with her hips and pushing my head closer with both hands.

I’ve never been with a woman so quick to respond to my touch. So vocal and demanding. So quick to come, and clearly, so into sex.

Her soft cries quickly turn louder and she adds instructions to her repertoire, imploring me to suck, to fuck, to make her come now. Despite being the middle of the night, I rise to the occasion, rubbing my stiff length against the bed as Iliya climaxes with a shrill scream.

As soon as her body stops trembling, her legs are in my hands and I pull them up against my shoulders. And then I’m inside of her with a low groan.

“Fuck me hard, Del,” Iliya instructs.

There could be no other way. I’m so enflamed that I’m about to come with only a few thrusts. But I hold out as long as I can, loving the sensation of the warmth of Iliya’s pussy tightening around my cock.

Iliya’s hand snakes around and grabs my ass. Her touch almost sends me over the edge. “It’s gonna be quick,” I groan.

Her other hand moves between her legs and I feel her rubbing her clit, working on another orgasm, and grit my teeth to stop my own climax, wanting to her come again.

It doesn’t take her long and when I feel her pussy grip me like a fist, I explode into her with a harsh cry.

“Sorry to wake you,” I mutter, once I’m spent. Her legs fall bonelessly on either side me.

“Anytime.” I hear her smile in the darkness. I chuckle. “I love you.”

I kiss her lips and her arms wind around my neck. “I love you, too.”
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Wednesday

The next morning, I expect Iliya to be full of smiles and sideways glances from our middle of night lovemaking. Sex is a frequent occurrence in our life, with both of us initiating, but I don’t remember the last time I needed her in the middle of the night.

Instead of smiles and sideways glances, Iliya is in a foul mood when she returns from her walk with Jane and Kenna.

“Is it because of last night?” I venture after she storms into the house. It was obvious something was bothering her when I went out to say hello to Jane and Kenna. “Did you not get enough sleep?”

Iliya gives me a scornful glare. “The sex was fine, Del. Don’t worry about it. Everything is fine.”

Fine. The descriptive no man wants to hear. When Iliya says things are fine, they are anything but.

I finally figure out her mood has something to do with how the girls bumped into Aidan, our neighbourhood handyman. Turns out, Kenna knows him. Something about him being friends with Kenna’s ex.

The venom practically drips from Iliya’s tongue when she spits out Aidan’s name. It’s almost like she’s jealous.

The knowledge about Aidan and Kenna doesn’t bother me. I’m glad Kenna has a friend. Iliya should be happy about that. Kenna has been alone for so long, so lonely; she needs friends. Aidan is a nice guy.

Does Iliya think Kenna and Aidan…?

It’s entirely possible. Kenna is—I smile at my reflection in the mirror as I bring up an image of Kenna. She was wearing a pair of tight-fitting pants this morning that hugged her thighs and stopped at mid-calf, displaying pale skin and ankles so slender I might be able to wrap my fingers around them.

I picture those ankles resting on my shoulders.

How can I have become so caught up with Kenna so quickly?

It’s as if we’re in a little bubble separated from the real world. For most husbands, reality isn’t being allowed to find another woman attractive. Wives don’t usually suggest their husbands get to know a woman better. Most men would consider me very lucky. I have a wife who wants be to get to know a woman so I’ll feel comfortable having sex with them both.

I should be ecstatic about this.

And part of me is. I like Kenna, the little I know of her. She’s cute, pretty—who wouldn’t want to have sex with her. But…

Last night Iliya made it clear she’s jealous of the time I spent with Amy. How is she going to feel when Kenna and I become closer? We have a lot in common; I enjoy talking to her. I’ve already started to confide in her about my writing, so it’s natural that we’re going to become better friends.

What happens if this upsets my wife?

If she is jealous about Kenna being friends with Aidan, how will she act like with Kenna?

I don’t want to think about that.

I exit the bathroom, leaving Iliya to shower, rather than demand to know what’s wrong. I don’t feel like having another fight with her. I definitely don’t have time for makeup sex this morning.

***

“Does your wife ever get jealous?” I ask Bruce when I see him before class.

“Of who?”

“I don’t know. Other woman?” Bruce’s expression is one of disbelief. “C’mon. You’re…attractive. Women find you attractive.” It’s not like Bruce is unattractive. Average height, a bit more rotund than when I met him five years ago, cheerful face, thinning hair.

“I’d love to meet one who finds me attractive,” he laughs. “We all can’t look like you, you know. What’s wrong—did your wife find out about your tutoring sessions with Shelli?”

“What? No! There’s nothing to be jealous about with that. Shelli is—”

“I know that,” Bruce interrupts. “Or was it the cute little bar-keep from the other day? Did you go back to talk to her?”

“Iliya has no reason to be jealous,” I assure him. “Of Amy or anyone else.”

“Our wives can sometimes be a little irrational, aren’t they?” Bruce says. “I think it’s a woman thing. Especially when married to someone who looks like you.”

“What’s wrong with the way I look?”

Bruce gives me a skeptical look. “Have you looked in a mirror lately? You’re like some god from the Bronze Ages, with his axe, riding off into battle. Arrragh!”

I shake my head as Bruce pretends to be some ancient warrior. He’s a history teacher and loves to talk about ancient times with me, since he begrudges the fact most of his students think ancient times were the 1990s. “What are you talking about?”

“Maybe the age of heroes,” he decides. “Like Achilles.”

“The guy who got shot in the foot?”

“He was a beautiful warrior. Very masculine.”

“Like…me?” He gives me a knowing shrug. “You know, with this sudden admiration, I feel like we’re turned a page in our friendship,” I say, pretending to be leery of him.

“I just meant, I’m not surprised that Iliya is jealous of another woman when you look as good as you do,” Bruce blusters. “I’m not saying you’re some type of god.”

“Sounds like you did. Do I get a thunder bolt?”

The students in the hall are the only reason Bruce doesn’t tell me to fuck off. I’m laughing as I head across to my class.

Iliya swears she’s never been jealous of another woman.

Envy has never been an issue in our relationship. Iliya has always said it won’t work if we were to feel jealous of others. I’ve always tamped down those feelings, one more emotion I refuse to deal with. I’ve managed to do this for the last four years.

What if Iliya isn’t able to do the same thing?
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Amy texts me that afternoon. It’s like she knows I’ve been thinking about her.

Hope my stopping by Sunday night didn’t cause any

problems with Iliya.

How could Amy  know we fought about it last night?

Students file into the classroom while I’m holding my phone. “Is that your author friend again?” one of them asks when he sees me responding to Amy.

“No,” I say, automatically shoving my phone with the unsent message into my back pocket. I’m not sure what to say to Amy. Should I ask her if Iliya has seen her? I feel stupid asking someone else what is wrong with my wife, but Amy and Iliya are good friends.

Were good friends. Past tense.

I wonder if they would have been friends if sex hadn’t been involved?

“Mr. Ecker?” one of the girls calls to me. I realize I’m still standing in front of the class, staring into space. I come back to the class with a start.

“Just trying to remember this poem I want you to learn,” I tell her, surprising myself with how quickly the lie comes to me. “I’m having problems with a few of the lines.”

“More poetry?” Todd complains. He’s a good-looking, popular boy who wants his talent for writing to stay hidden, despite my best efforts to shine the light on him.

“Do you think Juliet would have gone anywhere with Romeo if he hadn’t been spouting such great lines?” I ask.

“Yeah, but they both ended up dead!”

“Okay, bad example. Look at—”

Amy fades from my mind as my teaching instincts take over.

But later, after class, I reach for my phone to respond to Amy.

Did Iliya come and see you?

But my finger hesitates over the send button. It’s not yet three-thirty and Amy should be at work at the pub. I can run over and see her, talk to her face to face.

Find out if Iliya had seen her, get some insight what my wife is thinking.

It’s not because I want to see her.

Bruce’s office door is shut as I hurry by. He’s asked me twice to go to the pub, and while I don’t want to lie to him, I definitely don’t need a chaperone today.

I just need a quick chat with Amy. Nothing more.

But I can’t forget the way her naked body pressed against mine. The sounds she made as she brought herself to climax.

Nothing is going to happen!

As I leave the school, my phone chimes again.

How is your day?

Kenna.

I smile as I type a response, as I walk the few blocks to the pub where Amy works. But once I’m there, I have to put Kenna from my thoughts because when I arrive, Amy greets me at the door. It’s like she knew I was coming.

“What are you doing here, Del?” Amy asks.

“I need a minute to talk.”

“Are you sure that’s all?” she asks coyly, a hand perched on her hip. A slender, pale hip I held in my hands as I—

Nope. Not going there today. I’m here for information, and information only.

“What did your wife do this time?” Amy slips behind the bar as I take a stool. A solitary drinker slumps on his stool at the end of the bar. I glance at him, but he’s lost in his half-drunk pint of beer.

“What makes you say that?” Even to my own ears, I sound resigned rather than defensive.

“Because I know her. Iliya likes to make things more complicated that they already are.”

“What do you mean?”

“Is it about this new playmate?”

“Don’t call her that.” Amy raises an eyebrow as she holds a glass under the tap. “I’m not here for a drink.”

“Sounds serious. I’ll ask again—why are you here?”

I have no idea why I’m here. It seemed like the place to come. I need to understand my wife. “You know Iliya,” I begin lamely.

“I do.”

“Has she ever seemed jealous? Of others?” Amy surprises me with the ferocity of her snort. “Who?”

“Are you serious?” I feel stupid as I shrug. “Your wife is a darn fine actress.”

“You think she was jealous of you.”

“I know she’s envious of anyone who is a part of your life. I guess jealousy isn’t the best word to use. Iliya needs to be the centre of attention. Always. And if feels like she’s beginning to be usurped, then watch out. Is she upset that you like the new girl?”

“No. Well…” I trail off and Amy laughs. “I don’t know if jealous is the right word. But there was something this morning.” Quickly I give a recap of Iliya’s behaviour after she came back from her walk with Kenna and Jane. “I didn’t understand. She should be happy for Kenna -”

“She’s upset that Aidan might usurp her. Your wife likes to be the centre of everyone’s universe, remember. This morning she got bumped by sexy handyman and she got scared.”

I slowly shake my head. “That’s ridiculous.”

Amy cocks her head. “This is your wife we’re talking about. If she can make something more complicated, she does. You don’t believe me?”

I’m silent, thinking of Amy’s words. Is this really what Iliya does? Make mountains out of molehills? Create unnecessary drama?

There was no need for her to get upset last night, and yet she did, pushing all sorts of buttons in me that I was forced to deal with emotions I prefer to leave buried. 

“She married the most amazing man in the world,” Amy says softly. “And yet she needs others to keep her happy.”

I look sharply at her. “Are you saying she’s making all of this up? That she doesn’t need -”

“Oh, I’m not saying that. Iliya is the most sexual person I’ve ever met, and I’ve met quite a few. I don’t know if she would be satisfied with just you, as proficient,” she lowers her eyes coyly, eliciting a snort from me. “You happen to be in the bedroom.”

“Thanks.”

“You made me very happy,” she tells me. “And we could have had a lot of fun the other night.”

“You need to move on,” I say bluntly. “This thing with us—it’s over. You need to meet someone else. Be happy.”

Amy blanches. Was I too blunt, too direct? But I care about Amy. If I can’t make her happy, I want someone else to.

“I think I’ve forgotten how,” she whispers.

“To be happy?”

“How to meet someone. Be part of a couple, rather than a trio. Be responsible for the happiness of one person, rather than two.”

“Was it difficult, being with us?” I wonder.

“Not at all.” She smiles at me, a smile full of love and affection and regret. Her expression of love, of caring brought back weekends lying in bed with her, laughing, talking; Amy in the kitchen with me, helping me prepare meals for the three of us; asking about my writing, always supportive and encouraging.

“It’s like I was living in a bubble with the two of you,” Amy continues wistfully. “For three years, you took care of me. You both—more you than Iliya—were concerned about me. You loved me. And now the bubble has popped and I’m on my own. It’s like after any break up, only I miss two of you instead of one.”

“Do you think you missed out on anything being with us?” I examine her face, seeing the faint resemblance to Kenna in the dark blonde hair and wide, smiling mouth. “You’re thirty-two years old. You could have been married by now, had kids. Instead, you spent three years with us.”

“I didn’t miss anything.” Amy’s voice is full of conviction, which quiets some of the doubts I’ve had about pulling Kenna into such a relationship. “But if you wondering about your new friend, you’ll have to ask her. I’ve never been one for a ‘normal’ relationship.” She used her fingers as quotations.

“I guess I’m not one for normal either,” I muse.

“You were married before Iliya,” Amy reminds me.

“To a woman who thought like Iliya did—someone who dismissed the idea of monogamy. But Alicia didn’t bother to get my approval or agreement before she had sex with someone.” Even after this long, it’s difficult to keep the bitterness out of my voice when I talk about my ex-wife. I smile ruefully at Amy. “It’s enough to think I’ll never been able to satisfy a woman. That she’ll have to look elsewhere.”

Amy cups my cheek. “Del, I only had you part-time and you completely satisfied me. In every way imaginable. You would be the best one-woman man. Iliya doesn’t know how lucky she is.”

Does my wife consider herself lucky to have me? She makes the odd comment, but I’m not sure. Has she ever considered what we’re denying Kenna by drawing her into a relationship? Kenna is young, with her whole life ahead of her. Does she want to get married again? Have children?

Is it selfish of us to want her? Of me?

“But,” Amy isn’t finished. “If you were to put your foot down about the others—men, women, parties—I don’t know how she’d react. Iliya has it in her head that this is who she is. That she can’t do monogamous, shouldn’t be in a committed relationship. This stuff runs deep.”

“Why is she like this?” I wonder aloud, not expecting Amy to have an answer.

“I have no idea. Probably goes back to her parents, how she was raised. From what she’s told me, her mother let her get away with everything and she’s used to getting what she wants. She does have a very high sex drive—lucky you.” Her blues eyes twinkle at me.

“Lucky me,” I say ruefully.

“Most men would give their right arm to have a woman as into sex as Iliya is.”

“Yes, I’m well aware of that.”

“The threesomes, the freedom you have…I know this isn’t your first choice in a lifestyle, but you have to admit it has some perks.” I agree with her, but I don’t say anything. “Like me. I was a good perk.”

“You were an amazing perk,” I assure her.
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I leave the pub with more questions than answers. I’m not sure what I expected Amy to tell me. Possibly provide some insight to the complex mind of my wife.

She’s my wife. Shouldn’t I have enough insight into her mind, as complex as it may be?

I head back to the school instead of going home. I have some marking to finish up, plus I’m not sure I know what to say to Iliya right now.

Because at this moment, I’m very tempted to tell her I want all of this to stop.

No more other men. No more inviting women into our bedroom. No more Iliya slipping off to parties where who knows what goes on.

At this moment, I want my wife to myself. I don’t want to do to Kenna what we’ve done to Amy. Amy was used to lifestyles like ours. It may have been the first time she was a unicorn, but she’d at least been with other women, other couples before. Kenna is so innocent. Untouched.

Has she even been with a woman before?

I don’t know why I’ve never thought of that before.

I’m tempted to call Kenna and ask her these questions. But I should talk to Iliya before I mention anything to Kenna.

I want a normal marriage.

But I’m afraid to tell this to Iliya because I’m honestly not sure what her reaction will be. Would she chose me over the excitement of others? I just don’t know.

I try and distract myself by marking the senior class essays. I provided them with a selection of television shows on Netflix and gave them a month to binge watch the season. They loved that part of the assignment, but weren’t that keen on the second part—a ten thousand word essay on the impact the show had on popular culture.

I’ve been pleasantly surprised by the quality of the work handed in.

I take a break after the first essay and check my email.

As surprised I am with the quality of the essay, I’m even more surprised when I find an email from Ike staring at me from my inbox. He always emails me to wish my mother a happy birthday, like he does every year.

This year, he’s added a little more than his generic greetings.

I’ve been thinking about this rift between us and was wondering if

there is a way to repair it. Your marriage and what you do with it,

is your business. As long as you are happy, I should be happy for

you. And I am happy you found another woman after the mess my

sister made of things. I still feel bad at how she treated you.

I don’t remember the last time I felt so happy.

Elise and I have broken up. I think of you and wonder if we had an

arrangement like yours, things might have worked out.

Ike married Elise years after I split up with Alicia. I have good memories of the two of them.

I guess what I’m trying to say is that I was a judgmental idiot

and I had no right to be. You and your family have always been good

to me. If you ever think about forgiving me, I’d love to hear from you.

Ike and I had been best friends since we were kids. My earliest memory is falling out of tree when I was four. I have no actual memory of the fall, or even being in the tree, but I do remember opening my eyes and being surrounded by the concerned faces of my brothers.

We had gone to a neighbouring apartment building where a bunch of kids were running through a sprinkler. I remember the rhythmic droplets of water falling on me.

Our youngest brother hadn’t been there but his place in the circle surrounding me had been taken by a pair of awestruck brown eyes.

Ike Turner. Despite the unfortunate name, Ike became my best friend. He thought me surviving the fall from the huge oak tree made me akin to Superman in his eyes.

Our friendship even lasted through my divorce from his sister Alicia. Had it not been for the fact that everyone knew she had cheated on me, the breakup had the potential to rip apart both our families. But Ike and I lasted until I introduced him to Iliya, about a year into our marriage.

He had been living in Northern Ontario and I had been eagerly waiting when I could introduce him to Iliya.

They got along at the beginning. And then I’m not sure what happened. Ike told me she was coming on to him; she probably was. Ike didn’t want me to end up with another woman like his sister.

Because of his concern, I explained to Ike about my marriage with Iliya. We had been involved with Amy by then, and I told Ike about her.

“You’d like her,” I told him.  

But Ike didn’t like the idea. He told me in many ways that it was wrong, evil, immoral. He used a variety of terms that brought me back to my brief sojourn as an altar boy when I was nine.

“If that’s the type of marriage you want, then I can’t support you. What you’re doing is wrong , Del, and it will only hurt everyone around you. I don’t want any part of it. For the first time I’m glad Alicia isn’t in your life. God knows what you’d do to my sister if this is how you live your life.”

Even though Ike’s words hurt, I didn’t bother trying to make him understand. I thought he would cool down and come to his senses. He never did. The only communication I have with him now is a yearly email where he asks me to wish my mother a happy birthday from him.

All of the hesitation and doubts I had been feeling vanish after I read Ike’s email. If he understands my relationship, accepts it, than it can’t be wrong. Amy is right—I am lucky to have a wife like Iliya. No other woman would allow me to explore these feelings I have for Kenna.
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I stop on the way home to pick up a couple of steaks for dinner. 

Iliya has a deep love for red meat and sigh of satisfaction when she takes the first bite of the tenderloin topped with a pecan-blue cheese sauce is music to my ears. “I love your meat,” she jokes, smiling at me across the table.

I’m happy to see her earlier bad mood has vanished. Instead of asking her about it, I tell her about my email from Ike.

“I’m glad,” she says simply. “I know how it bothered you that he refused to understand. I never understood how he could have been so judgmental.”

“I don’t think I realized how much it bothered me,” I admit. “His acceptance sort of…justifies our lifestyle now.”

“I didn’t think you needed Ike’s approval.”

“I didn’t…but it helps. I had been thinking this might not be a good idea with Kenna.”

“Why not?” she asks sharply.

“Do you think we messed things up for Amy?” I ask, instead of answering.

“No. Why would you say that?”

“We were with Amy for three years. She could have met a nice, normal man in that time.”

“You’re forgetting that you’re a nice, normal man.”

“One that isn’t married. She could have gotten married, had kids—”

“That’s not what Amy wants. She’s not into normal.”

“But what if Kenna is? You saw her with Aidan. What if that’s what she needs? Some straightforward guy who can give her everything. Not just sharing her on the weekends.”

Iliya doesn’t answer right away, and I let her chose her words. “Kenna wouldn’t be doing this unless she wanted to,” she says finally. “We’re not pressuring her. We offering her something different, out of her comfort zone, and that’s what she wants right now. We can take care of her better than Aidan can.”

I drop it, choosing to trust Iliya on this. She’s spent time with Kenna, knows her better. She has a woman’s intuition about these things. I’m only a man, worrying about a woman I like.

A woman I want to fuck.

But I stop talking about Kenna and focus on my wife.

Later, after dinner is cleaned up, we settle into the living room in front of the television. Iliya finds an episode of Modern Family. She loves the show. Usually at night, I pull out my laptop and pretend to work on my book, but not tonight. Even though lately I’ve been feeling more positive about writing, I don’t want to get into tonight.

I want to focus on my wife.

She’s at one end of the couch, and if I stretch out my arm, I’m able to touch her. I run my hand up Iliya’s leg, touching the smooth skin on her ankle, feeling the firmness of her calf.

“Wearing heels gives you nice legs,” I tell her.

“I like how I look in them.”

“I like how you look in them too.” She’s still wearing her pink dress, sleeveless and short. Always eager for my caresses, she adjusts so that she lays with her legs propped over mine on the other end of the couch.

I laugh at some joke onscreen while my hand stealthily explores further up her leg.

The soft skin behind her knee. I don’t linger, because it’s a ticklish spot for Iliya and it’s not the spot I plan on tickling tonight.

The yielding muscles of her inner thigh. Iliya has never been one who likes to exercise. Her walks with Jane are more social than a workout. She embraces her curves, confident in her body.

Right now, I want to embrace her curves.

“I like your legs.” I caress the expanse of skin between her knee and inner thigh, avoiding the apex of her leg with difficulty.

“Don’t you like what my legs are joined to?”

I can tell Iliya wants my fingers to move higher; she’s parted her legs, moved closer to me so I won’t have to reach.

I’m taking my time with her tonight.

“You mean this?” I slide my hand to her outer thigh, reaching until I can pat the side of her ass. “I like this, too.”

Soft. A little squishy. Perfect for bouncing on my cock, bending over while I take her from behind. Iliya’s body is made for sex. Everything about it welcomes a touch, a caress. I can’t keep my hands off her.

She gives a huff of frustration and I chuckle to myself. She’s always so demanding.

I sip from my wine glass. It’s a nice 2005 Barolo that went well with the steak. Iliya isn’t much of a wine drinker, but even she had two glasses tonight. Her lips still bear the tell-tale wine stain.

Setting my glass down, I pull Iliya’s legs so that she’s lying flat on the couch.

“You’ve scrunched my dress,” she complains good-naturedly, making no move to smooth the pink fabric of her now bunched at her waist.

“I like the scrunched look.”

My hand moves to her pussy, covered by a thin scrap of lacy material. She spreads her legs obligingly. “You never say no,” I marvel, resting my fingers on her inner thigh.

“I never understand why some wives do. I don’t see the point of denying yourself. I like sex just as much as you do.”

“Maybe more.”

“Maybe,” she agrees with a coy smile. “You never say no to me.”

“That would be stupid.”

“I agree. Now, will you please touch me? You’re driving me crazy with anticipation.”

“That’s the plan.” I move my hand and reach for my glass.

“Del!”

“Hold your horses.”

“I’d rather ride you like a horse.”

“Really?” I stare at her over the rim of my glass. “What’s your favourite thing to do to me? That I do to you?”

A shadow flashes across her face. “I like it from behind,” she replies, like she’s watching her words.

“Do you?” My hand rests on her pussy now, feeling the warmth between her legs. Iliya shifts on the couch, pulling a pillow under her head and adjusting her legs so they’re bent at the knee.

“I like when you go down on me,” she whispers. “You’re very good at that.”

“Well, I know that. That you like it, anyway.” I smooth the fabric covering her pussy, molding it between her lips until her wetness begins to seep through.

“What do you like?”

“I like to go down on you.” I lick my lips just as the tip of my finger finds her clit, listening to the intake of her breath. My finger keeps moving lower, curving around her ass. “But sometimes I like to take you here.”

“Sometimes I like that, too. But I like to be very excited first.”

“Are you very excited yet?”

“Not yet.” Her full lips pout.

“I think you’re a little bit excited.” I move back to her pussy, slipping a finger under the elastic, feeling her wetness. I watch her face as I slide insider her. Her golden eyes blink shut while her lips fall open.

“Maybe a little bit.”

“I’ll see what I can do about that.” My wine is forgotten, the television ignored as I shift on the couch, giving all my attention to the wants of my wife. I thrust three fingers inside of her, moving slowly and carefully, her panties pushed to the side.

Iliya likes it hard and fast. I want to see how she responds to some teasing.

I finger her for long minutes, with only the occasional graze of my thumb against her clit. Every time I touch the sensitive nub, she gasps, pushing her hips against my hand. She needs my touch on her clit to make her come. How long will it take before she begs for it?

Not long. The next time I graze, a whimper escapes. Her eyes are closed, her breathing loud in the room. Suddenly I pull out my fingers, and begin to quickly circle her clit. With a loud cry, she climaxes almost instantly and I smile, watching her trembling body.

By the time her eyes open, I’ve moved off the couch, kneeling on the floor. Holding her leg straight up, I lap at her pussy, tasting her juices through the thin fabric until it’s wet through.

“More, please,” she whispers.

“You always want more.” Sliding her panties down her hips, I have to adjust her legs to get them off. I consider ripping them, but Iliya’s quite sensitive when it comes to her undergarments.

“More of you.”   

Now I hold both her legs straight up, panties hanging from one ankle. I dip my tongue inside of her.

“You taste good,” I mumble, using my fingers to spread her open. She cries out again as I flick my tongue against her clit.

I explore every inch of her, every fold, every crevasse. Long laps of my tongue, tiny flickers against her clit under she’s begging for more. Thrusting inside of her as I deep as I can. She keeps her legs up while I lift her with my hands, trailing my tongue along the length of her so I can tongue her ass. I take my time with her, leaving no part of her undiscovered. Her cries let me know she’s enjoying it, but I want more. I want her to scream, to scream my name.

I want to show her how much I love her.

Pulling down her legs, I spread them wide and plunder her frantically with my tongue. She screams when I suck her clit, thrusting my fingers inside her. I feel her buck against me as she begins to come again. Her cries fill the room and she screams out my name as she erupts again.

I wait until she can focus before I stand up. “I want you to touch yourself,” I tell her, slowly unbuttoning my jeans.

“Del…”

“Have you had enough?”

“No.” She drops her gaze, her thick lashes sweeping down. Iliya never has enough.

“I want you to touch yourself. Like you did the other night.” I take her hand lying limply on her stomach and place it on her pussy. Her fingers obediently begin to circle her clit and I stare, fascinated.

“You like to watch.” Her voice is low and husky.

“I like to fuck you.” Yanking off my jeans, I once again kneel before her. “Don’t stop touching yourself.” I thrust into her, feeling the tightness of her pussy, the warm wetness gripping me and I groan.

“I like you…to…fuck me…too…” Iliya gasps. There is no teasing this time. Hard and fast strokes, her legs pushed up and wide, my hands fisted into her dress, still around her waist.

Hard and fast. Just now she likes it. And with the added stimulation of her fingers, Iliya quickly comes for the third time.

She is still writhing when I pull out and flip her over, guiding my cock into an even tighter cavity. I feel her body tense as I push the tip against her ass and try to slow my urgency. Slowly, carefully, I work my way past the muscles, gritting my teeth against the frustration. I want to slam into her, fuck her hard, senseless…

Finally I’m in, groaning with delight at the tight sensation, her muscles gripping me like a vise. I move slowly until I feel her relax under my hands. Faster, trying not to hurt her, filled with the need to pound. When I hear her gasp with pleasure, I thrust faster, harder.

The sensation is unbearable. I can’t take much more. My fingers tightening on her hips, I fuck her as hard as I can until I erupt with a roar inside her.

God, I love this woman.

“Well, that was fun,” Iliya says, her words muffled by the cushions. I laugh and drop a kiss on her back.
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Thursday

I’m happy that Iliya returns from her walk in a better mood than she did yesterday. When I pop outside to say hello when they’re back, Kenna looks pleased to see me.

How about we try the dinner thing tonight, I text her when I get to school.

There’s no response and I begin to worry when I don’t hear from her. Is this what women go through when men don’t call them? I try and reassure myself that Kenna could be away from her phone, having a bath, caught up with her writing and ignoring the chime. 

Finally she gets back to me.

With just you and me? Maybe that was the problem. Maybe she thought I meant me and her and Iliya. As far as I know, that event has been scheduled for Friday but Iliya hasn’t said much about it. And I don’t ask, not wanting to seem too eager.

There’s a fine line discussing the date of a threesome with your wife.

If that’s all right with you.

Sounds great.

Great! I resist the urge to add a happy face. I’m usually not an emoji person, but Kenna tempts me.

“What have you got on tonight?” Bruce asks me at the end of the day.

“Not much,” I tell him. I don’t want to lie, but I can’t tell him the truth; that I’m making dinner for Kenna.

I leave school as soon as the bell rings, leaving the pile of unmarked essays on my desk vowing to finish them this weekend. It will give me something to do to forget I’m missing my mother’s birthday.

My brothers’ will be arriving in Barbados this afternoon. The party is to be held on Saturday, with all of my mother’s friends and numerous family attending. She moved back to her home country fifteen years ago and it seems that she has some connection with every person in the town of Bathsheba.

There is no doubt that I will be missed this weekend. 

But I try and put that out of my head as I prepare a meal for Kenna. I think about what we can talk about. Maybe I’ll tell her about Ike. She might want to know about my brothers. We can swap stories about growing up, compare living on a military base to one of the tougher Toronto neighbourhoods.

I want to get to know her.

At least I feel that way until she tells me she’s been having sex with Iliya all week. She thinks while we’re kissing, while I’m holding her body close, is the best time to confess she’s sleeping with my wife.

I doubt there is any sleeping going on.

I’m sure there is a lot of sex. Kenna. And Iliya. Without me.

The two of them have been having sex all week. The thought makes me sick to my stomach, not a normal reaction for a man when discovering two women have been intimate.

My wife has been intimate with another woman.

I know Iliya is attracted to Kenna. I know Iliya has needs. These goddamn needs she keeps reminding me about. These fucking needs that make it impossible for her to be in a monogamous marriage, to have an equal role in a committed relationship.

Do these stupid, fucking, goddamn needs have to turn her into a liar? Do her wants and desires and need for excitement make incapable of being honest with me? Me—her husband, the person she professes to love most in the world? Does the need for a stranger’s cock inside her, or a woman sticking her fingers inside her pussy make her a liar?

What else has she lied about?

I don’t even know who I’m married to anymore.

The fucking, stupid thing—I must be pissed because I can’t even keep profanity out of my thoughts—is that I would have accepted it if Iliya had told me about her and Kenna. I would have understood if she came to me and told me things happened, one thing led to another, they got carried away and ended up naked together.

Look at how close I was to pulling off all of Kenna’s clothes and fucking her right then and there on her couch.

But I didn’t. I stopped myself.

Kenna stopped me.

Iliya didn’t stop herself. Kenna didn’t stop things from progressing with Iliya. Was she merely curious? Is Iliya truly irresistible? Does Kenna prefer women over me?

What if Kenna hadn’t felt the urge to confess her indiscretions with my wife? What might have happened?

Probably nothing. She obviously prefers my wife.

Did they do it on the couch? I picture Kenna’s hesitation when she saw me settling into the cushions, her sudden desire to sit at the cluttered table.

Oh, god, they did. The two of them went at it right there on the couch where I had been sitting.  

And it wasn’t just the couch—they kept fucking each other all week and no one thought to tell me. It wasn’t like there hasn’t been time to play true confessions—both of them had plenty of opportunities…

I storm home, leaving all my food and containers in Kenna’s kitchen. I don’t care if I see it again. I don’t care if I see her again.

Iliya should have told me. Kenna was right in one thing; it wasn’t her place    .

But I thought we were friends. She could have showed me the respect.

She did tell me. But I don’t feel respected. I feel stupid.

This must be what a cuckold feels like.

It’s Iliya who deserves my anger and accusations, not Kenna.

And it’s Iliya’s name I shout when I get home, stomping through the rooms looking for her, making sure my wife is not hiding with some other lover.

She’s not home.

I sink onto my own couch. I need something to numb the pain, because this is painful. It hurts, knowing I was lied to. Betrayed. Kept in the dark.

I wouldn’t have expected this behaviour from Kenna. Iliya?

I don’t know. Am I surprised?

I need a glass of wine. A shot of bourbon. I spend minutes rummaging through my liquor cabinet and finally collect a half empty bottle of that a parent of one of my students dropped off at the school. I had passed Braeden with a fifty-three percent and his father was so grateful, he felt the need to thank me. I told him Braeden had done himself, but the relieved father insisted.

Amy and I had shared half of the bottle one night months ago trying to teach Iliya how to play poker. And then the three of had gone to bed together.

They had teased me that night. Their touches and caresses had excited me, but then they turned to each other, pleasuring each other several times before letting me take part.

Iliya always turns to someone else.

The Scotch does the trick. The smoothness of the spirit help ease the pain. Helps me forgot how it felt to have Kenna on my lap, her slender waist in my hands. The softness of her skin, how I cupped her breast, her pussy pressed against my cock…

I sit there for hours until my thoughts are cool and clear as a sheet of ice covering a turbulent river.

It’s only a matter of time before the water breaks though.

I have to get out of the house, away from Iliya. Away from Kenna.

It seems strange that at a time when my cock hurts as much as my heart, my thoughts turn to my mother.

But I only see her as an option to escape.
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Friday morning

After one of the worst nights of my life, I leave early for school. I’m disgusted with myself. How could I have fucked Iliya last night? Furious, frustrated—when she touched me, it felt like she was taunting me and I snapped. I’ve never been so rough and forceful.

She liked it.

She liked me taking out my anger on her? Or is that how she really likes it? Is that how other men fuck her? 

Who am I married to?  

I try to hide my mood from the students, but they know something is up. Thankfully they don’t act up, even my immature freshman class. After the last bell rings, I hide in my office, marking the essays. There is a rare flight to Bridgeport leaving at eight o’clock tonight and all I have to do is waste time until then. Teachers usually clear out of the halls as quick as the students on Friday afternoon, but going home is the last thing I want to do.

Finally after a hour, I’ve had enough of the quiet, of pushing my anger and frustration away so I can concentrate on my work.

I walk to the pub. Not to see Amy, just to be around people.

As I slide onto a stool at the bar, I wonder if this place is ever busy. The bartender nods at me; Amy is nowhere to be seen.

Maybe she’s not here. Maybe I should have gone to another pub, or a restaurant. Any other place.

“Del?”

I turn, expecting Amy to be standing before me.

It’s Kenna.

“What are you doing here?” I demand. For a moment I think she’s followed me here, that she’s desperate to talk to me, to explain—

But then I see Aidan standing behind her. Tall, broad tree-trunk like Aidan, with his reddish hair and cheerful grin.

“Hey, Del!”

I suspect my smile is more of a grimace.

“Aidan convinced to me have a drink with him,” Kenna says apologetically. She won’t meet my eyes. From guilt? Guilt of being with Aidan, or because she’s been fucking my wife. For a moment I’m tempted to ask her.

“Good for you.”

Kenna blanches at my tone but Aidan doesn’t pick up on the tension. Or maybe he does, because he slings a heavy arm around Kenna’s slim shoulders, which seem to buckle from the pressure. “Time to catch up with her. It’s been years. It’s so cool that I bumped into her the other day. The missus told you about that?”

“It’s one of the few things the missus did tell me about,” I tell him wryly. “Better go start you’re catching up. I don’t want to keep you.”

“Del…”

“Have a god night,” I tell Kenna dismissively. When I give them my shoulder, they have no choice but to walk away from me.

Kenna is walking away from me.

Maybe Iliya was right to be upset about Kenna and Aidan. Maybe there is more going on between them than she let on. Maybe there’s more to Kenna—she’s been fucking my wife all week and now she’s out on the town with my hunky handyman? What kind of woman does that?

I don’t want to think about what kind of woman she is. I don’t want to think about Kenna at all. I want to drink my beer, drink another one and then maybe a third and then get to the airport and on my flight and forget about everything in my life.

There is only one woman in my life that I can trust right now and that’s my mother. It may make me sounds like a mama’s boy, but I don’t care right now.

“Is that the new girl?”

Amy appears behind the bar, looking over my shoulder. “There’s no new girl,” I tell her harshly.

“Trouble in paradise?”

“Did you know she was fucking her?”

“I take it you’re referring to Iliya and the new girl—sorry, the tall blonde who looks like me? Can I tell you that’s a bit creepy?”

“She’s nothing like you.”

“Well, her hair is like mine and there are certain similarities in our faces, but I have to agree with you. She’s nothing like me.” Amy still watches Kenna over my shoulder. “What are they doing together? That’s the guy who painted your place, isn’t it?”

“Aidan. He’s done work for us, yes.”

“Do you think he’ll be working for her, now?”

“I have no idea. Nor do I give a damn.” I take a long swig of my beer, staring angrily at the bottles lined up behind the bar.

“So I take it you didn’t know that they were being busy little bees in the morning?”

“She’s doing that thing you said—making everything a lot more complicated that it needs to. She didn’t need to fuck Kenna, and she certainly didn’t need to lie to me about it.”

Amy is silent for a moment, absentmindedly wiping the counter before me. “You know she did the same thing with me, right?”

“For how long?” A muscle twitches in my jaw.

“A couple of weeks.”

“So this would have gone on longer, if Kenna hadn’t felt guilty enough to tell me.” I glance at Amy, my accusation that she didn’t share that trait remaining unsaid.

“What are you going to do?” Amy asks.

“I’m going to a birthday party,” I say firmly, finishing my beer and slamming down the glass.

Three beers in quick succession have done nothing good for my mood. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Aidan head to the back of the pub, presumably where the washrooms are. I’m off my stool in a flash, even as Amy calls after me.

“What are you doing with him?” I demand, towering over Kenna still seated at the table.

“Having a drink with an old friend.” There’s a defiant tilt to her chin that fuels my anger. “I don’t think I have to explain it to you. Iliya—”

“What about Iliya? Are you about to admit more about what’s gone between the two of you? Your secret little rendezvous in the mornings? How long has this been going on? When did you meet Iliya, anyway? Has this been going on longer than either of you have been telling me?”

“No.” Kenna drops her eyes and her defensive posture. “Just this last week. Del…”

“What? Del, what? Because I don’t think there’s anything else you need to say to me. I think you’ve said enough. You’ve definitely done enough.”

“I never wanted to lie to you.”

“But you did. And so did my wife. I don’t know what part I play in this game of yours, but it’s clear I’m no longer a part of it.”

“It’s not a game,” Kenna tells me urgently. “I don’t know what I want.”

“Now you don’t know what you want? Iliya said you were skittish, that you needed more time to be comfortable with me. I guess you didn’t have a problem getting cozy with her. Is that how it is with you? Does Aidan know?”

“There’s nothing to know! This is new to me. It’s confusing. I didn’t know -”

“You knew exactly what you were doing,” I tell her quietly. “But it doesn’t matter. You can do what the hell you want. Just leave my wife out of it.”

I walk away then, not looking back because I know what Kenna’s expression will be. And I don’t want to see it.
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I drink another half pint before the need to relieve myself takes over.

Amy is waiting for me in the cramped hallway when I leave the men’s’ room. “I wanted to make sure you’re okay,” she tells me, laying a sympathetic hand on my arm.

I stare at her pale skin alongside my darker colour, thinking of how her body looked beside mine in bed. Iliya always had to be beside me, I remember.

Everything was always about Iliya.

“Del?”

Lost in my thoughts, it takes a moment to realize Amy is waiting for me to respond. “They’ve been having sex all week,” I tell her bleakly.

“And you didn’t know.”

“She told me not to touch her,” I continue. “Told me it might scare her off.”

“Did it? Because I can tell something happened between the two of you. The way she looks at you…there’s something going on between the two of you. Anyone can see it. I’m not sure the idiot she’s with can…”

“Aidan’s not an idiot,” I say automatically.

Amy raises an eyebrow. “The guy is with your girl, and you’re defending him?”

“She’s not my girl,” I tell her bitterly. “That much is obvious.”

“But you want her to be,” Amy presses.

“I don’t know what I want!” My voice rises louder than the music in the bar area and I take a deep breath to calm down. “I don’t want to be lied to.”

“I don’t blame you.”

“Has Iliya been lying to me?” I demand.

“I think you should be asking her that question.” The way Amy shifts her eyes gives me my answer.

“I don’t want to talk to her anytime soon. Or Kenna.”

“C’mon, Del. This will blow over.”

“Do you think it should blow over?”

“It’s Iliya. Your wife is selfish and her demands and needs always have to come first. It’s just how she is.”

“And I should just go along with that?”

“You married her. You agreed to this. What else are you supposed to do?”

I stare at Amy, at her wide mouth, and blue eyes. Once I got to know Kenna more, I don’t see the resemblance between the two, mainly because their personalities are so different.

What would Kenna tell me to do?

Fuck Kenna, and fuck my wife.

I grab Amy around the neck and force my mouth down on hers. She struggles for a moment, before relaxing, her arms winding around my waist. I run my hands down her back, feeling the slenderness under her T-shirt.

Like Kenna…

“I don’t know if this is a good idea, but it’s better than you kicking my naked ass out of your house,” Amy gasps as I kiss her neck.

The memory of that inflames me even more and I push open the men’s room door with Amy’s body still wrapped about me.

I don’t think about the tiny, dingy bathroom and how it’s the least sexiest place I’ve ever had a woman in. I don’t think about Kenna being less than twenty feet away from me. I don’t think about Iliya and how much she’s hurt me. I stop thinking and just feel.

I feel the warmth of Amy’s body, how good it feels to hold her little ass in my hands. I feel the desire rising up, as hard and strong as my cock.

I fumble awkwardly with the button on Amy’s jeans and she helps me push them off one of her legs. Then I’m hoisting her in my arms, high enough so her sweet pussy is the perfect height. Pressing her back against the wall and cupping her ass in my hands to hold her, I bury my face between her legs.

“Oh, God! Del!” she cries when my tongue finds her clit.

I know exactly what Amy wants; I’ve done this countless times before.

And I’ve watched Iliya do it to her just as many times.

Licking, sucking, teasing her with my tongue. Amy encourages me with her cries. I only hope the music doesn’t turn down or everyone in that bar is going to know what’s going on back here.

Luckily, Amy is quick and she cries out one final time as she climaxes.

I set her on her feet long enough to pull out my cock and pull her into my arms again. Her legs wrap around my waist, her face is buried into my shoulder as I thrust into her.

“I should make you put on a condom,” she gasps into my neck.

“I don’t fucking care right now,” I growl.

“I’m still on the pill.”

I’m happy Amy is thinking about contraceptives, because I refuse to think about anything right now. All I care about is how good my cock feels, how tight and wet her pussy is. I fuck her hard, her back crashing painfully into the wall with every thrust.

Amy was quick; I will be even quicker.

And then I’m coming, exploding into her, my teeth biting down on the thin material of her T-shirt in an effort to contain my roar of satisfaction.

“Oh God,” she sighs, her body sagging in my arms.

“Did you -?”

“Of course. You’re something else, Del. You always have been.”

As I set Amy onto her feet gently, I start to think again and the pain and hurt rushes back.

“I’m sorry,” I mutter as I tuck myself back into my pants.

“Why are you sorry?” Amy demands in amazement. “This is what I wanted when I came over the other night. I wanted it to last a little longer, but beggars can’t be choosers, can they?”

“I shouldn’t have…”

“If it helps, you definitely should have,” she assures me. “Fucking me is a shot at Iliya and she definitely deserves it.”

The way she says it, like the vengeance is hers… “Why are you trying to get back at Iliya?” I ask with bewilderment.

Amy grins wolfishly at me as she pulls up her jeans. “I have my reasons. Many reasons. As good as this made you feel, Del, trust me; I feel a helluva lot better.”

A sick feeling adds to the pain of Iliya and Kenna’s lies and I want nothing more than to get out of here.
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Friday morning

Del’s hand slides onto my breast, caressing it. His palm skims over my nipple, already hard to the touch. His other hand is flat on my back, pressing me against him.

Shifting on his lap, I feel the hard length of his cock and stop myself from grinding against it. I want it inside me, like I’ve never wanted anything before. It’s been so long since I’ve been fucked, thoroughly fucked, the way I know Del will do it.

Erik is above me, his arms on either side, like he’s doing a pushup. His face contorts with the force of his orgasm, so that it looks like he’s in pain rather than pleasure.

Frustration, rather than satisfaction washes over me as he comes inside me.

Making love with Isaac in the dark, so only his eyes and teeth bared in a grimace are visible. His labored breathing is the only indication that he’s enjoying himself.

Del…I want him inside me.  

I feel safe in Del’s embrace. Del’s mouth against mine, his tongue darting into my mouth. Every touch, every caress makes me feel more alive.

My head falls to the side, allowing him full access to the sensitive skin. His lips devour my neck, first one side and then the other. Nibbling, sucking, French kissing the spot under my ear until I cry out.

And then Iliya slaps me.

Iliya slaps my bare ass. I gasp and jerk forward, needing to get away from the sharp pain, the suddenness of the slap, but Iliya’s talented fingers find my clit and circles it slowly as she smoothes the reddened patch of my cheek with the other. “Did you like that?” she whispers huskily.

“I...I don’t know.”

She slaps me again. This time her fingers clip the underside of my ass. “Bad girl,” she croons as she strokes my pussy with eager fingers before spanking me with her whole hand. “Bad, bad girl.”

The next time a whimper escapes me.

“Do you like it?” Iliya demands. “Do you want me to be rough?”

“I—”

“Fuck her. Fuck her hard. She’s been a bad girl,” Del says. When I open my eyes he’s standing beside his wife as she fucks me with her mouth. His fingers are in her pussy as Iliya tongues me madly, but his green eyes hold mine as the waves begin to crash over me.

“Bad girl,” he says, shaking his head. “How could you, Kenna?

I close my eyes to avoid Del’s disappointment as I come with a sharp cry that’s part pleasure and part pain.

I wake with a start, my body tingling from the orgasm. Did I come while I was sleeping or is it from the night before? With Iliya…

Del.

My alarm rings in the distance, and as I reach out a hand to stop it, I realize I’m not in bed. My back cracks in protest as I sit up. I fell asleep at the table, my only pillow a stack of completed pages for my new book.

“Dammit.” A small pool of drool leaves a mark on the top page, and I blow on it in an attempt to dry it.

My eyes feel red and itchy from lack of sleep and too much crying. After Iliya left last night…

What did I do?

I’m confused from the dream and what really happened last night. Del brought me dinner. We had wine. We had a moment in the kitchen, and then on the couch. We…we almost…I wanted to…

We had been kissing and both of us wanted to take it further. At least I think he did. But then I ruined everything when I told him that I’ve been having sex with his wife for the last week.

I told him that while he and I have been taking things slow and creating a friendship, Iliya and I have already moved on to a physical relationship. It was supposed to be the three of us, but Iliya and I haven’t waited for him.

They had wanted to share me. Iliya and Del wanted me in their lives, as their unicorn, their plus one. And I had agreed. I had been excited about it.

But then Iliya…

I can’t blame her. I could have stopped it. As much as I wanted Del, I stopped things with him because I felt guilty.

I ruined the moment with Del. I might have ruined our friendship. And then I made it so much worse when I told Iliya what I had done.

“You don’t know what I think at all! I’m sorry I told Del –”

“Stop apologizing!” Iliya was almost at the door, thrusting her feet into the high heels she kicked had off in her desperate haste to reach me. “I hate it when you keep apologizing. This was a mistake. I should have known you wouldn’t be ready for something like this.”

“Then why did you? Wait, Iliya, don’t go!”

Iliya yanked open the door, allowing the cool night air to rush in. My warm, naked skin shivered under my robe I hastily pulled around me. “I have to go, because thanks to you, I have to mend fences with my husband.”

“Why did you start this with me then?” I demanded, grabbing for her arm to keep he from leaving. If she goes, it was over. If she leaves I would never to be able to feel this way again. “If you think this was all a mistake? That I was a mistake.”

My voice cracks with the word and the expression in Iliya’s eyes changed with each blink of her long lashes. Anger, sorrow, disappointment, frustration. “You reminded me of Amy,” she finally said, in the coldest voice I have ever heard.

Then she left, leaving me staring after her as she ran from my house.

I take a ragged breath, feeling sick to my stomach. When I finally push myself up and head to my room to turn off the alarm, my joints are stiff and sore. My movements have roused the cats from my room, where no doubt two of three spent the night curled up on my pillow.

I can’t stand to be in my bedroom. Images of Iliya haunt the space, phantom cries of pleasure mixing with the cats’ meows as they swarm my ankles, asking for breakfast.

But before I feed them, I check my phone. I expect a text from Iliya, telling me everything is fine with Del. That she’s sorry; she shouldn’t have gotten upset. That Del understands.

There’s no text. There’s nothing from either Iliya or Del.

“They’re still asleep,” I say aloud. “Or else she didn’t want to wake me. I’ll talk to her when we walk. Everything is fine.”

But I can’t rid myself of the sick feeling in the pit of my stomach.

I’m not going to think about Iliya, I tell myself. She was angry I told Del. She was afraid of his reaction. That was why she was so upset. I’m sure everything is fine now. She’ll explain and Del will…

I don’t know what Del will do.

“Get away. Get far, far away,” he joked but his eyes still held the film of desire as I climbed off his lap, out of the warmth of his arms.

I had stopped him because I was with Iliya that morning and he didn’t know.

Del stopped because Iliya wanted him to wait.

Iliya and I hadn’t waited.

“I have to—” I began.

Del interrupted me again. “I’m going to go. You don’t have to say anything. We said we’d wait and I didn’t and—”

“Iliya and I haven’t waited,” I blurted out, huddling in the corner of the couch.

“What?” Confusion and then frustration slowly replaced the desire in his expression as my words sink in. “What are you saying?”

“We didn’t wait. For you. We’ve…” I couldn’t to say the words. I couldn’t confess to everything. Del knew what I’m trying to say, but my mouth couldn’t physically form the sentence we had sex.

“When?” Del’s voice was harsh.

“Tuesday. This week. All...week…”

“Today.”

“This morning.” I hung my head, unable to bear the disappointment in his eyes.

But I hear his sigh. “I didn’t know. She never told me. And I never asked.”

“She said…I thought…I’m sorry. I should have…I didn’t know how to tell you.”

“Seemed pretty easy.” I finally met Del’s eyes and wish I could hide away. I couldn’t bear to see the hurt and anger in those eyes.

The warm, laughing eyes that have made me so happy.

“You let me kiss you. After you were with her today.”

There was nothing I could say to that.

What can I say today to fix this?
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It’s not until I’m dressed and rush to get to our customary meeting point in front of Jane’s house that I realize I can’t say anything to Iliya while Jane is there.

Jane doesn’t know anything is going on between us and after last night, I’m not going to be the one to tell her. I’m not saying anything to anyone. My lips are sealed.

But I’m sure I’ll be able to tell things are all right with Del as soon as I see Iliya.

They have to be all right. 

“Morning!” Jane calls as she steps out of her house and she sees me waiting on the sidewalk. She’s wearing her customary yoga pants and jacket, her blonde hair pulled into a ponytail. Jane is attractive, with the tall—blonde—blue—eyes perfection going for her, but she can’t compare to Iliya’s exotic good looks.

“Hi.” If Jane notices my red eyes and subdued manner, she doesn’t say anything. “Aren’t we waiting for Iliya?” I ask, as Jane immediately begins walking.

“Del texted me last night that she’s not coming.”

“She’s not coming?” I parrot, unable to hide my dismay.

“Don’t want to be stuck with me?” Jane asks good—naturedly.

“No—I mean, yes, of course you’re fine. Great. You’re great,” I stammer.

Jane looks at me with concern. “Everything okay this morning?”

“Fine. Everything’s good,” I assure her. “It’s just, I thought Iliya would be here. I—well, I kind of had something I needed to ask her. Where is—why didn’t she come this morning?”

“I don’t know,” Jane says nonchalance as we head for the ravine. “Del asked if I’d pick up the papers this weekend, so they must be away. I’m surprised she didn’t say anything. It must have been a last minute thing. Del’s always surprising her like with stuff like that.”

“Oh.” Other than a slight hollowness in my tone, I show no reaction to Jane’s news. Not the nauseating drop of my stomach, or the churning jealousy that Iliya and Del are away together.

What about me? What about us?

It was suppose to happen to tonight. The three of us together.

And that’s when I finally come to the hard conclusion that there is no us. If Iliya and Del have gone away together, it’s because they are repairing the damage that I caused to their marriage. There can be no us, no me in the equation if they are to remain happily married.

It’s over.

I walk in a haze, giving robotic replies to Jane’s questions. My laugh sounds false and brittle to my ears, but Jane takes no notice. She talks about her kids, asks about my sister. I snap out of my stupor when I begin to talk about my niece MacKenzie, but nothing helps the despair in my core.

It’s over. Before it even began.

When we reach Starbucks, I’m about to suggest to Jane that we forgo our coffee and tea this morning but can’t find the words. As much as my body needs the caffeine rush, I don’t want to step foot in the café.

But I can’t tell Jane that. I can’t tell her how I suddenly wish I had never met them that morning I came from Erik’s, with bed head and an inside out shirt. What if Iliya hadn’t thought I looked like Amy? Would Iliya have said anything to me? Would Iliya and Jane have just laughed behind my back and not felt the need to make new friends?

What if I had never stayed at Erik’s that night? I wouldn’t have met them. Nothing would have happened. I wouldn’t have met them and nothing would have happened between Iliya and I. I wouldn’t have become friends with them. 

I wouldn’t feel this empty now.

But I don’t say anything and Jane holds the door open for me. The moment passes and the aroma of coffee hits me in the face like a slap. The line before the cashier is long and loud this morning and I stand silently beside Jane, both wishing I’d never met Iliya and fervently hoping she will walk through the door.

My mind is caught up with dark thoughts so it’s not surprising when I don’t notice Aidan in line ahead of us. It is surprising Jane didn’t see him, though. It’s not until he has turned to leave with his c his steaming vendi cup that he sees us in line.

“Kenna!” The smile on his face is warm and friendly. Any other morning, the sight of him would make me feel good. “And Ms. Jane. Where’s the other member of your terrible trio?”

“No Iliya.” Jane smiles eagerly at him. “You’ll have to make do with just the two of us.”

“That’s something I could get behind,” Aidan tells her with a raised eyebrow.

“We were just talking about you,” Jane tells him.

“We were?” Was I that out of it that I’m not aware of Aidan coming up in the conversation?

“Well, sort of. We were talking about Kenna’s sister and niece MacKenzie and, and you dated Kelsie, didn’t you?”

“Unfortunately,” Aidan grimaces with a sideways glance at me. “I always think I picked the wrong sister.”

“I was married,” I remind him stiffly.

“She’s not now!” Jane tells him cheerfully.

Aidan waits with us in line, talking non—stop the entire time. It’s Jane who replies; Jane who laughs at his comments; Jane smiling at him. I do my best. Pasting a forced smile on my face, I keep nodding my head so much that I must resemble a bobble—head on the dashboard of a car.

“Here, let me get that.” My tea is in my hand when Aidan jumps in front of us to pull open the door, ignoring the admiring glance of the group of women entering.

“Ah, caffeine.” Jane inhales the rich aroma of her coffee before taking a sip.

“Is it just as good for you?” Aidan asks me.

“I don’t do coffee,” I admit. “Chai tea latte. It’s good but I’m not sure it packs the same punch as Jane’s double espresso.”

“It’s not a double,” Jane argues. “Just a shot. And I need it. Trust me—you have kids and you’ll know what I’m talking about.”

I join in their laughter, pleased that I’ve forgotten about Iliya for ten seconds.

It’s over.

The pang in my heart makes me miss what Aidan says, and what Jane says in response. I keep my head down and sip my latte until Aidan says my name. “What do you think, Kenna?”

“I’m sorry?”

“You are out of it this morning,” Jane says, with a concerned look. “Everything okay?”

“Bad sleep,” I tell her with a rueful nod. “Up late working.”

“Well, if you can stay awake, how about we go out for that drink tonight?” Aidan suggests. I must look as blank as I feel. “To catch up? It’s been a few years? We talked about it when we bumped into each other last week?”

When Iliya got jealous and I had to do my best to reassure her. And then she made me come with her mouth.

“Sure.” My response is to how we had briefly talked about it, not agreeing to the drink. Apparently Aidan doesn’t see it that way.

“Great! I’ll pick you up after work.” Aidan looks so pleased that I don’t have the heart to tell him no. To tell him tonight is a bad night, that I have other plans.

Because I don’t have anything else. Because it’s over with Iliya and Del before anything really started.

“Sure,” I tell him weakly.
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Aidan picks me up just after five o’clock.

I spend the day in a daze, trying to focus on work. If I concentrate on the colours, the words, than I maybe I can forget about what happened.

But images still flash through my mind. Iliya in my bed; Del on my couch, in my kitchen. His friendly texts about what I’m working on.

We had planned on being together tonight.

I finally realize about four o’clock that I haven’t had lunch or showered, which sends me into a frenzy. I want to text Aidan to cancel but something inside refuses to allow that.

If it’s over with Iliya and Del, then why shouldn’t I be with a friend? Someone who wants to spend time with me. Someone I don’t remind of a former lover. Someone who doesn’t think I was a mistake.

So I take a shower, laughing at myself as I shave my legs. Nothing will happen with Aidan tonight. Not only is he not interested in me, but why would he be? This is a pity drink. Catching up with a lonely friend.

“I’m not lonely,” I tell myself in the mirror. “And why wouldn’t he be interested in me?”

When I was married, Aidan lived in a condo two floors down. He would come over and I would watch him talking and laughing with Isaac and compare the two men. Isaac was dark and lean, with a fondness for hair products and an aversion for body hair.

Growing back my pubic hair was my first show of independence, even though no one noticed.

Compared to Isaac’s sleekness, Aidan looks like a wild man—all muscles and red hair and ready laugh. If Isaac is a panther, black and silky and mean, then Aidan is a bear playing with his cubs.

“It’s just a drink,” I tell Willow as she weaves between my ankles, hampering my attempts to dry myself after the shower. “It’ll be fun to catch up with Aidan. I can tell him what MacKenzie is doing. Maybe not Kelsie.” I bend and scratch the cat between her ears. “I wonder if he’s forgiven me for setting him up with my sister?”

Willow meows her reply before jumping onto the toilet. Luckily the lid is closed. 

“Setting him up with my sister wasn’t nice of me. And neither is leaving my kitties tonight but it’s something I have to do,” I explain to Willow.

I raise my eyebrows at my reflection. I talk way too much to my cats. It’s a good thing I accepted Aidan’s drink offer because I really need to go out more.

When Aidan knocks, he looks as if he’s finished a hard day of manual labour—dirty boots, dusty jeans and smelling faintly of sweat, coffee and some masculine aroma I haven’t smelled in a long time. 

It does not to deter his attractiveness.

In fact, looking at him standing at my door only points out how attractive he really is. Tall and broad and built, with waves of red hair and bright blue eyes.

Almost as soon as he steps inside the house, Aiden drops to the floor, his hands full of cats. With coos and whispers and even a soft meow, he has all three of them won over in record time.”

“I like your pussy…cats,” he tells me with a grin, still kneeling on the floor.

I catch my breath at those blue eyes full of mischief. “Thank you. They’re not usually so welcoming.”

“Oh, I like being welcomed,” Aiden assures me, finally getting to his feet. I’m not a short woman, but he towers over me. And he’s standing quite close to me. “I don’t see the point of being stand-offish. If they want some lovin’,” he leans down, stroking Buffy’s ears just the ways she likes it, “they have to tell me what they want and not play hard to get.”

“They usually play hard to get.” My voice is suddenly hoarse from watching him pet my cat.

“What are you working on?” Two strides of those long legs, and he’s at my table, staring at the work I’ve done today. “I can’t believe you made it as a writer.”

“Kids’ book,” I tell him, shyly handing him a page. Unfortunately, I had to redo the page I drooled over last night, but I think it turned out better than before.

“You do the pictures, too?” Drawn on heavy 8 x 11 card stock, it shows the main characters, depicted with bold stripes of yellow and blue, facing down the dragon. “This is great!”

“Thanks,” I mutter, always self—conscious of a compliment.

“It is,” he assures me. “You know that, right? You must—you’re an author and an amazing artist.”

“Thank you,” I say clearly this time.

“What do you like best?” he wants to know. “Writing or the drawing?”

“I come up with the pictures first,” I admit, unused to being asked about my crafts. Those who know what I do never think to ask about my process, and those I meet have more questions about the stories and characters than how I come up with them. “I come up with a moral first,” I explain. “Like this one is about standing up for yourself and your friends. Then the pictures come to me, and then I figure out the story.”

“It’s amazing,” he repeats. “I used to write a bit in my younger years. Poetry. Little diddies. Mainly for the girls I was dating. Man, anyone calling themselves a poet is guaranteed to get laid. A lot.”

I hold my breath for a split second before looking into his grinning eyes, and then burst into laughter. With his looks, Aidan could easily come across as an arrogant jerk, but he manages to pull off completely adorable.

“I know this pub not too far from here,” he tells me, as he leads me to his truck. Of course he has a pickup truck—big and black and shiny but I’m impressed when he stops and opens the door for me. “I thought we could grab a beer, maybe get something to eat?”

“Sounds good.” Why am I nervous, like a girl anticipating her first kiss? This is a friendly outing. There will be no kiss. Aidan and I are friends catching up. It’s not a date.

It feels like a date.

I sneak a glance at Aidan as he starts the truck with a roar, staring at the fine reddish-blonde hair mixed among the freckles on his arms. Why do I feel guilty just being in the truck with him?

It’s over, I repeat. There’s nothing to feel guilty about.

And even if it wasn’t over, what’s the harm in getting a drink with a friend?

I had sex with Iliya yesterday. Twice. And made out with Del.

Is that why I feel guilty?

I am a single woman, I remind myself as Aidan pulls away from my house. I’m going to have fun tonight. I’m not in any relationship. What happened with Iliya was just sex. I was experimenting. What might have happened with Iliya and Del—well, it wasn’t meant to be. I’m a single woman out to have a good time with a hot guy.

I sneak another glance at Aidan. He is really hot. There’s no reason for me to feel guilty about anything.
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And then I see Del.

I don’t see him right away. It isn’t until my eyes blink to adjust to the dimness that I recognize Del sitting at the bar. I’m laughing at something Aidan says, but my laughter dies as I see him.

My heart leaps.

I want to run out the door before he sees me.

I want to throw myself into his arms.

But I do neither.

“Hey, that’s Del,” Aidan says. With a rising sense of panic, I follow him to the bar.

Del looks so handsome in his blue button down shirt and flowered tie and I think about how it felt to be pressed against him last night. And then his green eyes focus on me from behind his dark framed glasses, and I recall his anger. How he stormed out of the house.

How I betrayed him.

“Hi,” I manage nervously, meeting his eyes with difficulty.

One word from him is all it takes for me to realize he’s still very made at me.

Our exchange doesn’t go well and to make it worse, I catch sight of the woman behind the bar.

She looks a lot like me.

After Del rudely dismisses me, I lead Aidan to a table as far from Del as possible, forcing my legs into steady strides.

I want to leave.

I want to apologize.

The woman from the bar follows us to the table. “What can I get you?” she asks without any attempt at a smile.

“Kenna?” Aidan asks. “What would you like?”

The waitress curls her lip slightly. “You’re Kenna.” Her dark blonde hair is pulled back into a short ponytail, drawing attention to her high cheekbones and wide mouth. I’m fixated by the amount of piercings she has in her ears. “I’m Amy.”

Amy.

‘Because you reminded me of Amy.’

Iliya’s words tore a hole in my heart; seeing Amy in person, still so connected with Del, only makes it bigger.

Why is she here? Why is Del with her? I thought he was with Iliya.

What’s going on?

Aidan glances at me with a quizzical smile and I wonder what this looks like to Del.

Why should I care what it looks like?

Del means nothing to me. Aidan asked me out for a beer. Del is married…

“Hello,” I say coolly to Amy and she stiffens with surprise. “Could I get a Shocktop?”

“Pint of Creemore for me,” Aidan tells her, oblivious to the tension.

“Sure. Coming right up.”

Aidan watches Amy walk away. I feel Del’s eyes on my back and it’s so hard not to glance over at him. Not to ask him what happened, why he’s here with Amy? “Do you know her?” Aidan wonders.

“No,” I say honestly. “She must be a friend of Del’s.”

“And are you a friend of Del’s?” Aidan asks with confusion. “I know you know Iliya but Del didn’t seem all that happy to see you.”

“No, he didn’t,” I say, staring at the stain on the table beside my hand. “I don’t really know him that well.”

“He must be having a bad day,” Aidan decides. “Del’s a really good guy.”

One that will never speak to me again…

“I only met him through Iliya. I forgot my wallet in Starbucks and they brought it back to me.” I decide that’s all the information I’ll divulge. “It was only a couple weeks ago. I don’t know any of them very well.”

“It would have been funny if I had found your wallet, wouldn’t it? I’m in that Starbucks all the time.”

“What about you? How to you know Del?”

Aidan looks surprised at my question but I’m desperate for any information I can scavenge about Del. “I’ve done work in their house. And Jane’s. And a bunch of houses in the neighbour.”

“They have a nice house. Jane does too.”

“They do,” he says awkwardly.

So you’re pretty busy these days?” Don’t talk about Del, I instruct myself. Don’t look at him sitting there alone with Amy, wondering what’s going to happen when she gets off work tonight. But where is Iliya? Will she join them? Is she going to come here?

Somehow I doubt it. This place doesn’t look like someplace Iliya would frequent, regardless of who worked here.

Is this how they met Amy? From here?

“Pretty busy. No thanks to your sister.” Aidan gives a rueful shake of his head. “Sorry. I’ve gotten over it. Really.”

“I feel horrible about how Kelsie treated you,” I tell him earnestly, 

I can’t help myself and steal a glance at Del. Amy is leaning over the bar talking to him with a concerned expression on her face.

It’s over. There was never anything to begin with. It was all a mistake…

Despite the reasoning behind my stern talking to, it doesn’t make me feel any better.

“I feel bad for introducing you.” I take a deep breath, vowing to concentrate on Aidan, and Aidan alone.

“Technically, you didn’t,” Aidan concedes. “So stop with the guilt. Once I found out your sister was Kelsie MacTavish, nothing was going to keep me from meeting her. I thought she’d be a great contact, maybe get some work from her.”

“You were working for the show, weren’t you?”

“That lasted as long as I was sleeping with her,” Aidan says bluntly. “Actually, when she fired me, I still thought we were together. Wasn’t the nicest wake—up call.”

“Kelsie isn’t always the nicest person,” I tell him diplomatically.

“That’s saying it nicely.”

“My sister is a bitch.” Aidan laughs, just as Amy brings us our foaming pint glasses.

“Anything else?” Amy asks rudely.

“Let’s see how the beer goes down first.” Aidan says, giving me an appreciative smile.

“I don’t think you have anything to worry about,” Amy flings over her shoulder as she walks away.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I whisper, leaning closer to Aidan across the table.

“Maybe that she can tell you’ve fallen under my spell?” 

“Does that mean you’re some kind of wizard?” Is this flirting? Is this how I’m supposed to do it?

“Would you be impressed or scared if I say yes?” Aidan asks with a raised eyebrow.

“Impressed—I write about magic and witches and stuff like that. Too meet a real—life wizard…” I clutch my chest with mock excitement.

Aidan leans closer. “What would you do?”

Out of the corner of my eye I notice Del staring at me with a frown on his handsome face. “Anything he wanted,” I say blithely, giving Aidan a big smile. “Anything at all.”
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When Aidan excuses himself and leaves for the men’s room, Del is quick to arrive at the table.

My first reaction is joy that he came over. He’s not upset with me! But Del is quick to burst my bubble.

“What are you doing with him?” he demands, towering over me seated at the table.

“Having a drink with an old friend,” I tell him. This isn’t Del; this angry man isn’t him.

I don’t even know Del. He could have been playing with me as much as Iliya was.

“I don’t think I have to explain it to you,” I add, with a defiant tilt to my chin. “Iliya—”

“You dare mention my wife?” His green eyes are as cold as a shard of glass piercing my heart.

“Del, I thought you knew!” I plead. I can’t help myself and reach for his hand. But he pulls it away, like he can’t bear to touch me and I shrink into myself. “I never wanted to lie to you. She—”

“But you did lie to me. And so did my wife. I don’t know what part I play in this game of yours, but I don’t want any part of it.”

“It’s not a game,” I tell him urgently. “It’s not like that. I didn’t know—”

“You knew exactly what you were doing,” Del says harshly. “But it doesn’t matter. You can do what the hell you want. Just leave my wife out of it. And me.”

He walks away without a backwards glance, leaving me staring after him.

That isn’t Del. That isn’t the same man who held me last night, pressed against him.

But maybe it is.

It’s over. There was nothing there to begin with.

But if that’s true, how could anything hurt this much?

“What did Del say to piss you off?” Aidan says angrily. Caught up in my misery, I didn’t realize he returned. He glowers at Del now back at the bar.

“No, no, it’s nothing,” I assure him, tugging on his wrist. “Everything’s fine.”

“You don’t look fine.” As Aidan reluctantly settles at the table, his blue eyes look concerned. “What’s going on?”

“Do you want to get some food?” I say in a strangled voice, anything to get the conversation away from Del. Because I feel like I’m about to explode with the need to talk about him.

“What’s going on, Kenna?”

I stare into my glass, at the specks of foam dotting the sides. How can I explain? “It’s complicated,” I sigh. “And I’d rather not talk about it.”

“Whatever you want,” Aidan says stiffly. “You about finished?”

I take a deep breath. This isn’t how I expected the evening to go and it’s not fair to Aidan.

“Actually, I’d like to have another drink with you,” I tell him shyly. “If that’s okay with you?”

“You sure?” The beginning of a smile appears at the corner of his mouth, like the sun peeping over the horizon, and the sight warms me as much as anything can right now. “Are you just using me as a distraction?”

“Of course not!”

“Because I don’t mind being used.”

I glance at Aidan from under my eyelashes. “Could you distract me?” I whisper.

Now his smile carves across his face, bringing humour to his already good—looking face. “I’d like nothing better. Another round.” He waves Amy over.

“I think I’d like a whiskey, too,” I interrupt. I raise my beer. “It might be a hard liquor kind of day.”

Aidan looks delighted at my request. “Have you ever tried bourbon?”

***

I finish my beer by the time Amy brings us the first round of Wild Turkey.

And then disappears after Del.

I try not to make it obvious that I’m waiting for them to return. I can only imagine that Del went to the washroom and Amy followed him. To talk?

They don’t return. Maybe he’s upset about seeing me. Maybe seeing me with Aidan…

Del is furious with you for having sex with his wife! He doesn’t give a damn about who you’re with.

So I shouldn’t care about who he is with or what they might be discussing. Or even if they’re doing something more than talking.

What are they doing?

I doubt they talking.

Knowing Del, knowing Iliya and if Amy is anything like Iliya, I can easily imagine what they’re doing in the men’s room. Or maybe in a back room.

I picture a dark room, with the smell of beer and spirits.

Fumbling, eager, the sound of breathing loud in the room…

Hands touching…lips pressed against each other…tongues…

I finish the glass of Wild Turkey in a big gulp.

“Thatta girl!” Aidan crows. “I knew you’d like it!”

I shake my head at the strength of the alcohol and to get rid of the vision. Nothing! There is nothing between me and Del so why am I getting upset?

Would I ever follow someone to the bathroom?

“I forgot how much you used to drink,” Aidan laughs as he sloppily clinks his glass with mine. “Isaac and I would be going through beer after beer and you would be quietly sitting there, keeping up with us. You were always quiet.”

I remember those nights. There would be some sporting event on T.V. and Aidan would wander up to our apartment with a six—pack of beer. He used to say he hated watching T.V. by himself. I wonder how much of it was that Aidan didn’t like to be alone. Being the type of person who enjoys her own company and doesn’t mind being lonely, the need for companionship is something I don’t understand.

I spent a lot of time with Aidan the first couple years after I moved to the city. He would even show up when Isaac was on a flight, sitting uncomfortably on the arm of a chair while he watched me draw. It was one of those nights when I introduced him to my sister. Isaac was away for a few days and Kelsie took advantage of it to drop MacKenzie off with me.

Deep down I suspect I introduced Aidan to my sister more to find something for him to do, so I could get some alone time back, rather than because I thought the two of them were a good fit. Kelsie rarely introduces me to the men she dates, so I’ve never known what type my sister goes for.

“I never had much to say.” My admission saddens me. I always thought Isaac was quiet, but looking back, he was always more outgoing when others were around. We were both quiet because we didn’t have anything to say to each other.

“Did he really mess you up?” For a horrifying second I think Aidan means Del, and then realize we’re still talking about Isaac.

Not thinking of Del anymore tonight, I vow. I’d rather recap my marriage than dwell on seeing Del with Amy.

Not thinking of Del…

“Yes and no,” I say slowly. “It wasn’t easy divorcing him. Actually, that’s not true. Deciding to walk out was probably the easiest decision, but it was difficult to actually put my feet in front of me and leave.” I stare into the amber coloured liquid, a shade darker than the colour of Iliya’s eyes.

Not thinking of Iliya…

“Did he—what did he do?” Aidan wants to know.

I find it easier every time someone asks me about my divorce. “He cheated on me. For most of our marriage.”

“Why would he cheat on you?” he demands with disbelief. “I mean, just look at you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, look in the mirror. You’re amazing looking! You’re amazing all over, but you look—you’re so cute with those long legs and the eyes…” Aidan realizes he’s babbling and hunches his shoulders. “I’m not good at this.”

“Good at what?”

“I guess you didn’t realize I had a crush on you? For years?”

“You what?” His words create a warm pool in my stomach, even more than the bourbon does. But despite the air of embarrassment that tells me he’s being sincere, I find it difficult to believe him.

“Why do you think I kept coming up to your apartment?” Aidan gives me a self—depreciating grin. “Isaac was a good guy but—actually, no, he’s not a good guy if he cheated on you.”

“I had no idea.”

He shrugs, toying with his empty glass. “I didn’t think you did. It’s not that I would have ever done anything. I’m not the kind of guy who cheats.”

Like I am.

“It was nice to be around you,” he continues. “I liked being around you.”

“I liked it, too,” I tell him softly and he chuckles wryly.

“Sure you did. That’s why you set me up with your sister. After you did that, I knew I’d never have a chance with you. Not that I would have done anything. I used to think about what if but I knew nothing would ever happen while you were with Isaac. I had no idea he was cheating on you. Maybe if I did…” he trails off, raising an eyebrow suggestively.

What would have happened if I’d known how Aidan felt?

Probably nothing. I’m not the type to follow someone to the bathroom.

But what if I was?
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It’s been a long time since I’ve been thoroughly kissed. Del came close but—I ’m not thinking about Del. Or Iliya. That’s over. Done.

But Aidan…

Even with my cats swarming his ankles, he manages to kiss me with enough gusto that my toes curl inside my boots.

I didn’t mean for this to happen and I certainly didn’t expect it. But after the emotional turmoil of the last twenty—four hours, when Aidan asked if he could kiss me, my only response was why not?

Why can’t he kiss me? No one else seems to want to.

Do I want to kiss me? Why not?

After hours sitting at the bar, drinking wonderful bourbon—why haven’t I ever tried the stuff before? It tastes so good…

After hours at the bar where Del left without saying goodbye or even glancing over—

I watched Del storm out of the place. He didn’t look at me once. I hope Aidan didn’t notice me staring.

Aidan is a great drinking partner. And after I trip over my chair going to the bathroom, he insists on walking me home as well, even taking my key from my hand and carefully unlocking the door. My cats love him. He kept petting them while I bumped around turning on the lights, wondering how to ask him to leave before I passed out.

The fresh air helped with the spinning so maybe I’ll be okay.

Aidan was so thoughtful to have introduced me to bourbon, buying me—how many drinks did I have?

I bring out two bottles of water while Aidan is still on the floor with the cats swarming him. Was this an indication I wanted him to stay?

Because he stood up, thanked me for the water and drained half the bottle. “Would it be okay if I kissed you?” Aidan asks in a polite voice.

My jaw drops. “Okay?” I reply, thinking why not?

And here we are, kissing in my living room, the cats butting their heads against our ankles, looking for their own attention.

I can’t think when his hand is on my ass.

His ass is very nice. Is that my hand cupping it? Why yes, it is!

Drunk Kenna has a lot more fun than sober, lonely Kenna.

Aidan had a crush on me!

“You really liked me?” I ask as Aidan’s lips explore my neck.

“Yes. Don’t rub it in,” he mumbles.

“How much? Did you like me enough to help me cheat on my husband?”

“I don’t cheat.”

“You wouldn’t be the one cheating—it would be me, because I was married. Not anymore, though. Not married anymore.” I sway suddenly and Aidan’s arms tighten around me.

“You okay?” he asks with concern. “Want me to go?”

“Well, that’s a stupid question,” I laugh. I reach up and press my lips against his again.

I love kissing—lips pressed together, tongues tangled, breath catching in the back of your throat, kissing. Soft lips, firm touch… I’m pretty sure Aiden is into it as much as I am, if the hum in his throat has anything to do with it.

My arms go up, around his neck, hands digging into his hair as the kiss deepens. His hands are still on my ass and I feel his muscles bunching as a moment before he hoists me up, moving to set me on the—

“Not the table!” I squeak, yanking my mouth away from his with difficulty. My pages and pencils would never recover and how could I possibly work on a kids’ book on a surface where I had been—“Couch,” I suggest, before I remember what’s happened on my couch. “No. Maybe—”

“Kitchen,” he counters, and since I’m contained in his grip, he carries me into my kitchen, depositing me onto the counter. I have a moment’s relief when I realize yes, I did clean up after my breakfast this morning, before his lips capture mine again and intelligent thought vanishes.

With me perched on the counter, his mouth is the perfect height as he stands between my legs, pressed as close as humanly possible. His hands never stop touching me; my back, bum, legs. I arch towards him, already craving even more of his touch. No man has ever taken the time to kiss me so thoroughly, so completely. While parts of me never wants it to stop, other parts of me has had enough of just kissing. These parts of me want those hands and lips to begin exploring other areas.

And those parts win.

So it’s me who breaks away and pulls my shirt up over my head; happy I thought to wear a pretty bra this morning and ecstatic that I shaved.

Aiden makes a sound deep in his throat as I reach around and unhook my bra. He helps me take it off, yanking it roughly as it tangles on my arms. Then his hands cup my breasts, his thumbs on my nipples, which harden instantly. Another sound—almost a growl—deep in his throat, and I answer with a tiny moan of my own, my hands pushing his head—his mouth—towards my waiting breasts.

A tiny, tentative lick before his mouth surrounds the sensitive skin. His mouth is hot and wet and my nipple is aching for his touch an instant after he moves across to the other one. Rolling it with his tongue, sucking it with his full mouth, revering both equally. I’m not blessed with a well—endowed chest but today, this moment in my kitchen, I feel as sexy and desired as a D—cup Victoria’s Secret model.

But it’s not until his hand drops between my legs that I cry out.

“So that’s what you want.” I hear the smile in his voice, feel his mouth stretch into a grin. Still with his mouth on me, he fumbles with the waistband of my leggings.

I’ve never taken my pants off so quickly.

My panties come off as well, the brightly coloured cotton hanging from my ankle until a flick of my foot sends it flying across the kitchen.

I’ll have to remember where they went. And then I doubt I can remember my own name as his fingers slide into my wetness.

I can’t help it. I moan as his finger smoothes its way across my clit, a soft little whimper. His touch already sends a quiver through me.

“This is going to be so good,” Aiden groans. He bends before me, tucking his hands under my legs and pulling me forward on the counter until his mouth meets my pussy. 

That’s when I cry out. Louder than I mean to, but enough to let Aiden exactly how much I’m enjoying myself.

His mouth, his fingers; probing, pulsing, laps of his tongue forcing me to lie back onto my elbows, too weak to sit up, too excited to worry about my discomfort.

“More, please…more,” I gasp.

If Iliya has done nothing else, she’s obviously cured me of my communication problem.

I have a bad moment when I begin to compare their touch but I stop myself before I lose my enjoyment. My fingers curl in Aidan’s hair as his tongue plunges inside me before resuming his frantic licking. Fingers replace his tongue, probing deep as his mouth—

My cries ring through the house as he sucks my clit.

“Oh..my…god…no…more, please, god…” I moan. Pressure, indescribable pleasure, is building everywhere inside me, increasing exponentially with the thrusts of his fingers within me, his tongue against my clit as he sucks. My words turn into incoherent cries of joy, of bliss, as my body takes what it needs, what Aiden gives me, leading to a scream as I climax right there on the counter.

“Ohmigod,” I pant as Aiden finally lifts his head, complete with the biggest grin on his face.

“You like that?”

“Do you have to ask?” I’m finding it difficult to catch my breath.

“No. I just want to hear you say it.”

“I liked it,” I whisper, leaning forward to kiss him, tasting my juices on his lips. He yanks me off the counter, holding my ass in his hands, pressed against his hardness.

“I liked it, too,” he says against my lips. “I’d like something else, too. Condom?”

“Bedroom,” I murmur.

Instead of responding, Aiden carries me into the bedroom. I’ve never been so thankful for having a small house, because there aren’t a lot of doors for him to choose from.

It’s awkward when he settles me onto the bed—kind of a throw, kind of a drop—but I’m not complaining. I crawl to my bedside table and pull out the decorated wooden box where I keep my prophylactics.

“That’s quite the collection.” I glance up to see Aiden’s amused expression. His pants are already around his ankles and my eyes widen at the sight of his thick cock jutting up out of its nest of reddish hair. A true ginger.

I think I’ll always have a fond appreciation of redheads from now on.

“My best friend gave it to me when I got divorced,” I explain, opening the lid to show him. Inside is an impressive collection of condoms. “We call the ‘A’ box. Still pretty full,” I add.

“Oh, I can help you with that.” Aidan has a wolfish grin on his face as I pull out one of the foil wrappers, not even noticing what brand, whether it’s for his or her pleasure. “You put it on,” he tells me when I try to give it to him.

This proves to be easier said than done, since I’ve only ever helped one man on with their wrapper, but I sense that my fumblings only serve to excite Aiden even more.

I’m not sure if it’s possible for me to be more excited.

Finally, I manage to get the condom on and I sink back into my pillows as Aiden moves between my legs, sliding his cock straight inside me, like a captain docking his boat. And his boat is an impressive size, for someone with little sailing experience. With a gasp, I feel him settle against me.

And then he begins to move.

I thought I was vocal in the kitchen, with his mouth exploring me. Now, every thrust is met with a gasp or a groan as he delves deep and hard, pulling my legs apart and pushing them against my chest for better access.

He can push me or pull me in any direction he likes. Right now, I’m game for anything he suggests.

But I give a moan of displeasure when he suddenly pulls out. “I need to taste you again,” he soothes, crawling down the bed until he reaches the apex of my thighs. With his head between my legs, his tongue plunging inside me once more, my groan is long and drawn out.

And then I can’t stop moaning. Aiden’s mouth sends me spiraling into pleasure, my body awash with the delight of his talented tongue.

“Don’t stop…please, no… never…ohmigod! Aiden! Yes! Yes!”

My climax is intense, sending my body arching off the bed. I don’t realize both of my hands are pushing his head further into my pussy until it’s over.

I’ve never come so quickly. I’ve never had two orgasms so close together.

I barely hear Aiden’s satisfied chuckle as I collapse against the bed. “I like doing that to you,” he says, turning me onto my stomach.

“I like you doing it to me,” I tell him, my breath still coming in soft gasps. He helps me to my knees, so that I’m resting on all fours. And then he plunges into me once more, moving deeper within me, pushing my head down to the pillows for a better angle.

I can only hang on, my fingers gripping the corner of a pillow as he fucks me. That’s what this is—fucking. That’s what I want. What I need.

Aidan groans as he grabs my ass. “Is this good? You like this?”

“Yes,” I tell him breathlessly.

“You like my cock? You like the feel of it fucking you?”

“Y—yes.” So he likes dirty talk. I can handle that, even though Isaac and I only ever made love in silence and with the lights out. “It’s good—so good.”

“You like this too?” Suddenly he slaps my ass.

“Sure.” Another slap of his fingers on the other side, hard enough to sting. And I can’t stop thinking about last night with Iliya.

I rested on my hands and knees as Iliya stroked my ass, dipping her hand between my legs to tease, to caress. “Your ass is so little and tight,” she murmured.

And then she slapped me.

I gasped and jerked forward. Iliya found my clit with her fingers and rubbed it slowly while smoothing the reddened area of my cheek with the other. “Did you like that?”

“I...I don’t know.”

She did it again. This time with only her fingers, on the underside of my ass. “Bad girl,” she crooned as she stroked my pussy with eager fingers before spanking me with her whole hand. “Bad, bad girl.”

The next time a whimper escaped me. “Ow.”

“Do you like it?” Iliya demanded. “Do you want me to be rough?”

“I—”

Iliya slapped my pussy and I gasped with pain. “I love your little cunt,” she said in a harsh voice. “I can’t keep away from it. Do you like my cunt?”

“Yes,” I gasped as her tongue circled my clit.

“Then fuck it. Fuck it hard, fuck it good.”

I want to stop thinking of Iliya but every time Aiden lays his hand on me, another image pops into my mind. I can’t bring myself to tell him to stop, even though my pleasure begins to wane and I’m not even close to coming.

But suddenly he stops spanking me, and grips my hips with his fingers. “Are you close?” he gasps.

“Not yet…it’s okay…”

I don’t know what made me say that. Probably because that’s what I used to say to Isaac. I could always tell when he was about to come, and encouraged him, not worrying about my own pleasure.

It’s not until tonight that fully realize what a selfish lover he was.

But Aidan is not Isaac, nor is he Iliya. He reaches around with his long arms to finger my clit and I gasp with gratitude and delight clouds my head once again. He fucks me long and he fucks me hard and fucks me until my cries are as loud as before, until I erupt into yet another orgasm. Only then, does he pump even harder, exploding into me with a harsh howl of delight.

I glance over at him, suddenly shy as he flops beside me.

“That was fun,” he grins, flicking my nose with his finger.

A finger that brought me so much pleasure.

“What have I done to my cats?” I groan, realizing this is one of the few times I’ve been alone in my bedroom. Alone, without my cats.  “All that noise…”

“I think they can understand a little noise,” Aiden assures me. “Have you ever heard a Tom cat?”

“You’re comparing me to a male cat?” I ask faintly.

“I’m not doing anything of the sort,” he says quickly. “I like you making those noises.”

“I’ve never done anything like that before,” I tell him bashfully. 

“You haven’t?” he asks warily.

“Well, yes, I have, but not like that. Not with someone I just met.”

“I think I might be a little rough for your liking,” Aidan says without an ounce of self—consciousness.

“I—I don’t know,” I stammer. “I’ve never…”

“Should I go?” he asks when I trail off. “I’m pretty cozy here, but I can take off if you like.”

“No…it’s okay. Stay.”

“I will, then.” And five minutes later, Aidan is asleep.
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It takes me a little longer to settle into sleep. First, I slip out of bed, careful not to wake Aidan, and check on my cats. I find three of them lined up on the couch in the living room, all with disapproving expressions. I’m not sure it’s because I left the light on and the brightness is keeping them up, or it’s because they didn’t appreciate what I just did with Aidan.

What did I do with Aidan?

After spending the past two years living like a nun, I’ve more than made up for lost time in the last few weeks. Two drunken one—night stands and an affair with a woman!

“I think I still like men,” I tell the cats in a soft voice.

I enjoyed being with Iliya, and while I wasn’t concerned with how that might affect my sexuality, the thought had crossed my mind. But with my attraction to Del and now Aidan, I know that while I can be satisfied by a woman, there’s nothing like being fucked by a man.

Especially one like Aidan.

I’ve never had a man sleep in my bed. When I left Isaac, I left the bed, all the furniture and took only what I could carry. No one has ever slept all night beside me in this new bed.

Iliya was the only one to make love to me.

I sink into the couch and I press my hands into my eyes. I have to stop thinking about her. No good will come of it.

Is she with Del? Are they in bed?

Is Amy with them?

I picture the three of them tangled together in a vast expanse of white 600—count cotton sheets.

It should have been me.

It could have been me.

I hear Aidan snoring in the bedroom, and for a moment, I have no desire to return to sleep beside him.

He’s a nice guy but…

But at least he doesn’t belong to anyone, and I need to remember that. Why would I want someone who belongs to someone else?

With everything that’s happened since Iliya first told me what they wanted, it’s surprising that this is the first time this thought has entered my mind. Why would I want to share Del’s kisses, his touch? I would have to watch him with Iliya, know they were together more than I was. He would have more than enough love to go around, but I’d never be the sole recipient of it. And Iliya? I’d never know who she wanted more. Making love with a woman is different than with a man—I know that very well now, thanks to Aidan.

Who would Iliya prefer? I’d never know, because even if I asked, I doubt she’d ever tell me.

“You reminded me of Amy.”

Maybe she would tell me the truth.

Maybe this is a blessing in disguise. 

With a soft pat on Willow’s head, I pad into the bedroom and slide between my own flowered sheets.

Stop thinking about them.

Mercifully I listen to myself and fall asleep.

Iliya above me, moving slowly down my body with a smile on her face. I shiver with anticipation instead of nerves. I know what she’s going to do to me now. I know how my body will response, what it will feel like. She’s taught me so much in such a short time…

Hands, soft touches on my legs…finger stroking gently…warm breath…lips, a tongue between my legs…

The room is quiet and still; warm from the extra body. I’m no longer covered by the sheet and the shirt I pulled on to sleep is pushed up to my neck.

Warm wetness, a probing finger slipping inside.

My breath catches from her touch. I’m in a strange dream—like state, half awake, half asleep but I don’t want to return to either. I spread my legs willingly.

She licks the length of me with long strokes before moving to my clit. Circles it slowly, faster. My tiny bud swells, my entire focus on the feeling.

My inner thighs are caressed softly. Every touch is slow and deliberate, gentle. 

Fingers sliding inside of me. Warm breath on slick skin as a tongue swipes at me and I cry out in the quiet room.

I let myself enjoy the sensations, stretching my arms over my head with a contented sigh. Pleasure floods my body as she laps my pussy, using fingers to spread me open, light flickers against my clit. It’s such a relaxed experience, like nothing I’ve had before. Like this is for my own pleasure, and there’s nothing hurried about it. There’s all the time in the world for me to enjoy this.

And then time speeds up as the waves begin to build. And the touch becomes more hurried, more purposeful.

My clit in her mouth and she sucks it, her fingers fucking me, again and again…

I’m halfway to an orgasm when I wake up and even then I’m not sure if I’m dreaming. I’m not sure how long it lasted, this odd dream—like state. I’m not sure what’s reality and what is in my subconscious.

It’s Aidan, not Iliya.

Aidan is between my legs, giving me pleasure, making me cry out.

“Oh god…so good…please...more…”I push myself against his mouth, wanting more just as my body tightens like a taunt bowstring the moment before I explode. “Yes, yes…Iliya…yes!”

I realize what I said a moment after I say it. I have no idea if Aidan hears. I can’t ask him. Maybe he didn’t.

I’m still shivering with the force of my climax when Aidan grabs a condom from the box. Then he flips me over on all fours again without a word, and plunges deep inside me. I gasp with the force of it, shocked at how he could be so gentle and giving one moment and now so demanding. With fingers biting into my hips, he thrusts deep, again and again, each with a little more power behind it, so soon my knees leave the bed and I’m hanging suspended on my arms as he fucks me.

He doesn’t say a word. I keep expecting him to spank me, to slap my cheek like he did before, but nothing.

And then he slows and his fingers fumble between our bodies. But Aidan doesn’t reach around to my clit like before. Instead he caresses my puckered ass hole.

The sensation is new but not unpleasant so I don’t respond. Not that Aidan would hear me; he fucks like a man possessed, his breathing loud and labored in the room.

His finger probes, pushes and suddenly slides past the tight muscles as I gasp with alarm. No one has ever touched me so intimately. I’m not sure—

“I need your ass,” Aidan growls. His finger slides out and then it’s his cock probing against me. I don’t have time to tighten, to freeze before Aidan pushes inside of me. “So tight, so good.”

I bury my face in my pillow with a wordless scream. This isn’t good. This is—

Aidan thrusts slowly, carefully.

—isn’t so bad.

The pain fades and a sensation resembling pleasure takes it’s place, although it’s nothing like it was before. It enough so that I resume breathing and unclench my fists. I even manage to push back against him.

But too soon, Aidan begins to move faster, his breath quickening. And then he erupts with a groan.

“Was that okay for you?” he asks as he pulls out, giving my back a little rub.

I’m not sure what to say.  
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When I wake up, the bright morning sun is shining through the windows and Aidan is still asleep in my bed.

I cover my face with my hands to block out the sunlight as well as the sight of his muscular chest.

I shouldn’t drink so much.

Is this what casual hookups are like? Enjoying a stranger’s bodies during the night, only to leave the heart intact in the morning? Is my heart intact? Aidan took control of my body but what about my heart?

It was sex. We had sex—nothing more. Sex like I’ve never had before…but still sex.

At least that’s how it is for me. I’m not sure about Aidan.

I called out Iliya’s name. I hope Aidan didn’t hear because I have no idea how to explain that.

Moving slowly away from the arm draped over my torso, I reach the edge of the bed. But Aidan’s arms are so long that he still touches me. I attempt to pick up his wrist with two fingers, thinking to lay it gently on the bed, when he opens his eyes with a start.

“Don’t go,” he mumbles, trying to pull me back against his warm body.

“It’s my house,” I remind him.

“Oh, right.” Sleepy blue eyes open and blink and Aidan smiles. “Hey.”

“Hi.”

“Everything okay?” he asks before interrupting himself with a giant yawn.

“Sure. Why wouldn’t it be?” Just because I had sex with him—twice. And engaged in a sex act that was entirely new for me.

Not sure how I feel about that. Or about the spanking? Or how Aidan could transform from such a gentle giver to a man possessed by desperation to fuck me in the middle of the night?

“I don’t know. I guess I figured it’s been a while for you.” Something about the lazy way he says that raises my hackles and I have an urge to blurt about what I’ve been doing with Iliya. What would Aidan think if he knew I’d been experimenting with a woman? If he knew I was ready to enter into a relationship with a married couple? What would he think of me?

What does that make me?

“What makes you say that?”

Aidan looks surprised. “Are you seeing anyone? I thought…”

“No, but that doesn’t mean anything. I can hook up with whoever I want.”

“You can.”

“I’m a single woman. I’m not in any type of relationship. I can do what want.”

“You can,” he repeats, with a confused expression on his face.

“I know I can. That’s what I said.”

“And it sounds like you’re trying to convince yourself rather than me.” Wide awake now, Aidan raises himself on his elbow to look at me. “What’s going on? I thought this was cool.”

“It is.”

“That’s good. I wouldn’t want to get in the way of anything.” We lay awkwardly on the bed, the closeness of the night before vanishing with my outburst. “I used to wonder what you’d be like.”

“You knew me, so you should have known what I was like.”

“What you’d be like in bed.”

“Oh.” I hesitate for a moment. Is this like when Iliya got me to talk about my fantasy? Does Aidan have a fantasy about me? “What did you think I’d be like?”

“I pictured you as quiet…” We both burst out laughing as my face reddens.

“Guess I ruined that for you.”

“I like that you’re vocal,” he tells me and my face heats up even more.

“I couldn’t help it,” I whisper.

“So you liked it? Everything I did?” When I nod, Aidan trails his fingers down my torso, producing a slew of goosebumps in his wake. “I think I was too rough. But I couldn’t help myself.”

I don’t know what to say. I don’t want to tell him it was acceptable, because I’m not sure it was. It wasn’t bad—just not what I’m used to.

I’m not used to anything. I’m too inexperienced to make a judgment on any sort of sex.

Despite my inexperience and the fact there is a very attractive man lying next to me, clearly eager for morning sex, I pull myself out of bed. Whatever brought me and Aidan together is over now.
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I get the impression Aidan would like to stay, with or without having sex, but my plans for the day don’t involve him.

I actually have no plans, but after last night, I need to be alone to sort things out.

“So…call me?” he says, trying to be casual but failing miserably. “If you want.”

“Sure.”

Non-committal is good until I can figure out what’s going on. I like Aidan. I liked being with him last night—for the most part. My body certainly enjoyed it, but my head is a little slow to catch up.

I kiss him on the cheek because it seems like it’s expected and then I shut the door, leaning against it to hear him stomp down the steps in his heavy work boots.

I had sex.

It was good sex. I liked the sex. It’s just—

I did it on the counter! My eyes fly open and I race to the kitchen. Grabbing the spray bottle of Lysol under the counter, I give the objectionable area a thorough cleaning. Halfway through, I lean my head on the counter, now smelling citrusy fresh.

“I had sex again,” I tell Willow as she weaves herself against my ankles under the table. “But I guess you probably heard that. Was I too loud?”

With a soft meow, Willow moves onto the patch of sunlight warming one of the chairs and hops up. It doesn’t matter that Xander is already there; Willow curls up around him.

“It’s nice that you can share,” I say.

What would Del say if he knew what I did?

The events of Thursday rush back to me.

Iliya rushing into the house, bringing cool air and hot kisses. Her hands all over me, touching, caressing, spanking…

Does everyone spank? Is it what everyone does now? Sex with a side of slap.

I don’t think I like it.

I like that Iliya wants—wanted—me. And Aidan too. But I like my sex warm and easy and fun.

What would have it been like with Del?

I can’t help the sigh of disappointment that escapes when I think about Del.

If I’m honest with myself, I’d say I’m more saddened things didn’t work out with Del, than Iliya. 

It’s only been a day but I already miss him.

After a shower and breakfast, I settle at the table to work. But for once, I can’t find focus. My mind is whirling with thoughts and what ifs, regret and disappointments.

Del and I didn’t have much of a physical relationship, but I miss his friendship. It was the same thing after I broke up with Isaac; of course I missed his touch, as infrequent and unsatisfying it could be, but I mainly missed having someone to talk to. Someone who knew me, knew my moods, and knew what to say to make me feel better.

I think Del was becoming that person.

For a brief moment, I allow myself to fantasize what it would be like to be with Del. Laughter, and talking about writing, what I’m feeling. I’d never have to hide what’s important to me from him, pretend I was someone else.

But would Del want me?

He and Iliya were happily married before I came along.

“I ruined it for them,” I say sadly. My cats are the only ones listening. “They were fine before me. Whatever it was like with Amy, it was definitely better than trying it with me.” Willow is cleaning Xander on the chair. Long, slow strokes of her tongue against Xander’s dark fur, which must be as relaxing to him as Del’s hands on my back were to me.

Did he actually touch me like that? Or am I just imagining he did?

For the first time, I try and separate what really happened and what I imagined. What I fantasized about.

I was in a sexual relationship with Iliya.

Del and I were becoming friends. We texted, talked on the phone. He was in my house twice. The only time we got physical was on Thursday night, which I put a stop to.

My heart did fluttery things when he touched me. I dreamt about him twice.

What does it all mean?

“Nothing,” I say aloud. “It means I’m an idiot.”
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I sink into such a sad state that I’m almost happy to see my sister when she drops by later that afternoon.

Almost.

“I thought I’d surprise you, see who you have hidden away here this weekend,” Kelsie says as she walks uninvited into the living room.

“No one is hidden here but me.” Inside, I’m full of relief that I didn’t let Aidan spend the day with me. Yes, their relationship may be long over, but no one wants a reminder that they slept with their sister’s ex. Especially me. I think I’ll keep Aidan as my little secret.

“You sure? You were pretty insistent that you couldn’t take MacKenzie last night,” she reminds me. “I thought for sure you were hooking up with someone you didn’t want to tell me about. I should have known.”

I suck in my breath. With everything that happened with Del and Iliya, and then Aidan, I had completely forgotten my altercation with my sister. But she’s right. I refused time with my niece Friday because I had planned on being with Del and Iliya.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t take her,” I say honestly. “You know how much I love spending time with MacKenzie.”

“So what did you do last night? What were the big plans?” she says mockingly.

“They…fell through. But something else came up,” I add as Kelsie’s expression turns stormy. “I was busy.”

“Uh huh. With work, I assume?”

“Actually, no.”

“So…who is he?” Kelsie demands when I don’t elaborate.

“What makes you think it’s a he? I mean,” I quickly correct my words. “I mean, that it was a person. I could just be busy myself. Doing stuff myself.”

Kelsie laughs without humour. “You know, I was pissed when you couldn’t take her, but I consoled myself with the fact that just maybe you were finally getting laid and would stop living like a nun. Now I see that didn’t even happen.” 

“How do you know?” I snap without thinking.

“So, what happened?”

“What makes you think I’d tell you anything? Even if something did happen with A…a person? Not that I’m saying it did.”

Kelsie looks at me with narrowed eyes, staring intently, like she’s trying to read something hidden on me. “Are you gay?”

“What?” My shock at her questions brings a bark of laughter.

“Gay, Kenna. Are you? Are you a lesbian? I’m fine if you are because it makes sense when you think about why you ran away from Isaac so fast. Did you decide that men weren’t for you and just haven’t been able to tell anyone yet? Because it’s cool, if that’s what it is.”

“I’m not gay.”

My quick reassurance doesn’t seem to convince my sister. “You don’t seem too sure about that,” she says.

What do I tell her? For once in my life, I have an urge, a sudden need to confide in my sister. There are many reasons why Kelsie would never be my first choice as a confidant, but none seem relevant right now. She’s right; I’m practically bursting with the need to talk to someone about everything that’s going on.

“I don’t think I’m gay,” I say quietly.

Kelsie turns into the kitchen without another word. “What are you doing?” I call in bewilderment as I hear the refrigerator door open.

“Looking for a drink.”

“There’s some ice tea in the door.” I sink onto the couch, head in hands. I don’t have the energy to fend off Kelsie’s questions. It will be too easy to begin to trip over my lies.

What am I lying about? And why?

Kelsie appears with the bottle of wine Del left on Thursday night and two glasses. “You’ve got nice taste in wine,” she compliments as she sets it on the coffee table before me.

“It was from a friend,” I tell her quietly.

“And you’re going to tell me all about this friend, aren’t you? The wine will help.” She pours me a glass but I shake my head, afraid my stomach might rebel after all the bourbon I drank last night. “Trust me, it’s exactly what the doctor ordered. Hair of the dog, but it needs to be a different dog. What were you drinking last night?”

“Bourbon. And beer,” I admit, reluctantly accepting the glass. “How do you know? Do I look that bad?”

Kelsie smiles in a way I haven’t seen in years. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she was trying to show sympathy. “I’ve had enough weekends where I’ve drank too much and done something stupid, usually sleeping with someone I shouldn’t have. I know the signs.” She clinks her glass against mine. “Drink. It’ll help.”

Reluctantly, I take a sip, and then another. I’m not sure if more alcohol will help anything, but it does taste good. And getting the wine bottle out of the house will help. Every time I see it in the fridge I’m reminded of Del being in my kitchen Thursday night. “What are they signs?” I ask with curiousity.

My sister settles into the cushions of the couch, looking completely natural, like she visits every day. Like it’s normal for the two of us to be sharing a bottle of wine on a Saturday afternoon, when the reality is Kelsie has never even shared a glass of water with me when we were growing up. “You look kind of shell-shocked. You have sort of a ‘what the fuck did I do?’ aura about you. Plus, you look sad. Sadder than usual, I mean. Kind of melancholy.”

“Big word for you,” I can’t resist saying. “I think you’re confusing shell-shocked with me wondering what you’re doing here. Acting all sisterly.”

“Bitch. I guess I deserve that.”

I smile with satisfaction. I’ve never been one to talk back to anyone, let alone Kelsie. “Who are you and what did you do to my sister?” I wonder aloud.

Kelsie laughs as she tucks her legs under her, mirroring the same way I sit. Of everything this couch has been through in the last few days, my sister sitting beside me, sharing a bottle of wine, must be the strangest. “Let’s pretend I’ve always been sisterly. So what happened?”

“Now you’re just being nosy.” I’m honest, but I wish it wasn’t true. I want Kelsie to be a sister to me for once.

She looks at me, her face softening and all traces of her on—screen tough girl persona vanishing. “What happened, Kenna?”

“Where’s MacKenzie?” I ask instead.

“At a movie with a friend. I’m supposed to pick her up at eight thirty. So we have lots of time.” She sips the wine, glancing at me over the rim of the glass.

I hesitate, even though the words are ready to tumble out of my mouth. “I don’t know where to begin,” I finally confess into my glass.

“From the beginning,” Kelsie prompts. “Or at least what happened last night.”

I try not to cringe as I look straight into Kelsie’s blue eyes. “I slept with Aidan last night.”

“Who’s he?”

“Aidan. Aidan. Your former boyfriend? The guy you were with for over a year? Isaac’s friend that I introduced you to…the handyman?” I continue as Kelsie’s expression continues to look blank. “Big red-headed guy?”

“Oh, Aidan!” I never expected her to laugh about it. “Really? How did you hook up with him?”

“But, aren’t you—you were with—we had sex with the same guy!” I burst out.

“So? If you have been more social when we were home in New Brunswick, I’m sure it would have happened sooner. In fact, didn’t you hook up with that Aaron guy that one summer?”

“Aaron?” My heart stops. Aaron, my under the bleachers, fantasy guy. “Noooo…really? But you were pregnant?”

“He didn’t have to know that! He was really upset that you blew him off, so I ended up consoling him one night.” Kelsie’s words are blithe and carefree, like she has no idea how much she’s crumbled my memories.

“I blew him off because you got pregnant! Because I was freaked out and didn’t want it to happen to me!” I shake my head with frustration. “I didn’t even get to have sex with him.”

“Neither did I,” Kelsie tells me. “I gave him a blow job, though.”

“Did he…?” I don’t want to ask, I can’t ask, but I really need to know.

“He got me off with his fingers,” she admits and looks annoyed when I break out in a smile. “Why? What did you do with him?”

“Nothing.” I focus on my glass.

“See, this doesn’t work that way. You’re supposed to talk. Tell me things.”

“It’s a little difficult, since you’ve never really wanted to know anything about me.” I don’t even try and keep the resentment out of my voice. “It’s always been about you.”

“Well, I’m here now, aren’t I?” I don’t reply. “So you fucked my ex—boyfriend. How was that?” When I roll my eyes, she tries again. “Not about me. Got it. You had sex with Aiden. Was it good?”

“Do you not remember having sex with him?” I wonder, the image of his talented tongue heating my thoughts again. I like getting you off.

“It’s not about me!” Kelsie cries and I laugh despite myself. “So? Good?”
“Yes, it was good,” I admit.

“So what’s the problem? You should be happy. First guy in how long?”

“He wasn’t the first,” I say quietly.

“And now we get to the beginning. Talk.”

After a slow start, the words begin to flow, unchecked like a river in a flood. Or like the amount of wine Kelsie keeps pouring into my glass. I tell her about Erik, my one—night stand. I tell her about meeting Iliya the next morning, about our friendship. And with a great deal of trepidation, I tell her about what Iliya suggested—to have me be a part of her life with Del.

“She wanted to do the threesome thing with you?” Kelsie shakes her head. “Did not see that one coming.”

“I think it was a little more than that,” I admit. “They wanted me to be part of their life. As a relationship.”

“You’d be their unicorn,” Kelsie says calmly. “Their plus one.”

“I guess so.” My amazement at Kelsie’s apparent acceptance is evident in my voice. “But you…how…you should.”

“You said wanted,” she prompts, ignoring my stammers. “What happened? Did you get cold feet?”

“No, not really.” I drain the last of my wine and hold out the glass for Kelsie to refill. “Iliya and I…actually….we kind of tried things out.” I tell her with difficulty. “I’d never been with a woman before and—”

“And what did you think?” Kelsie’s tone is brisk, businesslike. I’m astonished that she is able to keep her emotions hidden, showing no surprise or disgust in what I’m telling her.

“I don’t know,” I hesitate.

“Did you enjoy being with a woman?” she prompts.

“I guess…yes.” I finally admit when Kelsie widens her eyes at me. “Ok, I did.”

“What happens now? Are you switching teams?”

“I don’t know!” I burst out. And then I tell her everything that happened.

Everything. I tell her about Iliya and I and how confusing it was, but exciting. I tell her about Del and what happened Thursday night. I tell her about Iliya showing up later and what happened then. I keep some of the details to myself but I tell her everything.

And it feels so good to tell.

“Let me get this straight—you were fooling around with a guy for the first time but put the brakes on to tell him you fucked his wife?” She gives a bark of laughter as she refills her glass. “If you keep coming up with stuff like this, I’m never going to be able to pick up MacKenzie. You know you have to worst possible timing, you know?”

“I sort of got that.” I hang my head.

“So he—this Del guy—he was upset when you told him about wifey.”

“Very. And so was she when I told her I told him.” I hold my head in my hands. “It’s so confusing. I don’t know what’s going on with me. Or them.”

“Sounds like this chick wanted her cake to eat it too. Your cake, actually.” And Kelsie giggles.

“It’s not funny!”

“No, I can see how you might not think so, but this is great. For years you’re holed up living like a nun and then all of sudden, you’re swinging on both teams, with anyone who strikes your fancy.”

“It’s not like that.”

“Tell me what it’s like, then.”

“I like them. They make me feel safe, and I think they care for me. And it’s something different. I’ve never done anything like this. I’ve been…sheltered.”

“That’s one way of putting it. You know, Kenna, if you went that route, you’d have to share everything. And I mean everything. Attention, love, kisses, touches. You would have to share everything with both of them. You wouldn’t get personal attention.”

“I know.”

“I don’t think you do. Look, I’ve tried it—the threesome thing, not the relationship and it’s not for everyone. There can be a lot of jealousy involved. Could you handle that?”

“You—you what?” I stammer.

“I’m thirty-three years old and none of my relationships have ever worked out. I’ve tried out a lot of stuff,” Kelsie says matter-of-factly.

“I had no idea,” I marvel at this new side of my sister.

“But it’s not about me. You. Do you really think you can handle something like that?”

“It doesn’t really matter now,” I tell her, finishing my wine and setting it on the table with disgust. “Because neither of them will talk to me now. Iliya’s mad that I spilled the beans and Del is furious that I was with Iliya. Last night, when I was with Aidan—we started out just going for a drink to catch up. He wanted to hear about MacKenzie—”

“He always liked her,” Kelsie muses. “More than me, I think.”

“You were kind of a bitch to him.”

“I’m kind of a bitch to everyone. You should know that by now.”

“I guess I should. Anyway, when we went for a drink, Del was there and he just, he cut me off, like he didn’t want to have anything to do with me.”

“Which is why you drank the bourbon and had sex with Aidan,” Kelsie nods. “Got it. Makes sense now.”

“Not to me. How could I do that? It’s not me—it’s not something I do.”

“No, but you were clearly hurting. It’s obvious you’re in love with this Del guy— ”

“I never said that!”

“You don’t need to. Just listen to how you talk about him. You’re so upset because you hurt him. It’s different the way you talk about Iliya—what kind of name is that, anyway?”

“It doesn’t matter. I don’t think I’m in love with Del.”

“Well, you should be. He sounds awesome.”

I mull over Kelsie’s words. “What should I do?” I ask helplessly.

“Go find another bottle of wine for a start.” Kelsie picks up the now empty wine bottle and hands it to me before picking up her cell. “I’m going to send an Uber to pick up MacKenzie and we can sort this out.”

I stare at my sister. “Why are you doing this?”

“Because I should have been doing it years ago,” she says with exasperation. “And besides, your life just got a whole lot more interesting.”
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There is no way Kelsie will be able to drive to pick up MacKenzie. After we finish the wine Del brought as well as a bottle of red I find in my cupboard, we unearth the whiskey I stashed away. I haven’t touched it since the night I went out and met Erik, so it brings back memories as harsh as the alcohol as it hits my stomach.

Of course, with our new relationship based on bonding over my sexual escapes, I tell Kelsie all about my night with Erik. I show her my tattoo as well. It feels like it happened so long ago.

“Really? A tattoo? It’s so not you,” Kelsie tells.

“It could be me,” I protest, swaying on my way to the kitchen to find something to eat. I forgot to eat lunch again. “Why isn’t it me?”

Kelsie pours more whiskey when I return and hands me my glass in exchange for the bowl of potato chips. “You’re right. It could be you. You could be the type who gets tattoos and has all sorts of sex with lots of people.”

“I could,” I declare proudly. Then my hesitation returns. “Couldn’t I?”

“No,” Kelsie tells me firmly. “No matter what you’ve gotten yourself into, Kenna, you’re not that person. That’s why you settled with Isaac so quickly.”

“Settled down,” I correct.

“No, you settled,” Kelsie says. “You could have had anyone you wanted back then. So pretty and popular and so talented. I was always so jealous of your art.”

“You were?”

“Of course. And now—look at what you’ve accomplished.”

“But so have you. You have your own show—”

“Yes, and I had the support of our father the whole way. And every other man I knew. I slept with the owner of the station, did you know that? And the executive producer of the show. I already had the job at the time, but I don’t think it hurt my career any. You did all this yourself.” Kelsie sweeps her arms wide. “Look at all those pictures you paint. And then books. You’ve done it all without any help or support. Not even from me.”

I don’t know what to say. I had no idea Kelsie felt that way—like she admired me. Like she was proud of me. I don’t remember anyone ever expression pride in what I’ve accomplished. 

“You’re the type who will be able to find that one person who makes them feel special. You deserve that. If you want to try the unicorn thing, go for it, but keep in mind it won’t make you happy forever. The sex might be amazing—and I hope it is, because that’s the only reason you do something like that—but eventually you’ll want someone for yourself. Don’t settle again, Kenna. Don’t share, fighting for your own little bit of love. Make sure you get your own.”

A warm feeling bubbles up and only thing I can do is give my sister a clumsy hug before the tears spill over onto my cheeks.

“You’re drunk,” Kelsie laughs. She pushes me away, but not before giving me a quick, tight embrace.

The Uber driver drops off my niece soon after.

Of course, the conversation shifts to a PG—13 level once MacKenzie arrives, so I don’t have time to ask Kelsie about her own experiences. I’ll save that for next time. I think we’ve moved to a new level in our sisterly relationship and I’m happy.

I’m also pleased that Kelsie is still there when I get the text.

​​Just found your number. What u doing tonite?

Wanna get together?

It takes a few minutes for me to realize it’s from Erik, my one-night stand.

“What do I do?” I cry, thrusting my phone in Kelsie’s face. The wine has increased the volume of my voice as well as my anxiety at receiving such a text.

“What do you want to do?” Kelsie asks with a more reasonable tone. “Who is he? What’s he look like?”

“He’s just a guy,” I tell her vaguely.

“Then, no way. If you’re going to hook up, make sure it’s worthwhile. Besides, if you leave I’m finishing this whiskey by myself.”

“What do I say?” I keep staring at my phone like something is about to burst from the screen, a la Aliens.

“Say no. Say you’re busy,” Kelsie concedes.

I quickly type a message.

Sorry, I’m busy tonite.

Kelsie reads over my shoulder. “If you say that, he’ll just try again. Is that what you want?”

“No!” I type a new message. 

Busy. Sorry.

“Stop saying sorry!” Kelsie chides me. “You’re not sorry, so don’t say it. You always say sorry and you don’t need to.”

“Sorry,” I say automatically.

“Stop it!” As my thumbs begin a third message, Kelsie pulls my cell out of my hands. “No, don’t send another text. I think he’s got the message with two of them.”

“I have no idea what I’m doing,” I groan. “There’s no point of me dating, or hooking up.

At the word, MacKenzie glances up from her phone. “Did you get a booty call? Are you hooking up?”

“How do you what a booty call is?” Kelsie demands. “You’re only fourteen. Stop talking about stuff like that.”

MacKenzie gives her mother a look and I burst out laughing because it’s the same expression of exasperation Kelsie often wears. “Please. So—do you have a boyfriend?”

“I—no. No boyfriend.” I glance at the texts with a rueful smile. “I think it might be a while before I have a boyfriend.”

“Maybe things will work out with you and Aidan,” Kelsie suggests.

“Wait a minute—not your Aidan?” MacKenzie demands of Kelsie.

“How…?” Kelsie meets my eyes with a grimace. “You remember him?”

“You brought him to my eleventh birthday party!”

My mood is much better when Kelsie finally calls another Uber to take her and MacKenzie home. I offer them my bed to sleep in—forgetting I hadn’t changed the sheets after Aidan left—but Kelsie declines and decides to head home. It’s not just the wine and talk that helped; it’s the sisterly bonding that I had missed. I hadn’t even been aware that it had been missing from my life.

I change my sheets before I crawl into bed but I can’t stop my mind from racing. My thoughts move quickly from Kelsie to Aidan, to Iliya.

I try and stop thinking about Del.

I fly from Iliya back to Aidan and what happened last night.

“Why can’t I stop thinking about sex?” I demand out loud to the dark room. A soft meow from the end of the bed answers me. I wonder if I think about sex so much because I’m having so much of it, or I’m having sex because I’m thinking about it so much.

Along with the wine, my thoughts are making me dizzy. I shift in bed, in an attempt to stop the room from spinning.

I drank a lot tonight. And last night. Two nights in a row. I haven’t done that since I was a teenager living on the base with Asha. I cringe as I remember what Kelsie told me, about how she hooked up with Aaron one night.

Aaron had been my fantasy, my one regret.

“He gave good head and I let him get away,” I say aloud. This time, neither cat responds. “Who am I supposed to think about now?”

Aidan, Iliya…

“Aidan,” I decide. “He was pretty good.”

He had been. I like how he enjoyed making me come. Isaac had never been much of a giver and Iliya…

Don’t think about sex with Iliya!

The sex had been good with Aidan but something about it had made me slightly uncomfortable. I liked it when he showed me how much he wanted me, but…

It was the spanking. I felt the same way after Iliya did it.

Sex should be exciting and passionate, but I don’t need spanking or anything like that to make it so.

“At least that’s one thing I’ve learned about this,” I tell Willow, who is once again curled up on the pillow beside me. “I know what I like—what I don’t like. And I think I can ask what I want a little better.”

I have Iliya to thank for that.

I can’t believe Erik texted me tonight. A booty call, MacKenzie called it. I feel like I’m the only single almost—thirty year old who hasn’t been propositioned via text.

Maybe not. Maybe it’s not a big thing.

I feel like a different person from the angry woman who went out trying to find a way to even the score with her ex—husband a few weeks ago. It got me my first one—night stand, and a tattoo. It was also how I met Iliya.

I can blame Isaac for that.

Anger swirls within me, along with a healthy dose of resentment. It feeds on the remnants of the wine I drank and quickly builds into a rant towards my ex—husband.

I can blame him for everything. Not only did he cheat on me, but I missed out on so much of my life because of him.

I can’t blame him for my hiding from the world. That was my decision, my fault.

I can blame him for everything else and for a little while, I do.

It takes a minute to find my phone, a few more for my still intoxicated mind to coordinate my thumbs.

​​I’m not giving u 1 penny of my book royalties. U didn’t write them.

U had nothing to do with them. U had nothing to do with me. I

feel like I was married to a stranger.

I hit send before I have a chance to delete the message.

I lay in bed, my mind fuzzy but still able to contemplate what I did. Probably not the smartest thing I’ve done. Will Isaac be angry? Will he continue his threats to sue for my royalties? Did I make it worse?

Just as I begin to spiral into a fit of panic, my phone chimes.

​​Kenna, I’m sorry for everything. I have no right to your $$ from

​​the books. I’m glad ur doing so well with them and wish you all

​​the best.

“What the hell?”

My anger dissipates into confusion. I’m happy I won’t have any problems with Isaac, but can’t see how he changed his tune so quickly. I quickly decide it’s my new attitude. I’m a strong woman, who can go after what I want. I’m a best—selling author, with enough experience under my belt to switch to writing erotica.

Since I had luck with my ex-husband, I continue with my texting. The amount of wine I drank must be still impeding my judgment because I see nothing wrong with texting Iliya at eleven o’clock at night.

​​I’m sorry.

And then I think of what my sister said.

​​No, I’m not sorry for what happened or about telling

​​Del becuz he deserved to know. I am sorry that things

​​ended the way they did.

What ever happened between Iliya, we began as friends and I will be sorry if that has come to an end.

And then because I picture Iliya reading her message when she and Del are cozy in bed together, I send a message to Del.

​​I’m sorry about what happened.

I think about the two of them in bed together. What if I were with them? What if none of this had happened, and Friday had gone off like planned?

Iliya’s mouth on mine, her hands on my breasts. Her mouth moving down my body, sending flickers of desire everywhere she touches.

Del watching us play.

Iliya’s fingers between my legs, her mouth touching me. Del’s hands caressing both of us.

Soft noises, little moans. The sound of breathing in the room as Del watches my expression as Iliya pleasures me with her mouth.

He moves behind her, thrusting inside her as she makes me come.

I fall asleep thinking about it, my phone silent on my bedside table beside me.
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The next day I think a lot about what Kelsie told me, about what to expect from a threesome. And I think about how she said I was in love with Del.

How can I possibly be in love with him? I barely know him.

I know his thoughts, his dreams. I know what kind of man he is. I respect him as a person and I’ve come to value his friendship.

Why can’t I be in love with him? He would be very easy to love.

I hope I’m not in love with him because neither he or Iliya respond to my texts.

To distract myself, I go for a long walk. There will be no shutting myself off from the world this time. Not that I can compare the break up my marriage to…whatever it was with Iliya and Del. Whatever it might have been.

I head up to Starbucks for a chai tea. I can’t avoid passing by Iliya and Del’s house but I don’t stop. I don’t even pause.

I do notice there is one car in the driveway, but the house seems dark and quiet. Unwelcoming.

It’s still early. They could be still in bed. With each other.

And maybe Amy.

I don’t know why I think of her.

To continue the distraction, I keep walking with my tea and discover a bakery close by. The smell of fresh bread beckons me inside and I finally escape with a bag bursting with fresh scones, croissants, muffins and two loaves of bread.

I walk for hours through my neighbourhood, lecturing myself on why nothing will happen with Iliya and Del. Despite, the heavy feeling in my stomach, I finally begin to accept it. Maybe a friendship can be saved, but nothing else.

But before I sink into sadness, I begin thinking about my life. About what I can do to improve it. The last two years has taught me that while I am rarely lonely, being alone so much isn’t good for me. I need people around me.

I take my bag of pastries to Kelsie’s house and share them with her and MacKenzie. They invite me to stay for dinner, and I have another nice evening with my sister, albeit with a lot less wine.

By the time I get home, the cats are weaving around my ankles, looking for dinner and companionship. And it’s been hours since I checked my phone for any response to my texts.

I feel good about things and after a warm bath (keeping my mind of the memory of Iliya in my tub with difficulty) I go to bed early.

Only to be awoken hours later by the ringing of my door bell.

At first I think it’s my alarm, and then grab my phone to check before I realize what the noise is. Stumbling out of bed, I don’t realize I’m only wearing a thin sleep shirt until I pull open the door and find Del standing there.

“Del? What—?”

“Kenna, I’m so sorry I spoke to you like that in the pub,” he interrupts, running a hand across his close-cropped hair. “It’s not your fault and I hope you forgive me.”

I put my hand tentatively on his chest, just to make sure he’s real. It checks the outpouring of words and he covers my hand with his own.

“Am I dreaming?” I wonder, staring uncomprehending at him, wondering what his appearance at my door means.

“I woke you up,” he says with distress. Dark shadows his green eyes.

“You look so tired. What time is it? Do you—come in.” I back away from the door, and Del, still clutching my hand, moves with me. He drops it when I search for the light switch and Del blinks as the hallway is flooded with brightness.

“It’s almost midnight. I came right here from the airport after I got your text. I haven’t been home yet.” He shuts the door as the cats trot out from the bedroom to greet the visitor.

“Where were you?” I ask hesitantly.

“Barbados. I went for my mother’s birthday. I got your text when I landed and came right here.”

“You went to see your mother?” Despite my self-lecturing, a flare of hope surges within me.

“It’s her seventy-fifth birthday. I wasn’t going to go but with everything that happened…I had to get out of the house.”

“Iliya didn’t go with you?” I shiver from the cool night air, from the anticipation. Del is here, in my house.

“No, she didn’t go with me. I’m not sure where she is,” Del says, sounding disgusted. “I haven’t heard from her.”

“Oh. Del, about what happened—”

“You’re cold. Get a sweater and we’ll talk, okay?” He turns me away with a firm hand on my back.

“You want to?”

“I can’t blame you. It’s not your fault,” Del says, escorting me into my living room and turning me to face him. “None of this is your fault. I’m so sorry you got involved with everything.”

“But…I wanted to.”

“I did too, but not if you’re going to get hurt. I don’t want that. Kenna, you mean…I’m not sure what you mean to me. I know I’ve never met anyone like you. You make me—”

“Did?” I grasp onto the word. “You don’t want me—this—anymore? It’s really over…before anything—” Del looks at me and I’m reminded that it’s late and he’s just come from the airport. “We don’t have to talk about it now,” I say hurriedly, trying to pull my hand from the sudden grip. “But…”

“I think we better get it out of the way. You’re going to tell me you slept with Aidan now, aren’t you?” he asks, searching my face.

“I—how did—?” Astonished, I pull back. Guilt crashes over me and it must show on my face because Del bends his head and kisses me softly.

“You have the worst timing of anyone I’ve ever met.” His hands slide around my waist as his lips tickle my throat. “Confess because you won’t rest until you do. But I’m not letting you go. It doesn’t matter to me.” Del’s head suddenly pops up. “Unless you’re dating him or something. I wouldn’t want…”

“No. No!” I practically shout the word, I’m so eager for Del to understand, not to think the worst of me.

How can he not think bad of me? I spent the night with another man and now he’s here in my house with him… “I didn’t mean…I was drinking…you said.”

“Kenna. Stop. I know what I said. I didn’t mean it,” he admits ruefully. “But even so, you have every right to do what you want, with whomever you want. You don’t owe me any explanations. I have no hold on you, other than this.” I feel the strength in his hands and press against him.

“I want you,” I whisper, the touch of his hands somehow giving me the courage to tell him. “I want you to have a hold on me.”

I can’t bring up Iliya. I don’t know where she fits in all of this. Right now, at this moment, Del is mine. Aidan is no longer in the picture, not that he really ever was. And Iliya…

We can deal with her later.

“Kenna…” Del says softly, his eyes filled with regret finding mine. “I need to tell you…you need to know something.”

“I saw you with Amy,” I finish in a brisk tone. No one is getting in the way of this tonight.

Del groans, his hand covering his eyes. “You saw that—I didn’t want you to see that. I was angry. I was drinking, even though that’s not an excuse. It didn’t mean anything. I needed to get back at—”

I shake my head frantically, not wanting her name to spoil the moment. “I have no hold on you—other than this,” I repeat his words. “You can do what you want. You don’t owe me anything.”

“It feels like I do,” Del murmurs, pulling me closer, his lips claiming my throat, my jaw, searching for my mouth. “I want to.”

I have one last moment of hesitation because I know if I open myself to this man, there will be no turning back. “Del…maybe we shouldn’t.”

“If we’d done this in the first place, then things would be a lot simpler now.”

Even though I don’t agree, I kiss him.

It’s not like it was with Aidan. It’s different than it was with Iliya. It doesn’t even feel the same as it did on Thursday night.  There was too much going on in my head then.

This time, I don’t think. I just feel.
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Del grabs me by back of my neck, pulling me towards him, but his lips are gentle when they find mine. So gentle that I feel like I’m melting into a puddle at his feet.

This is what I want, this feels right.

There will be no interrupting this time.

As we kiss, my hands roam over Del, touching every part of him that I can reach. Arms, shoulders, back, ass—I explore his chest, under his shirt. So intent of discovering all of him, I barely react to Del doing the same thing to me.

Finally, I break the kiss so I can pull his shirt over his head.

“What?” Del mutters self-consciously as I stare in wonder at him.

“I want to look at you,” I tell him, smoothing my hands over his chest.

The skin on his arms and face is a shade darker than the rest of his body from where the sun hits but I marvel at the contrast between my pale pink hands and his tawny brown chest.

My hands touching Del seem like someone else’s. I’ve never caressed a man like this.

Del stands, his hands grazing my hips, patiently allowing me to play. His body is firm and defined, muscular without being obnoxiously so.

I don’t remember if I ever looked at Aidan’s body, other than a cursory glance.

When I’ve drunk in as much as I want, I move to the waistband of his jeans, unbuttoning with fingers that are suddenly fumbling. But I manage to undo them, pushing them down Del’s hips along with his boxers to discover smooth skin and a thick cock jutting up to greet me.

I glance at Del questioningly before dropping to my knees before him. Stroking his length in wonder, he quickly kicks off his pants. His intake of breath as I take him in my mouth is music to my ears.

I’ve given blow jobs before, but never on my own initiative. With Del, I couldn’t wait for him to ask. I need to feel all of him, every part of him.

Del is hard and so thick and long that if I wasn’t so excited at the thought of him, I might be daunted by his size. But I take him all the way in, sucking gently, licking the length, and running my tongue around the tip. I do everything I think he might enjoy.

The only sound in the room is Del’s breathing, and the soft purr of the cats.

But then I feel his hands on my shoulders. “I can’t wait any longer.” He helps me to my feet, pulling off my sleep shirt at the same time. “It’s my turn now.”

Skimming his hands down my arms, raising goosebumps and shivers at his touch, Del’s attention lingers on my breasts. Cupping them gently, he runs his thumbs over my nipples before dropping his head. I feel his warm breath on the sensitive skin an instant before his mouth.

He teases me with his tongue for long moments, first one and then the other, tracing a trail between my breasts with his mouth. My hands cradle his head, feeling his soft curls, with his every touch sending a jolt between my legs. I gasp when he finally begins to suck my nipples, aching with need, and then cry out when he hand touches me between my legs.

Del cups my pussy, his thumb stroking me so softly that I want to rip off my underwear and feel him on my bare skin. But he waits, teasing me with his fingers, his mouth still at my breasts, until my quiet moans turn to whimper and I’m desperate for more.

Finally he raises his head and looks at me. My heart flutters at the lust in his green eyes, adding to the shivers of desire running rampant through my body. Hooking his fingers in the elastic waistband of my panties, he tugs them down my hips.  “Let’s get these out of the way.”

I move to rid myself of them, but Del beats me to it. Mirroring my position of a few minutes ago, he kneels before me, sliding my underwear down my legs a little too slowly for my likening. But it’s worth it the way his big hands caress my legs.

Those hands move to my inner thigh and I hold my breath as they move higher towards my warmth and wetness. He drops a kiss on my pussy before beginning to probe with his tongue. And then holding my hips steady, he drags one of my legs over his shoulder and buries his face between my legs.

I cry out at his touch. I can’t help it. It doesn’t matter who I’ve been with and how I felt at their touch. This is Del, and this is what I’ve wanted. This feels right, and so good.

Del’s tongue sweeps through any hesitation; licking, tasting, plunging and probing, exploring everywhere, slowly tasting every inch of me. There’s nothing gentle about the way he plunges his tongue inside me before sliding back against my clit, circling teasingly before lapping it with firm strokes. I can feel my orgasm building, his tongue as firm as a finger flicks against my clit. I can only grip his shoulders as he devours me—literally devouring me, making my legs weak with need and my cries fill the room.

His tongue—oh, his tongue. “Right there, please don’t stop, there there there,” I cry out, louder with every word, every flick of his tongue against my clit. But he does stop, taking the nub in his mouth to suck and a strangled scream escapes me.

I’m not conscious of anything but Del’s mouth and the pleasure he’s giving me as my climax rushes to consume me. My cries become wordless pleas for more, please god don’t stop, as I come, the intensity of my orgasm rocking my precarious position. Del gets me to the couch before my leg gives out, never once stopping his ministrations.

His tongue greedily laps against my clit again, sending countless waves of sensation through my body. When he slides his fingers inside me, I push against him, wanting more. His mouth finds my clit again, licking quickly now, his tongue as firm as the fingers inside me.

Del persists relentlessly—licking and sucking, tongue everywhere as the waves continue, rising to a higher crest and I scream with pleasure as a second orgasm crashes over me. My climax seems to continue forever because Del doesn’t stop. I come again and again, my body shuddering and shaking as he holds my hip with a strong hand.

“My god,” I gasp when Del finally lifts his head.

“I’m not done yet,” he tells me, sinking onto the couch beside me.

“I need…a minute…” I stammer, fighting to catch my breath.

“No.” He pulls me onto his lap and I straddle him, feeling his length pressed against my wetness. Despite the toe—curling climaxes, I grind against him, full of the need to have him inside me. His hands stroke my back, caress my breasts. He grips my ass, pulling me towards him before lifting me up so I can slide down onto his ready cock, settling me slowly so I can take him all in.

Nothing has ever felt so good, so right.

My body takes over and I begin to move my hips, my mouth open in a wordless cry as I begin to ride him. His cock fills me so completely, almost painfully but I move slowly and carefully, and any pain quickly turns to pleasure.

My hand touches his cheek, the other gripping his shoulder as he lets me set the pace. I move slowly at first, as I lift myself higher to fall back onto him and then quicken my pace.

But then his hands at my waist still me and I watch his face as he thrusts upward into me.

“Del.” His name escapes in a breath.

“Let me.” Rhythmically he thrusts up, lifting me by my ass, pulling me down as his cock drives up inside me.

The sensation is nothing I’ve ever felt. I’ve been on top before, but not like this. Despite my position, Del is fully in control and I like it that way. I feel every inch of him inside me.

“Oh, god,” I cry out.

“There’s the spot,” Del mutters with a grin.

“Right there,” I pant, suddenly breathless at the sensation. I have the urge to move, to rub against him, faster, harder, but Del continues to hold me, lifting me up before thrusting in.

He moves faster, his gaze never leaving mine, watching how much I enjoy it. “Del, I—”

And then I come again with a surprised cry, with an intensity that shocks me. “How?” I gasp when it’s over.

Del picks me up in his arms; lowers me to the couch so I’m on my back. “G-spot.”

He’s still inside me, hard and ready.

I pull my legs towards my chest as he begins to fuck me.

Hard, so hard. It’s all I can do to grab his ass with my hands, pushing him deeper, so I can have more of him.

He’s deep, he’s so hard. He inside me and I can’t think straight. It’s like my orgasm never happened because I’m ready for more, my body begging for it.

I’m begging for it.

I’ve never come with straight sex. I always need something extra but with Del, this time—his cock reaches parts of me I didn’t know existed. Waves of pleasure crash over me as I reach higher and higher.

And then I crest, climaxing with a shrill cry, calling out his name.

Del continues to thrust tirelessly and I begin to think again when he finally explodes within me. “Kenna,” he gasps.

We lay together on the couch for a long time.

Neither of us noticed the cats at the window, watching the figure outside.
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Friday morning

“Bullshit!” Del spat the word at me. “That is such bullshit, Iliya and you know it. You’re the most selfish woman I know!”

“Del.” Tentatively, I placed my hand on his arm. “I’m so sorry. I love you so much and I wanted to—”

“Stop thinking of yourself!” Del shouted.

Del’s words ring through my mind as I wake up, reaching for him in the big bed. My heart sinks when I realize he’s not beside me.

I should have told him about Kenna from the beginning; I should have been honest with him. I should have told him after the first time, right after it happened.

I lied to my husband about having sex with another woman and now I have to accept the consequences.

But I don’t want to accept this. Del is gone.

Despite Del’s anger and disappointment, I never once think I shouldn’t have had sex with Kenna.

“I told him I can’t be faithful,” I mutter aloud, wishing Del was beside me in the bed. I’d reach over and stroke his bare chest, sliding my hand lower…

That way of dealing with conflict didn’t go well last night.

It sort of did, at least for me. The sex was…it was everything I wanted. Hard. Rough. Del finally used me like I’ve wanted him to for years. Instead of running to William for the abasement my body craves, I had it right here in my bedroom.

He shoved his cock inside me, and I gasped from the brutality of his thrust. “You fucked her this morning, didn’t you?” he grunted. “You want her fingers inside you—her tongue? Right here?” He accentuated his words with violent thrusting, and I couldn’t help but cry out. “What else does she do to you?”

“Nothing!” I cried. “Not—it’s me. She can’t—not yet. She tries…” My hips bucked against the bed as Del thrust into me.

My hands are fisted against the duvet when Del grabbed my wrist, forcing it back. He pulled both of my hands to the small of my back, holding them tight in his grip as he relentlessly pounded into me.

He had never been this forceful before. So rough. I could tell from his breathing that he was close. I tried to stifle my own cries, not to let him know how close I was…

“Is this how you like it?” Del cried, pulling my arms so my torso rose off the bed. “Is this how you like to be fucked by the other men? Rough and hard and –”

“Yes!” I suddenly shrieked. “This is what I want, Del! Fuck me! Fuck me so hard!”

And he did—hard and fast; pulling out so only the tip was inside and slamming against me so hard like he might penetrate my insides. I couldn’t stop my cries, my screams as the waves built inexorably before crashing through my body.

I was still coming as Del erupted into me with a shout. When his thrusts finally stilled, he released my arms and stepped back.

But then he left. Left me alone without another word. From the stiffness of how he walked out of the room, I could tell he was disgusted with himself.

Del’s mother raised him to be a gentleman and to never raise a hand to a woman. I’ve always admired his manners, loving how he takes care of me. In a way, I suppose he spoils me because my health and happiness have always come first. Pinning me down on the bed and fucking me in anger go against everything Del has been taught and brought up to be.

After our argument, after the amazing sex that followed, Del left me alone in the room. I was afraid he stormed out of the house, but he only went to the guest room, locking it against my pleas for him to open up, to talk to me.

How could he fuck me like that and then refuse to talk to me?

We’ve never had angry sex before. Even though I hate the thought of fighting with my husband, the thought of him pushing me down and taking me like that still excites me.

He’ll get over his anger, I decide. He has to. And Kenna will forgive me and the three of us will have a good time together. I’ll have the extra excitement in my marriage and I won’t need William.

Once he calms down, Del will realize I actually did us a favour by beginning things with Kenna. She was so inexperienced and unsure that I took it upon myself to make sure she could handle what we asked of her.

We asked Kenna to consider joining us—in our bedroom, and in a way, in our marriage. After everything that happened with Amy, Del didn’t want another woman involved with our life, but I knew I would need something. It’s not that Del isn’t enough for me…

I have certain needs.

And I need to stay away from William because after twenty years, he’s finally demanding more than I’m willing to give. The addition of another woman in our marriage is perfect for me. Amy fit the bill but that deteriorated by her threatening to expose Del to the press. Not that Del is in the public eye, but he’s an award-winning author and was worried about his career.

When I met Kenna there was something about her that intrigued me—a lost soul searching for a way back to life. I thought I could help bring her back. She reminded me of Amy, so I thought that would interest Del.

I thought she’d be perfect for us.

Del finally came around to my way of thinking, like I knew he would. For him, I discovered that while inexperienced, Kenna was more than ready to be taught new things, new ways to give and receive pleasure. She was perfect for us.

I should have told Del what I was doing.

The faint sound of the shower throws off my thoughts of gloom and doom. Del hasn’t left yet. He’s still here. I can fix this.

Impatiently, I wait until Del comes into the bedroom to get dressed. With only a towel slung around his hips, drops of water still glisten on his torso. He’s always been too quick in the shower, in and out and dressed before he has time to dry properly. I’m so happy he’s kept himself in shape with muscles etched in all the right places.

My eyes are drawn to Del’s tattoos, the black ink against the bronze skin—the word family in cursive on his inner arm, the design on his shoulder masking his ex-wife’s name and some Latin saying inked over his ribcage, something about making your own way.

I’ll make my own way with both Del and Kenna. I’m going to fix this.

It takes a moment for me to realize Del hasn’t met my eyes since he entered the room. He pulls clothes out of the closet with quick movements.

“You didn’t have to sleep in the guest room,” I tell him as the silence between us quickly becomes awkward.

“I didn’t want to sleep in here.” His tone is rude. Still angry then.

With a sigh, I swing my legs out of bed. “Del, please. I didn’t like lying to you, but I had my reasons for …with Kenna.” Del glares at me when I say her name. “I didn’t want you to get upset.”

“And why would I get upset?” Despite the granite- like expression on his face, it’s actually difficult to take his anger seriously when he’s standing there with his hand on his hip, wearing only a towel and looking extremely sexy.

What if I were to give the towel a little tug…would that solve the problem?

“Are you upset?” I flash him a hopeful smile. “Because you don’t have to be. I apologized and I thought we settled things last night.” I can’t help but glance at the duvet, where the bedcovers had bunched in my hands as Del fucked me.

His nostrils flare, a sure sign that Del is clearly still upset. “I don’t think we settled anything. You thought sex would help. It didn’t. I’m seeing a trend here.”

My heart sinks. Tugging off the towel will obviously not help this morning.

“What do you want me to do?” I try to sound and conciliatory and pleading, but the words come out more defensive and sullen. The only time pleading works for me is when I’m tied up.

“Do you honestly not consider your behaviour to be upsetting?” Del demands.

“Now you sound like a teacher,” I shoot back before I can stop myself.

“Iliya,” he warns and I throw up my hands in frustration.

“Del, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about what was going with Kenna. But when you look at it, I did us a favour. She’s so inexperienced, with both men and women, and I knew the first time would be a disaster for the three of us. It would have been bad and it would have scared her off. This way, because I—” Tried her out, I want to say, but bite my tongue. “—I was able to educate her, she knows what to expect. It makes it better for all of us.”

Del stares at me so hard and so long that fear begins to chill me and I’m tempted to crawl back under the blankets. “Do you honestly think I’m going to allow that woman in our house?” His deep voice is quiet but sounds deafening in the still room.

“That’s not fair.”

“You want to talk about fair? What’s not fair is your continual inability to be honest and truthful with me.” His voice is forceful but edged with a tinge of sadness. “I’ve given you everything you want, the freedom you say you need and turned a blind eye to the other men and women. This is how you repay me?”

I harden myself to the sadness in his voice, to the obvious hurt. I can fix this but Del pretending to be the victim isn’t going to make it easy. “I told you what I was like before we got married. You knew what to expect. I wanted Kenna to know what to expect too.”

“That’s how you want to explain this?” Del asks incredulously.

“What if it was someone else?” I demand, jumping off the bed to stand before him. “What if it hadn’t been Kenna, just some random person? Would you still be as angry?” Del doesn’t answer and I press on. “Isn’t that what the problem is? I had her and you didn’t get to?”

He rolls his eyes and turns away. “You’re trying to make this into my fault and it’s not. This is all you, Iliya.”

“It is your fault because you have feelings for Kenna!” I say triumphantly. “You wouldn’t be upset if you didn’t. You’re jealous! You wanted her, and you don’t like that fact that I’ve—”

“That’s enough.” He whirls back to me, his green eyes icy cold.

“It’s not,” I tell him, refusing to back down. “This is why you’re so pissed. I knew you liked her but I never expected this so quickly. You really like her! You…” I trail off, as I realize what I’m saying. “You really like her. Do you love her?”

“We’re friends,” he says stiffly.

“Do you love her?” I repeat in a quiet voice. “More than me?”

“You are my wife and Kenna is…I’m not sure what she is to me. Yes, I like her. I care about her. Anything else…”

“You’re falling in love with her,” I whisper.

“Do you love her?” Del demands in response.

“I don’t know,” I tell him honestly. “I haven’t thought about it.”

“You’ve been sleeping with her for a week and you don’t know how you feel about her? You haven’t given any thought to where it was going?”

“I know where it was going. I wanted her for us, Del, for both of us. I like to play, and I thought you did too.” I reach out a hand for him but he shrugs me away. “Don’t you?”

“I don’t know what I want right now.”

Suddenly I’m very afraid. “Do you still love me?” I ask in a quavering voice.

“Iliya…”

“Do you? I think I deserve to know.”

“Of course I still love you,” Del tells me. He sounds believable; I want to believe him, but he sounds so cold. “But right now I’m very angry with you. I need a little space. I’m going to my mother’s.” He turns away, dismissing me and begins to get dressed. I get a glimpse of his finely tones ass before it disappears into a pair of boxers.

My legs shake beneath me and I reach back to find the edge of the bed. “You’re leaving me.” My voice is barely a whisper. I never expected this. Del can’t…we’re married. He loves me. I need him.

“I’m going to Barbados for my mother’s birthday party,” Del tells me in a brisk voice, hardening his heart to my shock like I did to his pain. “I’m not leaving until tonight, but I’ll take my things with me and go straight to the airport after school. I’ll be back on Sunday night. I texted Jane to pick up the papers and check on the house in case you’re not here.”

“Where do you think I’ll be?” I cry.

“Not with me,” he says harshly. “I need some space. Frankly, Iliya, I don’t care what you do, not that my opinion has ever mattered before.”

Anger at what he’s doing roars through me. How can he do this to me? Why does he have to be so upset? I did it for him, for us. Why?

I stand up then, pulling myself upright to stand tall and strong, even wearing only a brief pair of panties. I let Del get a good look at me, at what he’s leaving behind. “You’d better get dressed,” I tell him as I sweep into the washroom. “Wish your mother a happy birthday from me.”
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Del leaves without saying good-bye, an intentional slight that cuts deep. Despite my last-ditch show of strength, I can’t bring myself to do much today but watch the clock, hoping and praying Del will come home to me. I tell myself Del is visiting his mother for her birthday and nothing more. With difficulty, I push our fight from my mind and manage to spend a few hours in my office working.

When I resurface, the house is quiet and cold. Cold, because Del left a few windows open and the day has turned gray and miserable, much like me. The breeze blowing through the house feels more early March than late April.

It’s quiet because Del is gone. He never came home after school.

He didn’t say good-bye and the silence is deafening. Fear creeps through me as I wander the house, checking to see if he somehow came home without me noticing. Maybe I had been on the phone or caught up in some ordering chaos. I had been in my office all afternoon, but maybe…

There’s no sign of him. I shut the windows and pull on a sweater, but nothing helps with the chill.

What if Del is never coming home?

I end up in the kitchen, staring at the cheerfulness of the room like it’s a foreign world.

Did he get to Barbados safely?

What will he tell his mother about why I’m not with him?

Will he come back? If so, what’s going to happen between us?

Was it only Wednesday night that Del made me dinner? We shared a bottle of Barolo and he made love to me on the couch?

I need to find different furniture.

Coffee will help with my fogginess, but instead of heading for the caffeine, I find the bottle of Scotch in the cupboard and splash a healthy amount in a glass. I’ve never been a big drinker. Del likes wine and has taught me enough about it, but I’ve never drank alone.

I take a big mouthful of the Scotch and grimace as it burns its way down.

William would like this Scotch. I could go to his house and he would take care of me. He said…

Slamming down the glass, I push any thoughts of William out of my head. Now is not the time to think about him.

That’s when I get angry. If Del hadn’t got so upset, I wouldn’t be thinking of William, or tempted to go to him for comfort. If Del hadn’t left, he would be here in the kitchen, making something delicious to eat. We would be sharing another bottle of wine and anticipating Kenna arriving for an evening of fun.

I shut down any thoughts of what has happened with Kenna. Or what might have been.

How can Del do this to me?

Yes, I should have told him what was going on with Kenna. He would have understood; Del always understands what I need.

Then how can he leave me?

He over-reacted. He’s under pressure from his agent, his editor about the book. The kids at school are giving him stress. I provide every excuse for Del’s behaviour that I can think of, other than admitting I’m wrong.

In my mind, I did the right thing. Kenna will be good for our marriage. Do I love her? I’m not sure, but I care about her and despite her inexperience, she would have been able to distract me from William.

Reluctantly I allow the images from last night to flood my mind. The argument with Del frightened me so much that I haven’t let myself dwell on William’s words or how I was so drawn to him.

I’m a personal stylist and William set up a trunk show with his niece for me. He used his influence to win me the biggest client I’ve ever had. Last night’s party was an overwhelming success and I have William to thank for it.

And how did he want to be thanked?

William pulled my hand against his crotch. “I know you, Iliya. I know what you need. Feel how much I want you right now. I want nothing more than to push you up against your pretty little car. I know you’re wearing underwear, and I’d be happy to rip them off. And then I’d like to bury my face in your pussy and tongue you until you’re screaming for me to stop, until every neighbour on the street hears you and gets so excited that they can’t stop from fucking their own partner.”

This is spoken in a clipped, formal tone and such a contrast to the words. Instinctively, my hand clenched against his hard cock as my insides tightened unbearably. I know I should push him away, but I was mesmerized by his words, excited by the thought of him acting on them. I wanted him to push me onto the hood of the car. Even outdoors where anyone could see me, I wanted him to make me scream.

But William wasn’t finished.

“I want to spank your creamy white ass because that’s what you want, don’t you? After that, I want to fuck you, slowly at first, until you’re grinding your hips against me, begging for more. And then I want to slam into you, one hand around your throat, the other in your pussy. I want to fuck you so that you come harder than you ever have before. Because I like nothing more than to make you come, Iliya. You know that don’t you?”

“Yes.” The word was barely a whisper.

And then, to top it all off, William told me he loved me. How could I have forgotten that? He wants me to be with him, to leave Del for him.

How can he think I would ever do that? I love my husband. But William excites me like no one else can, and he knows it.

I take a slow sip of Scotch, and then another. William may give me what I want but he always complicates things. I wish he didn’t have such a hold on me.

When I ran from William last night, I went straight to Kenna. I needed someone to take my mind off what he offered me.

The resulting sex had been raw and intense. I was impressed Kenna handled it without complaint.

It makes me think she’s ready for us.

It was only after it was over that Kenna told me about Del. He had brought dinner for her and she thanked him by telling him about what had been going on with us.

She told Del about the first time on the couch.

About what happened in the bathtub.

How she used her vibrator on me. How I told her what to do, how to use her words to tell me what she wanted.

We shared fantasies; at least Kenna told me hers.

I actually don’t know what Kenna told Del, but I was furious Kenna had been the one to tell my husband about our secret interludes.

I still am, even though I’m beginning to regret the things I said to her when I left last night.

I drain the glass and pour myself another. I’ve never been good at cooking, preferring take-out to making something for myself. But not even the thought of my favourite Thai restaurant can tempt me tonight. This bottle will feed me tonight, as well as keep the loneliness at bay.

“Are you trying to tell me I’m selfish for not telling him?”

Kenna blinked at my tone. “I didn’t say that!” she protested. “I don’t think you’re selfish.”

“What do you think I am, then? Some kinky slut who likes to get spanked and cheat on her husband?” I stalked around the room, furious at her. Furious at myself for getting into this situation. What had I been thinking? Kenna was green—she didn’t know the rules. She wasn’t ready for something like this.

“I don’t think that at all. Iliya, stop. I didn’t say anything like that.” I didn’t care she was hurt and upset, confused by my reaction. I didn’t remember ever being this angry.

She spoiled everything.

“I know that’s what you think of me.”

“You don’t know what I think at all! I’m sorry I told Del –”

“Stop apologizing!” Kenna’s continual need to apologize had always irritated me; tonight it infuriated me. Everything about Kenna infuriated me at that moment. “I hate it when you keep apologizing. This was a mistake. I should have known you wouldn’t be ready for something like this.”

“Then why did you? Wait, don’t go!”

I yanked open the door, flicking Kenna’s hand off my arm with a disdainful glare. It was a mistake coming here. I should have known better. “I have to go because, thanks to you, I now have to mend fences with my husband.”

“Why did you start this with me?” Kenna demanded, hands pleading. If I had taken a moment, I would have realized how devastated she was, and maybe tried to repair things. But I didn’t. “If you think it was all a mistake?”

Anger clouded my judgment and made me mean. Like a spoiled little girl, I was mad that Kenna had spoiled our fun.

“You reminded me of Amy,” I told her coldly.

How could I have treated Kenna like that?

Shame washes over me, as potent as the liquor warming my belly. I need to apologize to her, right now. Face to face. I’m sure she had her reasons for telling Del what was going on between us. She likes him; didn’t like the thought of betraying him.

It wasn’t a betrayal. I was preparing Kenna for what’s to come if she becomes involved with us.

How is that going to happen now?

I need to fix this, so with another mouthful of liquid courage, I head out for the short walk to Kenna’s. It’s after five o’clock and the sidewalks are scattered with people on their way home from work. I hurry to Kenna’s little house, refusing to make eye contact with anyone.

As I turn the corner, my heart leaps when I see Kenna, wearing her customary leggings and tunic shirt. And then I stop, when I see who she’s with.

Aidan. She’s with Aidan. My Aidan. My handyman. He may have known Kenna years ago, but he works for me now. Why is she with him; now, of all days?

They’re walking to his truck.

Is she—it looks like—are they on a date?

I stand in the middle of the sidewalk, and a nanny with a double wide stroller runs into the back of my legs. I push her apology away with a curse, staring at the sight of Aidan helping Kenna, my Kenna, into his giant pickup truck.

Emotions sweep over me. How could they…together…the two of them…?

I had been with Kenna only last night. Not even twenty-four hours ago and already she’s moved on? Del left me and Kenna is with Aidan?

My world shifts dangerously as I watch them drive away.

I head home long enough to change clothes and grab my purse, leaving the half-empty glass of Scotch on the counter.

I go to William’s.
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The doorbell resounds through William’s vast, Georgian style house. I didn’t call or text him that I was coming; I just got in my car and drove here. It’s almost like the car was driving itself.

I’ve never felt so alone. Del leaving me…Kenna with Aidan

William greets me at the door without a hint of surprise on his handsome face, like he’s expecting me. “Iliya. So glad you could join us.”

Us? And then I remember he texted me an invitation for Friday night. I ran from him last night before I could tell him I had no intention of coming.

Kenna was supposed to come over tonight. We were going to drink wine and seduce each other.

Kenna is with another man. My husband is half a world away and I’m at the home of my former lover.

The thought of Del produces a flicker of pain.

“What’s wrong?” William demands. He blocks my entrance to the house, my way to forget about the hurt and pain swirling around me.

I have to smile. William accepts me, no questions asked. It never matters to him what I do or don’t do. “You’re sweet.”

“I know that face.” He touches my cheek with the back of his hand. “Tell me what’s bothering you.”

“I can’t,” I say, afraid I might crumble into a mess of tears in a moment. “But I need to be here tonight.”

“You can always come to me. You know I’ll always take care of you.” Without another word, he steps back to let me enter and forget.

This is why I keep William in my life. His only desire is to take care of me. Not that I have an option; I’m not sure I could get rid of William Burgess even if I wanted to.

“You look lovely,” he says as he ushers me through the marble-floored foyer, my heels clicking on the surface.

Catching sight of my reflection, I realize the fifteen minutes I took to get changed was well spent. Because my comfy pants and top showed that I had been hiding all day, I changed into clinging black dress and stiletto heels. My wild hair, loose and hanging down my back and a slash of red lipstick, complete the outfit.

William always appreciates when I make an effort. Sometimes Del doesn’t even notice.

That’s not true, I admit judgingly. He is forever complimenting me, even when I’m wearing jeans.

William leads me to a room on the first floor. I’ve been to William’s many times over the years, but not often enough to memorize the layout. I feel a moment of uncertainty when I think he’s taking me into the billiard’s room, where I visited the last time. William had wanted me to join into a group play time. There had been another couple present, as well as a few singles. That night, I couldn’t do. My body would have enjoyed it, but I had just met Kenna and things were tenuous.

But tonight, my body is in charge. Anything goes, and no thought of Kenna or Del will interrupt my pursuit of pleasure.

But when he leads me into a cozy library, I notice the room already has an occupant. “You have company,” I say quickly.

“And we’re glad you stopped by,” William soothes, grabbing my arm as I step back towards the door. “This is Serena.” The tall brunette lounging on the leather settee has a disdainful expression on her face and a glass of red wine held loosely in her hand. “If you recall, I did invite you tonight.”

I murmur a response as William turns to pour me a glass of wine from the decanter on the table. “Thank you.” I accept the glass of wine William hands me with a relieved smile.

“It’s too early to thank us,” Serena says, scornfully. “We haven’t had you yet.” She flicks her tongue against her top lip and I see the silver piercing flash in the light. “But I’m sure you will be thanking us. Many, many times.”

This is going to be just what I need. I don’t want to think. I just want to feel—a little pain. Lots of pleasure. Enough so I can stop thinking.

“Sit.” Serena pats the spot beside her. “Have we met before?”

“I think I’d remember you,” I tell her honestly. Serena has a sensual aura about her. She’s wearing a free-flowing printed dress, cut so low and loose I have difficulty not staring at her full breasts.

Suddenly, Serena clicks her tongue ring against her teeth. “I met her at a party one night,” she says to William, who sits opposite us. “She was with Amy.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t remember that.” And I’m not about to travel down memory lane to revisit any my adventures with Amy. I don’t want to think about her either. I turn to William. “Will anyone else be joining us tonight?”

William chuckles as he reaches for an olive on the bowl on the table between us. “I think Serena will be more than enough for you.”

I let my gaze drag the length of Serena. “If you say so.”

“Oh, I do say so,” Serena tells. “Whatever I say. This is my playtime tonight, right William?”

“I think you’ll find Iliya to be in agreement,” he pacifies.

“Of course.” This time I lower my eyes, feeling the quick rush of anticipation, and Serena puts a warm hand on my leg.

“We’ll have fun,” she promises in a low voice, sliding her fingers under the hem of my skirt.

I’m ready for some fun.
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Later, after a few glasses of wine and a heated conversation full of innuendos, William leads me up to the second floor, to prepare, as he calls it. “I’m glad you decided to join us,” William says as we pause in front of a closed door.

“I’m sure Serena would have kept you busy.”

“I’m sure she would have, but as lovely as she is, she’s not you.” His ice blue eyes gaze appreciatively at me, resting his hand on my shoulder. “I trust you’ve given my suggestion from last night some thought?”

“I want to take you home with me, Iliya and tuck you into bed beside me. I want to hold you until you fall asleep. And then I want to wake you up and fuck you all over again. Every day. Every night. I’ve gotten tired of waiting for you. This is our time to be together. We’ve waited long enough. I love you. I’ve always loved you. It’s not just sex between us. We’re the same person. We belong together. Now.”

I look at William, seeing the lines etched into his face, hearing the gentleness in his voice. The gentleness that is able to transform into harsh demands in a heartbeat. “I didn’t get any indication that it was a suggestion. It sounded like you telling me what you want, and expecting me to go allow with it,” I retort, surprised at my ability to refuse William.

It’s not that I’m rejecting him. I love Del. There’s no question of leaving him.

He left you.

William smiles, his hand slipping from my shoulder, to smooth down my back to rest on the curve of my behind. Just his touch provokes excitement deep within me. Expectation heats me, from the inside out.

“Isn’t that how it is between us?” William asks, his fingers splayed over my ass.

“What you were suggesting sounds a little more involved than our usual master/servant playtime.”

“Have we ever done the master/servant role-playing?” William cocks his head to the side, his hand sliding farther down my ass. “That might be amusing.”

“If we were together like you suggested, you’d have to do what I wanted.” I catch my breath at my words. If. I said if. I didn’t refuse or deny and William’s eyes light up. “Not that it’s going to happen the way you want it,” I add quickly.

“You’re giving it some thought, so my work here is done,” he says, unwilling to be deterred. My heart sinks. There’s no stopping William when he goes after something.

I should leave now.

But if I leave now, run out like I did the other night, William will be upset. And while I can handle his anger when he’s punishing me, I don’t know if I can handle if he left me alone.

“Do you know how old I am?” he asks.

“Old.” I can’t resist, but my eyes tell him I’m teasing.

“Not that old. And I’ve been with a lot of women over the years. Some of them I’ve shared with you. Some of them were more docile than you. Some were more dominant, some more adventurous. But none of them were you, Iliya.”

My eyes flicker from William’s hypnotic gaze to the words rolling off his tongue. I don’t know if it’s helping or just making it worse.

I love Del. I want to make our marriage work. But William offers me so much.

He kisses me then, with lips and tongue and hot passion. Even after twenty years and so many scenes, he still makes my knees weak. My arms wrap around the back of his head as I feel his hands pressing me against his body.

“Should I tell Serena to go home?” he asks against my lips.

I pull back and look at William. “No.” I close my eyes so he can’t read my thoughts, fears about what might happen if it was only the two of us. “The more the merrier.”

“Are you sure?” His hands are on my ass, with a possessive caress.

“I want both of you.”

William’s expression is unreadable as he turns and opens the door for me. Inside is a room with a double bed, covered in a white sheet and an intricate, wrought-iron headboard. “I don’t think I’ve been in here before,” I say lightly, moving past the hesitation I feel.

If it was only William and I together, what would happen the next day? What would I end up giving up?

That kiss…

“Where do you want me?” I ask, facing him with my hand on my hip, closing off the emotions and ready to play.

There’s lust in his eyes now, rather than the light of affection that frightens me.

But now isn’t the time to dwell on that.

William helps me take my dress off and positions me in the middle of the bed, wearing only my lace thong. He’s finishing tying me to the headboard as Serena enters, her eyes lighting up.

“That’s a pretty sight.” Serena stands at the end of the bed and strokes my leg, her fingers traveling from ankle to knee, to mid-thigh, each journey taking her farther up. “You’re very beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I respond like it’s every day that I accept compliments while I’m tied to a head.

“But you’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you?” Serena’s voice drops to a husky growl. “Haven’t you?” When I don’t answer, she gives my inner thigh a pinch.

“Yes, I have,” I gasp. My thoughts immediately turn to Del and Kenna. I have been bad. I’m guilty of betraying Del and deceiving Kenna.

If only they would punish me like this.

“You need to tie her ankles as well,” Serena orders William, giving my foot a slap. “I want her totally under my control. You’ll let me do whatever I want with you, won’t you, Iliya?”

“Yes,” I tell her, my eyes lowered. I know how to play this game. I love playing this game. Already my heart races from anticipation, my breathing coming in little pants.

“Anything I want,” she repeats, slowly undressing, watching as William fastens cuffs around my ankles and ties the rope attached to the iron footboard. “You’re already excited, aren’t you?” Trailing a hand up my leg against, she steps towards me as her fingers trail over my pussy. I fight the urge to press against her hand.

“Yes.”

“This is going to be fun.” From the end of the bed, Serena begins crawling up my body, trailing fingers and teasing flicks of her tongue. She halts at my neck, nibbling the sensitive skin with her teeth until my head falls limply to the side. But once she sees I’m enjoying it, she moves to my breasts, pinching my nipples, and using her teeth and lips.

“You’ve been a bad girl,” she murmurs before taking one of my breasts in her hands and sucking hard on the nipple. Desire jolts me and I strain against my bindings.

“Lie still and let Serena enjoy herself,” William tells me.

“I made sure you’ll do whatever I want,” Serena mocks. She crouches over me so our pussies are touching. I’m still wearing my panties but Serena is naked, her mound bare and hairless. There is enough slack in my leg bindings that Serena is able to slide her leg between mine to scissor me.

“I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before,” Serena tells me, grinding herself against my pussy.

Frustration makes me drop my role. “I doubt that.”

Her teeth nip at my nipple, harder than I expected. “What did you say?”

I shake my head back and forth, my insides beginning to throb from the anticipation.

Serena cups my pussy, her fingers sliding beneath the lace. “Do you think you’ve been with someone better than I am?” she demands, fingers thrusting inside me.

“I don’t know,” I gasp.

“Iliya, Serena is my guest. You should be polite and treat her with respect,” William admonishes.

My hips arch as I meet Serena’s thrusts. “Yes,” I say, my eyes downcast.

“William.” I don’t look up and William doesn’t answer. But after a moment, Serena takes away her hand, her lovely fingers and a buzzing sound fills the air. “I like to be treated with respect,” she chides. Without waiting for a response, she pushes the scrap of lace away and touches my clit with the bulbous head of the Magic Wand vibrator, turned to high speed.

I gasp and try to move away from the intense vibrations but Serena laughs and holds my lips open as she presses the head down onto me. I writhe on the bed, unable to get away from the sensations. “It’s too much…stop…” I gasp.

My body shivers with waves of pleasure, and I cry out, again and again as Serena holds it against me.

“Don’t you like it?” Serena asks politely, watching me struggle with my restraints.

“Yes! But… enough… Please…” I beg. “You’re the…best…I’ll ever… have…”

“You’re damn right I am.” Immediately, she takes the vibrator away and I sag with relief. “You be nice or I’ll do that again.”

“Yes.” But Serena doesn’t wait for my response. Her mouth goes straight for my breasts, licking and tugging at my nipples with her teeth. And then suddenly there is a flogger in her hand and she’s slapping the leather strands against my breasts.

“You said she likes this?” Serena throws over her shoulder to William.

I’d been so focused on Serena that I hadn’t noticed William standing beside the bed, beside a table covered with toys.

“She likes everything,” he tells her.

“Good. So do I.” She trails the flogger down my stomach until it’s tickling my pussy, and leans over my breasts. As she licks and nips, squeezing firmly with one hand, she’s moving the flogger over my pussy, the strands tangling around my clit. I moan, my clit still sensitive from the vibrator assault.

“Make her scream,” William orders in his dominant voice.

Both of us look at him. “Of course,” Serene purrs, crossing to my other breast.

Soft sounds of wetness fill the room, along with my ragged breathing. Soon—too soon, not soon enough—she forgoes her administrations of my breasts and heads down my body. Crouched between my legs, she drags the handle of the flogger along my pussy, pushes it inside me.

“Wait,” William instructs. He’s naked now and I take moment to run my eyes down his body, still trim and fit at sixty. The only signs of age are the silver streaks in his chest hair.

Age hasn’t affected his cock, standing thick and proudly erect.

He crawls onto the bed behind and grasps Serena by the hips and thrusts into her. “Is this what you want me to do to you?” he demands of me.

I watch Serena’s face; she’s obviously enjoying the feel of him inside her. Then I turn my attention to William staring at me with a lascivious smile on his face. “Yes,” I tell him, pulling against the restraints. “Please.”

“You’ll have to wait,” he says, sliding out of Serena and off the bed, giving her ass a tender pat as she groans with disappointment. “She’s not finished with you yet. And I’m not finished watching.”

William holds my gaze as Serena drops the flogger and strokes my pussy. With her middle finger, Serena smoothes the lace of my thong between my lips, over and over until it’s wet through. I wait for her to take them off—I want her to take them off—but she doesn’t. Instead, she bends her head and begins licking me through the delicate fabric.  She thrusts her tongue inside me, its progress checked by the material.

“Take them off,” I whisper.

“You’re demanding,” Serena says, she nuzzling me with her mouth, but staring up at me with dark eyes. “I don’t like to be told what to do. Don’t you remember what happened last time? Buzz buzz.”

“Please,” I beg. “I want to feel more of you.”

“No.”

Instead, she pushes the tiny scrap of lace aside and pushes a finger inside me. “Does she like to make noise?” she asks William over her shoulder.

“Oh, yes,” he replies.

“I should make you stay quiet,” Serena muses, nipping the inside of my thigh as she contemplates. “But I like the noise. I like the cries and screams and the ‘more, please more’. I like it when you beg. Do you like to beg?”

My voice catches in my throat as I stare into her dark eyes. I’m sure William told her enough about me. What would have happened if I hadn’t shown up? Would Serena be the one tied up, William teasing her with his fingers? Or would they reverse the roles?

I can’t see picture William being a willing submissive type. He likes to be in control. I like him to be in control.

I’m very happy where I am right now. I’ve missed the sense of helplessness, of others making decisions for me. Of being at their mercy. It’s up to Serena whether she wants to make me come.

“Make me beg,” I whisper. “Please.”

William leans over and smiles at me before ripping off my thong. I knew to wear disposable panties to William’s. He really doesn’t like me wearing underwear.

My eyes fall shut at Serena’s touch.

My first though as Serena begins to tongue me, is that this isn’t her first time. This woman knows exactly what she’s doing and seems to know exactly what I want. Plus, the tongue ring gives an extra touch of pleasure.

Slowly, ever so slowly she licks my lips with a feather-light touch. Her tongue probes inside me, as hard as a small penis. I press my pussy forward, desperate for more.

She doesn’t give me more. She teases me, with the barest flickers of her tongue, spreading my lips with her fingers to have better access, but not doing much of anything. I can feel her breath on my clit. Finally, she wiggles her tongue lightly against the nub, almost carelessly. I bite down on my lip to stifle a moan as she flicks the tip before lapping it with her tongue. I can feel the hardness of her piercing.

Suddenly she sucks hard on my clit with her mouth. This time I can’t stop from moaning loudly.

The teasing is over and she pulls her tongue through my wetness, long, slow strokes, beginning with my ass and all the way up, stopping to plunge her tongue inside me, stopping again to have a suck of my clit. By her third trip, my eyes are rolling backward in my head and that’s before she begins with my ass…

Serena’s tongue slowly circles, pressing against the pucker. When she makes the return trip back to my clit, she leaves his finger slowly probing my ass, pushing its way in and continuing to thrust as she licks and sucks my clit. I push my pussy hard against her, feeling the beginning of an orgasm.

“Oh, God,” I can’t help but cry out.

“Not yet,” Serena chides. “Can you hand me my drink, please, William?”

Serena kneels above me, a glass of bourbon in her hand, stirring the ice with her fingers. Suddenly, she thrusts them inside me. I

“Cold,” I whimper.

Serena smiles, roughly thrusting her fingers inside me. She takes a piece of ice from her glass and holds it in her fingers over my pussy. A drop falls onto my bare mound. And then she puts her glass on the bed beside me to use her other hand to hold my outer lips open so she can press the ice right on my clit.

I cry out. It’s so cold it’s painful, but Serena doesn’t take the ice away. She rubs it around my clit so the pain mixes with pleasure.

“Ah!”

She rubs the ice everywhere and I can feel it begin to melt, dripping between my legs and adding to the wetness. “Stop, please,” I moan. “It’s too cold.”

She doesn’t stop. Instead, she reaches for her glass and takes a healthy swig. Then she pushes the ice cube inside me and I let out a shriek at the coldness invading my body. Even though the ice instantly begins to melt, it’s still cold. Then Serena leans over me and begins to tongue me while the ice melts.

The sensation is like nothing I’ve ever felt before. To have something so cold inside me, while Serena greedily licks my clit…and then she thrusts her finger into my ass roughly, licking my clit at the same time. Pain…pleasure. The ice quickly melts as she licks and thrusts, her occasion moans adding more to the sensations.

Serena suddenly lifts her head. By this time, my orgasm is fast approaching and I scream with frustration. “Don’t stop! Please—don’t!”

She smiles and takes another drink, her finger still probing. I don’t realize she has a piece of ice in her mouth until I feel the chill against my clit. By this time the ice in my pussy has completely melted and this cold is a new shock. Especially when Serena begins to suck my clit, taking as much of my pussy in her cold mouth as she can. The ice in her mouth rubs against me painfully and I shriek again. 

She pushes another piece of ice inside me again. 

“Cold!” I cry.

“Shh,” Serena whispers. Popping a fresh ice cube in her mouth, she resumes. At first lick, with my pussy full of melting ice and her finger up my ass, my orgasm starts to build anew. 

She laps at my clit again with a cold tongue. When she begins to suck again with her whole mouth, it sends me hurtling over the edge with a scream. But like before, Serena doesn’t stop, licking and sucking until the chill disappears from her mouth, leaving me writhing on the bed in ecstasy.

“My turn,” Serena tells me with an evil smile when she finally lifts her head.

I’m spent from the intensity of the orgasm, still bound to the bed. Serena crawls up the bed and crouches over me, her thighs caressing the side of my head, pressing her pussy onto my waiting mouth.

Her taste and smell fill my senses as she cries out above me. I lick…suck…my hands still bound tightly, arms pulled over my head and trapped under Serena’s body. I can’t move, forced to pleasure her as long as she likes.

And then I feel William’s hand on my ankles, releasing the cuffs. He yanks my legs up, holding them together at my ankles. And then I feel his thick cock sliding into me.

I cry out with relief, pausing in my administrations of Serena. “Don’t you fucking stop,” she warns, grinding against me. I continue, as William fucks me—hard and fast, his body slapping against the backs of my legs. Relentlessly.

Like he’s waited long enough and can’t get enough of me.

Serena wanted noise and I give her noise, crying out as William fucks me. Every time I pause, she reaches a hand behind her to pinch my nipple.

I’m at the mercy of both of them and I’m about to come so hard.

“Don’t stop,” Serena cries, moving against my mouth, my tongue frantic against her. “I’m coming!” She freezes above me and I hear her scream a moment before my own orgasm rips through me.

And that’s only the beginning of the night.
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Saturday morning

When I wake up, I’m confused as to where I am. “Del?” I murmur, feeling for him.

This isn’t our bedroom. It’s isn’t our bed. And then I remember last night.

William and Serena. When it was over, William carried me through the hall to another room, tucking me gently between the sheets, before telling me he’d be back.

I open my eyes. The room is pitch black, the thick curtains banning any light from peering. William isn’t in bed with me. Did he sleep with me? Fumbling on the nightstand for my phone, I come up empty.

He’s left me alone without a phone? For a moment, I have a surge of anxiety. William locked me in a room once—has he done it again? I jump from the bed, and arms outstretched, begin feeling for the door.

After stubbing my toes on some piece of furniture and jamming my knee into another, I find the door knob. Practically panting with relief, it turns under my hand. I look out to an empty hallway. I’m free to go but have no clothes.

“William?” I call warily.

No answer, so I turn back to the room, this time searching for the light switch. When I press it, and the room fills with light, I’m surprised to find myself in William’s own room. Navy and dark-green walls, heavy furniture. A few prints dot the walls, all giving an aura of sensuality to the room. I recognize Klimt’s ‘The Kiss’, and large picture with two figures entwined. I think William told me it was called ‘Friendship,’ painted by Egon Schiele.

The room smells like William. A heady, masculine scent. I know William still wears Straight to Heaven, a woody, spicy fragrance with a hint of rum. It reminds me of a trip to Barbados when I bought it for him.

I bought William cologne while I was on a trip with Del to see his parents.

Something sags inside me. What am I doing here? How could I let myself be used last night when I should be fighting for my marriage? I hurt Del—I caused him pain and I should be doing everything I can to fix that.

I love him. Del is everything to me. William is only…

He’s not Del.

Frantically I look around for my clothes but find nothing. Instead, I open William’s closest and yank out the nearest shirt.

“Good morning,” William’s voice greets me as I’m pulling on his shirt. He’s holding a tray in both hands, filled with coffee, fruit, and pastries, with a single rosebud in a vase.

The sight of it is so over the top it makes me angry.

“I want my clothes.”

“You look pretty good in my shirt,” he says casually, setting the tray on the dresser. “What’s going on?”

“I want my clothes,” I repeat, my voice rising. “I need to go home.”

“Iliya,” William soothes. “I’ll get your clothes. But why don’t you tell me what’s gotten you so upset.”

I look at the concern in his blue eyes and burst into tears. Noisy, snuffling tears. I ugly cry. To give William credit, he doesn’t run off when faced with an emotional woman, but takes me into his arms and draws me back to the bed.

“I know something was wrong last night,” he says after a few moments of patting and soothing, enough so my sobs abate enough for me to hear what he’s saying to me. “Why did you come over? I didn’t really expect you to. Did something happen with you and Del?”

I pull back from the mention of my husband’s name. “He left me.”

William pulls back to look at me with amazement. “He what? He couldn’t have.”

“We had a fight; he left last night for his mother’s.”

Understanding flashes over his face. “She lives in Barbados, Iliya. He’s gone for a visit, not to leave you.”

“I know where she lives! You didn’t see him Thursday night. He was so angry— I’ve never seen him like that before.” The way he fucked me, hard and brutal… 

“What happened?” William demands, reaching for the coffee cups from the tray.  “Why did you fight?”

“I can’t tell you.” I wrap my arms around myself, partly from the cold, partly from the need to keep everything inside.

“After everything we’ve been through? You don’t think you can talk to me? Or was the fight about me?”

“It wasn’t you.” I don’t want to continue but when William stands before me, offering me a cup, as well as an ear to listen to me, I have to take it. “It was about Kenna.”

“Ah.” He settles on the bed, a respectful distance away. “The new girl. How is that going?”

“It was going just fine,” I tell him defensively. “At least it was for me.”

“Was it like Amy? Did you and this Kenna…?”

A surprised laugh escapes. “I think you know me too well.”

“I’ve been telling you that for years. Tell me.”

I blow on my coffee before sipping. “She’s young and inexperienced. I thought she needed—we both needed—to know what was expected. If she could handle things. If she even wanted this new lifestyle.”

“She hadn’t been with a woman before?” I shake my head. “It’s understandable that you would want to give her a test run.”

“It’s not like that! You make it sound—”

“Then tell me what it was like? Were you consumed with desire for her? You couldn’t wait for your husband? You had to have her?” He smiles sadly. “I do know what that feels like, you know.”

“It wasn’t like that. I just thought…”

“Why not? You had the opportunity, you wanted her. You took what you wanted.”

“I did.”

“That’s what you do.”

“You make it sound so selfish.”

“Do you think you’re selfish?”

“I don’t know! Maybe…” I trail off in a small voice, thinking of Del’s anger. Of Kenna’s confusion when I demanded to know if she considered me a selfish person. “Am I?” William wouldn’t hold things back from me.

“Yes, Iliya, I think you are very selfish,” William tells me without hesitation. “You have always put your needs in front of others. This is a perfect case scenario—you wanted this Kenna. I’m sure you had your reasons, why she attracted you, things like that, but the bottom line is you wanted her for a playmate. You convinced yourself you wanted her for both you and Del. Del, and for the life of me I don’t know why, believes everything you say. You have needs. You want sex, from whoever, whenever. You get what you want and everyone else be damned.”

“Why are you saying this?” I beg, close to tears from his appraisal of me.

“Because it’s the truth, my love. And I know this because I’m the same way. You’re a very sexual person, with strong needs and desires. It doesn’t make you a bad person. You’re very honest about it, and Del, for whatever reason, accepts it.”

“Leave Del out of it.”

“But he’s so much a part of it. Can’t you see, Iliya, this makes it so clear why you shouldn’t be with a man like Del? You need me as a partner, who will give you the freedom—”

“Stop!” I clutch the mug to my chest. “You’re trying to manipulate me.”

“I’m not.”

“You are. You want me to yourself. You told me so yourself and instead of being supportive and a friend, you’re taking this opportunity to get in my head so I think I belong with you.”

“It’s the truth,” William says, sincerity blazing from his eyes. “And we’re not friends. I may love and cherish you, but we’ve been through too much for us to be simply friends. I thought you knew that.”

“I thought I could count on you.”

“You can. I’m telling you what you need to hear!”

“But it’s not what I want to hear!” Thrusting the mug at him so that a wave of liquid splashes over the side and onto his pressed khakis, I stand.

“Where are you going?” William asks, daubing at the spill.

“Home to my husband.”

With a disappointed sigh, William stands up. “I’ll get your clothes.”

With a feeling of relief mixed with regret that he’s not fighting for me, I dress and storm out the stairs.

“It’s who you are,” William calls after me. “Del will never be able to understand you.”

“And you’re telling me you can?” I whirl around, my hand on the doorknob.

“I do understand you, Iliya and accept everything about you.” Slowly, William reaches the bottom of the stairs. “And I’m telling you that I love you. You can’t say you don’t feel the same way. Look at how you insisted I hold you all night.”

“You weren’t there when I woke up!” I vaguely remember the sense of safety in the night. I wonder if I knew it was William holding me or thought it was Del.

William laughs at my outburst and covers my hand holding the knob. “Iliya. I know you’re upset and confused but denying yourself who you are isn’t going to help. You need to look at your relationships—are you being yourself? Are you trying to change who you are for them?”

I stare at him, unable to think of what to say. How do I defend myself, be able to protest what he’s saying?

Because I think William might be right.

“I have to go,” I mutter, turning the knob despite William’s hand still covering mine.

“I’d like you to stay.”

“You don’t always get what you want,” I retort.

“You can,” he says. “I’m offering you everything you’ve ever wanted.”

With only a quick backward glance, I run out the door to my car. William is standing in the doorway watching me, which is the only reason I don’t burst into tears as I drive away.
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I know Del isn’t home, but I don’t have anywhere else to go. The house is as cold and lonely as when I ran out last night. I feel out of sorts, which usually happens after I see William. And things got intense with Serena last night. Del is always able to settle me down, bringing me back to focus, but without him here, I feel lost.

Instead, I have a hot bath and a huge cup of coffee and think about what William said. Not about how he wants us to be together, but how he said I’m selfish.

I know this about myself, but it hurts to have someone else confirm it, especially someone who means so much to me.

I’ve never felt so lonely before and knowing I don’t have anyone to help with this is bothering me. Del is my husband, but also my best friend. Jane is a friend; we’re close but I could never go to her with something like this. And I need to talk. I need to find someone to help me sort this out.

Kenna would be someone I could go to, but she’s out of the question since she’s the cause of everything gone wrong.

Maybe not everything…

If I hadn’t seen her with Aidan last night, I might feel the need to go and talk to her, but now I have no desire. She didn’t even wait twenty-four hours before replacing me with the hunky handyman.

Hypocrite, a little voice in my head cries out.

The little voice is right, I sigh as I pull myself out of the tub. What did I spend last night doing? Why am I allowed such liberties and no one else is?

It’s not like Kenna would do anything with Aidan, I decide. And if she was the type to hook up with him, she has every right to. Things between us fell apart Thursday night. After my outburst, I have no idea if Kenna will even want to see me again.   

After I get dressed, the warmth of the water doing nothing for the chill inside me, I wander the house for a while, unable to settle on anything. Television is flicked on and off; I spend a frustrating twenty minutes in my office doing nothing but searching Facebook, trying to find if Del posted anything since he’s been gone. I find myself in the kitchen with hunger pangs, but realize there’s not a lot I want or am able to cook for myself. I settle with a pack of ramen noodles unearthed in the back of the cupboard.

Del takes care of me. While William professes to want to take over this role, the fact is my husband takes very good care of me.

And how do I repay him?

“Aargh!” I suddenly cry in the empty house. “I have to get out of here. Being alone is going to drive me crazy.”

***

“I’m surprised it took you so long to come over.” Amy greets me with an innocent smile, wearing a tiny pair of cut-offs and socks pulled up to her knees.

“Why do you say that?” I don’t wait for an invitation but brush past her, annoyed that Amy is still able to toy with my attraction to her. Even after being totally satisfied by both William and Serena last night, seeing Amy in those shorts makes me think about sliding my hand up her leg to cup her nicely rounded ass.

“Couple of reasons. You found out about me and Del and want your turn.” She begins to tick the reasons off with her fingers, but stop when she sees my face. “Ah. You didn’t know about that. Still trouble in paradise, I guess?”

“No trouble,” I tell her instinctively, settling on the couch in the living room. Amy’s apartment is sparsely furnished, both because Amy is always short on cash and that, for years, she spent most of her time with me and Del at our house. What furniture she has is tired and appears to have come from a thrift store.

After Amy became involved with us, I rarely came to her apartment. We had met here during the first few heady weeks when it was just her and I and we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. When Del finally joined in, Amy would come to us.

I never told Del about Amy and I. How could I betray him again with Kenna?

As Amy sits beside me on the couch, a sulky expression replacing the innocent guile, I’m hit with a memory that distracts me from my guilt. Once, during our first year together, Del had been away for the weekend and Amy had to work. Bored, I had smiled my way into Amy’s apartment through the infatuated landlord. Because Amy had been working so much and complaining about how she was tired of being an adult, I took all the sheets and blankets I could find, and made her an enormous fort, taking up almost the entire living room. We spent the night inside it, naked, eating candy and sugar cereal, and playing with each other.

I lost track of the orgasms she gave me that night.

“So Del didn’t tell you about the other night?” Amy looks incredulous. “I thought the two of you told each other everything.”

Amy’s mocking words let me know I won’t have to explain much to her. “When did you see Del?”

“Last night. He came into the bar after school.” Amy turns the sound down on the television but I continue to stare unseeingly at the screen. “He didn’t tell you?”

“I never gave him a chance,” I relent, and Amy nods in satisfaction.

“So what’s going on?”

“Like he didn’t already tell you.”

Amy and I have always shared a connection, a comfortableness with each other. Knowing each other so intimately helps. Because of this, I knew I could come to her, despite what we’ve gone through.

“He told me about her and what you did,” Amy admits. As if realizing the conversation is more interesting that what is showing on the screen, she turns to face me, leaning back on the worn arm of the plaid couch. “I don’t know if I should be flattered or creeped out that she looks like me.”

“How do you know what she looks like?” I wonder in confusion. “Does Del have a picture?”

Amy laughs. “That would be cute. Did he carry one of me? No, your new girl came into the bar about an hour after he did. Del did not look happy to see her with that guy. What’s going on with that? I thought the two of you didn’t like your plus one to go elsewhere. Or is that why Del was pissed off with her?”

Things began clicking into place. Del had gone to see Amy after work on Friday, at the same time Kenna had gone out with Aidan. It’s a strange coincidence they found themselves at the same place.

“Guess I missed the party,” I say bitterly. “Did he still go to his mother’s?” My question produces a hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach that I have to ask Amy for details.

“His flight was later that night. Not sure what time; we didn’t have time to get into that,” she tells me helpfully.

I know that smug expression. “Did you fuck him in your car again?”

“No, in the men’s room.” Her retort is blithe and unconcerned for the arrow of pain shooting through me. “Have to say, it was a first for me. Del certainly rose to the occasion, though.”

“Was Kenna there when your little tryst occurred?” I ask in an icy voice.

“I figured she was the reason for it. Del seems pissed at your little girl.” She smiles coolly. “I’m not complaining. You know how I feel about your husband. I’ll take him anywhere I can get him.”

I ignore her final words. “She’s not my little girl.” Kenna must have been so hurt to have seen Del go off with Amy. Would she have realized what was going? And why had she been with Aidan? There’s no way I’m going to ask Amy about that.

And then, the unbidden thought sneaks in. Del’s behaviour means he must still be upset with Kenna as well as me. The thought isn’t upsetting.

“So I guess you came here for details?” Amy wants to know, playing with the thread on her shorts. She sits cross-legged, which pulls her shorts up even higher on her long legs. 

I pause, trying not to look at Amy’s legs, or where they lead. Why do I feel the need to go to Amy when my life seemed to be falling apart? “I don’t know why I’m here,” I finally admit.

“Because you don’t have anyone else,” she tells me with a smile.

“I have people!” Her smile angers me, as well as the fact she’s speaking the truth. I don’t have anyone else. Not anyone who would understand my behaviour, or the situation.

“Not someone you can talk to about this shit. So, talk,” Amy invites, hugging a pillow in her lap. “Or did you just come to fuck? Because I’m good with that, too. Del had his turn with me, so it’s your turn now.”

Did I come to fuck her?

“I was with William last night,” I tell her archly. If Amy is the only person I have to talk to, I might as well make the most of it. “I might be all fucked out.”

“You?” Amy asks with a gleam in her eye. “Never.”

Even though it’s tempting, I decide now isn’t the time to act on the gleam. “He had a friend.”

“Of course he did.” Amy laughs, and leans forward, her dark blonde hair falling into her face. How could I have thought she looked like Kenna? They are nothing alike. “Male or female?”

“Female. Of course.”

“I was lonely the other night and went down to Wicked,” Amy tells me with a satisfied smile. Wicked is a sex club downtown that caters to all sorts. Almost anything goes there and stays there. I’ve been a few times with Amy, a few by myself.

Del’s never taken me up on my suggestion to visit.

“I hooked up with two guys for a change,” she continues. “And then one of them had a friend so the four of us took one of the rooms. It was fun; it’s been a while since I’ve been with two men.”

“I thought you said there were three.”

“One just wanted to watch but ended up going at with one of the guys. I know everyone makes a fuss about seeing women together, but I think guys together are seriously hot.”

“I agree.” I lean back against the couch, feeling my body relax more than it did in the bathtub, feeling the ache from being manhandled last night. I did the right thing coming here. I needed to talk, and Amy understands. She may judge me but we both know she has worse secrets in her closet than I do. “But I’d rather watch women.”

“You’ve never watched me,” Amy says idly. “It’d blow your mind if you saw me with this Kenna. The two of us looking like each other…”

“You don’t look that much alike.”

“Is she like me in other ways?” Amy’s flirtatious comments aren’t lost on me. She still has the ability to excite me, almost quicker than another else. But I’m here for information first.

I’ll see what happens later.

Yes, I did come here to fuck her. It would be impossible not to.

“What happened with Del?” I ask her.

Amy seems disappointed by the change in subject. “What do you want to know? I thought he was more into details that you are?”

“Was it his idea to fuck you, or yours?”

Amy’s smile is cat-like. “I like to think it was mutual.”

“But you suggested it.”

“I followed him into the men’s room to see if he was all right. I had no intention— ” I interrupt her with a rude snort. “I’ll have you know, he kissed me first. Come on, Iliya, what do you expect me to do? The two of you drop me flat, no notice, and then all of a sudden there’s another girl nosing around? I know Del hasn’t even fucked her yet, so it’s not like you picked her up because she’s better than me. What gives?”

“What did Del say about her?” I push away the pain of the image of the two of them together and focus on what I can find out.

“Not a lot. He was pissed, and he was drinking. I got that you and she were doing the nasty, and she told him. Your little girl can’t keep secrets like I can.” She finishes in a sing-song voice, which annoys me.

“You threatened to tell all our secrets, which is why we dropped you flat, as you so eloquently put it.” I shake my head. “That was a stupid move, and it was all on you.”

“I needed the money.”

“Then you should have told us the truth and just asked. But I’m not here to rehash things.”

“Why are you here then, Iliya?”

My head falls into my hands. “I don’t know.” My fire seem is suddenly extinguished and I’m so tired. “I didn’t know what else to do. I didn’t want to be alone.”

“Why didn’t you stay with William?”

“He wants me to leave Del.” I’m not sure why I tell Amy that. Maybe it’s a feeling of nostalgia or past affection for Amy. Or maybe it’s just a need to get everything off my chest. “He set up a trunk show for me on Thursday and then ambushed me when it was over.”

“That would have been fun.”

“You’d think, but it wasn’t like that. He told me I should leave Del, be with him. He told me he loved me.”

Amy looks skeptical at the amazement in my voice. “You make it sound like you had no idea how he felt. The man has been in and out of your life for what? Twenty years? There are definitely strong feelings involved. For both of you.” I refuse to look Amy in the eye, so she continues. “You can have anyone, but you keep going back to this guy. And he’s always there. Have you never thought about why?”

“Not really,” I admit sheepishly.

“Because you don’t deal with your problems. You screw them and hope they’ll go away. That’s one of the reasons I thought you were here to see me.”

“To screw you?”

“Because I’m a problem. And I won’t go away.”
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“And I don’t think you want me too,” she adds. “Either of you.”

“I don’t know what I want right now,” I confess “That’s my problem. I love Del…but if I love him so much, why do I keep fucking other people?”

Because I have needs.

Because I’m selfish and take what I want.

Because it’s impossible for me to commit to a monogamous relationship.

“That is the question of the day,” Amy agrees. “And I know what we need to help us answer it.”

I know the answer but I don’t want to listen to it. I came to Amy’s because I didn’t want to be alone. I’m finding out more than I bargained for.

It’s early afternoon but Amy uses her considerable bartending skills to make us frothy connections full of rum and pineapple juice and other flavours I can’t recognize. It’s exactly what I need to relax, to take a break from the emotional last few days. By the time I’m finished my second drink in short order, I’m cuddled up on the couch, my feet in Amy’s lap, telling her all about my night with William.

“It’s so good with him,” I confess.

“Better than with Del?” Amy asks from the kitchen, pouring me another drink.

Is it? I’m putting it all out there. It’s time to be honest with myself. “It’s good with Del, but different,” I hedge, still unable to put anyone before Del.

Other than myself.

“Del is less dirty,” Amy calls over the noise of the blender. She’s right but being with Del is more comfortable, less chaotic. He doesn’t me doubt myself. Del doesn’t pull me down into the darkness like William does.

Amy hands me another drink, this one a pretty pink colour and I murmur my appreciation. “You like the kink, and you like dirty men who give it to you,” she continues. “I’ve been with William; I know the draw. I’ve always been surprised that you don’t run off with him and let him tie you up in the sunset.”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“Run off into the sunset. Same thing.” She settles onto the couch, closer to me this time. Close enough to touch.

I don’t have many inhibitions to begin with, but the alcohol has lowered the few I do have. I may have come over here because I didn’t want to be alone, but looking at Amy’s blue eyes, I can admit that I came to her because I missed her. I missed being with her. Her touch, her caress, the feeling of her mouth…

“Not really,” I manage, tearing my gaze away from her mouth.

“I’m trying to make a point here!” she raises her voice and I giggle. And then I catch myself. When was the last time I giggled? I laugh—Del makes me laugh. But giggle? Like a child with no responsibilities?

“Do you remember the time I made that fort for you?” I wonder, not able to fight the urge to touch and running my bare foot along Amy’s long leg.  She watches my foot with interest, her breath catching as my toe slides under the edge of her shorts.

“Do you remember me showing you my appreciation?” Her voice drops to a husky purr.

“Yes.” I feel the surge of heat between my legs as I glance at her mouth again. That wide, soft mouth, capable of producing the most exquisite pleasure…

“Do you miss me?” she asks suddenly.

“Of course.” My voice softens. There had been so many good times with Amy. “We both do. It was a good three years, but you should never have tried to blackmail Del, Amy. That was stupid.”

“I know. I had no choice.”

“You could have come to me.” We’re close enough so if I stretch out my hand, I can touch the blonde head resting against the back of the couch with my fingers.

“Would you have taken care of me?” She shifts, away from my hand, pulling my legs into her lap.

“Didn’t I always take care of you?”

“You liked it better when I took care of you.” She takes my foot in her hands, kneading the ball with her thumbs and I groan aloud. “What do you do to give you sore feet? You sit on your ass all day—your finely contoured ass, mind you, but still. While I slave away—”

“You think I have a finely contoured ass?” I ask, my eyes half closed from her ministrations and the desire that has flared inside my body. It’s over with Amy but one last time wouldn’t hurt. The feel of her touch brings back countless memories of our time together, of being with her. They are so close to the surface that it won’t take much to bring them to reality.

“It’s not always about you, Iliya,” she chides softly.

“I’m selfish,” I tell her, leaning back, my eyes fluttering shut. “Del told me I’m selfish, and so did William. I’m sure Kenna thinks I am. Probably you do too.”

“You are selfish,” she agrees, and I open one eye to look at her.

“You don’t have to agree.”

“It’s the truth. But you’re also honest and loyal and funny and very, very lovable.”

“Did you love me?” I ask as Amy’s hands deftly massage my foot, onto my calf, kneading away the tightness. 

“Do I love you?” she queries in a wistful voice.

“Oh, Amy,” I sigh. “It’s over. Del will never forgive you.”

“And you’ve moved on.”

“With a girl who looks just like you.” I smile sadly. “Look how well I’m doing.”

“You should leave Del to me,” Amy says, her kneading hands reaching my knee.

“Is that what you want?” I ask her, showing no surprise at her comment.

“You don’t deserve him, you know.”

“I know.” I sigh. “But I love him. I love him with all my heart and he makes me happy.”

“He doesn’t make all of you happy.” Now it’s only fingers moving along my leg purposefully, distracting me from the change in her tone. Her blue eyes suddenly blazing with anger…

“Of course he makes me happy.”

“Then why do you fuck everyone else?” Her hand moves up my leg and suddenly she’s cupping my pussy. I feel the warmth of her hand through the fabric of my pants. “You get to have his cock anytime you want. Why would you want anyone else? And not just his cock—his mouth and the way he tongues you…I get hot just thinking about it.” Her voice is harsh now, her hand rubbing me roughly, the fabric producing friction against my pussy. “He grabbed me up in the bathroom and shoved me against the wall and put his head between my legs…I came so fast.”

“I don’t want to hear this,” I tell her. Amy stares at me with an intensity that frightens me.

And excites me.

Despite the frisson of unease, I widen my legs.

“Well, you’re going to hear about it.” Suddenly, Amy shoves her hand down the front of my yoga pants, her hand burrowing into the wetness between my legs, thrusting a finger inside me. “It’s always about you, isn’t it?”

“Amy…” I gasp as she thrusts a finger inside me, almost viciously.

“Do you want me to stop?” She plunges another finger inside me, thrusting awkwardly. “You don’t, though. You never want me to stop.” She yanks my pants down over my hips before I can protest. 

“But I didn’t come here for this.” It’s my one attempt to protest and it’s a feeble on at that. It’s also a lie. We connect—we always have. She knows exactly what to do, how to touch me to make me excited and I know how to do the same for her.

She knows I like her being rough and forceful.

“You’re going to get it, though, aren’t you? Hard and dirty, just like you like it. Is that how it was for you last night? Did you not get enough? Had to come sniffing around my door, looking for more.”

“It’s not like that!”

“C’mon, Iliya…you’re so wet…you love my fingers inside you, don’t you? Don’t you?” she demands in a harsh voice, her fingers stopping their thrusting. “Tell me you love it or I’ll stop.”

“I love it,” I gasp, my submissive side falling perfectly into place. “I love your fingers fucking me.”

This is how I want to be treated. I don’t understand it, but this is what I need.

And Del won’t do it for me.

“And my mouth, too,” Amy continues, slapping my pussy. “My tongue.”

“Yes, please.” I lift my arms over my head as if I’m tied up. But there’s nothing around my wrists, nothing to fasten a bond too, so I grasp the arm of the couch tightly.

Amy spreads my legs, pushing one up to hook my heel on the back of the couch, the other onto the floor so she can crouch between them.  I hold my breath, waiting in anticipation for the touch of her mouth against my pussy, but it doesn’t come.

“You have a perfectly good man at home, and yet you do everything you can to fuck it up.” She punctuates her words with slaps between my legs. “You let him fuck other women. You fuck other men. You fuck other women and let him watch. And others you don’t tell him about.” Sharp slaps against my inner thighs so the skin swiftly reddens. My breath comes in little pants, quick intakes of breath when she hits me. “You’re doing everything you can to fuck this up.” As her words spit out, her fingers thrust into me, hard and fast and as angry as she is.

“I’m not,” I gasp, needing to defend myself from her words. “I love Del!”

“So do I! And I was supposed to be the one to console him when he’d had enough of you. That’s how I got through the years being in love with him, thinking about how he would pick me in the end. I can’t even have that now because you met her and he’s in love with her!” With her other hand, Amy begins to rub my clit in frantic circles, more to punish than to pleasure.

“He’s not!”

“If he’s not in love with her, he will be soon. I saw how he looked at her! He was more upset because she fucked you, not the other way around.”

“No…” I moan. It’s hard to concentrate on what Amy is saying. Her fingers thrusting inside me, the rough strokes of my clit. “He…loves…me…”

“He loved me, too! And because of you, I can’t have him.” Suddenly she stops, pulling her fingers roughly out of me and jumps up.

I stifle my groan of disappointment. I was close. “Del is mine!” I pant, struggling to sit up.

“He could have been mine,” Amy tells me angrily. “Take your clothes off.”

This has gone too far. This isn’t punishment for the sake of pleasure. This is Amy angry with me, taking her pain of losing Del out on me. I have no idea what she’ll do to me in this mood. “No! You’re not—”

She grabs my chin, forcing me to look at her. Her blue eyes flash furiously and I can’t help but think how pretty she looks. “You want this, Iliya, and you know it! Take off your fucking clothes.” As she leaves the room, she pulls her own T-shirt off and throws it on the floor, leaving me on the couch with my pants hanging off my ankle.

What am I doing? What is Amy doing? The pent-up emotions that have been brimming under the surface for years have finally bubbled over.

I should leave. I should get up and run out the door.

But I don’t.

Because I know Amy is going to give me exactly what I want.
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“I said, take off your clothes!” I’m exactly where Amy left me when she returns, clad in nothing but a strap-on, with a 10-inch pink dildo attached. I don’t take my eyes off it as I pull off my shirt.

Amy and I have used the toy before, but things had been playful then. Not angry. Not when Amy was fighting to control me. I think about leaving again, stopping this before it goes too far.

But I stay because deep down I want the angry sex. I want Amy to control me.

“It’s always about you!” Amy stalks over to me cowering on the couch, and grabs a handful of my hair, forcing me to sit up straight. “You used me for years, as a way to get your excitement because Del wasn’t enough for you.”

“He is enough for me!” I protest.

“Then why do you fuck everything. Look—even this!” And she pushes the strap-on dildo in my face, forcing it into my mouth, her hand still grasping my hair. “Suck it like you suck Del’s cock. And every other man you meet.”

I open my lips, trying not to gag as Amy pushes the plastic cock into my mouth.

“I’m going to fuck you and it’s not going to be about you. I’m going to fuck you any way I want to, and you won’t do anything about it. This is what you want. Isn’t it? Isn’t that what you want?” She pulls on my head so I’m forced to nod. I stare at her with wide eyes, shocked at this change in her.

And so excited.

I’m not sure what this makes me, that I’m aroused by others abusing me. That I want to be a submissive? I crave dominance, brutality? All I know is this is how I want to be treated, and Del is the only one who won’t hurt me.

As much as I love him, as much as I need him, I still can’t go on without being dominated.

“Get on your knees,” Amy demands, pulling out of my mouth. Obediently, I turn sideways on the couch with my head down and grip the arm of the couch. Amy hunches over me, her hand reaching around to probe my pussy. The cock lies heavily against my lower back.

“I’m going to fuck you like you want me to because I’ve been doing it for years,” she hisses into my ear. “Did you ever think about what you were doing to me?” She doesn’t pause in her words as she rears back and roughly pushes the dildo into my pussy. I gasp from the surprise, from the size as she thrusts it in, pitching me forward. “That I loved Del, too? Loved both of you? And when you dropped me—and I know it was you, because Del loved me more than you did. He didn’t want to end things, but you were bored. You were tired of me,” she sneers, thrusting hard against me that my knees threaten to buckle under the onslaught. “You dropped me like I was nothing.”

“I didn’t,” I shriek, panting from the force. “It wasn’t me!”

“Liar!” She grabs my hair again, forcing my head back, fingers digging into my scalp. The sound of my ragged breathing adds to the slap of our bodies. The dildo is long and thick and fills me completely.

It’s not Del. It’s not a real cock, but it feels good.

“Don’t make yourself come!” Amy cries, noticing my hand between my legs, urgently rubbing my clit. She snatches my hand away.

She’s surprisingly strong when she’s like this.

“I need it,” I moan, wanting the release.

“I know what you need.” She pulls out of me, slapping my ass with a firm hand, again and again.

And with a sigh of relief, I feel her hands spreading my legs, her mouth between my legs.

She attacks my clit with her lips, her tongue, pulling and tugging and sucking.

“Yes,” I moan with gratitude. “More… please.” I raise my ass up, my face buried in the cushions of the couch as Amy uses me with her mouth. She slowly drags her tongue from my ass to my clit, again and again, each time sucking hard on my clit.

As waves of pleasure crash over me, I think for a moment she’s going to let me come.

This isn’t teasing, it’s tormenting, but it’s good. The feel of her mouth plundering me…

“Oh, god,” I cry out. Amy sucks my clit hard, her hands on either side of my ass.

My climax is almost on me when she stops. “That’s it for you,” she tells me grimly. “I’m not going to let you come. I’m going to keep fucking you, and stopping—”

“Please,” I beg. 

“You want me to fuck you like this, don’t you?” She thrusts the dildo inside me again, as far as it can go, until I gasp. “Don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whimper.

“I can do whatever I want to you.” Her hand slaps the side of my ass, and I shiver.

“Anything.” She fucks me roughly, slapping my ass, pulling my hair, shouting at me. And all the while, I take it, growing more excited at how forceful she is, how she manhandles me.

And then she pulls out and I feel the tip pressing against my ass. I jerk forward with a cry and she holds me still with a strong hand.

“I’m going to do whatever I want, and I’m going to stop—”

I cry out as she slowly pushes the dildo into my ass, a flash of intense pain before gradually embedding into pleasure.

“—whenever you’re close. And then I’m going to make you suck me off and then I’ll fuck you again.”

“Amy, please!” I beg. I’m not sure what I’m begging for. For her to stop? More. This is how I want it. For her to use me.

“No! It’s not about you for once! Stop being so selfish!” She pulls my hips back against her, thrusting again and again before quickly pulling out again.

“My turn.” She releases my hips, pushing me down onto the couch. “Lay down!”

I quickly flip onto my back as Amy steps out of the strap-on. She straddles my shoulders with a quick move, pressing her pussy into my mouth. I have no choice but t to obey her demands. Her taste surrounds me as I tongue her urgently. There is no teasing; I give her what she wants. What we both need.

Amy rocks against me, crying out orders, for harder, faster, to suck it. I do my best to comply, my own hand buried between my legs as I work at my own climax, long denied.

I rub myself frantically, as I lick just as furiously. I need to come before she does. My hips arch and I moan against her clit as my own orgasm pushes closer. I’m close, so close.

An image of William inside me flashes through my mind to help me along. How he fucked me with such urgency last night, as I tongued Serena, her hands pushing my head against her pussy. I think of William’s cock inside me, thick and hard as I rub my clit. I’m so close…almost…

But then Amy comes with a loud shriek, undulating above me.

“More,” she gasps. “Keep going.”

Instead of obeying, I grasp her by the hips and push her off. Still quivering from her climax, she falls back against the cushions.

“My turn,” I tell her grimly, desperate now for the release she’s withheld from me. I scissor my legs between hers so that our pussies rub together when I thrust against her.

“I don’t want you to come,” Amy cries.

“I don’t care what you want!” I grip her leg, grinding against it. The submissive is gone and now I’m in charge.

“You’re such a bitch!” We strain against each other; my hands are full of her breasts as I scissor against her.

“So are you!”

It doesn’t take me long as I roughly thrust against her, groaning with frustration until finally, the climax roars through me.

“It is all about me,” I tell her, releasing her leg. “And you love me.” I kiss her lips, tongue darting between her wide lips so she can taste herself.

“I do,” she says simply, shoulders sagging as I stand up, towering above her.

“You need to stop,” I tell her harshly. “It’s over. You need to leave us alone—Del and I and even Kenna, if something happens with her.” I grab my pants from the couch, my underwear caught on the leg in my haste to rid myself of them. I quickly put them on, eager to get some space between me and Amy, feeling the heat from my reddened ass as I do.

She went too far. This was too personal.

“You’re the one who came to me,” she points out, not moving from the position I threw her, the strap-on lying obscenely on the floor beside her.

“I need to stop loving you,” I tell her. “Del too. It can’t go on like this.”

“You’ll never get over me,” she sneers.

“Don’t count on it.”

“You can’t force Del to do what you want, as much as you think you can. He came to me. He still wants me.”

“Maybe so but I’m not about to let him go, even for you.” I pull my shirt on, not remember how it got off. My breasts are sore where she pinched me.

“I know you’d never let me have him,” Amy says without the resentment I’ve heard so much from her lately. “You wouldn’t even let him hold me at night.”

“What are you talking about?” I stare at her.

“Whenever I slept over, you would never let him hold me as I fell asleep. You always had to be next to him, and I was always left out. It’s the one thing that I was missing with the two of you. I loved to be cuddled and held at night and you’d never let me. You couldn’t stand for him to be with someone else.”

“I never realized that.” I’m humbled by the sadness in her voice.

“Because you’re selfish,” she says matter-of-factly. “Is this it, then? Is it really over between us?”

“It’s been over for a while,” I remind her as I turn my back to her and head for the door. Amy doesn’t get up as I let myself out. I don’t look back.
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I cry in the car on the way home from Amy’s. For what I’ve lost, for what I’ve become.

I’ve had enough.

The house is cold and dark like it has been all weekend. I go through, turning on every light I can, to keep away the darkness. I need to vanquish my own darkness.

Why do I let myself be used like that? William and Amy both know exactly how I want to be dominated, to be abused and I let them.

“That’s enough,” I say aloud to the silent house. I move to pick up a framed photo of me and Del on our wedding day. I’m looking at the camera with a smile on my face, but Del is staring at me with such an expression of devotion. It’s always warmed my heart to see him look at me like that, but today it makes me feel sick with shame. Del has always loved me. He fought to marry me, wearing down my defenses, with arguments against any protests.

He told me he understood my needs, my inability to commit solely to him. He knew I’d never be faithful to our vows and he married me anyway.

What kind of man does that?

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, tracing his profile with a shaking finger. “It will never happen again. I promise to have and to hold, forsaking all others.”

Those are the words I spoke in my marriage vows, but I never believed them. This time I do with all my heart.

“Things are going to be different,” I promise to Del’s picture. I wish he was home so I could tell him the same thing.

It’s Saturday night and the house stretch before me. I’m exhausted, physically and emotionally and I want to do is and crawl into bed and wait for Del.

I don’t want to think about what happened with Amy. I don’t want to think about anything.

Forgoing food and another bath, I leave the lights on and head to my bedroom. The bed is rumpled, unmade from when I left it Friday morning.

Del always makes the bed.

Part of the duvet is still smooth and untouched on Del’s side, reminding me how he didn’t sleep with me Thursday night.

Has it only been two nights since our fight? It seems like forever.

We fought about my betrayal—how I had sex with Kenna and lied to him about it. And how do I respond to his accusations? I have sex with others, dirty, raw sex, letting others punish me for what I did to him?

Is that what I do? Accept the punishment of others for my lack of willpower? Why do I do that to myself? It would have been easy to leave Amy’s. Even if she tried to stop me, it would have been easy to overpower her.

But I stayed and let her do whatever she wanted to me.

And William and Serena. William says he loves me, but how could he when he stood by and watched Serena dominate me?

Because he dominates me. And we both want it that way.

Shame and guilt fill me but this time no tears. I’m disgusted with myself.

I bought sleeping pills for Del months ago, to help with insomnia from stress from his unwritten second book. He never used them, and the box is unopened in the cabinet in the bathroom. I open it, and with a quick look at the directions, I swallow a pill and then another.

This will help. I need everything to go away. I need to sleep, to forget the world. Staring at the person in the mirror, I barely recognize myself. How could I have become this person?

“Not anymore,” I vow to my reflection. “Things are going to be different now.” And then I crawl under the cool sheets and close my eyes to the world.

Amazingly, I stay in bed for almost twenty-four hours. I sleep fitfully; I have odd dreams. I wake up in the early hours of the morning, my stomach hollow from lack of food. After I eat, the grogginess from the sleeping pills leads me back to bed and I sleep the day through. 

***

The phone finally wakes me up.

“Del?” I gasp as I snatch it up.

“No, it’s your sister,” Sofija’s voice replies, sounding more disgusted with me than ever.

“Oh, God,” I groan with disappointment, peering at the illuminated clock. The room is dark. I shouldn’t have taken the pills. They leave me with a groggy, foggy feeling, like a bad hangover and PMS combined. “Is it really 9:30?”

“Yes, and dinner for our step-mother was over an hour ago.”

I take no notice of Sofija’s words. “Is it still Saturday?” I pull myself into a sitting position, staring into the darkness.

“No, Iliya, it’s Sunday night! You were supposed to be at my house at six—three and a half hours ago! You never show up, you didn’t call. Dad was worried.”

I finally register what Sofija is saying. I’ve slept a full day, ignoring the world like I wanted to. Unfortunately, I’ve missed my step-mother’s birthday dinner. I have a vague memory of Sofija telling me about it last week, but no real details.

“He wouldn’t worry about me, not as long as you were there,” I say defensively, pushing away any feelings of guilt out of dislike for my sister and step-mother.

“Where’s Del?” Sofija demands. “It’s not like him to forget things like this. Or did you forget to mention it to him?”

The events of the past few days crash over me, leaving me as exhausted as I was before I slept. “Del is in Barbados, for his own mother’s birthday,” I tell her hollowly. Saying the words doesn’t help the sadness engulfing me. I turn on the lamp on my night-table and it bathes the room in a warm glow.

“Why didn’t you go with him?”

I think about lying. Sofija has a strong, perfect marriage and has always been critical of what she calls Del’s indulgence of me. But my brain is slow to react and I can’t find the right words. “I didn’t go because he didn’t want me to. His mother doesn’t like me, his brothers don’t like me and I don’t think Del even likes me much right now!”

The words ring out, louder than I intend. Tears of self-pity prick at my eyes.

Sofija sighs heavily. “Oh, Iliya. That man lives to make your life a fairy tale. What did you do?”

I give a humourless laugh, propping up the pillows to lean back against them. “Trust me, you wouldn’t understand.”

“Try me.”

For a moment I think about telling Sofija everything. About Kenna, William, Amy. About all my misdeeds, about my darkness. And then the moment passes. My sister would never understand and would think even worse of me than she already does.

“Fine, don’t tell me,” she says stiffly after a long pause. “But fix it with Del.”

“I don’t know if I can.” The thought seems hopeless. Will he forgive me? What can I do to make this up to him?

“You have to. He’s good for you. He makes you a better person.”

“I know,” I whisper.

“There’s something inside you that seems lost. I think Del helps you find yourself.”

“Thank you,” I say. “I think.”

“It wasn’t a compliment. I was just stating a fact,” Sofija says.” Fix things with him.”

“Of course.” This is my sister. She’s a hard woman, intolerant and demanding. I’ve always found her a difficult person to love, even more so to like.

“I’ll tell Dad you were sick. You do sound horrible.” She also has to tie up every loose end.

“Thanks. I feel horrible. You actually woke me up.”

“You should call his wife, wish her a happy birthday.”

“Do you ever call her Bonnie?” As close as Sofija is to our father, I’ve never heard her refer to his new wife as our step-mother, or even by her Christian name.

“I try not to.”

Sofija will never forgive me for missing dinner tonight, but if I fix things with Del, then maybe she’ll let me off the hook.

“I’m sorry I missed dinner,” I say gruffly. “I meant to come, but I took a sleeping pill yesterday—”

“You’ve been sleeping since yesterday?”

“I think I might have taken two. I haven’t been sleeping much lately.”

“Hmpft. Well, wake up and fix things with your husband. And I’ll cover your forgetfulness with Dad. Yet again.”

“I owe you.” I can’t thank her again. Showing gratitude to my sister makes me feel like I’m in her debt and I know she’ll be holding that over my head.

It’s strange how I can easily slip into the submissive role during sex but never in my real life. I need to be in control. Sofija has been fighting me for that control all my life.

I wonder if she likes to be spanked?

The thought bubbles up and I clamp my hand over my mouth less the question escapes. 

“What’s wrong now?” Sofija demands as a strangled laugh escapes.

“Nothing. I’d better go and start fixing things with Del.”

“Yes, you should. I’m not having Luka visit a broken home.”

“Our home is not broken,” I protest. I’d forgotten Sofija had asked if her son could stay with us. That must be coming up soon, I decide. “I’m looking forward to having him here.”

“Yes, well, get back to me about what’s going on with Del and we’ll see. Good-bye.” Abruptly, she hangs up.

“Just like Sofija. Always has to be the first to get off the phone,” I say aloud.
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Sunday night

By the time I get out of bed and have a shower, more than an hour has passed since my sister phoned.

Del is coming home tonight. He should be here anytime.

To make sure, I check on flights. Whenever he goes to visit his mother, Del always takes the last flight home. 

A flight from Bridgeport landed at nine-thirty. Del should be home any minute now.

Half an hour later there’s still no sign of him and I being to worry.

What if he’s not coming home?

What if he doesn’t come home? What if he doesn’t come back to me? What if I’ve lost him forever?

Twenty minutes later, I’ve paced the house, visions of my life without Del quickly driving me to distraction.

No Del to take care of me.

No Del to wake up to.

No Del to make me laugh.

No Del telling me he loves me, giving me hugs, making me feel wonderful and desirable and like I’m the most important person in the world for him.

How could I have screwed things up so badly?

I’m at the door waiting and then I’m out the door. My feet, wearing soft soled slippers, find their way down the street. Turning onto another. Standing in front of the little house.

Kenna’s house.

Did Del go to her instead of coming home?

It seems unlikely, based on how angry he was. But I have to check. And I’m taking Amy’s word for it. As far as I’m concerned, Del could have come home yesterday and been with Kenna ever since.

Even though my head tells me he wouldn’t do that, my steps quicken. I retrace the steps from Friday when I saw Kenna with Aidan, which led me to William’s.

It’s not Kenna’s fault. I can’t blame her for any of it. This is all my doing.

I slow as I reach Kenna’s house. Only the living room light is on, the lamp beside the couch that would be too dim for Kenna to work at the table. It’s almost midnight—what other reason would Kenna have to be awake unless someone is there.

Did Del go to her?

Stealthily I cross the lawn, my slippers leaving trails in the dewy grass. I should knock. If Del is there, we can talk, all three of us. We can clear this up right now.

But what if it’s not Del? What if it’s Aidan? What if it’s someone else?

I slip around the house to the living room window. If I stand beside it and peek in, no one will see me.

I can’t. I can’t spy on them, whoever it may be. Even if it’s only Kenna alone.

I do it anyway.

And there, to my utter heartbreak, is Del.

Del, on his knees before a naked Kenna. One of her legs is slung over his shoulder and he holds her upright with his hands on her ass, his face buried between her legs.

His tongue, lapping at my clit, circling slowly before plunging inside me, as hard as a tiny penis. Sucking on my nub, the exquisite sensations making me shiver, crying out for more.

That’s what Del is doing to Kenna. Right now, while I watch them through the window.

I watch Kenna’s face, see the expression of pure pleasure that I have given her, so many times lately. I can’t hear her through the windows but I can tell she’s crying out. She’s using her words, just like I taught her. She’s able to tell my husband, where and how hard and more more more.

The sight of them together, of Del pleasuring her, breaks my heart. Despite what I’ve done this weekend, despite my insistence that we have an open marriage and Del is able to fuck whoever he wants to, despite what I’ve done with Kenna, seeing this hurts more than I think I can bear.

It’s also incredibly erotic to watch.

I can’t turn away. I stand peering in the window like a naughty peeper, one hand covering my mouth, the other desperately wanting to burrow between my own legs.

I realize an instant before Kenna does that she’s about to come. She has a fleeting expression of pain on her face the moment before the orgasm hits. Her body stiffens, hands tightening on Del’s head, mouth open with a wordless cry and then it hits and such a look of satisfaction, of happiness and relief flowing over her and I feel like coming as well. Her body turns boneless and Del scoops her up and sets her on the couch before she falls.

He doesn’t stop. He kneels before her, his face between her legs and keeps going, using his fingers to thrust inside of her.

Kenna is beautiful—naked and quivering and crying out for him. For more. More of Del.

I’ve never seen this side of Kenna—so uninhibited, so wanton.

I can’t stop watching.

She’s coming again, again and again, and I’m torn between the excitement rising within me and the jealousy. I want Del to be doing that to me, right now. Right there, on that same couch where I first made Kenna come. I brought her to life again. I showed her a new side of pleasure.

Del flops on the couch beside her, pulling Kenna astride him. A soft whimper escapes me. Kenna’s back arches as Del thrusts inside her.

I can feel him inside me, his thick cock thrusting up.

I can’t take this much longer.

I watch as Kenna rides him slowly before Del takes over. Grabbing her ass he lifts her, pulling her back onto him.

He’s done that to me. I know what it’s like, to feel every inch of his thick cock inside you, pressing against the spot inside.

She’s coming again. How many is that? How is that possible? Kenna was so shy and unsure of herself and now my husband is bringing her to yet another orgasm.

And I’m still watching them.

Still deep inside her, Del picks her up, laying her on her back on the couch and begins to fuck her, hard. The muscles on his ass tighten as he drives deep inside her, Kenna’s legs pulled to her chest to let him go deeper…harder…

“Oh, my God,” I whimper again. I touch myself between my legs, the fabric creating friction as I rub tentatively.

I can’t do this. Not here. It’s bad enough that I’m standing here watching, but to touch myself? Here, where any late night dog walker can see me? I whip my hand away as I hear Kenna’s cry through the pane of glass.

“Oh, god, Del!”

I don’t hear Del because I finally turn and leave.
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I crawl back into bed and wait for Del to come home. Images of him and Kenna flash before my eyes. I wish I hadn’t seen what they were doing.

I’m glad I saw with my own eyes so I won’t imagine the worst.

I saw Kenna’s face when she came. She wanted him more than she’s ever wanted me.

It hurts but it helps me finally realize what I’ve been doing to Del over the years. I’ve been selfish, demanding whatever I can get. And because Del loves me and wants to make me happy, he’s allowed it. I’ve given him the same freedom but he has rarely taken it. He’s only ever been with Amy unless there are faceless women that I don’t know about it.

And now he’s been with Kenna.

For the last time.

I’m so caught preparing what to say to Del that I don’t hear him when he finally pads up the stairs. If I hadn’t been lying in bed, facing the door, I wouldn’t have seen him. “You’re home,” I breathe, sitting up in bed and letting the blankets fall.

“I’m not having sex with you.” Del’s eyes fall on my bare breasts, before turning away. Like always, I don’t wear anything to sleep in. Del looks rumpled, tired and impossibly guilty. Even if I hadn’t seen him with Kenna, I would have instantly known he’d done something. “We can’t end all our fights with sex.”

“Especially since you’ve just had sex with Kenna.” I didn’t decide whether to tell him I knew until the words pop out of my mouth.

“What?” His shock is real and so is the expression of shame that crosses his face. “How did you know?”

“I saw you.”

“How—where…?”

“It doesn’t matter.” I pull up the sheet to cover myself, not wanting to bare everything while having this discussion. “Del, I’m so sorry for everything I’ve put you through. Not just the Kenna thing, but everything over the years.”

Del practically goggles at me. I’m sure he’s expecting me to explode with fury but I’m past anger. Plus I know have no right to be upset. Del has every right to have sex with whoever he wants. I’ve always made sure that has been perfectly clear in our marriage.

“Iliya…” I don’t let him continue, but jump off the bed to stand imploringly before him. “Put something on,” he says faintly. “You’ll get cold.” He hands me my robe I left on the floor and I sling it around myself with frustration.

“I don’t care. I was wrong, Del, so very wrong about everything. I don’t want anyone else. From now on, only you. I want to commit to you. I want monogamy. No other men or women—just you. I just want you. I love you so much Del, and I’ve been so stupid—”

“Wait a minute—you’re telling me this now? After I’ve just come from Kenna?”

“I was going to tell you this before if you’d come home before going to her. It’s okay that you—I don’t mind,” I say hastily, not wanting to sound like I’m complaining. “I do, but I understand.”

“You understand?” I’m in such a rush to get my plea out that I miss the barely controlled anger in his voice.

“I do, but that’s it. No more other people. For me—for both of us. I want to be a one-man woman, Del, just like you’ve always wanted. No more Wil—no more anyone. Just you. We can be happy just the two of us.”

“Hang on a second.” Del walks away from me and sets his bag on the floor by the dresser before turning back. I have a second of happiness that things will work out the way I hope before his flashing eyes tell me differently. “You’re telling me this—now? When I’ve come from Kenna when you can probably smell her on me? And how did you find out?”

“I—I watched you,” I whisper. “From the window. I was worried because I thought you should have been home and so I went over to see if maybe you’d stopped by—I thought you’d left me, okay? I thought you went to her and then I saw you with her—” I pause for a gulp of air. “But you’re here! You came back to me. And I’m so happy because it’ll just be the two of us…”

“No.”

“No…what…?”

“You can’t do this, Iliya! Now—you come to me now after I’ve started to care about her? Not to mention that yes, I did have sex with her. Having sex with a person means a helluva lot more to me than it does to you! You can’t—”

“Is that why you keep going back to Amy?” I can’t help myself asking.

Del raises his hand. “I’m going to forget you said that. You have no right tell me now that you don’t want Kenna in our life. Because whether or not you like it, she’s here to stay. And I want it that way.”

“But you wanted it just the two of us.” I can’t keep the whimper from my voice. “You said that.”

“And now I want Kenna, too. And it’s all your fault.”
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Monday

Kenna texts me around lunchtime. I don’t want to admit that I’ve been checking my phone, hoping to hear from her all morning. We had sex for the first time Sunday night, a fact I’ve haven’t been able to fully comprehend.

So many things changed for me this weekend.

When I see Kenna’s name on my phone, I sit with a stupid grin pasted on my face, insecurities battling with happiness.

Did she like having sex with me?

Was it good for her?

Does she like me?

There hadn’t been much talking after the fact. There actually hadn’t been much talking before either. Kenna told me she slept with Aidan; I admitted I had been with Amy. We both agreed that because we had no real commitment to each other, we couldn’t be upset about the others.

And then we had sex.

“This is fucked,” I mutter before opening the text message.

This is what happens when you have a wife like Iliya.

​​Iliya walked with us this morning!!! And then she came over to talk

Iliya went over to Kenna’s.

Staring at the phone in my hand, I try to make another message magically appear. One that tells me what Iliya and Kenna talked about; one that assured me nothing happened between them this morning.

Like sex. I need to know that Iliya and Kenna didn’t have sex again.

No such message appears.

What happened? Now I know what goes on when Iliya goes over to Kenna’s in the mornings. They wouldn’t, not again, not after everything. Iliya wouldn’t—she saw how upset I had been. Still was, to tell the truth. I had left her for the weekend, gone to my mother’s seventy-fifth birthday party.

My mother lived in Barbados. I didn’t just leave the house, I left the country.

Kenna whimpering, her body writhing with need, her arms thrown above her head, searching for a handhold to grip. Her breasts are small and perfect, rosebud nipples beckoning me to touch.

But it’s Iliya who touches them. It’s Iliya who leans over Kenna, using her mouth to pleasure her, making her cry out again and again…

I shake my head to rid the image, as arousing as it may be. They wouldn’t. Not again. Not without me.

I can’t even ask what happened. I just imagine the worst.

Kenna wouldn’t. Iliya…might, if she thought she could get away with it.

I’m still resentful that it was Kenna who told me what was going with her and Iliya. My wife didn’t think it was necessary to inform me she had decided to ‘try out’ Kenna. She didn’t say it so many words, but that was the gist of it.

When Iliya first came to me with the suggestion of Kenna sharing our bed with us, I didn’t agree. We had been with Amy for three years and while it had been a lot of fun, it hadn’t ended well. Even my little slip-up Friday night with her hadn’t ended well.

I grabbed Amy around the neck and forced my mouth down on hers. She struggled for a moment before relaxing and winding her arms around my waist. I ran my hands down her back, feeling the slenderness under her T-shirt.

She felt like Kenna.

“I don’t know if this is a good idea, but it’s better than you kicking my naked ass out of your house,” Amy gasped as I kissed her neck.

I shoved open the men’s room door with Amy’s body still wrapped around me.

I didn’t think about the tiny, dingy bathroom and how it was the least sexiest place I’d ever been with a woman. I didn’t think about how Kenna was sitting in the bar with Aidan of all people, less than twenty feet away from me. I didn’t think about Iliya and how much she has hurt me. I stopped thinking and just felt.

I felt the warmth of Amy’s body, how good it felt to hold her little ass in my hands. I felt the desire rising up, as hard and strong as my cock.

I fumbled awkwardly with the button on Amy’s jeans and she helped me push them off one of her legs. Then I hoisted her in my arms, high enough so her sweet pussy was the perfect height. Pressing her back against the wall and cupping her ass in my hands to hold her, I buried my face between her legs.

The sex had been good, but it hadn’t ended well.

“I shouldn’t have.”

“If it helps, you definitely should have,” Amy assured me. “Fucking me is a shot at Iliya and she definitely deserves it.”

The way she said it made me wonder. “Why are you trying to get back at Iliya?” I asked with bewilderment.

Amy grinned wolfishly at me as she pulled up her jeans. “I have my reasons. Many reasons. As good as this made you feel, Del, trust me; I feel a helluva lot better.”

I’m not sure what I’m going to do about that. I thought things had been resolved with Amy. Fucking her in the bathroom of a bar definitely didn’t help things.

Iliya and I had hoped Kenna would be open to sharing a relationship with us. We wanted her to be our unicorn, our plus-one, or whatever it’s called. Kenna would be our girlfriend—shared between the two of us. And things had been looking good for this to happen; Kenna and I had been getting to know each other, developing a close friendship. I cared about her. She was growing closer to Iliya as well. But the problem was I had no idea how close they had already become.

They had crossed the line from friendship, while I was still at the beginning of the race.

“Del, please talk to me.”

I was packing my bag when Iliya came home Thursday night. That night I had cooked a nice dinner for Kenna and had planned to take the evening to get to know you a little better. One thing led to another, and we were kissing. But in the middle of it, just when things were getting good, Kenna decided it was a good time to tell me she and Iliya had been having sex all week. It felt as if she had punched me in the stomach.

Kicked me. I don’t think Kenna had much of a right hook.

Now all I wanted to do was get out, get away from the both of them.

As I turned to look at my wife, the hopeful smile faded from her face. “What do you want me to say? Isn’t it time for you to do some talking? Maybe about you and Kenna. Would you like to tell me about that?” I did my best to keep the fury out of my voice, not to let Iliya see how horribly hurt I was.

“Del?”

“No? Still want to keep quiet about it? How about I tell you how I feel about my wife having sex with another woman for the past week, and lying about it?” The demeanor started to crack but I held fast to my composure. The icy calm was better than the red hot rage.

“I didn’t lie.” The protest was quick to come to her lips. Those beautiful, full lips that had been kissing Kenna. Not only kissing her, but doing quite a bit of other stuff apparently.

“No? Is it only lying if I ask you directly? Because I didn’t ask, didn’t even consider it a possibility. But what if I’d asked you? ‘Hey, Iliya, wife o’mine—have you fucked Kenna today?’ What would you have said? Sure did, Del. Couldn’t keep my hands off of her. And that’s after you berate me for kissing her? You are such a fucking hypocrite that it makes me want to vomit!”

With that, I blew my marriage wide open.

I don’t receive Kenna’s text until lunchtime. Because I haven’t been home all weekend, and I doubt Iliya had either, there had been no food in the house for me to make lunch. During the break between classes, I ran out to Subway to get a twelve-inch turkey club to eat in my tiny office, wanting to hide from students and teachers alike.

But I don’t want to hide from Kenna.

​​How did it go?

Kenna must have her phone right beside her because her response to my reply is instantaneous. I didn’t know Iliya was planning on walking with Kenna and Jane that morning. She didn’t mention it to me. Although she didn’t mention much after I told her I wanted to continue with Kenna last night.

“I—I watched you,” Iliya admitted, sounding both embarrassed and excited at the thought. “From the window. I was worried because I thought you should have been home and so I went over to see if maybe you’d stopped by—I thought you’d left me, okay? I thought you went to her and then I saw you with her—” she paused for a gulp of air and I stepped away from her, astonished at what she was telling me. Iliya had watched Kenna and me having sex? Who would do that? Stand by and watch their husband fuck another woman?

My wife would do that. Did that.

“But you’re here! You came back to me,” Iliya continued. “And I’m so happy because it’ll just be the two of us…”

She did sound surprisingly happy considering the situation. But this time, Iliya wasn’t getting her way.

“No.”

“No…what?” She looked confused, probably because she didn’t remember the last time I said no to her. I didn’t either.

“You can’t do this, Iliya! Now—you come to me now, after I’ve started to care about Kenna? Not to mention that yes, I did have sex with her. Having sex with a person means a helluva lot more to me than it does to you! You can’t—”

“Is that why you keep going back to Amy?” Iliya demanded.

I couldn’t believe the nerve of my wife. I don’t bother asking how she knew about Amy. The important part here is Kenna. “I’m going to forget you said that. You have no right to tell me that you don’t want Kenna in our life, not after everything that’s happened. Because whether or not you like it, Kenna is here to stay. And that’s the way I want it.”

“But you wanted it just the two of us.” Iliya couldn’t keep the whimper from her voice, but I steeled my heart at the sound. “You said that.”

“And now I want Kenna, too. And it’s your fault.”

I saw a new side of my wife last night. The fact that she watched me and Kenna together—an act that both astounds and horrifies me, not to mention secretly excites me. Maybe I’m more like Iliya than I thought. But the selfishness of her demanding that we give up on Kenna, drop her now after everything we’ve been through.

I can say that I care about Kenna. Our friendship means a lot to me, even before I made love to her last night.

I haven’t yet admitted how deep my feelings for her run. I think I’m afraid to.

​​ She knows! I didn’t know you told her

I wince as I read Kenna’s response. Maybe I should have given her a heads’ up that Iliya knew, but how do you tell a woman that your wife watched you having sex with her.

“Hey, Del! How was the warmth of Barbados this weekend?” I look up as my friendly, cross the hall history teacher, Bruce sticks his head in my office. “Must have been some party. You look like crap!”

I chuckle ruefully, my thumbs flying in the middle of a text to Kenna.

​​Long story, one that should be told face to face. Ok if I stop

​​by after school?

​​Ok to say I already miss you?

“Thanks,” I tell Bruce. “Long weekend. Late flight home.”

My cell chimes.

​​Me too xo

“Good times?” Bruce wants to know.

For a minute, I think he’s talking about Kenna. About what happened when I went to her house after I came home from my weekend celebrating my mother’s birthday.

“A lot of fun,” I tell him because that’s what he wants to know. “My mother was very happy to have me show up.”

“Mama’s boy,” Bruce teases as the bell for class rings.

“You got it.”

“We’ll have a pint at the pub later this week and you can tell me all about the hot women you saw. I’m talking measurements, bikini style, and colours—”

“Since when have you been such a perv?” I wonder, tossing my balled up Subway wrapper across the office at him.

Bruce ducks into the hallway with a laugh.

I like Bruce. We’ve worked together long enough for me to consider him a friend as well as a colleague. But a pint at the pub sounds like I’m asking for danger. There is so much I can’t tell Bruce or anyone else—too many hot women I can’t talk about.

Kenna. Amy. And the woman I met in Barbados. 
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Saturday night, Barbados

The party for my mother’s seventy-fifth birthday was huge. Guests with plenty of food and drink spilled out from her tiny, semi-detached house into the backyard and even into the neighbours’ house. I felt like half of Bridgeport was there celebrating with her

I loved the fact that Mom had so many friends and family who wanted to be with her on her birthday. It made me proud and happy; she never appreciated living in Canada but stayed there because of me and my brothers. Moving back to Barbados was something she always dreamed of, but just one more thing that she pushed aside for us. When she finally moved back, it had been a huge adjustment for my brothers and me, but obviously the best thing for her. I’m not sure I even knew as many people as she had at her party and Mom made a point of talking to each and every one of them.

I was glad of the turnout and how she was enjoying herself, but the problem was I wasn’t really enjoying myself. My head was still caught up with the events back home. Thoughts of Kenna and Iliya flooded my mind, anger at their betrayal. Hurt and disappointment. The frustration that they didn’t think to allow me to join in.

And yes, the thought of the two of them together was arousing, which only added to my confusion.

I did my duty as the second eldest son for a few hours at the party. I tolerated being passed around, pointed out. ‘Del, the writer. Del, who wrote that book that won so many awards. Del, who flew in from Toronto last night to surprise Peggy.’

I kept making eye contact with my brother Ty, who was well aware I wasn’t having the best time.

“Where’s Iliya?” Ty had demanded when I showed up at the house unannounced late Friday night. He had been the only one still awake. I had quietly let myself in using the key my mother still insisted on hiding under one of the many pots overflowing with flowers on the porch and found Ty sitting at Mom’s computer.

Once Ty had gotten over his surprise that I had shown up, after all, we sat down and had a beer together. Because of the late hour, I hadn’t wanted to wake Mom up and had planned on crashing on the couch. Even though I was glad to see Ty, I wasn’t in the mood for a heart-to-heart with my big brother but he hadn’t seemed ready to shift off my bed for the night.

“Iliya’s at home,” I answered before the pause grew too telling.

“I thought you’d still be at home with her.”

“Mom doesn’t turn seventy-five every year.”

Ty nodded. His direct gaze made me uncomfortable. I stared down the neck of my bottle.

“What happened?”

“Why does something have to happen?” I snap. “I felt like coming to see Mom, so I came.”

“We all know your wife was the reason you weren’t coming,” Ty said. Iliya didn’t get along with my family and I was well aware my brothers didn’t like her. My mother loved everyone, but even she expressed her reservations about our marriage. “So what happened to change things?”

What would my brother say if I told him I was angry at Iliya for having sex with another woman, a woman I wanted to have sex with? That I regularly had had threesomes with Iliya and Amy for years.

I wasn’t sure Ty would understand. Sometimes I wonder if I understood.

The only person I had ever told was my best friend Ike and that had blown our friendship out of the water.

“Did Mom hear from Ike?” I asked, changing the subject.

“And Alicia.” I winced when Ty mentioned Ike’s sister, my ex-wife. “She’s still a treat, but she loves Mom.”

“Everyone loves our mother.” I reach out and brush my bottle with Ty. The clink sounded loud in the quiet house.

“Except your wife.”

The wince became a grimace. It was so like Ty not to beat around the bush. “She loves her. It’s just—Iliya is complicated.”

“Uh huh.”

“She has a good heart,” I tried to explain. “But she needs to put herself first. She has to be on top.”

“Literally?” Ty asked with a grin.

“Sometimes.”

Ty shook his head as I grinned at him. “Del, your wife is sexy as hell and good on you for getting someone who looks like her to marry you. And maybe she’s got a good heart under those amazing tits, but she’s a selfish bitch.”

“I think I’d appreciate it if you don’t comment on my wife’s tits,” I told him mildly, giving my unspoken agreement on Ty’s assessment of Iliya.

“I was forced to watch a woman screw with your head for years,” Ty continued sympathetically. “I don’t feel like doing it again.”

It was true Alicia had messed me up. I had loved her with all my heart but I had never been enough for her. She had cheated on me for years. Eventually, everyone found out what she was doing, and even though I still loved her and was willing to forgive her, the pressure to leave had become too much for me to bear.

When even my mother, the queen of making relationships work, had informed me I needed to start over with someone better for me, what choice did I have?

“Iliya isn’t screwing with my head,” I assured Ty, sounding more confident than I felt.

Was she doing exactly that? She was definitely screwing with my body. It had been twenty-four hours since I pushed her down onto the bed and fucked her, but the memory still haunted my body. The way my cock fit in her pussy, how wet and ready she had been. The sounds we made had filled our bedroom—her cries, the slap of bodies, my roar as I came.

My cock stirred and I did my best to wipe away the image. “She’s not screwing with me,” I repeated. “Some would say our marriage is a bit unconventional but we’re both on board with it. I love her.”

“You loved Alicia, too, and she had you by the balls,” Ty said bluntly. “Ever think you shouldn’t go for the obvious sexy type? You think with your junk—it’s not good for you.”

“I do not.”

“What do you call it then? My little brother has always been pussy-whipped. Some fine looking pussy,” he added. “But these chicks—Alicia and Iliya—they have you by the balls and it’s a tight hold. You should be with a woman who lets you have control.” He heaves himself off the couch with a grunt. “I’ve got to hit the sack. Heidi would kick my ass if she knew how much I’d been drinking.”

“Talk about pussy-whipped,” I grumbled, stung with Ty’s assessment of me.

“Every guy is,” Ty admitted. “But for some reason, it’s worse for you.”

After Ty heads off to the bedroom, I sit and finish my beer, listening to the waves crashing against the shore. My mother needed to live by the water; it was one thing she missed living in Toronto.

“We can get you a place by the beach,” I insisted when she had told me of her plan to move back to her home country.

“It’s not the same.”

Iliya wasn’t the same as Alicia, I told myself. Alicia would go behind my back, keep me in the dark about her affairs—

Just like what Iliya had done.

Bringing Amy into our marriage had been her decision. She had wanted Kenna as well. I would have been perfectly satisfied with only Iliya. I could have made her happy.

What would have happened if I hadn’t agreed? Would Iliya have been like Alicia—cheating on me with every man who crossed her path?

And women?

“Goddamit,” I groaned. How could I have not seen how I was following the same path as my first marriage? The only difference between the two women was that Iliya asked for permission and I gave it to her.

I allowed my wife to fuck other people.

My brothers would never believe that of me. Or maybe they would. They witnessed the destruction of my first marriage. They knew I would have done everything I could have to save it.

Would I have given Alicia permission to fuck others if she had asked? If it would have saved my marriage? If I would have been able to keep loving her?

I didn’t want to answer that question.

I found myself thinking about it again as the party ebbed and flowed around me. The music was loud, the laughter louder and the rum was flowing. Heidi had no say in limiting Ty’s drinking that night since she was off dancing with Elijah’s wife, both of them swaying drunkenly to the music. My nieces and nephews ran around the house, high on the cakes Nana had given them, as well as the lateness of the hour.

They should be in bed, I thought to myself. But who was I to make that decision? I didn’t have kids. Neither Alicia or Iliya had wanted children.

Both of them were too selfish, too self-absorbed to want to be a mother.

Was that part of how they screwed with my brain? Neither had said no outright when we had those discussions. But looking back, I could tell they had no intention of being caught in my fantasy of 2.1 children and a white picket fence.

If we had kids, maybe they would have settled down. Maybe they would have settled for me. It had worked out for the best with Alicia, but Iliya? Maybe it was time to revisit the question.

Maybe it was time to get what I wanted. To take control of things.
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There were a large number of very attractive women at the party. I had never been immune to the draw of a good-looking woman, but when I was with Iliya, most women paled in comparison.

Iliya wasn’t with me tonight. And I seemed to be getting a fair amount of my own attention from the opposite sex.

Fresh meat, I told myself. It was a small community; my brothers and I were the only outsiders there and the three of them had wives very much in attendance.

It was obvious I was alone. From the looks I was getting, it appeared that a few women would like to change that fact.

“You look like you’re trying to score,” my younger brother Jayden said scornfully coming up behind me as I was meeting the gaze of a very pretty blonde.

“You’re just jealous because I’d have more chance than you ever would.” I slapped Jayden on the shoulder. I was taller by a few inches, a fact that always annoyed him.

“April would kick my ass if I even talked to one of them,” he muttered ruefully. “So where’s Iliya? How’d you get away?”

“I didn’t get away,” I retorted. “I came for the weekend. She—didn’t.” I only needed Elijah to give me the third degree about Iliya to complete the family ganging up on me. My sisters-in-law had each taken a turn this morning, as did my mother, once she got over her surprise and delight finding me asleep on the couch.

Jayden nodded. “Ty said you weren’t talking.”

“Ty’s got a big mouth.”

“Two of you have that in common. C’mon,” he urged. I’m sure the authoritative voice worked on his kids, but it didn’t move me. “What’s up?”

“Jesus.” I ran my hand over my head. “We had a fight, okay? No big deal.”

“Then why didn’t you just say that in the first place, rather than keeping it all mysterious?”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“Try me.”

I looked at Jayden’s sympathetic expression and for a moment, had the urge to tell him everything. But I knew, however, understanding he might appear, he would never comprehend the freedom I’ve given Iliya.

Especially after what Ty said last night.

Had she taken too much freedom? Where was she right now?

I bet she’s with William. Doing…whatever it was they did.

For someone Iliya had known for almost twenty years, I knew very little about William.

But after Thursday night, after I had been so brutal with Iliya and she had enjoyed it, I was beginning to see how she might be drawn to him.

It was obvious there was another side of Iliya, one I had no idea about.

I shook my head at Jayden’s question. “Trust me, you wouldn’t want to know.”

“Did she fuck around?”

Taken aback my Jayden’s question, I still managed to answer quickly. “No.” The lie came easily because deep down, I didn’t consider what she did as cheating. She wasn’t hiding anything from me. I knew she had needs and that she often acted on them.

She hid Kenna from you. She hid what went on with William. Was still going on.

“You think she is,” Jayden persisted. “Hell, I know the way she came on to me—”

“She didn’t come on to you! That’s just the way she is.”

“Maybe so, but I’m your brother. How does she act with other men?” He shook his head with disgust. “I wouldn’t let my wife act like that.”

A sense of relief that I didn’t tell him anything washed over me, as well as the urge to flee. “I need some air,” I muttered, pushing past my brother towards the door.

“Hey, bro, I’m here for you!” Jayden called after me. I was lucky to escape when I did; no sooner did I walk away than his wife April joined him.

“Del, wait!”

Throwing up my hand in farewell, I headed outside, grabbing a bottle of rum on the way.

I found myself down by the harbor. It was quieter in the darkness; the sounds of fishing boats and calls of men gone for another few hours. A lone seagull circled overhead, his friends settled for the night.

The air smelled fresh and salty and it was blessedly peaceful.

Like my mother, if I could live anywhere in the world, it would be beside the water. I love the sounds, the emotions of the waves. Even during a storm, when the water is at its most confrontational, it manages to relax me.

I stood alone at the wooden railing overlooking the pier, grateful for the quiet. My brothers had good intentions, but they could never understand my marriage. They had wives who loved them; wanted only them. They would never understand a woman who wanted more than what her husband gave her.

I had felt like less of a man when Alicia’s actions became known to all. No one said anything, but I felt the unasked questions—why weren’t you enough for her? Why couldn’t you stop her?

Wasn’t the sex any good?

Only Ike had understood. He had called his sister a bitch, a promiscuous slut, and while I hated hearing a woman being called those things, I had to agree. Ike knew there was nothing I could have done to stop Alicia from cheating on me; he knew whatever I gave her would never be enough.

That was why I accepted Iliya. When she told me she could never be monogamous, I told her it would be okay, that I could live with it. I could never survive another Alicia, but if I accepted Iliya, if not approved, her being with other men wouldn’t hurt as much.

I was wrong. Every time Iliya told me about someone else, it hurt. Even Amy. Especially Kenna.

I should have run when she first told me what she wanted. But I had already been in love with her. It had been very easy to fall in love with Iliya. When she turned those caramel coloured eyes on you, it was like nothing else mattered. It was like you were the only person in the world for her.

Even though I never had been.

I tried not to think about the mess I had waiting for me at home, but it was impossible not to. The quiet of the night, the rum I was still drinking—it all added up to some surprisingly clear and concise thoughts.

Iliya and Kenna. I didn’t see that coming.

I had thought they were friends, a growing, platonic relationship like what I had with Kenna. I had no idea they were having sex. Finding out, right after Iliya warned me off Kenna—it was a bitter pill to swallow.

Especially since I had been tempted to take things to the next level on Thursday night. When I went to Kenna’s house, I had no intention of even kissing her, but I couldn’t seem to stop myself. Once I did, I found that I didn’t want to stop.

Kenna had certainly found a way to put a stop to it.

I shook my head, staring at the reflection of the moon on the water. I didn’t want to think about Iliya or Kenna…or even any woman. I swallowed a mouthful of rum.

I wasn’t worried about the police stopping me because my mother was related to half of Bridgeport’s police force. I had said hello to the chief of police when I left the house.

“Your mother will be missing you at the party,” a soft voice from behind said.

I stiffened, the bottle still at my lips, but didn’t turn around. “I have other brothers who can fill in for me,” I replied. “They’re more of the party type.”

“But Peggy likes you the best.”

“I doubt that.” Turning around, I found a woman standing there, the cool breeze molding her skirt to her legs.

Long, slender legs.

“She just talks about me more,” I added.

“She does talk about you a lot,” the woman agreed with a smile. She was very pretty, with big brown eyes and thick black curls cascading down her back. I was sure I had been told who she was, but I had been introduced to so many people, so many attractive women tonight, her name escaped me.

“I can tell her to stop,” I offered.

“Don’t. It’s interesting. I like hearing about your life. She shows me pictures.” Was it the rum or did she run those brown eyes over me like a horse breeder appraising a new mount?

She could ride me like a horse.

I had no idea my thoughts showed so clearly on my face until she cocked her head. “What’s wrong? You don’t like hearing about me looking at your picture?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Bad thought. Look at my picture if you want to.”

“What was so bad about your thought?”

It must be the rum. I rarely flirted with women, was never improper when I spoke to them “It was an inappropriate thought.”

“They are the best kind.” Her smile is sexy, inviting and despite the mess waiting for me a home, something stirs within me. “Was you thinking about me?”

“I was. Should I apologize?”

“Not unless you’re not going to tell me what it was.”

I held her eyes as I hold out the bottle of rum to her. She takes a mouthful, gives it back. “The way you were looking at me, it was like I was some sort of livestock,” I admitted. “And then I thought about what it might be like if you rode me like a horse.”

She widened her eyes with surprise. “That was inappropriate. Peggy would not approve.”

“Are you going to tell her?”

“Why would I do that? Some things are best kept from mothers. And I guess it should be me who apologizes—I did look at you like that.”

“Don’t bother apologizing. I was looking at you the same way.” I take another mouthful of rum. “What’s your name again? Obviously, you know who I am and even though I’m sure we’ve been introduced, I’m blanking on your name.” I hold up the bottle. “I blame this.”

She smiled. “We weren’t actually introduced. I’m Nadine. I work at the salon where your mother goes.”

“Of course. Salon Nadine. I should have known.”

“How would you have known that?”

“You have beautiful hair. Looks very well kept, likes someone working in a hair salon.”

Nadine held up her hand. “I do nails.”

“I feel stupid.”

“Don’t. I think you’re very attractive.”

“I’d very much like to fuck you.” I didn’t know where the words came from, only that they had been on the tip of my tongue an instant before they shot free into the night air, never to be caught and pulled back in.

My words didn’t seem to faze Nadine. “Most men do,” she said casually. “Not many are so forthcoming about what they want, though.”

I shrugged. “I’m usually not either. But I thought—why not? It’s time I had a little fun, a control over my life, even if it’s only telling a beautiful woman I’d like to fuck her.”

There was a pause as we stared at each other and I wondered how far to take this.

“You didn’t bring your wife,” Nadine finally said.

“I did not. But even if she was here, she wouldn’t mind me telling you I want to fuck you. She’d probably tell you the same thing.”

I regretted the words as soon as they came out of my mouth. I held up the bottle. “I think I’ve drunk a lot tonight. I’m not making much sense.”

“I think you’re making perfect sense. Peggy says your wife is very beautiful.”

“You’re very beautiful. My wife is very beautiful and very selfish,” I told her, hearing the bitterness in my voice. “I came here to get away from her for the weekend, so is there something else we could talk about?”

“How about how I’d like you to fuck me? I could ride you like a horse if you like.”

My throat was thick and I couldn’t respond. But I nodded. It seemed a simple thing to follow Nadine down a path to the beach, albeit a little dangerous for me with all the alcohol I’d consumed. My cock was suddenly straining to get out, like a dog chasing after a bitch in heat.

Nadine was nothing like a dog, but I felt as randy as one.

She kicked off her sandals when we were in the shadows beside the pier. “My sister always told me to carry protection for times like this.” She pulled a foil wrapped square from the tiny handbag she carried.

“I like your sister.”

“I’ve never had an opportunity to use it,” she mused.

“I’ll do my best to make up for it,” I promised.

Tucking the condom between her teeth, Nadine quickly unbuttoned my pants with smooth fingers. I feel the bite of cool air against my cock and then her hands are full of me. “I’d like to have a picture of this,” she said huskily.

“That wouldn’t be very gentleman-like of me.”

“Is this what a gentleman does?”

I lose sight of the smile on her face as I whirl her around. Her hands reach for the wooden support beam. “No, but this is.”

With both hands, I pull up the skirt of her dress, yank down the brief panties she was wearing and buried my fingers between her legs.

She whimpered when I stroked her clit. She pushed her hips back, rubbing her ass against me.

The wrapper was still between her teeth and I took it out of her mouth, my fingers continuing to explore. Her breathing had already quickened.

She moaned softly as I stopped, wanting to slide on the condom because my cock already felt like it was ready to explode. My only thought was the urgent need I had to get inside her. To feel her pussy tight around my cock… 

Nadine was tall enough that the position worked. With a little fumbling on my part, I slide quickly inside her, her only response a shivering breath.

She was completely silent as I fucked her, my cock thrusting in and out. Resting her head on her arms, she leaned against the pillar dark hair falling into her face, pushing back against me.

“Is this okay?” I asked in a low voice, trying my best to be gentle.

“Fuck me any way you want,” she said. “Please.”

“Since you’re so polite…” I grasped her hips with my hands, marveling at the soft skin, loving how her pussy gripped my cock. Pulling almost all the way out so that only the tip remained, I rammed into her with enough force that she stumbled.

After the first thrust, she braced herself and took it.

I wasn’t going to take long. Already I felt it coming and gritted my teeth. She couldn’t be close enough –

I erupted into her, trying to be quiet but a low, animal-like groan escaped. “Shit. I didn’t mean -”

“It’s okay,” Nadine whispered.

“No, it’s not. Hang on a sec.” Still hard, I moved slowly inside her, reaching around to finger her clit. It only took a minute or two before her body relaxed with a soft sigh.

“That was very gentleman-like of you,” she said as I tucked myself away.

“I try.”
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Monday afternoon

My problem is what to tell Kenna about that night. About Nadine.

She’ll only ever be a memory, a very sweet one. She left me on the beach, presumably to go home. When I eventually went back to the party, I didn’t see her.

I feel no guilt about Iliya. I have no doubt she had been with someone too during the weekend, or at some party, fucking a variety of men and/or women. But Kenna is different. I know about Iliya, about Aidan. She knows about Amy. By right, I’m technically entitled to someone else as well. 

But I don’t like looking at that way. Two wrongs don’t make a right, things that that. Not that either of us did anything wrong…technically. My wife says I can fuck anyone I want. Kenna, however, is not my wife.

I’m not exactly sure what she is.

I don’t want to see the disappointment in her eyes. It was there when I admitted to what happened with Amy in the bathroom. I hated that Kenna had been in the bar when I fucked her.

I can’t believe I fucked Amy Friday night. It just goes to show how messed up I had been. Still was.

I wonder if Iliya knows about Amy. I wouldn’t put it past Amy to have run straight to Iliya with the news of our bathroom tryst.

I never asked Iliya what she did this weekend, and truthfully, I don’t care. It feels like we were on a break, both of us free to do what and who we wanted.

Not that Iliya needs a ‘break’ to do who she wants.

The two of us have been married four years; I wonder when it will be long enough for Iliya’s indiscretions to stop hurting. It’s more like a dull ache rather than a sharp, stinging stab. More like a toothache than a broken bone. But still—it still hurts.

I wonder if Iliya will be hurt when she finds out about Nadine. She didn’t seem happy when she found out about Kenna. 

“I had sex with another woman,” I blurt out when Kenna opens the door to me after school.

Her smile fades instantly. “Amy. You told me—I know that.” She steps back to allow me to come in. Part of me wants to stay outside, not bring my problems into her home, but the other part of me wants nothing more than to take her in my arms.

“No, someone else. Another woman.”

“Another woman,” she echoes. Her smile is awkward, pasted on and my heart hurts that I’ve made her uncomfortable. She kneels to pet one of the cats who followed her to the door. The other two weave around my ankles.

I wonder if they’re some sort of guard cats. What will they do if I hurt Kenna?

Not that I have any intention of hurting her. I just need her to know the truth.

“When I was at my mother’s. I was upset, drunk. I know it’s no excuse…”

“You don’t need an excuse,” Kenna says in a soft voice. “You don’t need to explain anything to me. I don’t have—”

“But I want you to.” I grab her shoulders, feeling the narrow bones under my hands and pull her to her feet. She’s so slender compared to Iliya’s curves. Nadine had been curvy as well. “Don’t you see? I need to apologize and to make things okay.”

“There’s no need -”

“You say that but I don’t really believe it.” I stare into her green eyes. “Or is it? Do you care -?”

“Of course I care,” she says, eyes suddenly blazing. “I don’t understand how this is for the two of you, but it’s serious for me. The thing with Aidan—I don’t do that. And with Iliya? Never. I’m so backward compared to the two of you. I have no experiences, I really have no idea what I’m doing.”

“But that’s what I l-like about you.” I stop myself. Did I almost use the word love? It seems too soon, too intense to tell Kenna I love anything about her. “I’ve been with other women. Not many, but there’s never been anyone like you.”

Kenna suddenly buries her face in my chest. “I don’t think I’ll be enough for you,” she says, her words muffled by my shirt.

My heart melts at her confession because I know exactly how she feels.

“You’d be perfect for anyone. I’ve wanted you since I first met you.” I run my hands down her back, feeling the knobbiness of her vertebras. I need to fatten this girl up.

“You’re just saying that.”

I laugh. “Why do you think I went along with Iliya’s idea? I don’t do this with just anyone. Amy was—it was only Amy. With Iliya.”

“Really?” Kenna peeks up at me.

“Really.”

“I didn’t know, I was afraid to ask. I heard so much about her, and meeting her –”

“That must have been weird,” I interrupt.

“Weird is an understatement.”Kenna hesitates like she’s trying to find the courage. “Iliya said I reminded her of Amy.”

From the way Kenna says it, I’m sure she didn’t take it as a compliment.

I study Kenna’s face, not seeing the resemblance Iliya had first told me about. “Your colouring is similar and your mouths are a little alike, but no. You’re nothing alike.”

“I’m glad. That would have been…it would have been like you were replacing her.”

“I didn’t want to replace her,” I admit. “When Iliya suggested it, I said no.”

“Then why?”

“Until I met you. There was just something about you. And it wasn’t that you reminded me of Amy. It was because you were sweet and kind and good—”

Kenna grimaces. “That’s not the usual reason to take someone as a lover.”

“—and as cute as hell and so sexy. Is that better?” Kenna gives a quick nod, her eyes not meeting mine. The flush of red starts at her neck, working its way to her jaw and chin. Suddenly, I sweep her into my arms, laughing at her surprised cry, and settling on the couch with her in my lap. “Are your cats going to attack me again?” I demand, staring warily at them. Two of them have followed us to the living room and already curled up in the chair. I see the tail of the third disappear into the kitchen.

“Hopefully not.”

“Me, too. I had dreams about you, you know. Those longs legs. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”I stroke her legs, the thin material of her leggings feeling like a wall between our skin.

“I dreamed about you, too,” she admits, so quietly I have to strain to hear. Her blush has already moved to her hairline. “I know the thing with Amy went on for a while but I wasn’t sure if there was someone else before her.”

“No. There wasn’t,” I say firmly. “Like I said, I wasn’t really keen on the idea. It’s not something you expect your wife to bring up.”

“Or the friend you’ve just met,” Kenna agrees ruefully. Her arm curls around my neck, fingers touching the back of my neck.

“No, I guess not.” I shift on the couch, my hand curving around her ass, trying to draw her even closer. I don’t remember it being like this with Amy, even at the beginning. I can’t get enough of her. But then I remember Nadine on the beach… “I’m sorry.”

“For what, exactly?”

“Everything. For getting you into this.”

“This is what I wanted,” Kenna protests before her face falls. “But I’m not sure what’s going on. Iliya and I talked; she apologized—”

“Iliya doesn’t apologize,” I say flatly.

“Well, that’s what it sounded like. She said almost the same thing, that she was sorry that she got me involved. Are you both trying to tell me something? Is this not—?”

The sadness in her face breaks my heart. “No! Kenna, for this first time, I really want this to work. Me, you…Iliya…”

“Are you sure?” Kenna still looks uneasy. “I don’t want to come between you. I think I already did that.”

I bite my tongue to stop from telling her about what Iliya had said.

“I don’t care. I was wrong, Del, so very wrong about everything. I don’t want anyone else. From now on, only you. I want to commit to you. I want monogamy. No other men or women—just you. I just want you. I love you so much Del, and I’ve been so stupid –”

“Wait a minute—you’re telling me this now? After I’ve just come from Kenna?”

“I was going to tell you this before if you’d come home before going to her. It’s okay that you—I don’t mind,” Iliya said hastily, not wanting to sound like I’m complaining. “I do, but I understand.”

“You understand?” I’m in such a rush to get my plea out that I miss the barely controlled anger in his voice.

“I do, but that’s it. No more other people. For me—for both of us. I want to be a one-man woman, Del, just like you’ve always wanted. No more Wil—no more anyone. Just you. We can be happy just the two of us.”

If I tell Kenna how Iliya really feels, she’ll be too scared to continue. Besides, I doubt she meant it. I think Iliya would have said anything to make things right with me. After all these years, I don’t think she could be content with just me.

Would Kenna be happy with only me?

“Friday night,” I tell her quickly, feeling slightly traitorous at the thought “We’ll try it again. If that’s what you want.” I look at her hopefully. “Do you?”

“I do,” she says in a quiet voice.

“What about…me? About…”

“What about you? This other woman?” Kenna shrugs, trying to sound nonchalant. “I can’t do anything about it. And you can do whatever you want. If things were different and we were just two people going on a first date, would you tell me if you had sex with someone the night before?”

“I’ve never really looked at it that way.”

“We’re friends. More than friends now, but I still don’t have any ties to you. There’s no commitment. Either one of us could walk away at any time.”

I don’t like the thought of Kenna walking away.

“So you don’t have to keep apologizing for being with Amy or this other woman. Or Iliya. Not that you should have to apologize for that.” She sighs. “It’s kind of ironic I’m telling you not to apologize because apparently, that’s all I do. According to Iliya, that is.”

I narrow my eyes at her. “Are things okay with the two of you? Because if not, it would change things.”

Kenna opens her mouth like she wants to ask me something but closes without saying anything. “What?” I demand.

“Nothing. I just—I was wondering if they ever wanted you to pick between them.”

“Who? Iliya and Amy?” At Kenna’s nod, I shake my head. “When we started this, it was a given that everything was equal. No one got more, no one got less and if someone felt that way, we had to talk about it. It’s the only way it works. We’ll tell you the same thing Friday night. They’d never make me chose between them, and neither would I.”

“You’d pick Iliya, though.”

“She’s my wife.”

“She is.” I stare at Kenna as she looks everywhere but at me. When her mossy green eyes finally land on me, she gives me a hesitant smile. “I think I’m a little nervous.”

“You don’t have to do anything.”

“I want to be with you again,” she says in a rush, her pale cheeks flaming bright red. “And this is the only way I can.”

It almost sounds like she’s joining us because of me. Iliya brought Amy to me; Iliya is the one with the admirers. Kenna wants me.
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It’s a heady thought, one that warms me all over. But I don’t know how to respond, how much to tell her about how I feel. So I kiss Kenna instead.

I intend it to be a gentle kiss, a way to get my feeling across, to thank her. But while it begins gentle and soft, it’s Kenna who is quick to deepen it.

Her mouth is alive against mine and when her tongue darts into my mouth, it’s all I can do not to grind against her. She feels so good in my arms and all I want to do is fuck her senseless.

But I’m not going to. Not today.

I have other plans for Kenna.

Pushing up her shirt, the material is at her shoulders before I break the kiss to pull it over her head. Her bra soon follows the T-shirt to the floor. Moving my mouth to her neck, I kiss my way to behind her ear. She leans back in my arms just enough so I can press my mouth against her breastbone, trailing lower, using my lips and tongue, but never touching her breast.

I steal a glance at her; Kenna’s head lolls against her shoulder, her eyes half closed, her cheeks still flushed pink. I smile to see her like this.

Iliya said she wasn’t sure how Kenna would react when the three of us together. She didn’t know if she would enjoy it. Iliya wanted to try her out first.

Did Kenna have the same expression on her face when she was with Iliya?

The thought flashes through my head before I can stop it.

Now is not the time to think about Iliya and Kenna. Although…

Another image flashes through my mind—two women, naked bodies pressed together, limbs entwined, mouths pressed against each other.

My hands finally cup Kenna’s small breasts, soft and firm to the touch. Like globes of perfectly ripe fruit that I can’t wait to taste. Trailing my tongue to her nipple, I give it a flick of my tongue, a little nip with my teeth and I’m rewarded by a gasp of pleasure.

If Iliya could see Kenna now, she’d have no doubt of how she can enjoy herself.

Skimming my hands along her arms, her back, her hips, finally coming to rest at the apex of her thighs. I cup her pussy, feeling the warmth through the thin fabric of her leggings.

Kenna shifts and her legs widen, inviting me further. I teasingly smooth a finger between her legs before pulling back. Laughing at the question in her eyes, I push Kenna back against the arm of the couch and with a swift move, yank her pants down. Her underwear follows.

All I notice is that it’s silky and blue.

“Del, what—”

My hand between her bare legs silences her quicker than anything I can say. Leaning over her, I kiss her, a deep and hungry kiss with no doubt of my feelings.

Of my intentions.

I hear the soft sigh that escapes her, and the sound encourages me more than anything she could have said.

I keep my hand firmly in place, until Kenna, with a whimpering moan, finally presses her hips forward, her pussy against my hand.

I watch her face as I explore her; my fingers stroking the cleft between her legs, slowly circling her clit. She cries out as my fingers slide inside her. So warm and wet.

I play with her for long minutes, watching her expressions with a sense of awe. How she bites her lips to keep from crying out. The whimpers that start soft, but rise in volume as I increase the speed of my fingers thrusting inside her.

How her mouth opens in a wordless cry and her body arches off the couch as she comes.

I don’t stop after her climax; I slow my fingers, stroke her gently until the quivers end, but I’m soon thrusting inside her again, loving the way she grips my fingers.

Warm and wet and irresistible.

I stroke my fingers slowly down the length of her, laughing with delight at the way Kenna’s body jumps when I hit her clit. I tease her, my fingers hovering over the sensitive nub until she jerks her hips up into my hand.

“Is that what you want?” I ask in a low voice. “You want me to touch you?”

“Please,” she gasps, her hips bucking with the torment.

“You haven’t had enough?”

“No…more.”

I don’t make her ask twice and I rub her clit frantically until she comes again.

“That was…” she says breathlessly.

“I’m not done yet.”

I drop to the floor and pull her hips towards me. Her legs fall open as I probe her warmth with my tongue, hearing her gasp.

She tastes so sweet.

I lap at her with my tongue, using my thumbs her open her wide. No part of her goes unexplored before I turn my focus on her tiny little nub.

Kenna throws her legs open wider. Her gasps are louder, her cries hungry, as if the past two orgasms didn’t happen.

She wants more of my touch.

I tongue her firmly, slowly circling her clit before sucking it. The second time I try this, I plunge my fingers inside her as well and I’m pleased with how Kenna cries out. Her hands push on the back of my head.

“More…please…don’t stop!” she cries breathlessly. I continue, licking her quickly, sucking her as hard as I can, thrusting my fingers inside of her, conscious of how much she’s enjoying what I’m doing to her. She pushes herself greedily against my mouth, asking—begging—me not to stop, to keep going. 

The third time is so quick that I can’t tell she’s about to come until she explodes around me with a harsh cry that sounds almost primal.

I lift my head with a smile. “Want more?”

Kenna’s laugh is shaky, her smile incredulous as she sprawls bonelessly against the arm of the couch. “No…that was…you.”

I shake my head and drop a kiss on her bare stomach, another on her tattoo, feeling her shiver at my touch. “Just you. That was all for you.”

“But—”

I gather her clothes and place them on her stomach. “I’d better get home,” I tell her ruefully. “Even though I’d really like to stay and play some more.”

“But you—” She struggles to sit up, reaching for me as I stand up.

“Another time. Don’t get up.” I leave her on the couch and head for the door as quickly as I can; desperate to get away from her before I break my own vow and fuck her senseless like I want to.

Friday can’t come soon enough.

I forget that I didn’t tell Kenna about Iliya watching us until I’m almost home. That can wait for another day.
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Iliya is leaving as I walk in the door. “Got a heavy date?” I ask, only half joking. She looks amazing in a slim fitting black and red dress. I don’t know much about woman’s shoes, but even I would say she’s wearing killer heels.

“Work,” she tells me, with the saleswoman gleam in her eyes. “I’ve already got three new clients from Thursday’s trunk show.”

Ah, Thursday. The night the shit really hit the fan. “I guess I never asked how it went.” I take her coat from her, holding it as she slides her arms in, inhaling her seductive scent.

“It was great,” she says politely, sounding as uncomfortable as I am discussing that night. She rarely lets things like that bother her. Iliya thinks sex solves every argument, and since we did the deed Thursday night, I expected her to treat the issue as over and forgotten.

I wonder if something else is going on. Did something happen with Kenna that neither of them has told me about? “I stopped by Kenna’s after school,” I say abruptly. I will not live in mistrust of my wife. If there’s something still going on…

“I walked with them this morning,” Iliya says distractedly as she ties the belt on her coat. “And then I went over to Kenna’s. We talked. I think things are fine between us.”

“That’s what she said.” I can’t keep the concern from my voice.

“And she told you nothing happened?” Iliya raises an eyebrow, her cognac coloured eyes looking disappointed.

“I didn’t ask.”

“But you wanted to.”

“Do you blame me?” I take a deep breath. There’s no point getting defensive. The last thing I want is to get into another argument with her.

Although make-up sex might be nice right about now…

I flush at the thought. I still have Kenna’s scent on my fingers, my mouth.

“No, I don’t blame you,” Iliya says sadly. “I know I broke your trust, which I’ve done before, and I’m not sure why this time is so serious -” My snort interrupts her, and I start down the hallway, not wanting to be pulled into this discussion. I don’t want Iliya to twist my words, and then touch me with those hands that know exactly how and where to touch me, especially when I’m surrounded by her smell.

And the thought of her and Kenna together.

I may not like being lied to, but I have to admit, the thought of the two of them together is exciting. I just wish the image would stop popping into my head at the worst moments.

“I talked to Kenna,” I say over my shoulder. “I thought maybe we could try Friday.”

“Are you sure it’s what you want?”

“Are you trying to tell me that you don’t?” I turn and face her, my hand on my hip like an insolent child.

“I didn’t say that.” She looks searchingly at me. “You seem different. Is it because of me?”

I don’t deny or confirm because I’m not sure what triggered such a change. “The only thing that’s changed is that now I’m going after what I want. It’s not going to be all about you.”

“You could always do that, Del.” She sounds sad, disappointed.

“And now I’m going to.”

“Is that what Amy was?”

“Amy was because I was drunk and upset. I shouldn’t have done that to her. She didn’t deserve it.” I narrow my eyes. “How did you know about that?”

“Deserve it?” Iliya snorts, ignoring my question. “Amy had every intention of ending up with you someday. I’m not sure what she was going to do with me, but it her mind, it was you and her riding off into the sunset together.”

“What are you talking about?”

Guilt flashes across Iliya’s face. “I saw her Sunday. We—talked.”

I roll my eyes. “I’m sure you did. Did you stay with her for the weekend?”

“No, I—no.”

I catch the trip of her voice like she’s about to confess but stops at the last moment. “So who else were you with this weekend?” I ask patiently.

“You were gone—off to Barbados,” she shoots back at me. “Who were you with?”

“My mother,” I say drily, confident she knows nothing about my tryst with Nadine. Not that I plan on hiding it from her; my mother always told me to teach by example. I can’t be upset that Iliya kept things from me if I do the same thing. I’m no hypocrite.

But now isn’t the best time to tell her.

“Was it William?” I know I’ve guessed correctly by the way she slides her eyes away from my face. “One of these days you’ll have to tell me what kind of hold that guy has over you. Or is that his thing? Does he tie you up?”

“Sometimes.” She lifts her chin in defiance.

“You liked it when I tied you up,” I muse, the image of a bound Iliya not helping my aching cock. I’m still semi-hard from Kenna and need a release. “Why did you never ask me to do it again?”

A war is raging inside Iliya; I can see it in her eyes. Will I finally learn the truth about her, find out more about this mysterious side of her? “You don’t like it rough,” she blurts out.

“Not really. I take it this William is a little more than rough. Am I right? And you like that?”

“I do,” she admits, her tone soft and apologetic. “I can’t help it. He does things that you would never dream of, and I like it. I like how he…uses me. Sometimes he has others…”

I nod sagely, pretending to understand when the reality is I have no idea who my wife is. “That’s the kind of sex you like? Not the way I—”

“I like that, too,” she says in a rush. “I do, Del, I really do. Really do.” She widens her eyes for emphasis. “But William…there’s something about him.”

I nod again. “Something about having sex with him.”

“I don’t understand it. And I try to fight against it. Amy was good for that. She distracted me. And Kenna—”

“But you said you didn’t want Kenna.”

“I do! But I thought—I want to do what makes you happy, Del. I’ve been selfish.”

“You have.”

My agreement surprises her. “This thing with Kenna; it’s whatever you want.”

“I told her Friday,” I say coolly.

“Friday it is.” For once I can’t read her expression and for once I don’t care what she’s thinking.

I want Kenna and if this the way I get to have it, then it’s the way it will be. It’s not perfect, but I’m not ready to give up on how I’m feeling.

I love my wife but Kenna…I’m not sure how I feel about her.

“Del, I’m sorry, but I really can’t talk about this anymore right now,” Iliya tells me in a remorseful voice. “I’m going to be late for my meeting.”

“There’s nothing else to talk about.”

“But I think there is. I don’t like this distance between us.”

Who’s fault is that?

To punctuate her words, she steps closer and wraps her arms around my waist, resting her face against my back. Instinctively, I cover her hands with my own, feeling my cock stir just from her nearness.

Iliya always has this affect on me. I wonder if she has the same effect on everyone?

“I don’t either,” I tell her reluctantly. She’s making an effort; it’s the least I can do.

“Then let me fix it.” With a squeeze of my hand, she backs away. “But unfortunately, not now. I’ve got to go.” She tries to grab my ass as I’m turning but instead strokes a hand over my cock. “Wish I didn’t. I miss you.”

I think she means she misses my cock. I don’t mind; my cock misses her, too. This is the longest we’ve gone without having sex.

And I’m still hard from Kenna.

“Have fun at your meeting,” I tell her, not wanting to call attention to my cock, which is slowly rising to attention, despite my best efforts. Being so close to Kenna earlier, talking about Nadine, and now Iliya is making things painful.

Iliya leans up and kisses my lips. “I’ll be home late,” she says. “But maybe if you’re still awake…” Her words trail off suggestively.

“Ok.” I nod and she smiles at me over her shoulder as she leaves.

I wait at the window until I see her car back out of the drive before I run upstairs. With the image of Kenna in my mind, I pull my heavy cock out of my pants.

It would have been so easy to take a moment and fuck Kenna. She was lying there—she wanted me. I smile as I remember how her cries filled the house. Her expression when she came. The way her body felt under my hands. Soft, silky skin. The taste of her lingers on my tongue.

It would have been so easy to fuck her.

I pull on my cock, my grasp firm but not as satisfying as Kenna’s pussy would have been. Or her mouth.

When she took me in her mouth last night, it was obvious she didn’t have a lot experience but that only made it more exciting. That she wanted me, that she wanted to do that to me, something she did so rarely…

It only takes a few strokes before I come into a wad of tissues.

Once the most pressing situation has been taken care of, I head back to the kitchen. It’s been a while since I’ve been home alone and I take full advantage. Turning up the Bluetooth speaker until the cool voice of Drake fills the kitchen, I open a bottle of wine and think of what to cook for dinner.

Then I wonder what Kenna is doing.
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After I finish dinner, instead of settling in to watch television, I open my laptop. And I begin to write. Words begin to flow like water rushing down the drain. With the music still reverberating around the house, the bottle of wine slowly emptying, I write—joyously, blissfully, ecstatically, amazed the block preventing me from creating seems to have vanished.

The story seems to pop into my head, fully formed. A man is shipwrecked, existing alone on an island for years before being rescued by a young woman sailing around the world. She re-introduces him to society, he teaches her about herself. Love, action, terror on the seas—I’m excited. It’s nothing like my first book. That was more literary; this has romance.

I’m still engrossed when Iliya suddenly stands before me. “What are you doing?” she asks loudly over the music. “It’s almost midnight.”

“Just working on something,” I tell her without looking up. I finish my thought and press save. I save it three different places. I have no idea if what I’ve written is any good, but it’s the first thing that’s come out of my head in months and I don’t want to lose it.

“Are you writing?” Iliya is curious, not sharing the amazement I feel. She doesn’t react in a manner fitting to the incredible event that’s happened. My writer’s block is over. Whole paragraphs burst forth of me tonight, characters with ready-made dialogue, a plot that is fascinating, even to me.

I’m writing again.

But Iliya isn’t a writer, and can’t begin to understand.

“Are you going to be up long?” she asks, her tone bordering on sullen.

“I kind of want to finish this chapter,” I admit, refusing to feel guilty. I know Iliya wants me to go to bed, wants to have sex with me. I want this too, but the newfound novelty of writing again wins out. “I shouldn’t be long.”

Iliya nods, looking crestfallen. “I’ll leave you to it, then.”

She doesn’t understand what it was like for me not to be able to write. She’s not creative in that way.

I tell myself that’s the reason for her disappointment and not because she didn’t get her way. Didn’t get to have her way with me.

I’m back on my laptop before she leaves the room. Another page, and another. Iliya turned off the music before she went upstairs and the house is quiet, save the tapping of my fingers flying across the keyboard.

For the first time, I’m not filled with anxiety whether anyone will like it. It’s a story I want to tell. I have no idea if others will want to read it and for the first time, I don’t care.

The freedom from worry is exhilarating.

Another page. The boating accident that leaves my hero stranded on the island.

I’ll have to do some research on deserted islands in the Caribbean. I spent so much time researching my first books—Ancient gods and the powers they wielded so I could compare them to the brilliant minds of Wall Street. This book will be nothing like The Age of Argos.

I wonder if my agent will approve. A few months after I was published, he began asking for the second. Weekly emails, phone calls, that eventually slowed to monthly.

‘How’re you doing? What have you got? Any good ideas you want to talk about?’

I never had anything for him, and the emails became more sporadic.

I really should tell him I’m writing. It’s been at least six months since I’ve had any contact.

But before I send my agent a quick email, I grab my phone that’s been silent for the evening.

​​Are you still up?

Kenna must have the phone beside her again.

​​Just finishing up. Everything ok?

​​Writer’s block seems to be broken! Wrote almost

5 thou words tonight ☺

I’m not one for emojis but I think my news deserves suitable punctuation.

​​That’s amazing!!!!!  So happy for you. What happened?

Not sure. Just sat down and words started coming out.

​​Maybe it was the wine

They say write drunk, edit sober. But I’m sure it’s more

​​than that. When can I read it???? Now?

I smile at Kenna’s demands, at someone who wants to read what I create. Iliya has always supported me, but we both know reading isn’t her thing, especially what and how I write. Kenna will get it.

I stay up another hour until I finish the first three chapters of what I hope will be my next book. I’m exhausted, but still riding the wave of elation as I make my way up to the bedroom.

There, I find a naked Iliya asleep. She left the lamp on my side of the bed one, clearly waiting for me.

The sheet only covers part of her torso. Arms, legs, breasts are uncovered. Her thick hair is tumbled about her head.

She’s so beautiful. In sleep, her face becomes softer, more vulnerable. She looks nothing like a woman who would have multiple lovers.

I have an urge to reach out of touch her breast. Full, luscious breasts.

A sudden, vivid image of my cock between those breasts. Of taking what I want from her.

But that’s not me. I couldn’t use her that way.

That’s what she wants. That’s what you can’t give her.

Telling myself, Iliya is tired, that she needs her sleep, I decide against waking her.
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Wednesday night

Iliya and I aren’t home together until Wednesday evening. She’s working again on Tuesday, and I spent the evening happily ensconced in the new world I’m crafting. I texted Kenna frequently throughout the night with word counts, off-the-wall ideas and asking for suggests for names. She’s so supportive of everything I come up with.

Even though I feel my laptop calling to me, I take the night off on Wednesday. I need time with my wife. She’s made it abundantly clear she wants time with me.

That she wants me. It’s been six days since we’ve last had sex; a normal length of time for most couples but not for someone with Iliya’s heightened sex drive. I’ve often wondered if my wife has a sex addiction. I’ve looked into it but the research I’ve done has never supported that hypothesis. She just likes sex. A lot.

And I like having sex with her.

She slides onto the stool at the kitchen counter as I’m getting dinner ready. I dutifully pour her a glass of wine.

“This is nice,” she murmurs her approval after taking a sip.

“It’s been a while.” I stop myself from reminding her how long it’s been. I turn back to the stove and give the pasta a stir.

“So how was the party?” she asks to fill the sudden silence.

“Mom was pretty happy that I came.” My tone is polite like I’m talking to an acquaintance. Not having a conversation with my wife.

It’s Iliya.

“I’m glad you did. Despite how it came about.” She smiles tentatively. I’m not one to hold a grudge; what Iliya did hurt me, but I have to let it go. Move on. Iliya seems more than ready to.

Of course she is; my wife can’t stand to have anyone angry at her.

“And how was your weekend?” I ask courteously.

“You know most of the details.”

“I don’t know any of the details, actually.” I pause for a moment. “And I’m not sure I want to.”

Iliya looks up and I see the uncertainty in her eyes. Before, she would always tell me what happened when she was with someone else, all the dirty details. It had added a certain something to our sex life. Now, after everything that’s happened, everything I’ve found out, I don’t think I want that added something.

“I don’t think we need that. We’re good on our own,” I tell her firmly.

“We always have been,” Iliya says with a familiar suggestive gleam in her eyes. “Sex has never been our problem.”

I don’t want to correct her. I don’t want to ask, if that’s the case, then why does she feel the need to go elsewhere?

But I don’t say anything because I’d like a nice evening with my wife.

And if I’m being honest, I’d really like to have sex with her.

Iliya slides off the stool and comes to me, wrapping her arms around me from behind. “I’ve missed you.”

“You’ll have to tell me about your meetings.”

“Maybe not right now.” She drops a hand, sliding it provocatively along my cock.

“I am trying to make dinner,” I chide, wondering if the pasta will be ruined if I turn it off now.

“Oh, am I distracting you?” she coos. “I don’t want your pot to boil over.”

“I think I’ve got a couple minutes before I do that,” I chuckle. “But I thought you were hungry?”

“Starved,” she drawls, reaching her hand into my pants, grasping my semi-hard cock. “Why don’t you keep cooking while I take care of this?”

Sliding between me and the stove, Iliya drops to her knees.

“Hang on a second, let me just turn this off,” I laugh, as she unzips my pants.

“Don’t worry about. I’ll deal with you now and you can make it up to me later.” Her hands are busy; no sooner is she finished speaking than my cock is out of my pants. “I did miss this.” With a sigh, she slides me into her mouth.

Thanks to the warm wetness, it takes me about two seconds to grow hard. “I love it when you’re in my mouth when that happens,” she says, licking the tip with cat-like flickers.

“I kind of like it, too,” I tell her in a strangled voice, gripping the spoon tightly as Iliya runs her tongue along the length of my cock. 

“I don’t know why—”

I cut her off before she can finish. I have an idea that she’s going to say something about how she doesn’t know why she needs others, but I don’t want to hear it, especially not right now.

Plus, I really want my cock in her mouth.

I push her head down in the universal signal to suck my dick. Luckily, the act is something Iliya enjoys very much.

So do I.

She takes me deep, as far as I can go, sliding back and forth, her teeth scraping gently along the length. Then she sucks, as hard as she can, the sensation so good it forces me to grab onto the counter for balance.

“Fuck…”

“Later,” Iliya says, the word muffled.

Lips and teeth and tongue, together with the wonderful pressure from the sucking makes it impossible for me to focus on anything else. The pasta water boils over because I forget to stir; I ignore the oven when it beeps to tell me it’s pre-heated.

There’s nothing for me but the feel of Iliya’s mouth.

Then I want more.

The oven can wait; the pasta can sit in the pot. I manage to turn off the burner before I drag a protesting Iliya away from my cock.

“But, I want to…”

“But this is what I want.” I glance around the kitchen, my eyes falling on the table by the window. “Get on the table.”

With a smile of excitement on her face, Iliya does as I ask.

The kitchen looks out to the backyard. I switch off one set of lights so the room is dimly lit, and might prevent anyone outside from watching.

After what Iliya told me about peeking in at Kenna’s, I don’t put it past people to be voyeurs.

Iliya sits primly on the edge of the table with her panties already off. I push her backward and yank her legs straight up. Without missing a beat, I plunge inside her.

She’s wet and ready.

“Oh, god,” Iliya gasps, as I thrust hard into her. “This is…so…much better. I like…doing that…but this? So good.”

I have to agree. I like a good blowjob as much as the next guy—and my wife has given me some very good ones—but there’s nothing like a good fuck.

Iliya holds her legs up as I peer around to watch her breasts jiggle and shake from the force of my thrusts. In and out, harder and faster…I shouldn’t have let her suck me for that long. It felt good but now this is going to be so quick. Iliya’s pussy is tight around my cock, her cries announcing she’s enjoying it as much as I am.

This is worth dinner being ruined.

“Harder, please,” she begs. “More…oh, god this is good!”

I can’t tell if she’s close. Reaching around to finger her clit, I’m stopped by her own hand. “Let me,” she gasps. She circles her clit, rubbing frantically as my thrusts increase. “Just fuck me. That’s all I want.”

I fuck her. It takes a phenomenal amount of control not to come, but I wait, impatiently, until Iliya gives a strangled scream as she comes. And only then do I explode inside her.

I hug her legs to me before pulling out.

“It’s so good with you,” she says, almost sadly. “I’m sorry if I’ve ever made you feel like you aren’t enough for me.”

“Why do you say that?” I demand sharply, back away and pulling up my pants. I’ve always kept those insecurities to myself.

“Because I think I have.” She sits up, remorse filling her exotic eyes. She’s so beautiful, with her lion’s mane of hair. Her curves, her breasts, that mouth. I’ve never seen anyone like her.

There’s no one like her. No one who could ever make me feel like she does.

Both good and bad.

I pick her panties from the floor. “I’m going to finish dinner, if you’re okay with that,” I tell her gruffly, heading back to the stove. I wish she hadn’t said that.

“Friday night will be fun,” she calls after me. “Whatever makes you happy, Del.”
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The next morning I go for a long run before school. Iliya is still asleep when I leave. I have no idea if she’s walking with Jane and Kenna this morning.

Has it only been a few weeks since Iliya first brought Kenna by to meet me? I remember that first morning well.

“Del, this is Kenna,” Iliya introduced her, drawing my attention away from Jane. “I told you all about her.”

Our eyes meet and hold as Kenna took my out-stretched hand. My first thought was that Kenna was cute; attractive, pretty but in a hated-being-the-centre-of-attention type of way. She seemed nervous around me. Maybe she was like that with everyone.

But I saw the appeal. She was smart, shy, but there was a hint of humour underneath. The tattoo told me she had an adventurous side.

I wasn’t sure if the adventurous side was big enough for what Iliya had in mind for her.

“Ili tells me you’re an author.” The way she looked at me with those green eyes warms something inside me.

“I—no, but I guess…yes,” she stammered, almost like she was as affected by me as I was of her. And she didn’t even know what Iliya had in mind for her. I had to look at her and wonder—“I mean, I write kids books.”

“That makes you an author.” I held her gaze until she gasped.

“Author! Aren’t you—oh, my god, are you, I think—Delancey Ecker? You won the Giller prize a few years ago for The Age of Argos.” Her face was flaming, making her appear vulnerable and very cute.

“Really?”

“You’re not him?” An expression of terror crossed her face. She tried to step back but I found I still held her hand.

“I am.” Smiling from her confusion, I needed to let her off the hook. “But no one ever recognizes me.”

“They do, too,” Iliya cut in.

I glanced ruefully at my wife. “If I’m with my book. There aren’t any books here.”

“I love you,” Kenna gush, surprising all of us with her outburst. “I mean, I love your book! I love reading your book. It’s so beautiful. The way you used the mythical creatures to describe the culture of Wall Street in the 90s—I thought it was absolutely brilliant. Comparing Zeus and the other Olympians gods to the power brokers—the way you created the character of Ansel Acker as Hades, showing how his downfall was the fault of his brother’s arrogance and his reluctance to step forward was…” She finally trailed off. The quiet chirping of birds broke the silence as Iliya and Jane stared open mouthed at her. “I really liked it.”

I think that was when I began to fall for her.

“Well, we know what gets her excited now, don’t we?” Jane said, sotto voce to Iliya. “So, it sounds like you read Del’s book?” she asked Kenna in a teasing voice.

Even though I knew Jane meant no harm, I felt the need to protect Kenna from the teasing. She seemed so delicate, vulnerable.

“Kenna recently joined the inked club.” Iliya changed the subject before I could say anything.

“You’re just jealous because you wouldn’t be able to stand the pain,” I gave Iliya a taste of my own teasing. “What did you get?”

“Um…”

“Too private?”

“Go on, show him,” Jane suggested. “Del’s a big boy. It’s nothing he hasn’t seen before.”

“He hasn’t seen me yet,” Kenna said faintly.

If I didn’t already have the urge to see, I did now. “Yet. Sounds promising.”

“It’s not—here.” She gave a quick tug of her pants and my mouth drops at the sight of the pale skin. At that moment, I really didn’t care about the tattoo. Her hip, so slender, perfect to hold in my hand as I-

“Hold on.” I took the edge of her jacket and shirt and folded it up, brushing that pearly pink skin with my fingertips and sending goose bumps skittering across the exposed flesh. “Looks good. What does it mean?”

Kenna swallowed. “Touch.”

Because of the early hour, I stay on the road as I run, my mind busy with questions and concerns. Am I doing the right thing? Should I really be insisting on involving Kenna into my marriage?

Iliya and I are—happy? I always thought so, but after she lied to me, it seems like cracks have begun to appear in what I always thought of as our unbreakable wall. Her one decision, her moment of selfishness, has made me question almost everything about her.

I thought last night would help. An evening together; me making her dinner, her interrupting me with kitchen sex—it was like nothing had happened.

But it had, and Iliya’s comment after the sex really threw me.

I’m sorry if I’ve ever made you feel like you aren’t enough for me.

I had spent our whole marriage thinking that. And before that, my marriage to Alicia. I like to think of myself as a man with a healthy ego but that is the one thing I’ve always been insecure about. Am I good enough for Iliya? Am I enough for her.

It was obvious I wasn’t enough for Alicia.

I have no idea what it would be like to be with a woman who wanted only me. Does Kenna? She told me Aidan didn’t mean anything, but with my track record, I have to wonder.

Now you’re feeling sorry for yourself, bro.

At that moment, I step in a puddle. Muddy water drenches my shoe.

“That’ll teach me,” I mutter, slowing my pace so I can scrape off some the mud caught in the treads.

I had no reason to feel sorry for myself. I have a beautiful wife with a higher-than-usual sex drive. I had another adorable woman willing to be my girlfriend, willing to have threesomes with me and my wife. What other man has all this?

I lose track of how many miles I run. My head slowly clears, losing some of my doubts.

I never realized how much damage Alicia’s infidelities did to me. Or Iliya’s extra-curricular activities. 

What if it can really be just us? Me and Iliya…

What about Kenna? She’s been through a lot with us in the last few weeks. I can’t forget about that. I feel responsible for her now.

I don’t want to leave her out.

I love my wife, but what about Kenna? I’m excited when I know I’m going to see her. Even talking to her makes me happy. I think she’s beautiful, smart, sexy…but more than that, I think she’s a good person. That’s what hurt me the most about her and Iliya, I suddenly realize. Not that Iliya lied to me, but because Kenna did. I would never have expected that.

I care about her. I’ve got a huge crush on her. Anything more—I can’t be sure yet.

With the sun moving higher in the sky, I head home, moving quicker despite the tired muscles. I have a bad feeling I’ve stayed out too long. I don’t want to be late for work.

I still have to set up with the office to have Kenna visit the classroom, I remind myself.

When I turn onto our street, I’m pleased to see three figures walking towards me. I couldn’t have planned this better if I’d tried. My eyes follow Kenna’s progress along the sidewalk, glad she can’t yet see how I’m ogling her.

It wouldn’t be good for Iliya or Jane to see, either.

“You shouldn’t run, Del,” Jane tells me as soon as I’m within earshot.

I slow to a walk, breathing heavily. “Why not? Should I just sit around and drink coffee like you, ladies?” I shoot back with a grin.

“We had a good walk,” Iliya protests.

“I’m drinking tea,” Kenna reminds me in a quiet voice. My heart literally skips a beat when I look at her. The way she smiles at me, how her eyes twinkle with pleasure.

I make her look that happy.

If I had a mirror, I’d say I have an equally happy expression on my face.

“So, Jane, why shouldn’t I run?” I tear myself away from Kenna with a great deal of difficulty. I want to talk to her, only her. I want to spend the day with her. I want to tell her all about my writing and hear about hers. I want to—

“Because you’re so gosh darn sexy, even in sweaty, smelly workout clothes!” Jane cries with mock horror. “Iliya, how do you deal with living with him, looking like that?”

“It can be a chore,” Iliya says in a wry voice, and Jane laughs. I’m happy that Kenna joins in. Unlike that first morning, she looks perfectly comfortable with me now.

I would hope so, after Monday. And Sunday night…

“You’re so good for my ego, Jane,” I tell her. She has no idea that I’m serious. “If I wasn’t so sweaty and smelly, I’d give you a hug.”

“Rain check?” she asks hopefully.

I laugh as I say good-bye, leaving them chatting on the sidewalk. I can feel Kenna’s eyes on my back as I walk away. It takes everything I have not to turn and smile at her.

There’s a text waiting for me when I get out of the shower.

​​You did look verrry sexy! Can’t wait til tomorrow.

I can’t hide my smile.

​​Me neither

Does this mean I’m in love with her? Because I’ve never felt this way about Amy, even at the beginning.

But what will this do to the cracks in my marriage?
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Friday night

After the slowest twenty-four hours in history, Friday night finally arrives.

“Come in.” I open the door wide for Kenna. “You look pretty.” She’s wearing a simple blue sundress with a sweater; cool for the early May evening but very flattering to her long, slender figure. My eyes instinctively drop to her breasts.

The chill in the air helps show me she’s not wearing a bra.

“I wasn’t sure what the dress code was,” Kenna says, her lips twitching in a way that indicates she realizes the irony of her comment. She pulls her sweater around her when she notices where I’m staring.

“That’s perfect.” I lean close enough for my lips to brush her ear. “I can’t wait to take it off.”

Her face reddens as she smiles shyly at me.

“Let’s get you some wine,” I offer, taking her by the hand.

“I think could use some wine. Maybe a lot of wine.”

“Don’t be nervous.”

“Easy for you to say. Do you know how many rules and different protocols there are for a situation like this?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I looked it up on-line. Hi,” she says to Iliya who is pouring large glasses of wine for us. Iliya didn’t want a meal—said she wouldn’t feel sexy with a full stomach—so I arranged a cheese platter with some fruit.

“What did you look up?” Iliya wants to know.

“Stuff about threesomes,” Kenna says hesitantly.

“Like positions and stuff?”

“No!” Her response is so vehement that I instantly know Kenna’s been watching threesome porn. Good to know. I file the information away for a later use. “Rules and protocol and etiquette. There’s a lot out there on the subject.”

“I had no idea.”

“You’re supposed to come up with rules and a plan of action,” Kenna explains as Iliya passes her a glass. Based on the quickness of her words, I’d say Kenna is more nervous than she’s letting on. But I’m surprised to discover that I am too. Even though I’ve down this before, it’s not the same. It wasn’t with her. Amy wasn’t Kenna.

“You need talk about boundaries,” Kenna is saying. “Just because she lets you do something, doesn’t mean I’m going to let you do the same things.”

“What kind of things?” Iliya asks in an innocent voice. When Kenna’s eyes drop to the floor and a tell-tale flush begins to rise, Iliya winks at me.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” I promise. “Neither one of you. And that goes for me, too. If I really can’t handle you both groping me, I’m going to tell you to stop!”

A pause and then Kenna gives a burst of started laughter when she realizes I’m joking. “Like I would ever tell you to stop anything. So, what else did you find out?”

“There are the safety concerns,” Kenna continues with a glance at Iliya. “I’m supposed to make sure I feel respected because I’m on your turf—”

“We’ll still respect you in the morning,” I assure her with a grin, tapping her glass with my own. I expected the shy, retiring type tonight. I thought Kenna would need persuading; I thought she’d need to be wooed. I had no idea a walking, talking encyclopedia of threesome etiquette would show up.

I like this side of Kenna. It’s cute.

“I still want to know what you aren’t going to let him do?” Iliya wonders.

“I—I have no idea,” Kenna says in bewilderment. “What do you usually do?”

“Nothing that would scare you,” I assure her, shooting a frown at a smirking Iliya. “What else did you find out?”

“There’s the whole question about what to do when you’re on deck.”

“On dick?” Iliya parrots.

“When you’re not…actively involved,” she explains. “Contact is still good, apparently.”

“It always is.” To prove her point, Iliya steps over and kisses Kenna on the lips. Slow and lingering with the only thing touching being their lips. Iliya finally pulls away with a satisfied smile on her face, leaving me already rock hard. “Anything else you were reading about?”

“What to do when it’s over,” Kenna whispers. Her eyes flick to me like she’s wondering how I’m reacting to the kiss. I rub her back between her shoulder blades and feel her relax.

“Go to sleep,” I tell her. “I guess I should have told you to be ready for a sleepover. There’s no way I’m letting you walk home after…whatever happens.”

“So what’s going to happen?”

***

When we finally head to the bedroom, I suspect Kenna might be feeling the effects of the wine. She drank three glasses in quick succession, and knowing her eating habits, probably has nothing on her stomach. It will be better for her if she’s relaxed. She looks less tense than she did when she first got here. I thought she would run out the door when Iliya kissed her.

For the first time, I wonder if Iliya was right. Maybe it’s a good thing that Kenna knows what to expect.

I have no idea what to expect.

Threesomes, seeing two women together, are every guy’s fantasy. Having Amy involved with us meant my dreams came true fairly often. It got to be a common occurrence, which never lessened the excitement. Sometimes Iliya and Amy would ignore me, letting me watch as they played together. Sometimes they would concentrate on me. And sometimes we would all play together.

I have no idea what Kenna will want. What she’ll feel comfortable with. What I’ll feel comfortable with, because right now, I feel like a fifteen-year-old virgin face to face with his first set of naked tits.

“Just relax,” Iliya soothes as she helps Kenna undress. “We won’t do anything you don’t want to do.”

“We can just cuddle,” I suggest, desperate to put Kenna at ease.

That comment seems to work. Both Kenna and Iliya look at me like I’m an idiot. “We haven’t gone through all of this just to cuddle,” Iliya says scornfully.

“No, we haven’t,” Kenna adds, with a new sternness to her voice.

“Okay.” I raise my hands meekly, which makes Kenna smile. “No cuddling.”

“Maybe after,” Kenna offers. She holds my gaze, smiling at me with those green eyes. I can see excitement slowly begin to replace her nervousness and I want nothing more than to take her in my arms.

But Iliya gets there first.

“Del can watch for a bit,” Iliya says softly, turning Kenna to face her. She traces Kenna’s wide mouth with a finger and Kenna sucks in her breath.

My heart stops as Iliya kisses her again.

After a moment, Iliya pulls Kenna to her knees in the middle of the big bed and presses Kenna’s slender body against her curves. Even though I want nothing more than to dive in the middle of the two of them, I do as Iliya asks and watch, reveling in the sight of two beautiful women clearly enjoying each other.

They couldn’t look any more different. The nipples on Iliya’s full, pillowy breasts brush against Kenna’s tiny buds. A perfect handful.

I know that from experience.     

Kenna is long and lean, a few inches taller than Iliya, but Iliya’s curves more than make up for what she lacks in height. Her hips…her ass… the slightest hint of a belly.

My cock is rock hard now. I realize I’m holding my breath and let it out with a huff. This is every man’s dream and it’s happening to me, right now.

They kiss for long minutes and I watch, getting more and more excited. I finally can’t take it any longer. Pulling off my clothes with increasing haste, I kneel beside them on the bed, one hand on each of their backs.

“Your turn,” Iliya says, pulling her mouth away from Kenna. As soon as she does, I kiss Kenna, feeling her mouth respond to mine, feeling her body relax.

This is why I wanted this.

As I continue to kiss Kenna, unable to get enough of her lips, I feel hands on my back, my waist, and the feel of a body pressed against me. Hands stroke my cock.

Kenna’s hands are on my waist, my hands are full of Kenna’s breasts as I pull away and kiss my wife.

Threesomes are like a dance. The best ones require some choreography.

When Iliya drops onto the bed and takes my cock into her eager mouth, I grasp Kenna around the waist and lean over her breasts. So bright and beautiful; so responsive to my touch. I find her nipple with my lips and hear the intake of breath.

That may be because Iliya’s hand is between her legs.

I lick and suck and tease her nipples with my teeth. One of my hands cupped a breast, the other wanders over her body—her slim waist, the faint curve of her hips, her firm backside.

We stay that way, entwined in an embrace until Kenna’s moans become louder and I become worried that I may be the reason the fun ends too soon. I push Iliya away from my cock, turning to nuzzle her breasts as she kneels beside me.

“I want to lick her pussy,” she says in a breathy voice. “I want you to watch while I make her come.”

I back away as Iliya lies Kenna on the bed, against the pillows, leaning over her while she kisses her. I’ll never get tired of watching two women kiss. Lips and tongue, hands caressing, soft sounds of breathing, of cries deep in their throat they can’t control.

Iliya’s hands wander down Kenna’s body; touching breasts, her flat stomach, everywhere she can reach until Kenna spreads her legs, obviously wanting her touch. I stop myself from wondering what else the two of them have experienced together, and just watch my wife crouch over Kenna, spreading her legs even wider with soft hands, stroking her with strong fingers.

Kenna cries out when Iliya touches her mouth between her legs.

I watch as Iliya uses her tongue to explore, her fingers to plunder. Kenna’s legs are wide open, her inhibitions vanishing with Iliya’s touch. I watch Kenna’s expressions—her eyes closed, face contorting with pleasure. Cries and gasps as Iliya increases her touch.

Kenna arches off the bed as Iliya sucks her clit.

I move closer, my hand burrowing between Iliya’s legs, finding her wet and wanting. She moans in appreciation, the sound no doubt sending vibrations against Kenna’s pussy.

“Kenna.” Iliya doesn’t lift her head as she instructs her. “Suck his cock.”

To my delight, Kenna obeys and reaches for me. I move closer, my hand fingers still playing with Iliya as Kenna’s lips toy with the tip of my cock.

The feel of the hot wetness makes me groan as she takes me in her mouth. Kenna slides her mouth up and down my shaft, her pleasure at what Iliya is doing making her cry out around my cock. The sensations are almost unbearable and I grasp the top of her head. “Fuck, that feels good.”

Iliya lifts her head, her fingers disappearing into Kenna’s pussy. I watch in fascination, able to feel how much Kenna enjoys it. My fingers mirror what Iliya is doing—I thrust into Iliya, feeling her muscles grip me.

From the other night, I can tell she’s going to come soon.

Kenna comes first, with a cry muffled by my cock.

I practically come on the spot.

“Del, your turn. Lay on the bed,” Iliya orders. She pulls me down the bed so I’m laying flat on my back, my cock hard and standing at attention. “Kenna, with me.”

Iliya takes control, which is her usual role, but I’m surprised how eager and willing Kenna is. I thought she might-

Any thoughts vanish because there are two tongues on my cock.

Two mouths on my cock, one after the other, taking me in their warm mouths. 

Eventually, I can’t tell them apart. I lie back against the pillows and close my eyes.

One uses her tongue as she slides her mouth down the length of me, twirling my tip. The other sucks as hard as she can so it feels like I’m being drawn in before she takes the entire length of me in her mouth.

One uses teeth. 

One licks my tip like it’s her favourite lollipop.

Wet mouths, warm breaths, low murmurs I can’t understand. 

And then they stop, just before I lose control.

“Not yet,” Iliya murmurs, knowing how close I am. “We’re not finished yet.”

She crawls up the bed, giving me another kiss before crouching over me, lowering herself onto my waiting tongue. I steady her, catching the backs of her legs and thrust my tongue into her wetness. Her low moan tells me it’s exactly what she wants. 

I concentrate on tonguing Iliya; running my tongue through her cleft, tasting her wetness and hearing her gasps and moans and feeling her shivers as I reach her clit.

“I guess this means you’re on deck, Kenna,” Iliya says in a low voice, her laugh interrupted by a gasp as I suck her clit. “Or you could be on a dick?”

I’m sucking her clit between flickers of my tongue when my cock is caught inside something wonderfully warm and wet as Kenna lowers herself onto me.

For a moment, I lose my focus as Kenna begins to move. Up and down, riding the length of me, her hands braced on my chest. Harder and faster, lifting herself so that only my tip is inside her, before slamming back down.

She’s taking what she wants from me.

I think the question of whether Kenna is adventurous enough for us has been answered.

Being inside Kenna feels so good, I’m having difficulty focusing on Iliya, but her cries and moans bring my attention back to her pussy. I find the rhythm she wants—lots of tonguing her clit, circle, and suck, with some forays inside her. I can tell she’s getting close from the sound of her cries. Kenna’s moans join in as she rides me.

I’m not going to be able to take much longer.

I maneuver my hand between Iliya’s legs and thrust two fingers into her pussy as I suck her clit, which sends her over the edge. Her cries are muffled by her shaking legs as she rocks above me.

As Iliya climbs off me, I’m faced with the sight of Kenna riding me with a fierce determination. I grasp her hips and thrust upward with everything I have.

“Oh, god,” she cries loudly.

Iliya puts her hand on Kenna’s pussy and rubs her clit as I continue to drive upward.

“Use your words, Kenna,” Iliya instructs. “Tell me what you want.”

“That’s it,” Kenna moans. “Just like that…Iliya, please! Don’t stop! Del!”

I feel her pussy contract around me, as she comes.

“Get off of him,” Iliya demands, even before Kenna’s climax is finished. “I need him to fuck me, too. Lie down on the bed, Kenna. Like before.”

Kenna scrambles off. Even before her head hits the pillow, Iliya is on all fours, her mouth between Kenna's legs, leaving her ass open for me.

“Del, I need you to fuck me,” she commands. I move behind Iliya. Slipping on a fresh condom before plunging into Iliya, I take a moment to watch Kenna’s face.

“Fuck me, hard,” Iliya groans and I thrust into her roughly, reminded of the other night, how she cried out as I fucked her relentlessly, with no thought for her pleasure.

She likes it hard and rough. She likes it when I’m mean.

So I fuck her hard, my fingers gripping her hips tightly and she cries out, her mouth still against Kenna’s pussy.

I do everything I can not to come—recite the alphabet, think of my third-grade teacher—and reach around to rub Iliya’s clit. I can tell from Iliya’s muffled groans that she’s close, and then, by the way her body is responding, that it will be quicker than expected.

But once again, Kenna comes first, her body arching, a shrill scream escaping as she climaxes again.

I don’t know if I’ve ever seen anything more beautiful.

Iliya comes a moment later, her muscles squeezing, and I finally let go of my restraint and explode with a groan.

The room is quiet as we catch our breath.

“That went better than expected,” Iliya says as she climbs off the bed.

“You okay?” I ask Kenna.

“I—yeah.” She gives me a shaky smile. “Pretty good.”

“You were,” I tell her in a low voice.

We take turns in the washroom, make awkward conversation. This part will get better. Even though the sex is over, I can tell Kenna is uncomfortable. If she thought she could get out of the house, I’m sure she’d run home.

But I want her to stay. I’m surprised how much I want it.

“And this is the part where we go to sleep,” I tell Kenna a few minutes later. I settle in the middle of the bed, kiss both Kenna and Iliya good-night, before I take Kenna in my arms.

Sleep comes quickly but not before I have a few moments of enjoyment of holding the slender body close to me, cradled in my arms.
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Saturday afternoon

I would have been happy to have Kenna stay the entire weekend, but she leaves after we finish brunch. I like how she stays in the kitchen, helping me make the French toast and sausages.

“Are you okay?” I ask in a low voice as she’s leaving. I hear Iliya’s footsteps coming to say good-bye.

“I—sure,” she says, without looking me in the eyes.

“What’s the matter?”

“Iliya seems weird,” she mouths as Iliya comes closer.

I mask my expression of confusion as I turn towards my wife. It’s true she had been quiet this morning, sleeping late after Kenna and I woke. I had thought we might play again, but for once, Iliya wasn’t in the mood.

That should have announced something is bothering her.

We stand together in the doorway, watching Kenna walk away. “What’s wrong?” I ask, waving to Kenna.

“You slept with her.”

“So did you.” I point out the obvious.

“You held her in your arms. All night.” Her tone is more disappointed than accusatory,

“I guess I did. So? Does that bother you?”

“You never did that with Amy.”

I look over. Iliya’s eyes are red like she’s about the cry. “I don’t understand, Iliya. What’s wrong?”

“You’ve never done that before.”

“Ok?”

“You held her all night. Her, not me. You’ve never done that before.”

“You said that. Iliya, what’s the matter?” I back inside the house after Kenna disappears from view. When I shut the door and turn, Iliya seems to shrink before me.

“I can’t do this.”

“Can’t do what—Kenna? What happened?”

Without another word, Iliya heads back into the kitchen. Kenna had insisted on helping me clean up after we ate. I didn’t want to mention it was her fault that we had made such a mess in the first place, but it was fun watching her do dishes.

I find that it’s fun watching her do anything.

Iliya doesn’t say anything as she pours a mug of coffee for herself. The cup is her favourite; the one with the Eiffel Tower on the side.

I’ve never been to Paris with her.

“I was awake all night,” Iliya says finally. “Watching the two of you.”

“Iliya, I didn’t mean—”

“I didn’t think it would hurt so much watching you. The way you held her, the way you fucked her. You’ve never been that way with me.”

“You told me you wanted it rough!”

“Tender. You were tender with her. You were never that way with Amy.”

I throw up my hands. “What does that mean?”

“It means, I can tell things are different with Kenna. It’s so obvious you’re in love with you.”

“I—” I can’t deny it. I don’t think I’m ready to confirm it, but I can’t tell her, no, I’m not in love with Kenna. Because if I’m not, I think I might be, someday soon.

“Don’t deny it,” Iliya says softly.

“I don’t know how I feel about her,” I tell her truthfully.

“Well, I do.” She laughs suddenly. The sound is harsh. “I honestly don’t know how you stand it. Knowing I’m with other people. William…”

“Are you in love with him?” I demand.

“I’ve been fucking him for almost twenty years,” she says wryly. “I think we’ve moved past the just friends part.”

I put a hand on the counter to steady myself. “What are you trying to say, Iliya? You say you can’t do this, you talk about William…”

“This has nothing to do with William.”

“What does it have to do with anything? I’m confused. We had a threesome with a woman you practically pushed on me—did you not enjoy it? Is she suddenly not your type?”

Iliya holds her cup with two hands and sighs deeply like she’s inhaling the aroma of the coffee. “I’m trying to find the courage to do the least selfish thing in my whole life. I’m trying to let you go.”

“Go where? What are you talking about?”

“You’ve told me I’m selfish, and I am. Everyone who knows me says I am. I don’t know how you put up with me for so long.”

“I love you, Iliya. You know that.”

“I do.” Another deep sigh. “And I love you, more that you’ll ever realize. You were the best thing that ever happened to me, Del.”

“Were? Why past tense?” A strange sensation rushes over me—fear and dread, but also, although I hate to admit it, relief. It’s like I expect her next words.

“You’re better off without me,” she says sadly.

“What if I don’t want to be without you?”

“But what if you do and you’re too good to tell me. I see you with Kenna—Del, the two of you are perfect together. You have the same interests, you’re both such good people.”

“You’re good people. Ili, I don’t know where this is coming from.”

“It’s coming from my heart,” she tells me simply. I’ve never heard her sound so sad. “Because I’m tired of hurting you. I already know Kenna won’t be enough for me. She’s sweet and sexy, but she’s too—I don’t know, too vanilla for me.”

“I thought that was the reason for the test drive,” I say bitterly. “Didn’t that tell you enough?”

“I was trying to make her into Amy. Those times, they were good. Fun. But then I was with Amy, and when I go back to Kenna…” She looks at me, tears filling her cognac coloured eyes. “It’s no good, Del. It won’t ever be. Maybe for a few weeks, but I know I’ll do something to hurt both of you and I really don’t want that. I’ve done enough, especially to you. It’s time for that to stop.”

“Then stop it! Stop with the other men. Give up this William.” I grab her by the shoulders, fighting the urge to shake her. What is she saying? “Iliya, I don’t understand.”

“I’m trying to do the right thing. I’m leaving you, Del. Go to Kenna, be happy together. You have my blessing.”

I stare aghast as she walks away from me.

And then I think about Kenna.
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Epilogue

Two months later…

“That went well,” I tell Kenna as my class fills out into the hall. Almost every one of the students made a point of coming up to Kenna and saying something, whether that they enjoying her talk, or how a little brother or sister had one of her books. She had stopped blushing about halfway through her presentation but her face still bore a bright pink glow. “I never expected to take so long to get you in here.” It’s the end of June; school is over in less than a week.

“You’ve had a lot going on,” Kenna says sympathetically.

Iliya left me the day after her selfless sacrifice, as she liked to call it. I call it unnecessary until I remember it allows me to be with Kenna.

I’m with Kenna now.

We’re taking it slow. Lots of dinners and movies. We talk about everything. We go on dates. The sex is fantastic, but I held off as long as I could, feeling she might think I was using her as a rebound relationship.

Kenna seduced me three weeks after Iliya left. She said I had suffered enough. Her argument was, why deny ourselves the pleasure when Iliya obviously approved. At the end, I had to agree.

Iliya is now living with William. She still keeps in touch with Kenna, ironically. It sounds like she’s happy. Sometimes I worry about her, though.

I sling my arm around Kenna’s shoulders. “So, want to go get a beer to celebrate?” I still meet Bruce for a drink at the pub close by, but Amy no longer works there. I’m not sure where she is, nor do I want to find out. I think it’s a bad idea to have anything to do with Amy.

Things are good. I feel healthy and happy. I miss a lot of things about Iliya but not the mind games. Not the feeling I was never good enough for her. Things are progressing well with Kenna. I’m happy.

“I’ll go with you, but I don’t think I’ll be having a beer for a while,” Kenna tells me with a twinkle in her eyes. “I was going to tell you tonight but -”

“What?” I shout. The way she stands with her hand on her stomach...

“There’s no pressure,” she says quickly, taking my shock for something it isn’t. “I didn’t mean for it to happen, but I’m okay with it and I can do it on my own. We’ve never talked about children—we’ve never had time. This is so early and -”

“When?” My voice chokes and tears threaten.

“That first time. I think. It’s the only time we didn’t use anything and…” She opens her mouth to continue but I gently slap my fingers across her lips.

“Don’t you dare say you’re sorry.”

“I don’t want to think I’m trying to trap you?” Her lips move beneath my fingers and I lean down to kiss her quiet.

“Why would I think that? And why would I care? You’re going to have a baby—my baby?” I have a moment of incredulity, of fear when I remember Aidan. I know she hasn’t seen him but there had been that one night…I don’t want to doubt her but…

“Your baby,” she confirms. “Definitely yours.” 

I catch her in an embrace, spinning her around, listening to her laugh. I’ve never felt so happy.

The End
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If you liked Touch—The Collection, please leave a review!

Reviews are so important to indie authors.
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Want more?

Join my mailing list!

If you liked Touch—The Collection, then I can’t wait until you try some of my other books!

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!
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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.
And in The Wet One, co-written by Anna Ellis and Holly Kerr, Liam has no idea he's Aubrey's office crush - or does he? 

Sign-up and get to know me!

Here.

www.annaellis.ca
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I hope you’ve enjoyed my Touch series.

Embrace—Del’s story, is the ninth and final book. I never expected to write a nine-book series, but I hope you’ve enjoyed the ride as much as I have. I loved writing about Kenna, Del and Iliya, digging deeper into their characters.

Btw, Del is my favourite character!

If you want to find out what happens to Iliya, she appears in another one of my series, Adults Only. Iliya’s story continues in Late Checkout, the third in the series.

Thanks so much for sticking with me. I love my readers and I love your support. I’d love to hear from you—visit my website and let me know you finished and what you think. And sign up for my newsletter Here. to get all the info on what’s coming, and what’s going on.

And leave a review where ever you bought this! It’s so important for authors to have reviews!

Love to you all,

Anna

xo

www.AnnaEllis.ca
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About the Author

Anna Ellis likes to writes about happily married couples having sex with other happily married couples. There's no werewolves or vampires, shapeshifters or tentacles involved - just good, old-fashioned sex. And maybe a little tying up. Or a spanking or two. 

In the Husbands and Wives series, follow new neighbours Jacey and Dominic as they learn to navigate the slippery sidewalks of suburban swinger lifestyle. Being a good neighbour has never been so much fun! 

Her series, One, returns to the swinger lifestyle with three married couples looking to spice up their marriages. 

Her Office Plays series takes you to the workplace to meet the most excitable group of office employees you would ever want to work with. They give coffee breaks a new meaning. 

The series Touch is an unconventional love story about a woman who falls in love with a man...and his wife. All nine books are available now, Touch, Caress, and Embrace. Each has three separate points of view from Kenna, Iliya, and Del. 

Adults Only follows Morena and Lorde, who run a B&B especially for swingers. The four book series includes characters from other series—Jacey and Dominic from Husbands and Wives, Callie, from Office Plays, and Iliya from Touch. While you don’t need to read the other series first, it would improve your pleasure! 

And her latest series, Fantasies Book Club, brings back a few favourites as a book club reads dirty stories that seem to mirror their own lives. 

Anna also writes women's fiction/chick lit under the name Holly Kerr. If you're looking for something a little less steamy (but still hot!) check out her books. 

Visit Anna at www.annaellis.ca or Facebook 

Or visit Holly at www.hollykerr.ca/ 

They'd love to hear from you!! 

Happy Reading!
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