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WEDDING JITTERS

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Joyce Ross was having a facial. Cucumbers covered her eyes. Meditation music played in the background. She went to the spa instead of having lunch when her nerves were high. Joyce was getting married in two weeks. As much as she loved her fiancé, Kyle, she couldn’t help but feel jitters as the wedding day approached.

Her life had taken many twists and turns to land at a spa in Carmel, Illinois. Joyce was from Venezuela. She was a former pageant queen who had turned her hand to selling houses in America. She’d gotten her start in Miami, where she met Kyle while he was on a work trip. When she wasn’t selling houses in the Sunshine State, she used to model bikinis.

Despite the pushback she received at the beginning of her beauty career for being a trans woman, Joyce had climbed the ranks and reached the highest of highs. People told her she could never succeed, and she proved her haters wrong at every turn. Joyce would never give up on herself, her beauty, or her future.

Kyle loved Joyce more than any boyfriend she’d ever had before, but there were obstacles in every relationship. Joyce had never been married, but it would be Kyle’s second marriage. He had two children from a previous marriage. As much as Joyce loved Kyle, she wasn’t sure she could handle the stress of becoming an official stepmother. There was also the problem of Kyle’s ex-wife, Mary.

All these issues led to Joyce spending the day at the spa instead of having lunch with a client. She had plenty on her plate, and it was becoming impossible to concentrate with all the baggage Kyle was bringing into Joyce’s life. She needed to hit the pause button to take a break from life. The wedding was quickly approaching. Joyce felt an itch to leave every time her eyes popped open in the morning. She knew it was terrible to think about leaving the man who loved her more than any had before, but marrying him would forever change Joyce’s life.

Joyce loved Kyle’s children, Diana and Steven, but their mother, Mary, made Joyce question if going through with the wedding was the best idea. Joyce had a fabulous life before she met Kyle. He showered Joyce with love and affection, but marriage meant a lot to Kyle. It meant accepting his family. It meant blending with his past.

There was only so much that Joyce could accept for love.

“How is your face feeling?” Viola said. She came over and removed the cucumbers from Joyce’s face.

“Tighter. Do I have to go already?”

Viola, a spa worker, offered Joyce a pity smile. There was another client waiting, so Joyce would have to leave. Voila couldn’t let her lie there all day. Joyce savored the last few minutes as Viola cleaned Joyce’s face. She thought of how busy the rest of her day would be, grateful for something to distract her from the panic that filled her when she thought about how much her life would differ after the wedding.

Joyce paid and went out to her car several minutes later. She drove across Carmel to meet her colleague Thomas at a café. Thomas was sitting with a stack of papers in front of him when Joyce walked through the door. He waved. Joyce went to join him after grabbing a beverage. She was feeling like an iced green tea that day.

Thomas stood and kissed Joyce on one cheek before she took a seat across from him. “You’re glowing. What did you do?”

“I just had a facial,” she said. Thomas grinned at Joyce like a dirty thought was going through his mind. Thomas had made more than one advance at Joyce since they started working together. Nothing stopped him from hitting on her, not even when she told him she had a dick. It was a fact that had turned away some men in her past, but Thomas didn’t seem to mind. Kyle didn’t mind at all. He loved her dick, worshipping it at times. Kyle’s acceptance was one reason Joyce could never imagine giving up on what they had.

“You look fantastic,” Thomas said as his gaze lingered on Joyce’s chest.

She had learned to ignore Thomas’ blatant stares. If it weren’t for their close working relationship, she would have nothing to do with the man. If it weren’t for all the money they made together, she would kick his backside from the top of the stairs and watch him tumble to the bottom.

“What did you have to show me, Thomas? Stop wasting my time with inappropriate comments.”

Thomas grunted as he reached for a folder by his side. He pulled out information about a lead their boss, Margaret, had sent. She wanted them to work together on the listing if the owners even agreed to their representation.

“What’s the deal with the owners?”

“Gay couple,” said Thomas. “They are relocating to Chicago full time and want to unload the house in Carmel. If all goes well, they’re talking about having us find them a condo or townhouse here for something more low maintenance outside of the city. Jose will have some business in Carmel still, but Michael’s new job will be solely in Chicago.”

The listing was worth over five-hundred thousand, closer to a million. Thomas and Joyce were eager to sell the home as they discussed strategies to pull in buyers. It was one of the priciest listings in Carmel. It wouldn’t be easy to sell it. Thomas and Joyce had to convince Jose and Michael that they were the best agents to handle the home.

“Hopefully this meeting goes well,” Joyce said an hour later, after she and Thomas had agreed to a plan to present the sellers.

“We’re the best in town, Joyce. Act like it,” Thomas said as they walked toward their cars to head across town to the home Jose and Michael wanted to sell.

***

Steven and Diana were in the backseat as Kyle drove from his apartment to Mary’s house. It was the house they’d bought during their happier days. Before Mary became a crazy person with no other hobbies than making Kyle’s life miserable. When Mary told Kyle she wanted a divorce to find someone better, he felt like a gift had been sent from above.

He hated that his children had to grow up with divorced parents, but wasn’t it better for them to have separated parents who were happy rather than parents pretending to be happy while living a lie? Kyle had the best relationship with Joyce. He felt grateful for her presence in his life every morning he woke up.

Joyce was like a prize Kyle never expected to win. He’d met her while on vacation in Miami after the divorce. She approached him in a bar and offered a business card. Kyle didn’t know what came over him that night, but he’d asked her to have a drink with him. He never approached women. He wasn’t the most outgoing guy, but Joyce brought out the best in him.

She was the light in his darkness. Loving her had guided Kyle out of the depression he felt from all the years Mary had put him down. Mary treated Kyle like he was nothing, while Joyce made him believe he was worth more than a vault filled with gold.

“Do we have to go to mom’s house? We want to stay with you and Joyce,” said Diana. She was the youngest at eight. Diana loved Joyce and looked up to her because of all the tiaras and sashes Joyce had. Kyle knew Mary hated how much Diana talked about Joyce, but Joyce had won many awards. She was a presence. What kid wouldn’t want to emulate someone as successful as Joyce?

“Yeah, Diana. You spend the weekends and summers with me, but you have to take the bus from your mom’s.”

“I know,” Diana said. She pouted as she stared out the window.

“We’ll see them next weekend,” Steven said, rubbing his sister’s arm. Kyle looked at his children through the rear-view mirror, feeling filled to the brim with love. No matter how bad his darkest days were with Mary, she had given him two remarkable children. They brought awe to Kyle’s heart every time he looked at them.

Kyle pulled up to Mary’s house. She was waiting outside with her hands on her hips. Kyle wished it were colder so she would stay in the house. He hated when they had to interact because she never had anything nice to say. Ever since she found out Joyce was trans, it’d only gotten worse. Kyle thought it killed Mary that Joyce was both trans and more beautiful than her.

“I hope you didn’t feed them crap this weekend. What did you guys eat?”

“Joyce made us spaghetti and garlic bread last night. It was yummy,” Diana said with a bright smile on her face.

“Did the spaghetti have vegetables?”

Diana nodded. Steven was silent as he gathered his bag from the backseat. Mary said nothing about the vegetables. Kyle didn’t want to get into a fight over how Joyce had cooked dinner. Everything Joyce made was delicious, no matter how simple the dish. “Why do you have to interrogate the kids?”

Mary grunted. “So, you’re getting married again?”

Kyle nodded. Diana and Steven waved and told their father goodbye as they disappeared through the front door. “Yeah, we’ve talked about this. The kids are spending extra time with me that weekend.”

Mary folded her arms over her chest. Her arms sat atop her growing pudge. She had gained weight since the divorce. Kyle hadn’t seen her with any guys. He hoped she had a few she could call for pleasure when he had the kids, but he wasn’t positive. Kyle also cared little about Mary’s love life, even though she seemed highly interested in his.

No relationship was perfect, but Kyle loved Joyce with all his heart. He wanted them to grow old together. She was everything Kyle never knew he needed.

“Are you sure you want to marry a tranny, Kyle?”

“Don’t be rude. Maybe if you tried a little harder,” Kyle said and pointed to his ex-wife’s face, “you wouldn’t have such a hard time landing a man. Weren’t you the one to say I wasn’t good enough for you?”

Mary squeezed her arms closer to her body and looked away from Kyle. Wind blew her dirty-blonde hair in her face. She had taken Kyle’s breath away the first time he saw her, but Mary had dulled over the years. “You weren’t good enough.”

Kyle was fed up with Mary and their conversation. “Did you have anything to tell me pertaining to the kids? I don’t have time to stand around and listen to you.”

“No, I don’t. I’ll message you if anything comes up,” Mary said with an evil look in her eye. She stared straight at Kyle without looking away. He held her gaze, wondering what was going through her mind. He swore she got crazier each time he dropped off the kids at the home they used to share.

“Great.” Kyle backed away toward his car before Mary could continue their conversation. He wanted to tell her to fix her attitude, but that would only turn their spat into a fight. He tried to maintain peace with Mary for the kids’ sake. Kyle opened his car door and slid inside. Mary was standing in the driveway, staring at him as he rolled down the window. “See you soon.”

“Bye, Kyle.” Mary waved as Kyle backed out of the driveway.

***

It didn’t matter who the woman was. Joyce could have been anyone, but it stung worse because she was trans. Mary often wondered if Joyce still had her dick or not. She wondered a lot about Joyce. It was a bit of an obsession. How had Kyle landed a beauty queen like her while she remained alone? Mary had been positive she was going to find another man when she left Kyle. There were so many fish in the sea, and Kyle was just a boring data scientist.

He had plenty of money, but his personality was as dry as stale crackers. He was simple, boring, and comfortable. Some days, Mary hated herself for leaving Kyle. She used to think what they had was the worst thing in the world until she was alone while Kyle was happy with a supermodel.

Mary asked the kids a few questions about Joyce over dinner. One thing they said piqued Mary’s interest: Joyce and Kyle had a fight. Mary asked a follow-up question, but the kids said the argument only lasted a few minutes.

It killed Mary how much Diana looked up to Joyce. Mary thought about filling her daughter with hate, but even she wouldn’t stoop that low. Steven liked Joyce, but he promised to always love mommy more. Mary waited until her kids were sleeping to enact the first step of a plan she’d been conspiring since she heard about Kyle’s wedding with Joyce.

Mary’s acquaintance, Sandra, answered on the third ring. They didn’t speak often. They were both mothers at the school, but Mary knew Sandra was divorced and slightly desperate for attention. Mary desired a man’s attention too, but she wanted to ruin Kyle’s happiness more. It wasn’t fair that he had found someone when she was still alone. She was supposed to be the one who was happy and getting married.

“Hello, who is this?”

“Sandra, it’s Diana’s mom, Mary. How are you doing?”

“It’s late, Mary. What’s wrong?”

Mary stared at her reflection in the turned-off television. She had crazed eyes. Her hair looked like it needed a wash, but the kids had told her all wasn’t perfect between Joyce and Kyle. Mary had to take a chance, or she would forever regret it. “Nothing’s wrong, Sandra. I’m so sorry for the late phone call. Did you have a few minutes? I promise it won’t take long.”

“Okay,” Sandra said in a doubtful tone.

Mary spoke quickly. She reminded Sandra of a past conversation they had about both being divorced mothers. Mary was positive Sandra wouldn’t recognize Kyle as she sold her on a ‘handsome and eligible’ divorced dad. Mary had never told Sandra Kyle’s name, and they were never together at school events, so Mary was confident about her plan to have Sandra seduce Kyle to ruin his wedding.

Mary told Sandra all about where Kyle worked, what he looked like, and how to find him. Sandra sounded like she was dripping with thirst by the end of the phone call. “No matter what, you can’t tell Kyle I sent you. Okay?”

“I promise. I won’t. Thanks for doing this, Mary.”

“Thank me once you snag him. Bye, Sandra.”

Sandra said goodbye to Mary, and they hung up their phones. Mary stared at her reflection on the TV, hooting at what she’d set in motion.


CHAPTER TWO

Joyce and Kyle loved each other, but the stress of the wedding was getting to them. Not only was it an expensive event, but they had to deal with merging their lives. They fought about when they should buy a place together, where they should live, and how much they should spend on the house.

Joyce had always lived alone. She was a self-sufficient woman. She had built a career in Miami, where the commissions were much higher than ones in Carmel, Illinois. Thomas was excited about their listing, but she had sold properties at much higher prices in the past.

Not that Joyce needed her old life. She loved what she had with Kyle, but she couldn’t help but think about all she was giving up as their wedding day approached. Everywhere Joyce went, she saw other men. She saw how handsome they looked, when she’d only had eyes for Kyle just a few weeks before. Even Thomas was looking attractive.

He'd commanded their meeting with Jose and Michael since they clearly thought Thomas was handsome. Joyce didn’t blame them. She was thinking the same by the time they left Jose and Michael’s house with a signed contract in hand. They hadn’t heard their boss, Margaret, sound as happy in ages.

Joyce was thinking about Thomas and other handsome men she’d seen throughout the week as she prepared dinner. Kyle was on his way over from dropping off the kids at Mary’s. As much as Joyce loved Kyle, Mary was a big reason behind her doubts. Mary was crazy and clearly jealous of Joyce. The few times Joyce had been around Mary, she wanted to slap ugly looks off the woman’s face.

How could Joyce and Kyle have a functional relationship when the mother of his children hated her? No matter what Joyce did, she would always be second to Mary in the kids’ eyes. Joyce didn’t expect anything different, but she at least wanted respect from Kyle’s ex-wife. It wasn’t Joyce’s fault their relationship hadn’t worked out.

Judging by how much Kyle liked to get on his hands and knees while Joyce took care of him from behind, she wasn’t surprised the relationship hadn’t worked.

Kyle walked through Joyce’s door. He had let himself into her place with his key. It made her skin crawl when she heard the lock turn. Joyce was stirring peppers and onions for fajitas. She had blackened shrimp baking in the oven. Tortillas in the microwave. “It smells incredible in here,” Kyle said as he came up behind Joyce.

Kyle tried to kiss Joyce on the neck, but Joyce inched away from him. “The food will be ready in a minute. Why don’t you wait at the table?”

It took everything Kyle had not to say something. He hated how Joyce had been treating him the past couple of weeks. It was like she didn’t love him the same as she had when they got engaged. There had been a shift in her personality, and Kyle didn’t know what had caused it. Joyce was making him feel helpless. He didn’t want to imagine his life without her. She completed him in ways other women never could. His kids loved her. There were so many positives in their relationship, even though Kyle knew there were negatives, too.

Joyce continued cooking as Kyle went to the table to wait. He didn’t want to argue. They had bickered enough over the past weeks. It was the same conversation. Threatening each other to cancel the wedding. Kyle never meant what he said when they got worked up, but he couldn’t help but let the words slip from his lips when they got heated.

Kyle smiled at Joyce when she came to the table with a plate of sauteed peppers and onions with the blackened shrimp in a separate bowl. Joyce scowled at Kyle as she placed the food at the center of the table. “Can I help you with anything?”

Joyce grunted and sighed as she turned and went back to the kitchen for the rest of the food. She brought out tortillas, salsa, and a bowl of rice. Kyle bent his head and stared at the table; afraid he’d piss her off by looking at her again. Joyce went and grabbed two glasses of ice water, sitting next to Kyle without saying a word.

“Eat before the food gets cold,” Joyce said after a few moments of waiting for Kyle to pick up his fork. She had already scooped a pile of rice onto her plate. Kyle took the bowl of rice with timid hands, wishing he knew the magic words to make Joyce feel better. She was still beautiful when she scowled, but it broke Kyle’s heart seeing that look on her face.

He knew she was giving up a lot to be with him. She was from Venezuela and had left that behind for a life in Miami. Kyle thought they loved each other enough to make a life in Carmel, but there was a chance Joyce was giving up too much for love. “Is there something you wanted to talk about, Joyce?”

Joyce had a million evil, paltry words on the tip of her tongue. She wanted to tell Kyle to give back her key. She wanted to dump the salsa over his head and watch the peppers burn his eyes. Joyce knew she loved Kyle, but the thought of committing her life to him felt like a boulder on her chest, and she didn’t want her breasts to pop. They were expensive.

“Joyce? We were great until not long ago. What happened? Do you not want to marry me?” Kyle watched Joyce’s expression with longing eyes, desperate to interpret some type of message from the way she looked, but he came up with nothing.

“I love you, Kyle, but maybe we’re making a mistake.”

“Do you miss Miami? Is there someone else?”

Joyce had been having flashbacks to Miami. Her life there had seemed shiny and filled with hope. She was selling expensive properties and building a name for herself. Now, she was lucky to receive a listing for over half a million, and the few she got ended up being co-listed.

“There’s nobody else, Kyle.” Joyce offered Kyle a soft smile. “But maybe we shouldn’t see each other before the wedding. Maybe we should take some time apart.”

“Seeing other people?”

Joyce pushed around the food on her plate. She didn’t want to have sex with other men, but maybe she wanted to go on a few dates to see what she was missing. Maybe she needed to remind herself why she moved across the country for a man. No matter how great Kyle was, marrying him meant settling for life as a married woman. She’d never cheated on Kyle, but Joyce wasn’t sure her love was blind enough to ignore the possibilities of what could be.

“I don’t know.”

Kyle slammed his fist on the table, rattling the dishes at its center. “How could you say that, Joyce? I love you. I don’t want anyone else.”

“I’m not saying we date other people, but maybe we could try living as single people. You give back your key to my place. I give you mine to your place, and we see if we really want to marry each other. Will we really miss each other by the time the wedding comes around in two weeks?”

Kyle could feel tears brimming in his eyes, but he didn’t want to cry. Not when Joyce was being so crazy. It would give her power he didn’t want to forfeit. “You’re insane. I don’t want to be single. I’ve been single. You complete me, Joyce.”

“If you love me, you’ll do this for me.”

“So, what happens if you don’t want to marry me in two weeks?”

“I’m sure there are plenty of women who would love to have you as a companion,” she said.

Kyle couldn’t believe his ears, and he didn’t want to hear another word of Joyce’s garbage. She had lost her mind. He couldn’t eat another bite of the food. Kyle stood and reached into his pocket for his keys. He took Joyce’s key off his key chain and placed it in the center of the table without meeting Joyce’s eyes. “Do me a favor and at least cancel the night before.”

Joyce said nothing as she listened to Kyle’s footsteps as he walked to the door.


CHAPTER THREE

Joyce and Thomas spent several days planning for the open house, and the day had arrived. She’d been so busy with work that she could ignore her problems with Kyle. Joyce still wasn’t sure if she wanted to go through with the wedding. Part of herself said she would be crazy to dump a man like Kyle, but she couldn’t ignore how nice it felt to arrive home in the evening without having to worry about if Kyle might surprise her with a visit.

Thomas was waiting outside the house when Joyce pulled up. She was wearing a red tailored pencil skirt with a white blouse and a red jacket. She had a pair of clear heels with padded soles, so they didn’t make too much noise when she walked people through the house. Her hair was curled and hanging down her back. She opened the mirror in her visor to check her makeup. Satisfied, Joyce grabbed her bag and walked up the path to her colleague.

“Not a moment too soon,” Thomas said. He looked at Joyce’s breasts and figure, not caring if she noticed what he was doing. “You smell nice.”

“How I smell is for the clients, not for you.” Joyce said with a purr in her voice. She’d been noticing Thomas in a different light ever since she watched him convince the homeowners, Jose and Michael, to list the house with them. She didn’t want to do anything with Thomas, but their banter was exciting her more than it had.

“What would I do without you seducing the clients?”

Joyce pulled her hair over one shoulder, walking in front of Thomas toward the house. It was a massive home on a seemingly endless plot of land. Joyce and Thomas walked through the house to make sure everything smelled fabulous and that there weren’t any out-of-place objects. They wanted to make it look like anyone could live there.

They met in the living room twenty-six minutes later. “Everything good on your end?”

“Yeah,” said Joyce. She hoped they could find a buyer soon. They mostly had other agents coming through the house, but a few private buyers had contacted them. The home was a little over two hours from Chicago by car. Too far for a daily commute. Their buyer pool was limited, but Joyce and Thomas were determined.

Clients came through the home throughout the morning and into the early afternoon. Thomas and Joyce took turns walking people through the house. They had positive reactions, but none of the private buyers were ready to write a check. The agents said they had a few clients in mind.

Thomas and Joyce had nothing in writing by the end of the showing, so they headed down the street to a bar for a pity beer. It was dark inside the bar. There were pool tables behind a divider wall. Some people were playing. Others were sitting alone at the bar in the middle of the afternoon. Joyce and Thomas went to a booth against the back wall.

A server came over. They ordered two pints. Thomas thought Joyce was sexy, but he knew they could never have anything. She was taken. “Are you excited for the wedding?” he asked.

Joyce twisted the ring on her finger. She loved Kyle, but ignoring their upcoming wedding proved easier than confronting her feelings about committing to a lifetime with Kyle through marriage. “I guess,” she said.

“Really? That’s all you got?” Thomas ignored the urge to reach under the table and stroke Joyce’s thigh. If she didn’t want to marry Kyle, they could have a fun night together. He’d never been with a woman like her and had been fantasizing about what sex would be like with Joyce ever since she told him she still had her dick.

Joyce ignored Thomas’ lust-filled gaze as she sipped her beer and watched strangers play pool. She mindlessly checked her phone, but nobody had sent an offer. Her mind wondered back to her days selling property in Southern Florida. All those breathtaking ocean views. The buildings with exquisite amenities.

“Did you want to play?” Thomas asked.

Joyce looked at Thomas through hooded eyes, wondering what he would look like naked. Would he be as eager as Kyle to take it up his backside? Joyce didn’t mind getting fucked, but she much preferred to top. She loved when Kyle was on his back with her cock balls deep in his ass. There was nothing hotter than watching him squirt while she came in his hole. They stopped using condoms around the time Joyce moved from Miami to Carmel, and she loved when her cum leaked from his tight little opening.

“Sure,” Joyce said and followed Thomas to the pool table.

Thomas racked the balls. Joyce got the first shot. They were playing solids and stripes. She landed a solid, so those were hers for the game. Thomas and Joyce watched each other as they played. Joyce bent over so Thomas could see the cleavage in her blouse. She loved how obvious he was. She loved knowing all she would have to do was pull on his tie, and he would follow her wherever she took him.

Joyce looked around the room, and a few other men were watching her. Men checked her out wherever she went. A man a few pool tables down from them had budging arms, a shaved head, and he couldn’t stop looking at Joyce. She stared at him as she tossed her hair to one side before taking a shot.

If the wedding with Kyle didn’t work, there were others. There were men she could have.

Joyce and Thomas were down to the eight ball. “It’s your shot.”

“Watch this,” Joyce said as she prepared to shoot. She bent her back in, so her ass stuck out in the air. Thomas and the stranger were watching her as she shot her cue ball. She made her shot, sinking the eight ball right where she’d been aiming. She snapped back to place, winking. Both men thought she had directed the wink at them.

The stranger glanced down at Joyce’s engagement ring, a questioning look in his eye. Joyce threw her head back and giggled like Thomas had said something funny as she went back to the booth where she’d left her red coat. She grabbed it, opened her purse, and tossed some cash on the table to cover the beers. She grabbed Thomas by his cuff and pulled him toward the door, telling him it was time for them to leave.

Thomas took Joyce back to her car, which she’d left parked outside of Jose and Michael’s house. She gave Thomas a hug, holding him a little too tight for a little too long. She stared into his hopeful brown eyes as she pulled away, wondering what her life would be like with a man like Thomas. A man who wasn’t Kyle. Someone without two kids and a baby mama.

“See you soon. Hoping for the best with this house,” said Joyce.

“Me too,” said Thomas. He wanted to ask if he had a chance. He wanted to know what was with Joyce’s behavior at the bar, but Thomas said nothing. The fear of rejection stopped him from taking a chance, even though he would spend the rest of the evening thinking ‘what if’.

***

Kyle was sitting in his office working on code. His computer screens were filled with it. He was checking the work of junior data scientists at his office, adjusting code here and there. He would send it back to them with notes of his revisions.

His mind was elsewhere as he worked through the data and code. He didn’t much care if it had errors when his engagement was on the brink of falling apart. Why couldn’t Joyce see how much he wanted to be with her? Why couldn’t she accept the love they had for one another?

Kyle scrolled through his work, wishing he still had a key to Joyce’s place. He wished they could find a place together. He’d mentioned it around the time Joyce’s personality flipped. Kyle knew his woman was an independent one, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t find a home to call their own. Kyle wanted to go home to Joyce every night and wake up to her every morning.

Lunchtime rolled around. Kyle closed the application he was working with and gathered his bag to head downstairs to the cafeteria. Their office was one of the biggest in town. He could find a job in Chicago, but preferred the vibes in Carmel. It wasn’t so small that everyone knew each other, but it was nothing compared to the heartlessness of the city. Kyle didn’t care if he could make more by moving to the metropolis. He was plenty happy where he was, but maybe Joyce wasn’t.

Could he move to Chicago for Joyce? Would she be happier selling real estate there? Kyle had these thoughts as he was walking through the halls of his office, singularly focused on how he could save his engagement.

Kyle wasn’t expecting it when a pretty woman with porcelain skin and brown hair stopped him in his path, dropping her purse and its contents at his feet. Pens, notebooks, random papers, lip gloss, and other harmless items rolled across the floor. The moment snapped Kyle out of his mental hypnosis.

“I’m so sorry,” the woman said as she dropped to her knees to pick up what had fallen to the floor. Kyle squatted to help her, but she was working quick. “That was so clumsy of me.”

“Here you are,” Kyle said as he passed her a notebook and pen.

She snatched it from him and pushed back her brown hair. Kyle couldn’t help but notice her humble beauty. She didn’t have a remarkable face, but it was delightful regardless. Kyle hadn’t seen her before, but many people worked in his building. The woman jutted her hand toward Kyle. “My name is Sandra.”

“Kyle,” he said and shook her outstretched hand.

“I was just heading to the cafeteria for lunch. Would you like to join me?”

“Sure,” Kyle said. Suddenly, his wedding problems seemed miles away as he followed Sandra downstairs. It was too bad his building didn’t have better security, but they encouraged employees to invite their family for lunch when possible. It was common to see kids running around the cafeteria, especially in the summer.

Sandra and Kyle went through the line. Sandra couldn’t believe Mary’s plan was working as well as she’d said it would. Kyle chose a roast beef sandwich. Sandra got a broccoli and cheese soup with crackers. They sat by a window overlooking the parking lot after Kyle paid for them both.

“What department do you work in?” Kyle asked.

“Human resources,” Sandra said without missing a beat. Mary told her to keep the details to a minimum, so she steered the conversation away from work talk. Sandra mentioned baseball, which led to a conversation about Chicagoan history. Sandra complemented Kyle and told him how smart he was. She showered him with affirmations, making him feel as special as she could.

The truth was, Sandra would do almost anything for a man as handsome as Kyle. His stunning blue eyes. His dark hair. He already had kids, which meant his sperm was good. Sandra still wanted another child, and Kyle would be a perfect provider of sperm.

Mary had told Sandra the truth about Kyle being her ex-husband after Sandra asked enough questions, but Sandra didn’t care. She thought it was noble of Mary to nominate her ex for someone else, and Sandra had promised she wouldn’t mention Mary sent her to the office. Sandra was the one lying about working with Kyle, after all. She hoped the plan didn’t blow up in her face once they fell in love and she had to reveal the truth to Kyle.

“What do you do when you aren’t watching sports or working?” asked Sandra.

Kyle rolled his knuckles against his palms. His mind went to Joyce, but she had pushed him away. They were basically on a break, so he thought it would be fine if he didn’t mention her to the cute brunette sitting across from him. Sandra didn’t have the supermodel looks Joyce did, but she had a humbleness Joyce was missing. Kyle didn’t want to uproot his life to chase city dreams. He was happy where he was, so maybe it would be better to let Joyce free before they made a mistake they would both regret.

“I spend time with my kids when they aren’t with their mom.”

Sandra gushed. “I have one daughter, Gloria. How many kids do you have?”

“Two. Diana and Steven,” said Kyle.

“Do you have pictures?”

Kyle nodded and pulled his wallet from his back pocket. He opened it and showed Sandra a picture of his kids. She acted shocked, even though she knew the truth. “Diana? I recognize her. My daughter Gloria is in her class.”

“You’re kidding. What are the chances?”

“One in a million?” Sandra asked as she batted her eyelashes. She could tell Kyle was falling under her spell. Their lunch was ending, but it wouldn’t be their last. Sandra would visit the cafeteria every day if necessary to win over Kyle. Mary had told Sandra that Kyle was engaged, but he mentioned nothing about a fiancée. Mary had said they might be fighting before the wedding. Sandra wasn’t above breaking up a happy couple if a handsome man was her prize.

Kyle grinned at Sandra as he stared at her, wondering where this angel of a woman had come from. They exchanged numbers before throwing away their trash from lunch. Sandra hugged Kyle and excused herself to the bathroom near the cafeteria. She went into the stall, staring at Kyle’s contact page on her phone as she sat on the toilet.

Floors above Sandra, Kyle returned to his desk feeling desired and triumphant. He still loved Joyce, but Sandra was a reminder of the other women out there in the world. She represented a different possibility for the future.

A week had passed since Kyle returned his key to Joyce, and they had about a week until the wedding. Kyle needed to see Joyce. He needed to feel her. Was he crazy, or was there a chance their relationship would be better off ending instead of continuing?


CHAPTER FOUR

Joyce was sitting at her dining-room table with her laptop open in front of her. She had received an email from someone interested in the listing she shared with Thomas. Joyce sent specifications to the interested party, wondering when an offer might come in for the house. Only a day had passed since the open house, and Joyce didn’t love how attracted she was feeling to Thomas.

The entire evening after they played pool, Joyce had visions of making love to Thomas. She imagined Thomas on his hands and knees in front of her. She imagined him with her dick in his mouth, grunting as he choked on her cock. Would he be surprised by its size if she showed him how big she was?

Joyce was lost in thought about a potential affair with Thomas when someone knocked. Part of Joyce hoped it was Thomas as she approached her door. To her surprise, Kyle was standing on the other side. Her love. Her other half. How could she have been thinking about another man when she already had the one everyone wanted? His blue eyes pierced Joyce’s soul when he looked at her, sending her back to the first moment she saw them from across the room.

“You’re still wearing the ring,” Kyle said in a breathy voice. He felt guilty for thinking of Sandra so much since their lunch, so he had to see Joyce. He had to be around Joyce to know what they had was real. Seeing Joyce made him feel crazy for even thinking about another woman, but the thoughts lingered as he stepped into Joyce’s place. Inception was a powerful force.

“Why wouldn’t I be wearing the ring?” Joyce said and giggled. “It’s gorgeous.”

“I thought you would have moved on to another man already,” he said.

Joyce looked over her shoulder, sending Kyle a piercing gaze. “Why in the world would I move on to another man when I already have you?” Joyce watched Kyle’s eyes drop to her ass, so she sashayed harder as she walked to the kitchen area.

“You said you wanted a break, though. How could you say that with our wedding around the corner?”

Joyce leaned against the counter as she stared into Kyle’s blue eyes. She had hurt him and felt terrible about it, but she would always be honest about how she felt. “I couldn’t help myself. You know I love you Kyle, but marriage is a major commitment.”

“Do you want to marry me, Joyce?”

“Yes, but it’s not just you. You have kids. There’s Mary.”

“Mary is crazy. Don’t think about her,” Kyle said and stepped forward. He took Joyce’s hands in his as he stared into her brown eyes, wondering how he had gotten lucky enough to find a woman like Joyce. Joyce wasn’t simple, and that was why he loved her. She pushed him. She challenged Kyle to try things he wouldn’t without her. They ate adventurous food, took vacations, and did things in bed Kyle never imagined he would enjoy as much as he did.

There was nothing like having Joyce fucking him from behind. Kyle thought about how incredible Joyce’s dick felt as he moved his hand to the back of her head and leaned in for a kiss. Joyce didn’t resist as Kyle pressed his lips against hers. His body warmed with the familiar touch, hungry to strip Joyce naked and take her dick as he had many times before. As simple as his life could be with a woman like Sandra, Kyle didn’t want that. He wanted what he had with Joyce.

Kyle pulled away from the kiss and stared into Joyce’s brown eyes. She had her hands on his hips. “I love you, Joyce. Stop playing games. We’re getting married next week, aren’t we?”

Joyce squeezed Kyle’s side as she nodded. “Yes,” she said. She glanced down at her left hand, knowing there was no longer doubt in her heart. She wanted to marry Kyle. There might have been other men in the world, but those men weren’t Kyle. Her man. Her lover. “I want to marry you.”

“Can we put this episode behind us?”

Joyce bit her lip and nodded. She didn’t know what had gotten into her, but Kyle had given her the space she needed. Thomas offered a glimpse into her life as a single woman, and life was better with a partner like Kyle. Someone who understood and accepted her. “I would like that,” she said.

“Do you know what I would like?” Kyle asked, glancing down at the space between them where Joyce’s cock was.

Joyce smirked as Kyle met her eye. Her dick twitched under the tight pair of panties she was wearing. Joyce grabbed Kyle’s hand and led him from the kitchen to her bedroom. She could see his erection growing beneath the pants he was wearing. Joyce kissed Kyle, pushing him across the room until they fell to the bed.

Kyle moaned into her mouth. Her left hand went into his hair. The feeling of the diamond ring brushing against his hair sent tingles down his spine. He never wanted her to take off the ring. He wanted her to know he was dedicated to their future. Kyle pushed Joyce onto her back, caressing down her sides. He stripped her down to the panties she was wearing, kissing her entire body as he did. Her massive cock visible through the thin fabric. Kyle kissed it before standing on his knees and pulling off his shirt, tossing it to the side. He took off his pants and underwear, too. He’d prepared himself for a fucking before coming over to Joyce’s house.

Joyce reached out to touch Kyle’s body, catching her diamond in the light. Kyle noticed, grinning at her. He doubled his body. His lips traveled through the air to her breasts. Kyle cupped her right one as he wrapped his lips around Joyce’s nipple. Her dick was rock hard and only grew harder as Kyle licked her sensitive nipple.

Kyle snaked his body along Joyce’s until his mouth was only centimeters from her precious, dripping cock. He would crumble if he lost it. Wither like grass without water. Kyle wrapped his fingers around the base of Joyce’s beautiful cock and stared at her through hooded eyes. “Never leave me,” he said.

Joyce stared into Kyle’s sparkling blues. Her eyes flickered to her diamond ring, so happy she had never taken it off. Deep down, she knew her relationship with Kyle wouldn’t end. She only needed a week without him showing up at her house for dinner, wondering where the food was. She hated to admit it, but she had missed him every evening. Joyce missed the kids. Her life wouldn’t be the same without Kyle. As much as she had given up, she had gained a lot more.

Kyle parted his lips, moving them around Joyce’s throbbing cock. She moaned as his tongue made contact with her rod. She bent her head back, overwhelmed by the sensations of Kyle’s warm opening. The tightness of his mouth around her staff. She reached down, pushing her hands into Kyle’s black hair. He moved his lips as far down her member as he could until its thickness hit the back of his throat and made him choke.

Joyce sat up and moved until her back was against the wall. She pulled her hair over one shoulder, staring at Kyle's ass. It was so perfect and round, switching as he crawled toward where she’d moved. Kyle wrapped his hand around Joyce’s thickness, making sounds of desperation as Joyce held him by the hair. He couldn’t reach her dick.

“You want this dick?” she asked.

Kyle nodded. “Yes,” he said in a breathy voice. Joyce wasn’t holding him so tightly it hurt, but he knew better than to disobey her command. If she wanted him to wait to suck her dick, he would, no matter how much it crushed his soul. “I need that dick.”

Kyle moaned as Joyce released her hold. He parted his lips and returned them to Joyce’s wet cock. Slurping sounds filled the room as Kyle bobbed his head along her member, paying special attention to its head. He ran his tongue around Joyce’s tip, licking up all her salty juices.

Joyce couldn’t take another second. She wanted Kyle’s tight little ass. She wanted to feel the hole that had trapped her all those years ago. The first time she fucked Kyle was the most magical night of her life. She remembered the look of ecstasy on his face when she entered him for the first time. He was a natural. He loved penetration, and he loved women. His former girlfriends had never understood him, but Joyce did.

She pushed Kyle’s face off her dick and told him to get on his hands and knees. He had a light layer of hair on his ass, but his hole was bare. Joyce spread his cheeks and pressed her tongue against Kyle's sweet taint as she kneeled behind him. Her dick throbbed between her thighs as she ran her tongue along Kyle’s split. He moaned, moving his ass up and down in the air.

Kyle was desperate to have Joyce inside of him. No woman could complete him in the ways Joyce did. “Fuck me,” Kyle moaned as Joyce pressed her finger against his hole. She slipped two fingers into him, smiling as Kyle pushed his ass against her fingers. He made them penetrate deeper into his hole. He loved getting fucked, and Joyce loved fucking him. They’d stopped using condoms years ago, so Joyce felt comfortable kneeling behind Kyle and rubbing her tip against his hole.

The sounds coming from Kyle’s mouth reminded Joyce why he was the best boyfriend in the world. She slapped his ass once before climbing off the bed and reaching under it for her goody box. She had dildos, whips, and plenty of other toys. Joyce grabbed a bottle of lube and told Kyle to scoot to the edge of the bed.

He did as she said. Kyle threw his legs into the air as Joyce rubbed lube over her cock. She stepped back to look down at Kyle’s hole. He held his cheeks, spreading them as wide as he could. His ankles rested on Joyce’s shoulders.

Joyce slapped her cock against Kyle’s tight little opening, knowing she would lose all sense once she entered him. Joyce held her dick in position as she looked into Kyle’s blue eyes, knowing he wanted her as much as she did him. He grabbed his cock and balls, pulling them up to get them out of the way of her view. “Give me that dick,” he said.

Joyce pushed into Kyle, looking down to watch as her cock disappeared into his opening. Kyle closed his eyes as Joyce filled him. He couldn’t concentrate about anything else but the size of her erection stretching his walls to the max. The pressure made his dick twitch. How long could he last with her sliding around inside of him?

“Fuck, I missed this hole,” Joyce said as she pushed deeper into Kyle's bare opening. How crazy had she been to even think Thomas or any other man could replace what she had with Kyle?

Kyle bit his bottom lip as Joyce pushed her cock into him until her entire length was buried. He had his hand covering his cock and balls. He would explode if he stroked his cock, even once, so he held it as Joyce moved in and out of his opening. Her balls slapped against his ass as she held his legs and fucked him hard. He loved watching her breasts sway as she fucked him. He loved how her decorated nails looked against his skin as she fucked him.

“You like that?” she asked.

“I love it,” Kyle said. He reached out and touched Joyce’s stomach. He moved his hand up, but her breasts were too far. Joyce noticed what Kyle was trying to do and bent her body forward. Kyle moaned as the move made her sink deeper into his ass. He placed his hand on her breasts, squeezing them. Their softness made him weak.

Joyce pecked Kyle on the lips before lifting her body. He cried when she pulled her dick out of his hole. Kyle needed it. He reached out, but Joyce had already stepped away from the bed. “Get to your hands and knees,” she said and pointed at the floor in front of where she was standing.

Kyle climbed off the bed and got to his hands and knees on the floor. Joyce got behind him, rubbing more lube onto her dick before she sank balls deep into Kyle’s loosened ass. He had taken her so much over the years that he was loose and ready for her lubed dick whenever she wanted to give it to him.

They were made for each other. Kyle dropped his head to the ground and reached around to his ass to hold his cheeks open for Joyce. He knew he wanted to marry her as she was sliding in and out of his hole, dominating him.

Joyce smacked Kyle’s ass, telling him it was hers. Telling him how she wanted to fuck it for the rest of her life.

“Yes, please.” Kyle moaned through clenched teeth. His cheek was pressed against the floor as he held his ass apart for Joyce’s dick. “I will always want your dick,” he said.

Joyce fucked Kyle’s hole with vigor. Sex sounds bounced off the wall as she went balls deep and pulled out to her tip. Her thrusts happened in rapid motion. Each one took her closer to an orgasm, but she wanted to cum with Kyle. She wanted to watch him squirt as she filled his ass.

“Turn over,” said Joyce. She slid her dick out of his ass. It was shiny with wetness.

Kyle turned over. Joyce grabbed a pillow and put it under his ass as he faced her. He had his legs spread, and hers were the same. His ass was a few inches above her dick, which made him easy to enter. She loved facing him when they fucked, so she could see the pleasure on his face as she filled his hole.

Joyce pushed her slick dick into her man, moaning as his opening wrapped her member with its warmth. She went between watching her dick and Kyle’s gorgeous face, knowing he was the man she wanted to marry. She wrapped her left hand around Kyle’s dick as he moved his hips up and down her cock. They both looked at her engagement ring before smiling at each other.

Kyle threw his head back and moaned. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Squirt for me,” she said. Joyce gripped Kyle’s dick tighter and stroked, trying to make him pour. She wanted him to cover her with his juices. There was nothing hotter than watching him cum with her dick deep in his ass. It also felt incredible when his walls contracted around her cock. There was already a tightness in her balls from the impending orgasm.

Kyle grabbed Joyce’s wrist when the pressure became too much to handle. He tried to stop her, but she was still stroking his cock as streams of cum left his tip. Joyce fucked Kyle harder as his hole throbbed around her cock. “Fuck,” she hollered before releasing her seed into his ass.

Joyce stopped stroking Kyle’s cock as her dick unloaded deep inside him. They stared at each other as Joyce’s cock softened inside of Kyle. She wiped her messy hand along Kyle’s leg. He moved his hips up and down Joyce’s sensitive cock once before moving off her. Kyle collapsed by his side and put his hand to his chest as he exhaled. “That was hot.”

Joyce grabbed her dick as she lay by Kyle’s side. “It was,” she said. She kissed his chest and rested her head against it. He wrapped his arm around her and pulled her close. Joyce touched Kyle’s softening dick before reaching around to feel his wet, stretched hole. “You’re an amazing boyfriend, but you’ll be an even better husband.”

“I can’t wait to call you my wife,” Kyle said and squeezed Joyce’s shoulders.


CHAPTER FIVE

A few days had passed since Kyle surprised Joyce at her house. They had agreed to start house hunting after the wedding, but Joyce would tell him if she found something worth checking out sooner. She had all the connections, so she would know right when something great hit the market.

Kyle had offered to search in Chicago. He could find a data scientist job there, but Joyce denied his offer. She didn’t want him to live so far from his children. Her future stepchildren. It wasn’t fair to ask Kyle to move even two hours from them when they had such a loving bond. Mary was annoying, but Joyce told Kyle she would learn to tolerate her. Or ignore her. All that mattered was that Kyle got to spend time with his kids. He had fallen further in love with Joyce when she gave her reasons for buying a place in Carmel instead of Chicago.

Everything was great in Kyle’s life except the texting relationship he’d started with Sandra, the mom from Diana’s class. Sandra had told Kyle she worked in his office, but there was no record of her when he searched for her email in the employee database. She told him she’d had it removed after receiving an inappropriate email.

Didn’t she realize Kyle was on the verge of reporting her to her own department over her nonstop text messages? She told him ‘good morning’, ‘good night’, and asked him what he ate for lunch. She sent him many messages he never answered, but that didn’t stop her from typing more. Was silence not enough of a message for her to understand?

Kyle: Please stop messaging me, Sandra. You’re a nice woman, but I’m engaged to marry. It’s clear you want more than friendship, which is all I can offer. Take care.

Kyle knew his message was bullshit. He knew eating together and the short time they’d spent texting each other appeared more than platonic. He had been caught by wondering ‘what if’ for a little too long, but sex with Joyce centered him. Nobody else could give him what she did.

Sandra: That’s bullshit, Kyle. I know all about you. You crossed the wrong woman this time.


CHAPTER SIX

Joyce couldn’t get the mental image of Kyle cumming all over her hand out of her head. He was so sexy when he took her dick. Thomas was sitting across from Joyce at a table in their office. She was wearing a short dress that hugged her breasts, and Thomas stared without care.

Joyce and Thomas were on the phone with Jose, who was staying behind to take care of the house while Michael went on to the city. They’d already bought a place there, and Michael started his new job. Joyce pointed her fingers at Thomas to signal that he had better lift his eyes from where they were.

“We have to sell that house. I’m tired of living here while Michael is in the city.”

“There are some promising leads, but selling a house like yours takes finding a specific buyer.”

“Well, you and Thomas need to find one fast or Michael and I might have to take our business elsewhere.”

Thomas and Joyce shared an annoyed look. They had a contract with Jose and Michael, so those words were nothing more than hot air unless it took them longer than nine months to sell the house, which they were confident they could find a buyer before then. “We’ll call you with any updates, Jose. I know it must be hard to live so far away from your husband.”

“It is,” said Jose. “Call me soon.”

“Will do,” Joyce said and hung up before Jose took up any more of her time. As much as she wanted the commission from selling their house, the couple was proving a lot to handle. They always seemed to call her instead of Thomas as well.

“Don’t let them get to you,” said Thomas. “We’ll sell the house.”

They were sitting in a room with glass windows. Everyone in the office could see them, but they couldn’t see under the table. Thomas reached out, rubbing his hand along Joyce’s thigh. She had flirted with him for a few days too many. He was pushing the limit, and Joyce had to put him in his place.

“Thomas, what do you think you’re doing?”

“Aren’t you leaving that chump?”

“Kyle?”

Thomas bit his bottom lip and nodded. “Yeah, that guy.”

“Why would you think I’m leaving him?” Joyce asked, throwing her head back as she placed her left hand against her chest. Her diamond sparkled as it caught the light.

Thomas grunted. What did a ring matter when Joyce had been so flirtatious since they got their latest co-listing? “You know why I would think you’re leaving him.” Thomas gripped the side of the table and leaned forward until his mouth was inches from Joyce’s.

“Don’t you think you should fix yourself before someone sees us?”

“Do you really care if someone sees us? I don’t. You’re the sexiest woman in the office.”

“Cock and all?” asked Joyce.

Thomas leaned back in his chair as he glanced at Joyce’s crotch. “Yes, cock and all. You know how much I’ve thought about what it’d be like to have sex with you since you told me you have a cock?”

Thomas’ words were making Joyce hot. Hotter than she’d ever admit if someone asked. It took every ounce of willpower she had to resist leaning forward to unbutton Thomas’ pants, but the thought of breaking Kyle’s heart stopped her. No man could compare to him, but she wanted to know how badly Thomas wanted her dick. “How badly do you want it?”

“A lot,” said Thomas.

“Well, you can never have it,” Joyce said. She scooted her chair away from Thomas. She didn’t want him to get the wrong idea. “I’m marrying Kyle, so you’ll never have a chance with me. Not that I would want to sleep with you, anyway.”

“Right,” Thomas said and snorted. He didn’t believe her for a second.

Joyce grinned. She was strong enough to resist her urges. She didn’t need Thomas when she had Kyle. Joyce glanced at her engagement ring to remind her who she had in her life. “There was something I wanted to ask you, Thomas.”

“It’s big enough. I promise,” he said.

Joyce didn’t look down as he grabbed his crotch. “Gross, dude. I already told you no. Do that again, and I’ll have to report you to Margaret.”

Thomas moved his hands and dropped his shoulders. “What did you want to ask me?”

“Kyle and I want to buy a house. Would you mind being my agent?”

Her words were like cold water on Thomas’ flame. There was nothing that turned him off a woman more than helping her buy a house with her man. “Can’t you find someone else?”

“Who else could I trust to find me the best deal on a house?”

“Are you selling yours?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Once you find me another one. I don’t want to be living out of a suitcase between houses.”

Thomas was reluctant but agreed when Joyce threw in an extra half percent on the commission. Their potential romance was dead in the water, but their friendship was intact, which was all that mattered to Joyce.

***

“You have to see this house Thomas found. Can you meet me at lunch?” Kyle had his cell phone to his ear as Joyce told him about a four-bedroom house on the outskirts of town with a huge yard, finished basement, and plenty of features they could grow to love as a family. “It’s the perfect house for us and in the same school zone as Mary, so they could spend the night on weekdays if necessary.”

“I’ll be there,” Kyle said. It warmed his heart that Joyce thought about the kids when she looked at houses. They were his kids, but they were also becoming hers the longer they stayed together. Kyle focused for the next few hours to finish his work. His boss didn’t care if he took a few hours out of the office as long as he sent an email.

Kyle grabbed food at the gas station on his way to the house. Thomas and Joyce were waiting for him when he arrived. There was also a message on his phone from Sandra, but he ignored that. He was ignoring all the messages she’d sent throughout the day.

Ever since Kyle sent the message telling her he wasn’t interested in continuing any correspondence with him, Sandra had shown her true colors. Kyle learned she was a crazy woman who didn’t even work in his office. She was a friend of Mary’s. Kyle should have known better when she appeared in his life out of nowhere. Only Mary would do something as outrageous as sending her friend as a honeypot.

Kyle killed his engine and got out of his car. Joyce came up to him, kissing him on the cheek. He ignored how she stared right at Thomas after doing it. She was clinging to Kyle more than normal, but he wouldn’t complain. “You two will love this house.”

“Can’t wait,” said Kyle. Thomas turned and led the way to the door. Kyle leaned over to whisper to Joyce. “You and Thomas okay?”

Joyce looked at Kyle with a confused expression. “Yes, why would you think otherwise?”

Kyle shrugged and let Joyce pass through the entryway first. The foyer was enormous with plenty of room for everyone’s shoes. It was two-stories tall. The stairs went up one wall, not directly in front of the door. “There are four bedrooms upstairs and a study down here if either of you wanted to work from home.”

“That means we could each have an office,” Joyce said as she clung to Kyle. She linked her arm with his as they went through the house. Everything was updated. The backyard had a deck and a firepit. The basement was also finished, and it was all within their price range. Joyce would have to sell her place or rent it out, but they were both planning to sell. Neither wanted to become a landlord.

They finished the tour. Thomas went outside while Joyce and Kyle stood at the kitchen island. The kitchen had much more space than either of their places. Moving to the house would change their lives. “Do you love this house as much as me?” asked Kyle.

Joyce nodded as she admired the sparkling home. “Should we make an offer?”

“Tell Thomas we want to write one,” he said.

Joyce called Thomas inside, and they wrote an offer for a few thousand under asking price before heading back outside. Joyce had come with Thomas, but she went with Kyle. Kyle would have to get back to the office soon, but he had enough time to drop Joyce off at her job. Thomas had another showing, and Joyce wanted to do work at the office.

Joyce touched Kyle’s thigh as they drove through the city. “Did you want to get something to eat?”

“I ate a sandwich on the way,” he said. “We can stop somewhere for you, though.”

“If you don’t mind,” she said.

They pulled into the parking lot of a café Joyce liked. Kyle got out and followed her inside, watching her ass in the skirt she was wearing. He couldn’t believe the wedding was in less than a week. Life felt so normal. When he’d married Mary, it was a spectacle for months leading up to the big day. It wasn’t nearly as crazy with Joyce. They had a low-key venue, simple catering, and everything had been lined up for months. They hadn’t changed a single detail. Joyce trusted the professionals to handle what they’d paid them to do in a way Mary never could. Mary had to control every detail to the point of driving everyone crazy.

Joyce ordered a salad with light dressing. She had to wear her wedding dress in a few days and wanted to look her best. Kyle got a plate of fruit. He wasn’t hungry but could eat a little more. They talked about their plans for the honeymoon. They were going to the Caribbean and staying for ten days at an all-inclusive resort with fantastic reviews. If they got bored there, the hotel offered plenty of excursions like hiking, paragliding, wine tastings, and others.

Joyce glanced at her watch and sighed. She didn’t want to go back to the office. “I can’t wait for our vacation.”

“Only a few more days,” he said.

After taking another bite of her salad, Joyce told Kyle she was ready to leave. He took her back to her office before driving to his. Kyle sat in the parking lot outside of his office building, staring at a message Sandra had sent.

Sandra: I have to see you. I know where you work. If you don’t answer, I might do something crazy.

Kyle felt bad for Sandra. He wanted to tell her if she did something too crazy, her daughter would have to see her from behind bars, but it seemed too cruel to type.

Kyle: Please don’t.

Sandra: You have no right to dismiss me.

Sandra: I deserve your attention. That foreign lady doesn’t deserve a handsome American man like you.

Sandra: Please, Kyle. Take me. I’m better than she is.

Kyle exhaled and pushed a hand through his black hair. He had no idea what to say to Sandra, but he didn’t want her. She was unhinged. Insane. He felt so bad that he wanted to have one last meal with her, but would the situation be worse if he did?

Kyle: We can’t be together, Sandra. I shouldn’t have led you on. I’m sorry.

It was insane how quickly Sandra could reply. Didn’t she have something better to do than stare at her phone?

Sandra: No, you shouldn’t have. It was wrong. I would feel better if we had some closure. Could you please meet me for lunch?

Kyle sighed as he read the message. He didn’t know what to say to Sandra. She was asking a lot, considering they’d only had lunch in the work cafeteria and texted a little. She was expecting Kyle to spend his life with her after spending next to no time together.

Kyle: I guess, but this is it. If you keep this up, I will have to contact authorities.

Sandra: One lunch. That’s all, and then I promise I’ll leave you alone.

With those words, Kyle and Sandra set up a time to meet the following day. Kyle’s gut twisted as he got out of his car and walked to the entrance of his office building. What did they say about nice guys finishing last?


CHAPTER SEVEN

It was Joyce’s last day at work before her vacation for the wedding started. She couldn’t wait to slide a wedding band on Kyle’s finger and escape to the Caribbean. They could swim in the sea, drink cocktails on the beach, and fuck as long as they wanted. They had booked a gorgeous room with ocean views, so they could listen to the waves.

Thomas was walking next to Joyce as they went to his car outside of Jose and Michael’s house. They had just shown the house to an agent who had a potential buyer on the phone the entire time. The agent promised an offer would come through in the next hour, so they were going to a restaurant down the street while they negotiated.

“If this offer goes through before my vacation for the wedding, it’ll be the best gift I get.”

“Better than Kyle and the house?”

Joyce’s heart warmed as she thought of Kyle and their future together. They hadn’t seen each other since they put in an offer on the house, which had been accepted once they agreed to pay list price. Joyce didn’t care. She would have hated to see the house end up with someone else over a few thousand dollars.

“I guess they are better, but selling this house would be amazing.”

“Don’t jinx us before we get the offer. Let’s just act like it’s any other lunch.”

Joyce nodded and leaned back into the seat as Thomas drove the rest of the way to the restaurant. If only she were prepared for what awaited them.

Around the same time Joyce and Thomas were showing the home to an agent, Kyle arrived to meet Sandra. He had to tell her it was over. There was nothing between them, and then he needed to get back to the office. Kyle wasn’t above calling the security on Sandra if she showed up at his office again.

Sandra jumped up from her seat when Kyle walked through the restaurant’s door. He groaned to himself as he bowed his head and continued to where she was sitting. The sweet innocence Kyle saw when he first met Sandra had been replaced by crazy. He couldn’t look at Sandra without wanting to scream at her to tell her she was weird and crossing every acceptable line with her behavior.

“Kyle, you made it.”

“Only because you promised to stop harassing me if I came,” he said.

Sandra nodded as she hugged Kyle. Her arms wrapped around his back while he kept his by his side. He sighed when she released him and returned to her seat. Kyle sat across from Sandra, wondering how long this lunch would take. Sandra didn’t compare to Joyce. How had Kyle ever been crazy enough to think she could? He shook his head as Sandra talked about how she’d been spending her morning.

Kyle really didn’t care that she had taken out the trash and ran other errands. “That’s nice,” he said.

Sandra frowned as she stared at Kyle. He had to most beautiful blue eyes. Sandra hoped her second child would inherit them when the server came over to take their order. Kyle ordered a salad because he thought it would be easy for the staff to prepare. He didn’t want anything that would keep him at the restaurant longer than necessary.

“I’m sorry for the lies Mary made me tell,” Sandra said once the server disappeared with their order. “She shouldn’t have pushed me to say those things.”

“Sandra, it doesn’t matter. Even if I liked you, I’m getting married.”

Sandra lifted her water glass. Her hands shook as she put its rim to her lips, taking a sip before she spoke. “Married people have affairs all the time. Just ask my ex-husband.”

“Joyce means too much to me to cheat on her, Sandra. We can never have anything. I’m sorry. You’ll find another man.”

Sandra scoffed. “From where? Is he going to fall from the sky? I’ve been waiting for a man to come into my life for years, and what have I received? Nobody but you. When Mary told me you were her ex, I couldn’t believe she was telling me to find you, but I did it anyway. Why do I have to be the victim?”

Kyle felt bad that Mary had put Sandra up to finding him. He felt guilty for leading her on for a few days, but the old single part of his brain had been controlling him. Kyle didn’t want to be single again. He wanted Joyce to be his wife.

“I’ll ask my single friends. Maybe we can find you someone, but you can’t keep messaging me like you’ve been. It’s too much.”

Sandra sighed and leaned back in her chair, looking more like the woman Kyle first met. The crazed look seemed to vanish from her eyes as she sipped her water and looked everywhere but at Kyle. “I don’t know what got into me, Kyle, but life as a divorced mother is so difficult. Nobody wants to date me when they find out I have a kid. A lot of women love when they meet a single dad, but it’s different for us moms.”

“You can find someone. I promise to ask around.”

Sandra sat more upright when the server came back with their food. She had also ordered a salad. They poked around at their plates as they sat in silence, neither knowing what else to say. Kyle meant it when he said he would ask around to find a guy for Sandra, but she had to let go of her crush on him.

“I appreciate the offer and promise not to bother you unless you call me first about a guy,” Sandra said.

“Don’t beat yourself up. I shouldn’t have played along without telling you I was engaged. We’ll find you a guy,” Kyle said.

Sandra’s face softened as she thought about one of Kyle’s friends coming into her life. Could it be? “Your fiancée is lucky to have a man like you.”

Kyle hesitated as Sandra reached out her hand to place it over his. “I feel lucky to have a woman like her.” Sandra rubbed her fingers over Kyle’s hand, but he knew it was only a friendly gesture.

What he didn’t know was that Joyce was walking through the door. He heard her heels before he saw her face. Her unmistakable voice hit his ears. “What in the world is going on over here?” When Kyle turned his head, Thomas and Joyce were standing behind him.

Kyle withdrew his hand from under Sandra’s, stuttering and failing to say anything to defend himself.

Sandra tried to speak up, standing to say something in Kyle’s defense, but Joyce put up her hand, telling Sandra to shut her mouth. “This isn’t your business.”

“But—”

“Didn’t I tell you to shut your mouth?”

“Joyce, please. I was just telling Sandra I would find her a guy,” said Kyle.

Thomas’ eyes widened as he stepped away from the situation. He went to the counter to order a cup of coffee while Joyce stood over Kyle with her hands crossed over her chest. Sandra cowered into herself, afraid to say anything that might hurt Kyle more.

“Come outside,” Joyce said to Kyle before turning toward Sandra with a scowl. Sandra averted her eyes as Kyle stood to follow Joyce to the restaurant’s parking lot.

“It’s not what it looks like,” Kyle said when they got outside. It was an early summer day. There were clouds in the sky, but rays of sunshine peeked through. Not that Kyle felt anything but the chill of treason. He shouldn’t have agreed to meet Sandra. He could have told her he’d set her up with a guy over a text message.

The look on Joyce’s face was killing him. No matter how much he stared at her, she barely looked at him. Nothing more than a flicker of the eye.

“Who is she, Kyle? I know that look. She likes you,” said Joyce.

Kyle approached Joyce, trying to wrap his hands around hers, but she didn’t let him. Joyce stepped away from Kyle and told him not to touch her.

“She’s nobody, Joyce.”

“She didn’t look like nobody, Kyle.”

“It was Mary. She tried setting me up with her when you said we should take that break.”

Joyce whimpered into the hand covering her mouth. “Did you fuck her?”

“No,” hollered Kyle. “I wouldn’t dare. You have to believe me.”

“I don’t know what to believe, Kyle, but Thomas and I have business. There’s a potential offer on the house.”

Kyle didn’t know how to interpret Joyce’s reaction. Her face had turned from heated to stone cold. She showed no emotions as Kyle searched her face. She glanced at him once before shaking her head and walking past him toward the entrance.

Joyce stepped inside. The woman she’d seen Kyle with was still at the same table, staring at her. There was no way Joyce could work there. She waved for Thomas to gather his bags and follow her. They had to go somewhere else.

Thomas asked Joyce what was happening in a whisper, but she shook her head as an answer. There was no way she could talk about finding Kyle with another woman before she had a drink in her hand. Kyle was standing where Joyce had left him, looking caught in the act.

“Joyce, wait.” Kyle reached out to stop Joyce, but there was nothing he could say to stop her.

“I don’t think she wants to talk to you right now, dude.”

“Fuck you, Thomas. Fuck you,” Kyle said and put up his middle fingers.

Joyce turned to Kyle. “That was uncalled for, Kyle.”

“Don’t leave me, Joyce. I need you.” Kyle dropped to his knees in the parking lot and clasped his hands together.

“Dude,” Thomas said in a judgmental breath.

Joyce groaned as she gazed at Kyle. “If you’re going to cheat, at least have some dignity. Pick yourself up and act like you have a pair.”

“I wasn’t cheating,” Kyle cried. “I love you, Joyce.”

Joyce threw her hair over one shoulder as she turned away from Kyle, wondering if she could marry this man on his knees in a random parking lot. She loved him, but maybe he wanted other women. Joyce didn’t have the attention span to focus on Kyle and the potential offer.

“I’ll call you later, Kyle. Thomas and I are working.”

Kyle wiped his eyes and got to his feet. He wouldn’t chase after Joyce if she was working, but there was one thing he had to know. “We’re still getting married, aren’t we?”

“I don’t know,” Joyce said and continued to the car with Thomas. The wedding was only days away.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The day of the wedding was upon them, and Kyle still hadn’t heard from Joyce. His heart ached. He wasn’t sure how long he would last without her. Not hearing from her was making him sick, but he had come to their wedding venue, regardless. Even if she didn’t show, at least Kyle would know he’d tried.

He sent Joyce more messages than he could count. Kyle left her voicemails begging her to answer him. He even had Mary send her a video message to apologize for sending Sandra to sabotage their wedding. Nothing worked. Kyle felt at a loss. He wanted Joyce but understood why she was angry.

Why would she want to attach herself to a life one step away from Mary?

“Have you heard anything?” Kyle asked his best man, Julian, when he walked into the room.

Julian frowned. “No, man, I’m sorry.”

Kyle didn’t expect any different as he stared at himself in the dressing room’s mirror, wearing a tuxedo. He wasn’t sure he would stay if he were in Joyce’s shoes. She could have anyone she wanted. She could live anywhere in the country. Kyle wished he could go back in time and say no to lunch with Sandra, but there was nothing he could do.

Joyce was given a choice and chose freedom. Kyle would never stop loving her. It would take a long time to heal from this breakup, but he would find a way, as much as he wished things were different.

“If she’s not here in the next hour, we can tell everyone the wedding is off. Is there a way to prepare the food so people can at least eat before they leave?”

“I’ll see what I can do,” Julian said and left the room.

Kyle looked at himself and shrugged, knowing he’d done everything he could. He still had to love himself even if Joyce didn’t want to, no matter how badly her rejection hurt. Kyle went to the couch in the dressing room, plopped down, and hugged a pillow. It was all he could do to stop himself from falling apart.

***

Miles away from their wedding venue, Joyce was having the worst morning of her life. She had spent the night before drinking a bottle of wine, wondering if marrying Kyle was the right decision.

Her cell phone was dead when she woke up, and her charger was missing. The clock on her microwave above the stove said she was already late for the wedding. Who was late to her own wedding? As angry as she’d been at finding Kyle with some mystery woman, she knew it was because of Mary’s crazy ass.

The video Mary sent to apologize for sending the woman into Kyle’s life really made Joyce think twice about marrying Kyle, but she loved him, even if his ex-wife was crazy as hell. No other man had ever taken her dick the way Kyle did. No other man looked as sexy bouncing on her cock. She loved how his blue eyes hit hers when he sucked her pretty princess dick.

She was royalty in Kyle’s eyes, and Joyce didn’t want to throw away what they had, but she had to get to the wedding first.

Joyce grabbed her bag, rushing out the door. She thought she could make it if she drove fast enough. She turned the engine, flying down the street once the car started. Several miles later, Joyce realized she didn’t exactly know how to get to the wedding venue. It was outside the area she knew like the back of her hand from selling houses.

She cursed as she pulled into a gas station off the main road. Joyce went inside. Her hair was a mess. Her makeup from the previous night ran down her face. She threw her hands on the counter, panting from sprinting across the parking lot. Joyce held her phone in the air, pointing at the port.

“I need a charger for this,” she said.

The man behind the counter grabbed a charger from a bucket by Joyce’s side. “You got somethin’ to connect this in the car?”

Joyce panted as she caught her breath, nodding. “Yes. Here,” Joyce said and threw down her credit card. She didn’t care how much the charger was. She had to connect her phone. The attendant gave her the charger and her card with a receipt. Joyce took them and jogged back to her car.

It took a few dreadfully long minutes for her phone to power on. She had several missed calls and messages. She ignored them all to call Kyle. He answered on the first ring, panic clear in his voice. “Joyce, where are you?”

“At a gas station. I don’t think I’m far. I got lost on my way there.”

“Everyone is whispering that you aren’t coming. Is it true?”

“They’re wrong, Kyle. I’m on my way. My phone was dead when I woke up, and I couldn’t find my charger.”

“I thought you’d given up on us,” said Kyle.

“Part of me wanted to, but she’s crazy. I love you, Kyle. You’re the man for me.”

“I’ll be waiting for you. Get here safely,” Kyle said.

Joyce relaxed into her seat after she got off the phone with Kyle. It was tacky to arrive late to her own wedding, but she didn’t care. If Kyle was happy to wait for her, she’d take her time. Joyce went back into the gas station to buy a bottle of water and freshen up in the bathroom as her phone charged.

She typed in the directions to their wedding venue. It was only seven minutes from where she’d stopped. She knew it was close but had forgotten the exact turns. Nobody stressed her when Joyce arrived, but they rushed through her hair and makeup.

Joyce told them not to bother with anything that’d take longer than twenty minutes. They curled her hair into thick, bouncy spirals. They only applied a light layer of makeup to her face, not that she needed much. Joyce slipped into her wedding dress. It tied up the back and dragged on the floor. She loved its train. Joyce put on a pair of white heels to go with her white dress.

“I’m ready,” she said to her friend, Daisy. Daisy was the first friend Joyce made when she moved to Carmel. Joyce had also paid Daisy to plan the wedding and manage its details.

Daisy looked at Joyce, holding her hands. “You found a good man, Joyce, and you look beautiful.”

Joyce waved her hand in her face. “Stop it before you make me cry.”

“We can’t have that. I’ll tell them to cue the music. Don’t go running.”

“I won’t,” Joyce said. Her heart raced as she waited for them to tell her they were ready. It didn’t take long, and Joyce knew everything was right when she saw Kyle waiting for her at the altar. Her anxious body calmed. No matter what happened in their future, they’d be in it together.

Joyce exhaled, lowering her shoulders as she smiled at Kyle. She walked down the aisle with her eyes only on him. The man who would become her husband minutes later. They exchanged vows, promising to love each other for better or worse. They committed to a life together, and neither had ever felt more at peace.

Everyone cheered when they kissed. Joyce jumped into Kyle’s arms, and he carried her outside to the car that was awaiting them. It drove them to the reception. They made out the entire ride there. They danced and drank with their friends and family for the next few hours to celebrate their love.


CHAPTER NINE

One Week Later

Joyce and Kyle were loving the Caribbean. Joyce felt like she was back in Venezuela, even though she was still many miles from home. They were island hopping much further north than Venezuela and having the time of their lives. They’d put behind the animosity and doubt of their past. It all seemed silly now that the wedding had passed and their marriage had begun.

It was morning a week into their honeymoon. Joyce and Kyle were waking up after another perfect night of sleep. They could hear waves crashing outside of their open window. The only thing separating them from nature was the screen.

Joyce and Kyle were naked. They’d barely worn clothes since they arrived at the beach. Both of their dicks were raw, but that wouldn’t stop them from making love again. Joyce placed her hand on Kyle’s chest, staring into his beautiful blue eyes. “Morning,” she said.

“I never want this vacation to end.”

“Our life together will be like an endless vacation.”

“You think so?” Kyle asked. He had his hand in Joyce’s hair, mindlessly moving his fingers as she rubbed his chest.

Joyce nodded. “I do.” She ran her hand down Kyle’s abs until it reached his morning wood. She wrapped her fingers around the base of Kyle’s cock, slowly stroking it. He bit his bottom lip and moaned. “Every day with you is an adventure.”

“Oh, fuck.” Kyle grunted as Joyce kissed all the way down his body until her lips were around his cock. He moaned and closed his eyes as Joyce pressed her tongue against his shaft, bobbing her head until Kyle’s dick was wet enough to slide into her hole.

Joyce straddled Kyle, her legs on each side of his midsection. She spat into her hand and rubbed it against her opening. She lifted her hips until Kyle’s cock was against her hole. “Tell me how much you want it.”

Kyle stared at Joyce, aching from how in love he was. “I need it, baby.” Kyle lifted his hips just enough to push into his woman. He moved his hands from her hips to her breasts as she rode his dick. Her cock stretched out on Kyle’s stomach. Joyce rode him until they were cumming together a few minutes later. They kissed afterward for just as long as they’d fucked, feeling like the happiest people in the world.

***

Five Years Later

It was an afternoon in midsummer. Everyone had gathered in Joyce and Kyle’s backyard to celebrate Steven’s fifteenth birthday. Joyce couldn’t believe how quickly the kids grew. In a few years, Steven would be off to college, and Diana wasn’t very far behind them.

They were still living in the same house they’d bought before the wedding. It severed them well and had plenty of space to work from home and space for the kids when they were there.

The wedding jitters of five years ago seemed so silly in retrospect. Joyce and Kyle didn’t even look at others. They’d grown more in love with each passing day, and everyone around them knew it. Mary had apologized far too many times. Joyce promised she wasn’t angry. They’d even invited Sandra to the birthday party since her daughter was still friends with Diana, and she was dating Kyle’s best friend’s brother. His name was Robert. They’d met when Kyle asked Julian if he knew of anyone single, and Julian recommended his brother.

Mary was at the party. Thomas. Margaret. Jose and Michael, who had bought a townhouse with Thomas and Joyce after they sold the house. Other family and friends from around Carmel. Diana and Steven had their friends there. It was a vibrant party, and a splendid day. Not too hot or too windy. Joyce looked around and couldn’t have felt happier with life. It wasn’t the life she would have pictured for herself when she left Venezuela for Miami, but her life in Carmel with Kyle was perfect. Better than anything she could have envisioned.

Kyle came up behind Joyce, wrapping his arms around her waist. He placed his chin on her shoulder. “Are you ready for cake?”

“Sure, I’ll tell everyone.”

“I love you,” Kyle said and squeezed. They’d come back from Europe a few weeks before to celebrate their fifth anniversary. Their sex life was still explosive.

“I love you, too.”

Kyle kissed Joyce on the cheek before running inside to tell Mary they were ready for the cake. Joyce hollered for everyone to gather on the deck. When Steven and the guests were in place, Mary came outside with the birthday cake, and everyone sang to Steven. He smiled as he blew out the candles.

Mary cut the cake, giving her son the first piece. Joyce rested her head on Kyle’s shoulder as she watched. Kyle wrapped his arm around Joyce’s waist, pulling her close. Life wasn’t free from drama, but the bumps in the road never took away from the journey.


THANK YOU FOR READING
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