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Chapter One

 


 


Damn it, he was here. Chelsea had hoped she
wouldn’t have to see him. She knew it was too much to hope for;
after all, it was the ten year high school reunion. Still, she had
thought maybe he was on one of his missions to help the world’s
underprivileged.

The non-profit organization his mother had
founded ten years ago, All the World’s Children, had ongoing
missions in several countries. Dan Grayson had worked for his
mother’s organization since shortly after he graduated high school.
He started in the Appalachians back-country where some of the
poorest Americans lived. While working there, he earned his
bachelor’s degree in social sciences with a minor in business. From
there, his mother had him globetrotting to various third world
countries to help the children out of their poverty stricken
lives.

The last time Dan left a message on her
voice mail was three years ago just before he was leaving for some
little African country she couldn’t remember the name of. Like all
his messages, Chelsea had ignored it. She was done with him and
just wished he would finally get the message.

She hadn’t wanted to come to the class
reunion because of him; the possibility of seeing him again had
almost kept her away. But then she thought, it had been eight years
since their breakup two years after their high school graduation.
It had been three years since he left the message that he was going
to Africa. He must have finally understood that she didn’t want to
see him or talk to him. She couldn't let him keep her from seeing
her old friends and so she had come.

And he was here.

Chelsea quickly turned her back to him,
hoping he had not seen her. She spotted Marla across the room and
headed in that direction.

“Marla, it is so good to see you!”

“Chelsea Randall! Are you here with Dan? I
just saw him, he's around here somewhere.” Marla hoped her old
friend had gotten back together with Dan. Those two were meant for
each other and it had been such a shame when they split up.

“No, we broke up eight years ago and we are
not getting back together again. I came alone and I have no idea
who Dan came with. Frankly, I don't even want to speak to him.”

“Oh, you don't mean that. You and Dan were
so in love, you can't possibly hate each other now.”

“I don't hate him, Marla. I just don't have
any use for him after what he did.”

“The way I hear it, Chelsea, is that you
totally misunderstood the situation and didn't even give him a
chance to explain.”

“Everything you hear isn't always true. I
know what I saw, and it wasn't the first time. Now I'd rather not
run into him and have to speak to him.”

“Too late,” Marla warned. “He is on his way
over here and let me tell you, he looks as yummy as he ever did.
The past eight years have been good to him.”

“Oh, crap. I was hoping to avoid this.”
Chelsea gave a heavy sigh. Then she put her shoulders back, took a
deep breath, and turned around to face the only man that she had
ever loved.

Oh yeah, he was looking good. He was
twenty-eight years old, stood six feet two inches tall, had thick
chestnut hair, and blazing blue eyes. She didn't know if his hunky
build was due to regular visits to the gym or if it was because of
all his outdoor work. Whatever the cause, she had to admit he
looked better than ever. What she refused to admit was that she
still wanted him. She still loved him. Her heart started beating
faster just looking at him.

“Chels, you look great,” Dan greeted her
with his slightly crooked smile. “I was hoping you'd be here.”

Her heart melted a little, but she hardened
it and gave him a cold smile, “Thanks for the compliment, Dan.
Unfortunately, I can't say that I was hoping to see you. In fact, I
was hoping you wouldn't be here. Excuse me, I see some other people
I'd like to go talk to.”

She stalked off, out of the ballroom, and
headed for the ladies salon. The hotel that was holding the class
reunion was so fancy they couldn't even call the ladies room a rest
room. For some reason, in her agitated state, it annoyed her that
the ladies room was called a salon.

Unfortunately for Chelsea, the salon was
crowded with several of her former classmates. When all she wanted
to do was sit down and have herself a good cry, she had to stop and
make small talk with everyone.

She finally managed to pull away and locked
herself in one of the handicap stalls. She knew she shouldn't be in
that stall, she certainly wasn't handicapped. But she knew she was
going to cry, and she wanted the privacy of the larger stall with
its private sink so she could fix her make-up before facing
everyone again.

Chelsea leaned against the wall and let the
tears quietly run down her cheeks. She had thought she was over
Dan, that she had moved on. But apparently not if this was what one
short encounter with him brought on.

“Chelsea! Come on, they’re gonna start
serving dinner and then it’ll be time for the entertainment and
dancing.”

It was Marla banging on the stall door.
Chelsea didn’t want to answer but knew she had to. Otherwise
there’d be several more girls begging her to come out and wondering
what was the matter.

“I’ll be right there,” she called out. “Just
give me a few minutes.”

Marla heard the break in Chelsea’s voice and
asked, “Is everything okay? Are you all right?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. I’ll be out in a
minute.”

Chelsea turned the water on, yanked a paper
towel out of dispenser and soaked it in the cold water before
applying it to her eyes in an attempt to minimize the puffiness
caused by crying. Then she quickly reapplied a little eye shadow
and some mascara. She looked at her image in the mirror and decided
she needed a little cover-up under her eyes. A quick run through
her blonde hair with a brush, and she was ready. She left the
ladies salon, determined to have a good time at her reunion. Even
if Dan had shown up.

Marla was in the hall waiting for her and
said, “Chelsea, I had no idea you still cared about Dan.”

“Neither did I; I thought I was over him.
Hell, I’ve had a couple of real relationships since we broke
up.”

“I know, Chels, but if this is your
reaction, maybe you ought to rethink how you feel about Dan.”

“No, I can’t. It’s been too long and every
time I think about him I picture him with his arms wrapped around
Lucy Malone and kissing her like there’d be no tomorrow.”

“Yeah, but the way I heard it, it was Lucy
coming on to him.”

“Maybe you’re right that it started that
way. But he sure wasn’t making any effort to get away from her. And
his arms were around her. If he was so innocent, I’d
expect his hands on her shoulders or arms trying to push her
away.”

Marla didn’t know what else to say to her
friend. Chelsea’s mind was made up that Dan was to blame and Marla
didn’t know how to get her to listen to Dan’s side of it and get
the whole story. Marla had been keeping an eye out for Lucy Malone
but hadn’t seen her yet. Lucy had registered and sent in her fees,
but so far no one had seen her. She hoped some last minute change
of plans had occurred and Lucy wasn’t going to be able to make
it.

It was going to get real interesting in just
a few minutes. Marla hoped Chelsea wasn’t going to make a scene
when they reached their table. While Chelsea had been in the
bathroom, Marla had checked the name cards on the tables to find
out where she and Chelsea were sitting. The good news was their
table was near the front so they’d have a great view of the live
entertainment. The bad news was that Dan’s name card was right next
to Chelsea’s.

Afraid that Chelsea would cause a scene,
Marla had switched Dan’s card with Larry’s who was on the other
side of Marla. That would put two people between Chelsea and Dan
and hopefully no sparks would fly. Hopefully Chelsea wouldn’t
insist on changing tables all together.

Marla and Chelsea were the last two to
arrive at their table and Marla noticed that the name cards had
been switched back to their original positions. Now who did
that? When they reached the table and Chelsea saw Dan already
seated and her name card next to him, she came to a stop and shook
her head.

No way was she going to sit through dinner
and the entertainment with Dan next to her. She reached over the
chair and grabbed her name card, then switched it with Marla’s. Now
Marla would be sitting next to Dan and Chelsea was next to some guy
named Paul who she couldn’t even remember. He looked to be a little
on the nerdy side, but she didn’t care. At least she wasn’t sitting
next to Dan.

She turned to the nerdy guy and gave him a
smile. “Hi, I’m Chelsea Randall. Sorry, I’m afraid I don’t
recognize you.”

He smiled back at her, showing a flash of
white even teeth that she was sure had spent a few years clamped in
a set of braces.

“I remember you, Chelsea. I’m Paul McGovern.
I sat behind you in American History class.”

Chelsea’s eyes widened. She did remember
Paul now that she heard his name. He was the buck-toothed brainy
nerd that everyone had ignored. Tall, gangly, and just about the
least athletic guy in the school. The brown hair that used to stick
out all over the place had been tamed by a decent haircut that
looked like it just needed a good brushing to stay in place. She
didn’t remember his eyes but they were a lovely deep brown.

Paul was still tall, but the gangly boy had
filled out nicely and now that she took a good second look, he was
quite handsome with just a hint of nerdiness.

“I do remember you, Paul. You used to know
all those important history dates by heart. Sorry I didn’t
recognize you, you look a little different now.”

“Yeah, once I got old enough to leave my
aunt and uncle’s house and get a job, I got some braces. Then I
joined a gym and began working out.”

“Wow, that’s great. What line of work are
you in?” Chelsea was somewhat ashamed that she’d never known Paul
had lived with his aunt and uncle. She wondered what happened to
his parents, but didn’t want to come right out and ask.

“I’m in construction and development. I buy
five to ten acre parcels of land and split them up into one acre
lots. Then I sell the lots and build semi-custom homes on
them.”

“Well, that sounds interesting and even like
it could be fun.”

“I enjoy it,” Paul said. “But…um, could I
ask you to do me a favor?”

“Sure, what is it?”

Paul lowered his voice so only she could
hear and said, “I was hoping to sit next to Marla so I could ask
her out. You switched the seats on me; I’d appreciate it if you
could switch with her.”

“How about I just switch with you? You’ll be
next to Marla that way and I can do some catching up with Stephanie
on the other side of you.” That would put an extra seat between her
and Dan.

Paul was happy with that solution and
Chelsea soon was settled in her new seat, chatting with
Stephanie.

 


 


Dan was not happy. He had Marla on his right
and she was now busy talking to Paul. On his left was mousy Ruth,
who was mousy only in looks. When she opened her mouth to speak her
voice had an annoying shrill, nasal quality that grated on his
nerves.

He'd been about to ask Marla to switch seats
with him when he noticed Chelsea switching seats with Paul. Now
Chelsea was even further away from him and he didn't know how he
was going to get a chance to talk to her and get her to finally
listen to him. He could only hope that dinner and the planned
entertainment would go by quickly. The hired disc jockey would
start playing music once the entertainment was over and then he
would ask Chelsea to dance with him. In the meantime, he would just
have to endure sitting next to Ruth.

Two hours later, he found himself dancing
with Ruth and searching the dance floor with his eyes, looking for
Chelsea. He finally spotted her dancing with Rick, smiling up at
him and appearing to be having a great time. Dan was hoping
somebody would tap him on his shoulder and cut in on his dance with
Ruth. But no one did; probably because Ruth never shut up. She
spoke nonstop in that grating tone of voice and Dan counted the
minutes until the song was over.

The band began to play a slow dance just as
Dan released Ruth. She clung to him almost desperately and said,
“Oh, this is my favorite song, we can't stop now. You have to dance
this one with me.”

“Sorry, but I've got to go.” He pried her
hands off his arms and turned to head towards where he had seen
Chelsea.

She wasn't there, she was gone. He stopped
and looked around, but didn't see her. Dan slowly walked around the
perimeter of the dance floor hoping to catch a glimpse of her.
Apparently she had gone back to her table or maybe to the restroom.
He saw Marla dancing with Paul and tapped Paul’s shoulder to cut
in. Paul wasn't happy about the cut in, but he went and cut in on
somebody else.

“Where did Chelsea go?”

“I don't know, she was here just a few
minutes ago.”

“Yeah, I saw her too, but now she's
gone.”

“Maybe she just went to the restroom.”

“Marla, you've got to talk to her for me.
You've got to make her see that she at least needs to hear my
side.”

“I've tried, Dan. She just won't listen to
anybody. She thinks she knows what she saw and she says it wasn't
the first time. Short of kidnapping her, I'm not sure how you're
going to get her to listen to you.”

Dan gave a slow grin, bent down to give
Marla to kiss on her cheek and said, “Marla, you're a genius.
You've just given me a great idea.”

She looked at him suspiciously, narrowing
her eyes, “What are you planning on doing, Dan? I hope you're not
thinking of doing something stupid.”

“I'm just going to do what I have to do to
make that woman listen to me. Sorry to leave you on the dance
floor, but I gotta go.”

Marla shook her head and watched as he
strode off the dance floor. She didn't have much time to think
about what Dan was planning; Paul was suddenly back at her side
sweeping her into his arms and continuing the dance.

 


Dan walked back to their table to see if
Chelsea was just taking a break but the only person at the table
was Ruth, looking a little forlorn. He felt a short pang of guilt
for abandoning her on the dance floor, but he couldn't take the
time to make it up to her now. Besides, she wasn't the one he
wanted and if he paid too much attention to her, she was likely to
latch onto him for the rest of the evening.

He turned and headed for the restrooms and
he saw Chelsea come out and go towards the elevators. Was she
going back to her room? He couldn't let her do that, especially
since he didn't know what room she was in and he was sure the front
desk wouldn't give out that information.

Dan quickly strode over to the elevator,
getting there just as the doors were closing with Chelsea inside.
He stepped in and acted surprised to see her there.

“Hey, why aren't you back there on the dance
floor?” He saw that she had pushed the button for the
thirty-seventh floor and he hit the button for the thirty-fourth
floor where his room was located.

“I'm a little tired and I thought I'd go to
my room and rest for an hour or so.”

“So you're planning to go back downstairs
tonight?”

“Um…I’m not sure. Probably. I mean, I'm sure
they're all going to be up till the wee hours of the morning and
I'm just not up for that.”

“Chels, you're not trying to avoid me, are
you?” Dan thought her excuse sounded a bit weak.

“Of course not, why would I do that?
Whatever was between us is long since passed.”

“I'd like to talk about us, Chels. I'd like
to know why you ran off and left me, why you never answered any of
my calls.”

Chelsea stiffened her spine and her lips
tightened. “You know very well why I left and I can't believe
you're even bringing up that old stuff.”

Dan looked down at the floor for a moment
and then he looked at her again. He took her chin in his hand and
turned her head so she would look at him. She tried to pull away,
but he wouldn't let go.

“You're going to listen to me tonight,
Chelsea. You're going to finally hear my side of things.”

“No, I am not going to listen to you, I
don't want to hear your side of things. I know what I saw and I
know it wasn't the first time. And that's all I need to know. Now
leave me alone.”

The elevator dinged as it reached the thirty
fourth floor and the doors slid open. Dan looked at her but she
wouldn't meet his gaze. He swore under his breath.

“All right, Chelsea. I guess you’re gonna
make me do this the hard way.”

He bent down slightly, positioning his
shoulder at her waist, scooped his hand under her delectable rear,
and stood up with Chelsea slung over his shoulder. Then he walked
out of the elevator thankful that no one was milling about the
hallway to see him manhandling her towards his room.

Chelsea was pounding on his back, demanding
that he put her down. “What do you think you're doing? Put me down
right now!”

“Shut up, Chelsea. I'm not going to hurt
you. But you are going to listen to me.”

She continued beating on his back and she
kicked her legs, squirming and trying to get out of his grasp. But
he held her tightly with just one strong arm under her ass. He dug
his key card out of his pocket and swiped it to open the door to
his room. Once he was through the doorway, he kicked it shut and
went to the bed where he unceremoniously dumped her onto her back.
In a flash he was on top of her grabbing her arms and pulling them
up above her head. He held them there with one hand and looked at
her angry face.

Damn, if she wasn't the most beautiful woman
he had ever known. She was going to hear him out tonight, but first
he had to taste those luscious lips.

“Get off me! Let me up before I start
screaming!” Chelsea bucked her hips to try and throw him off. He
was too strong, she couldn't budge him. She took a deep breath and
was about to let out a yell when his mouth came down on hers and
took that deep breath away from her.

She tried to turn her head away from his
onslaught, she moved her head left and then right, trying to pull
away. It was no use, he seemed to anticipate every move she was
going to make even before she knew what she was going to do. His
tongue invaded her mouth and she briefly thought of biting down
hard on it. And then her body betrayed her.

Those old feelings came back as though it
was just yesterday that he had kissed her like this. Her stomach
did a somersault and a rush of desire bloomed low at her core. She
felt the hard evidence of his desire pressing against her. Oh
God, she wanted him. She wanted him now.

“Mmm…mmm..mm.” She tried to talk, to ask him
to let her up. With him plundering her mouth like this, all she
could do was make moaning noises and they seemed to just urge him
on. His kiss deepened, his hips ground against her, his free hand
caressed her breast through the dress and she gave up. She
surrendered to his sensuous assault.

Dan felt it the moment she gave in. Her body
relaxed as she kissed him back, she let her tongue caress his
tongue, and she moved her hips in answer to his grinding against
her. Chelsea stopped trying to buck him off. He had released her
hands from his grip above her head and she wrapped her arms around
his neck and clutched her fingers in his hair.

She heard him growl; a deep animal-like
sound. A shoe slipped off her foot and thudded to the floor. She
kicked the other one off and before she knew it, her legs opened
just a little bit wider and Dan nestled in even closer.

When he stopped kissing her, she whimpered
in disappointment and lifted her head, seeking out his mouth for
more.

“It’s still there, Chelsea. We still have
that thing between us, that spark, or whatever the hell you want to
call it. I still love you and you love me.”

She didn’t want to talk about that now, she
wanted more kisses, more grinding; she wanted her clothes off, his
clothes off. She wanted him to fuck her. Right now.

“Please, Dan. I want you now.”

Shit, he wanted her too. They could talk
later. Right now, he was going to give her what they both
wanted.

He released her, jerked his suit jacket off
and ripped off his tie. Next his shirt came off. Then he couldn’t
wait any longer and he reached under the skirt of her dress and
felt the fasteners of her garter belt holding her stockings up.

His cock grew harder. Chelsea still wore
stockings and garters. He had asked her to wear them years ago for
him just because he thought they were so sexy. She had complied and
never went back to pantyhose because stockings and garters made her
feel sexy.

Dan unhooked the fasteners and then inched
his fingers higher up her thighs letting them feel her damp
panties. It nearly undid him.

“Clothes. Off. Now.”

Chelsea looked at him with wide eyes and
nodded. Yes, that was exactly what she was thinking. All clothes
needed to come off right now. She sat up and shimmied her dress
over her head, tossing it to the floor at the side of the bed. Then
came her bra, releasing her full breasts, and Dan just had to take
one of the tight nipples between his lips and suckle.

Her head fell back with a moan as she arched
her spine, giving him better access to her breasts. His lips moved
to the other breast and gave it equal attention. Now her nipples
were taut and erect; her pussy throbbed with desire.

Dan stood up to take off his trousers and
Chelsea unhooked the garter belt and let it fall on top of her
dress. She started to slide her panties down and he stopped
her.

“No, let me. I want to take them off.”

He was standing there, naked now, in all his
glory. Looking at his well-defined chest, hard abdomen, and slim
hips made her want him even more. His cock was hard, standing at
full attention and slightly twitching. Chelsea licked her lips as
she gazed at his body. He was even yummier now than he’d been when
he was only twenty. Now, he was fully a man, more filled out, but
all muscle.

Dan bent to kiss her again while his hands
slid under the waistband of her panties and gently tugged them
down, pulling one leg free and letting them dangle around her other
ankle. He kissed her along her jawline, skimmed down her neck and
collarbone, then found her nipples again. He suckled on one nipple
while rolling the other one between his thumb and forefinger,
gently squeezing, eliciting more moans from Chelsea.

He pushed her back so she was lying down
again. His hands ran down her side, over the swell of her hips, and
down her leg. She hadn’t removed the silky stockings and it turned
him on even more. He kissed his way down her belly, over her hip
bone, and to her inner thigh.

Her legs opened more and he caught a glimpse
of her glistening slit. He wanted to taste it. He wanted to take
his time and pleasure her completely, but he didn’t think he could
wait any longer to taste her sweetness.

Dan pushed her legs further apart and kissed
her pussy. His tongue licked the length of her and then he sucked
her clit, causing her to grab his hair in her fists as she suddenly
exploded in her first orgasm since the night she had left him. Yes,
there had been other men since that night, but none had been able
to do this to her.

He gave her a moment to recover, gently
caressing her and working his way back to her pussy. It was very
wet now and his finger slid deep inside her and she lifted her hips
for more. Another finger joined the first one and with his other
hand he stroked her sensitive clit.

She moaned and moved her hips. She wanted
more, she wanted him inside her, not just his fingers, but his hard
cock.

“Fuck me, Dan. Fuck me now. Please.”

“I’ll fuck you, baby. But first, you’re
going to come for me again. Then, I’ll fuck you and you’ll come
some more.”

“Oh, no, I can’t, I want you inside me
now.”

“Come on, baby. Come for me now, Chelsea,
and then I’ll fuck your pussy.”

His fingers stroked in and out of her
wetness and his other hand lightly pinched her clit as he continued
to urge her to let herself go.

Chelsea opened her eyes and saw him watching
her. He plunged his fingers into her faster. She raised and lowered
her hips to match his movements, and then she came again, this time
grabbing fistfuls of the bedspread as her body shuddered with the
release.

Dan moved between her legs, positioned the
tip of his cock at her opening, and rammed into her. She gasped at
the intensity of it and wrapped her stockinged legs around his
waist to pull him closer, deeper into her.

“Fuck me, Dan. Fuck me, fuck me.” She
whispered in his ear as she pumped her hips up and down.

“I’m fucking you, baby. I’m fucking
you.”

He reached down and grabbed one ass cheek in
each hand, spreading them apart. One hand inched deeper into her
cleft and he found her tight little hole. He massaged the area,
relaxing the tightness bit by bit, until he was able to easily
insert his finger.

Chelsea felt incredible. The build up to
another orgasm was slow, and yet so intense. The nerves surrounding
that tight opening were so sensitive and his finger massaging the
rim of it was almost more than she could bear. When the finger slid
into her backside, the extra fullness she felt set off the most
exquisite waves of pleasure she’d ever felt.

For Dan, having his finger up her ass while
his cock was pounding into her pussy made everything feel just so
much tighter. When Chelsea’s orgasm began, he could feel the
contractions of her pussy around his cock. Each pussy contraction
was harder than the previous one and as Chelsea’s moans became
outright cries of pure pleasure, Dan felt the tightening of his
balls as he emptied himself deep inside her hot, wet pussy.

Rolling off to the side to get the bulk of
his weight off her, he flung one arm over his forehead. “Wow. I
can’t think of anything else to say right now. Just wow.”

“Yeah, me too.” Chelsea was still breathing
heavily, her pussy still throbbing with little aftershocks from her
third orgasm. No wonder none of the so called serious relationships
she’d been in had ever felt right. No man had ever given her the
mind-blowing orgasms that Dan could.

 





 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


Chelsea woke up nearly two hours later with
Dan’s arm across her chest and his hand cupping her breast. She
heard the slow, deep breathing that told her he was sound asleep.
Oh god, what had she done?

How could she have allowed this to happen?
She recalled how she had begged him to fuck her. Damn it! Just
because she hadn’t found any man who made her feel like Dan had did
not mean she had to fall right into bed with him the minute they
were alone in his room.

Okay, so it was true no other man had been
able to make her quite the same way since her break-up with Dan.
She had been so ready to have some really hot sex. But why did it
have to be with Dan? Why couldn’t other men match up to Dan? Why
was he always the one she measured them against?

She dated plenty of good looking men and
even had some pretty serious make-out sessions with some of them.
There’d been two or three men who she dated for several months
before drifting away from them. The sex was okay, but nothing like
what it was like with Dan. None of them made her feel like she was
being turned inside out when they kissed her. None of them made her
knees weak and turned her legs into wet noodles that could barely
support her. Chelsea did not hop into bed with men just for the
sake of sex. The few men she’d been intimate with were great guys,
but in the end, there was always something missing. Surely there
was another man out there who could make her feel the same things
Dan made her feel. Was she doomed to a boring, unexciting life
unless she was with Dan?

She glanced at the clock on the bedside
table and saw that it would be midnight in half an hour. Lifting
Dan’s wrist very gently and slowly, Chelsea managed to slide out
from under his arm. She slipped her pillow under his arm so he
wouldn’t feel too much of a difference in his position. Then she
scooped up her clothes from the floor, grabbed her purse, went into
the bathroom, and closed the door quietly before flipping on the
light.

Her hair was a wreck and she dug out her
hairbrush to try and repair the mess. It was pretty much hopeless,
her mascara and eyeliner was smudged, and she decided to just get
dressed and go to her room. She’d already repaired her make-up once
and there was no point in going back downstairs and advertising the
fact that she’d just had a nice romp in bed. Things should be
winding down soon anyway.

After putting on her bra and slipping her
dress over her head, she noticed her panties and stockings were not
in the bathroom with her. All she had was her garter belt. No way
was she going to risk waking Dan up just to find a pair of undies
and stockings. She stuffed the garter belt into her purse, took one
more look in the mirror, then turned out the light and slowly
opened the door.

He was breathing slow and steady, assuring
her he was still sound asleep. Tucking her purse under her arm and
holding her shoes with the same hand, she tiptoed to the door and
very carefully eased it open just wide enough to squeeze through
it. The last thing she needed was to let a lot of the hallway light
in and have him wake up.

The door latched quietly as she gently
pulled it closed and then she lightly ran in her bare feet to the
elevator. Thank goodness no one else was in the corridor. She
slipped her shoes on while she waited and was thankful she had
thought of that when the elevator opened up with several of her
former classmates in it. No one could raise their eyebrows at her
bare feet.

She smiled and greeted them, pushed the
button for her floor and being only three floors up from Dan’s
room, she didn’t even have to make any small talk.

“Good night! See you all tomorrow,” Chelsea
called out as she left the elevator and headed to her room.

 


 


Safe in her room, Chelsea stripped her
clothes off and took a long, hot shower. It was going to be all
right, she told herself. A one night stand with the man who had the
ability to turn her entire mind and body into mush didn’t have to
be the end of her world. It was just sex, nothing more. She’d been
fine these last years and managed without Dan in her life. One hot
night in his bed wasn’t going to change that.

There were several activities planned for
the following day and she would just stick close to Marla and do
her best to avoid Dan. She didn’t want to have to listen to his
side of what had happened all those years ago. She wasn’t going to
give him the chance to tell her his side of things.

Chelsea dried off and slipped between the
sheets of her bed without putting on her usual sleepwear of a tank
top and panties. It felt so good to be naked in bed. She’d gotten
out of the habit of sleeping in the nude after the breakup with
Dan. She drifted off to sleep thinking of the fabulous night of sex
she just had, and feeling a bit sad that there would be no repeat
of it.

 


 


When Dan woke up, a thin beam of light was
peeking through the slit where the drapes didn’t quite meet. It was
morning and the only thing his arm was wrapped around was the
pillow Chelsea had substituted for her body when she slipped out.
He knew instantly that she had left him and swore.

How the hell had he let himself get
sidetracked from his goal of making her listen to him? The answer
to that was obvious. Chelsea was gorgeous and her body never failed
to turn him on. She’d always had that effect on him. All he had to
do was look at her and he instantly wanted to rip her clothes off
and bury his cock inside her.

But damn it, he wanted more than just sex
from Chelsea. He wanted her in every way possible. To be his wife,
to be the mother of his children, to be there with him day in and
day out for the rest of his life.

Well, so much for his big kidnapping plan.
Although he didn’t regret for one minute what had happened between
them the night before, he wished he had had more self control. He’d
just have to get some time with her today. Somehow, maybe at lunch,
he’d make her stop and listen to him.

Dan got up, took a quick shower, and headed
downstairs to see if he could find her having breakfast in the
hotel restaurant. He spotted her at a crowded table that had no
room for anyone else to squeeze in. Did she purposely sit there to
avoid him? To make sure he couldn’t join her?

Thinking that maybe someone would leave in
the time it took him to load up his plate at the buffet, Dan didn’t
even stop to say hello. The buffet line was long and it took
several minutes to get to the end and pay for his breakfast. The
entire time spent in the line had him fighting to keep from looking
over his shoulder to see if there was room yet at her table.

When he turned around he immediately noticed
that she was gone. Damn! He scanned the dining area in case she was
sitting with someone else now. Everyone seemed to be moving from
one chair to another as they saw old friends they wanted to talk
to. But no, she was gone.

Marla was sitting Paul, both of them had
grins on their faces and had eyes only for each other. It wasn’t
hard to figure out what had happened between them during the
night.

“Mind if I join you?”

They tore their eyes away from each other
and Marla said, “Hi, Dan. Sure, sit down. Are you ready for our fun
filled day?”

“I guess. Do you know where Chelsea went?
She was here a few minutes ago.” Dan hoped he didn’t sound too
desperate to find her.

“Yeah, she saw a couple of old friends and
said she was going to go with them on the bus.”

School buses were due to pick them all up at
the hotel at ten o’clock. They would be taken to the high school
and given a tour of the renovations that had been made to the old
building. There would be a presentation with a slide show in the
auditorium to bring them all up to date on what everyone was doing.
A brief memorial was scheduled to honor the three former students
who had been killed in the Iraq or Afghanistan war.

After the visit to the school, the buses
would take them to a park for a barbecue lunch and a softball game.
Dan had rented a car and was planning to follow the buses. His plan
had been to get Chelsea to ride with him. Now that it was obviously
not going to go his way, he decided to leave the rental car and
take the same bus Chelsea would be on. All he had to do is find out
which of the three buses that would be.

 


 


Chelsea had left the breakfast area as soon
as she saw Dan standing in line at the buffet. The last thing she
wanted was for him to try and sit at the same table with her. She
had been relieved to find a group of old friends that she could
join. When one of them suggested she ride along with them on the
bus, Chelsea jumped at the chance to avoid Dan.

After finishing her breakfast, while Dan was
still in the buffet line, Chelsea excused herself to go to her room
and put on her sneakers for the softball game. She hoped to get on
the bus without encountering Dan since he had his rental car and
would not be on any of the buses.

Chelsea changed into jeans and a T-shirt,
ran a brush through her hair, then took her driver’s license, a
credit card, and a small amount of cash from her purse and stuffed
them into her pockets. She would leave her purse in the hotel room
so she wouldn't have to worry about keeping up with it while they
were playing softball.

Back downstairs, she looked around to see if
Dan was hanging about waiting for her. Relieved that the coast was
clear, she went outside and got on bus number two to meet her
friends. They were already on the bus, saving a seat for her.

“Hey, Dan was just on the bus looking for
you, Chelsea. I told him you'd be here any minute now.”

She stifled a groan and smiled tightly at
her friend, Anita. “I thought he had a rental car and he wasn't
going to be taking the bus.”

“He does, but he said he changed his mind
because he thought it would be nice to ride with everyone else and
get a chance to visit with us all.”

“So he's going to be on this bus?” Chelsea
asked incredulously. Was there going to be no escape from Dan?
Why couldn't he just leave her alone?

“I think so, but he better hurry because
it's filling up fast. He won’t be happy if he has to take one of
the other buses.”

Looking out the window, Chelsea saw it was
too late for her to think about switching buses. Dan was already
climbing the three short steps to get on her bus.

“Anita, quick, switch seats with me so I
don't have to sit next to Dan.”

“Sorry, Chelsea. I promised him I would hold
that seat for you and him. I had no idea you didn't want to sit
next to him. Didn't you guys have a thing going back in the
day?”

“Yeah, well, back in the day is long
gone.”

Dan reached Chelsea's seat and slid in
beside her. “I missed you at breakfast this morning. We didn’t get
a chance to have our talk last night.”

“Do not start this here on the bus,” Chelsea
warned in a low voice hoping that no one could overhear her. “We
have nothing to talk about.”

“Oh, we do have something to talk about and
we’re going to talk about it today.”

“Don't think I won't cause a scene on this
bus, Dan,” She hissed at him. “There is nothing I want to talk to
you about. I plan to enjoy the day playing softball and visiting
with my old friends. Please don't ruin this reunion for me.”

The frustration in her voice was clear, and
Dan decided to let it go for now. They could enjoy the day, and
tonight would be soon enough for talk.

“All right, Chelsea. Have it your way for
now. But know this, I am going to hound you until you hear my side
of what happened.”

Thankful that Dan had decided to let it go
for now, Chelsea shifted in her seat and started talking to Anita
about how the softball teams were going to be chosen and what was
planned for the lunch menu.

“The reunion committee hired a caterer for
the lunch. Nothing really special; just hot dogs, brats, and
burgers on the grill. And of course potato salad, macaroni salad,
chips and dips, and even some veggie platters for the health
conscious people.”

“That sounds great,” Chelsea said. “But why
did they have to hire a caterer? Surely we have several former
classmates that like to grill.”

“We do, but the committee took a vote and
decided it would be better to have a caterer so that everyone would
be able to play softball, visit old friends, and not have to worry
about cooking.”

“I guess that makes sense, and it explains
why the reunion registration fees were a little higher than most
reunions are. So who are our softball captains?”

“Well, you're sitting next to one of them
and then we have Steve Gonzalez, Mark Tripper, and Peter
Dumas.”

“Four teams? That'll leave us with two teams
as winners.”

“We didn't know what else to do. We had way
more people that wanted to play than we had room for on just two
teams. This way, everyone that wants to play can.”

“Sounds good, it should be a fun day.”

 


 


The buses pulled up to the school and
everybody piled out and went inside for the grand tour. It was
amazing what had been done to the old building. The exterior looked
the same, just your standard dark red brick building, although it
did look cleaner and Chelsea thought they must have done some kind
of high-power wash to spruce it up.

Inside, it was completely renovated. Instead
of the old institutional green walls, they were now bright white
and adorned with display cabinets showing the history of the school
and sports trophies. The old desks in the classrooms had been
replaced by workstations that seated two students and all of them
were equipped with Wi-Fi so using laptops was a breeze.

The pool had been completely redone with new
plaster and new decking. New, modern equipment reduced the amount
of chlorine needed to keep the pool clean and the old, heavy smell
of an over-chlorinated pool had been eliminated.

The auditorium had been revamped as well.
All the seats in the audience area had been switched out from the
old, hard wooden seats to new cushioned seats that were similar to
what was used in movie theaters.

Dan took Chelsea’s hand and led her to a row
with a good view of the stage. She tried to pull her hand away, but
he hung on. Not wanting to make a scene, she went along with
him.

There was a slight commotion at the back of
the auditorium and they both turned around to see what it was. A
redheaded woman had just arrived and was all out of breath.

“Hi everyone! So sorry I’m late. My flight
got canceled last night and I just arrived this morning. I’m so
thrilled to see everyone!”

It was Lucy Malone, making her usual grand
entrance to be sure that everyone knew she was there. And just like
in high school, her skirt was too short, her top showed too much
cleavage, her make-up was virtually troweled on, and her hair was
the most unnatural shade of red you could imagine. There wasn’t a
phonier woman on earth, but the men loved her.

Lucy made her way down the center aisle,
stopping to touch and plant a kiss on almost every man she passed,
pissing off their wives or girlfriends along the way. Babbling
about how good it was to be here and see everyone, she slowly made
her way straight towards Dan and Chelsea.

Chelsea wanted no part of greeting Lucy
Malone. Trying to tug her hand out of Dan’s grip only made him
tighten his hold.

“Let me go, Dan. I will not stand here and
let her humiliate me again.”

“You’re not going anywhere, Chels. I’ll
handle her, she will not humiliate you.” He let go of her hand and
put his arm around her shoulder, drawing her closer to him.

“Dan!” Lucy squealed as she reached them,
totally ignoring Chelsea. “You’re the reason I came to the
reunion!”

Leaning in to kiss Dan, she was stopped when
he stuck his arm out to shake her hand instead of letting her kiss
him.

“Hello, Lucy.” He spoke flatly, with no
emotion.

Lucy stood there and looked in confusion at
his offered hand. “What? You’re not going to let me give you a
kiss?”

Ignoring her question, Dan said, “Chelsea
and I were just sitting down. Why don’t you go find a seat before
the presentation begins.”

Her eyes narrowed and her lips tightened at
the rebuff. She shot Chelsea a look of pure hatred.

“You dumped Dan years ago. Why don’t
you go find someplace else to sit so Dan and I can do some
catching up.”

Chelsea couldn’t believe Lucy would have the
nerve to suggest such a thing. Lucy would have no way of knowing
what was going in their lives; for all she knew, Dan and Chelsea
could be back together again. Or had Dan stayed in touch with
her?

Before Chelsea could respond, Dan said,
“Chelsea will be sitting with me, Lucy. Now please excuse us.”

He turned, guiding Chelsea into a row that
had only two seats open, effectively giving Lucy no choice other
than to find somewhere else to sit.

Chelsea was still a little shocked by Lucy’s
hateful look and suggestion that Chelsea find someplace else to
sit. She was at a loss as to what to say to Dan about the encounter
with Lucy. All the feelings of hurt and betrayal from when she had
witnessed Lucy and Dan kissing and embracing washed over her again.
She wanted to leave; she just wanted to go to the hotel pack her
things and get on the flight back home. She didn’t care if she
missed the barbecue and the softball games. If she left now, it
would just give Lucy satisfaction. But she could feign a sudden
illness after the presentations in the auditorium and then grab a
cab back to the hotel.

“Dan,” Chelsea whispered. “I’m going to take
a cab back to the hotel when we leave here. I want to go home.”

Dan looked at her in surprise, “I never
figured you for a quitter, Chelsea.”

“I’m not a quitter,” she hissed at him. “But
did you see that look she gave me? I’m not going to give her the
opportunity of having an entire afternoon to give me looks like
that and make her nasty remarks to me.”

“Don’t go, don’t give her the satisfaction.
I’m sure she just felt rejected because I wouldn’t let her kiss me
and she took it out on you.”

He was right, Chelsea thought, but she
didn’t want to risk having another encounter with Lucy. “What if we
end up on the same softball team? I do not want to be on the same
team with her.”

“Don’t worry, that’s unlikely. If it does
happen, we’ll figure something out.”

“I wish I’d never come to this reunion,”
Chelsea sighed. “All I wanted to do was visit with some old
friends. I didn’t think you’d be here and I hoped Lucy wouldn’t be
here.”

Great, Dan thought, makes a guy
feel real good when the woman he loves tells him she wishes he
wasn’t here.

“Is it really that bad that I’m here?” He
asked her.

Chelsea shook her head, “Please, Dan. I’m
sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. Can we talk about this later?
I’ll stay, but she better keep her distance from me.”

“Yeah, we’ll talk later,” Dan whispered
back. He didn’t think anyone was really paying attention to them,
they were all caught up in their own little private
conversations.

 





 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


 


The reunion committee had put together a
wonderful presentation. Everyone had sent in photos showing them in
their day to day lives. The committee had asked for photos from
jobs, with their families, while on vacation, working on their
hobbies, and anything else that could help give the rest of the
classmates a good idea of how everyone’s life was now, ten years
after graduation.

The submissions of photos had all been
alphabetized and then scanned into a computer. One of the more
creative members of the committee had then put together a slide
show starting with Kelly Abrams and ending with Trey Zaft.

Chelsea noticed that the pictures of Dan did
not include any women who he might have been dating. His pictures
showed him at work, with his parents, and playing racquetball. When
she stopped to think about it, her photos had no men other than her
father and her two brothers. Did that mean that neither one of them
had had a significant other since their breakup?

 


 


The four captains of the softball teams
lined up and took turns choosing who they wanted on their team. Dan
had every intention of winning and knew there’d be no talking to
Chelsea while the game was going on. He loaded his team up with men
who he was reasonably sure would be assets to his team. He wasn’t
worried about Chelsea being on his team, but he did pay attention
to make sure that Lucy was on a different team than Chelsea. He
would hook up with Chelsea immediately after the games to make sure
Lucy didn’t start anything. Maybe they could take a little walk and
she’d listen to what he had to say about what had happened with
Lucy all those years ago.

Chelsea ended up on Steve Gonzalez’s team
and they played against Mark Tripper’s team. She was surprised to
find she was somewhat hurt when Dan didn’t choose her as his first
pick. The way he’d been after her to let him tell her his side of
the story, she was pretty sure he’d want her on his team and had
expected to be his first pick. And she had expected him to choose
her to make sure she didn’t have the same team was Lucy. As it
turned out, Lucy was on Mark Tripper’s team so they would be
playing against each other.

The games took more than two hours to
finish. Dan’s team played against Peter’s team and won. Steve’s
team played against Mark Tripper’s team. Neither Dan nor Chelsea
had time to worry about what the other was doing. Their attention
was each focused on what their team was doing and they each won
their game.

In the last inning, Chelsea was catcher and
Lucy was up to bat for her team. Lucy sneered at Chelsea as she
approached the plate and began swinging the bat for a warm-up. The
pitcher was Steve and he was trying to strike Lucy out. Steve’s
team was winning by one run and he needed to strike out Lucy or
they would risk losing the game. He managed to get her to two
strikes and then pitched the next ball.

Lucy swung, connected, and just before
taking off on her run to first base, she looked over her shoulder
to see where Chelsea was and then tossed the bat in such a way that
it struck Chelsea just below her knee. The blow caused Chelsea to
cry out and fall, clutching her leg in pain. Steve caught the ball
on the fly, Lucy was out, and they won the game.

Steve immediately ran to Chelsea’s side to
see how bad her injury was. Dan was already there, his game had
just ended in victory and he had wandered over to watch the end of
Chelsea’s game. He had seen the sly look on Lucy’s face as she
checked Chelsea’s position just before tossing the bat at her
leg.

“Chelsea, are you all right?” Steve
asked.

“She’ll be fine, no thanks to Lucy,” Dan
answered.

Chelsea was trying hard not to cry. The top
of her shin bone was extremely painful and swelling up. She was
wearing skinny jeans and the swelling was bad enough that she
couldn’t pull the leg of her jeans up to inspect the damage. The
only way they’d be able to take a look was if she dropped her jeans
and she wasn’t about to do that in the park.

One of the caterer workers brought over a
plastic bag of ice and Chelsea put it directly on her jeans hoping
it would bring the pain and swelling down. Dan pulled out his cell
phone.

“I’m calling for an ambulance to get you to
the emergency room.”

“No, I don’t need to go to the hospital.
It’ll be fine, it hurts a lot, but I think if it was broken it
would be hurting more. The ice is already making it better.”

“I don’t know, Chelsea. I think you should
let me call 911.”

“Let’s wait until after lunch. I’ll keep the
ice on it and if it continues to swell more, I’ll agree to go to
the hospital.”

Against his better judgment, Dan agreed.
Lucy picked that moment to saunter over.

“What’s going on?” She asked innocently.

Dan turned away from Chelsea to face Lucy,
“As if you didn’t know. I saw what you did.”

Lucy put on a confused look. “Whatever are
you talking about? I just hit the ball and ran for first base
trying to tie the score.”

Dan’s upper lip curled in derision and in a
very low voice he said, “Lucy, I saw you check where Chelsea was
and then you flung the bat at her legs. You purposefully aimed that
bat at her.”

“You’re crazy, Dan! Why would I do such a
thing?”

“Just leave us alone, Lucy. Go get your
lunch and mingle with some of your old friends. If you have any.”
He turned away from her to help Chelsea up to her feet, but not
before he saw Lucy’s smirk.

Holding on to Dan first port, Chelsea
gingerly put weight on her injured leg. It hurt, but it didn’t
buckle, and that told her it was not broken.. With Dan’s help, she
hobbled over to a picnic table and sat down. Dan dragged a cooler
over for Chelsea to use as a makeshift ottoman to put her leg on so
she could keep the ice on it.

 


 


A late lunch was served and somehow Dan
wound up sitting at a table with his teammates across from where
Chelsea was sitting. Chelsea’s team had gathered around her,
bringing her a plate of food and beer. Every time Chelsea glanced
over at Dan’s table, she found him looking at her. He’d wink at her
and smile that charming half smile of his. She’d blush and look
away again.

Now that the day was winding down to a
close, Chelsea thought about last night, about Dan’s hands on her
body. His hands had touched every intimate spot. The thought of
where his finger had been caused her to blush again. She stole
another look in Dan’s direction and she could have sworn by the
knowing grin on his face that he knew exactly what she’d been
thinking about.

He had been quick to rush to her side when
the bat hit her leg and she fell. It was a nice feeling to have
somebody be so instantly concerned and ready to make arrangements
for possible medical care that may be needed. Maybe she shouldn’t
be so firm about refusing to hear his side of what had happened all
those years ago. She had overheard him when he told Lucy that he
thought she had swung the bat intentionally at Chelsea. She didn’t
want to think that Lucy would stoop to doing something like that,
and she hoped Dan was wrong. He had had sent Lucy away.

Dan had thoughts of last night in his head
as well. It had been several years, but Chelsea’s body was as
luscious as it had been back then. Maybe even more so. He
remembered that she ran every day and went to the gym to work out a
couple of times a week. She worked at keeping in shape and it
definitely paid off.

He just had to get her to listen to him. The
reunion was technically over once the buses brought them back to
the hotel, but most everyone was staying the night and leaving the
following day. That didn’t leave him much time and if she holed up
in her room again, he would lose his chance. He just might have to
resort to kidnapping her again. Only this time, he would control
himself. At least until he made her understand that she was wrong
about what she thought she saw.

 


 


Carrot cake topped with thick cream cheese
frosting was being taken out of the coolers by the caterers.
Everyone groaned at the thought of more food when they had all just
stuffed themselves on hot dogs and burgers. But few could resist
the yummy carrot cake and Dan was soon at her side with two beers
he had just snagged from one of the huge beverage coolers.

“I’ve got drinks, do you think you can
hobble over to the one of the benches at the edge of the park? I’ll
bring the carrot cake.”

She smiled up at him, “Yeah, I think I can
make it over there with a little help. Listen Dan, I’m willing to
hear your side of things, but can it please wait until we get back
to the hotel? I’m enjoying myself now and don’t want to ruin
it.”

Chelsea thought she saw a hint of hurt
feelings in his eyes, but he said, “I’m happy you’re ready to
listen, Chelsea. Right now, I just want to have dessert with
you.We’ll talk later.”

She immediately felt bad for assuming he
wanted to make her listen to his explanation now.

“I’m sorry, Dan. I guess I’ve just felt so
pressured about this that I just thought that’s what you wanted
now. Come on, let’s go eat our dessert.”

They walked slowly away from the picnic
tables, Chelsea carrying her bag of ice in hand and hanging on to
Dan’s arm with her other hand. At the edge of the park was an area
that had park benches scattered about. Several other couples had
the same idea, but the benches were far enough apart that no one
felt crowded. Dan found one that was under the shade of a tree. He
brushed off the few leaves and they sat and enjoyed their dessert
and beer.

“Do you regret last night?” Dan asked when
he finished his cake.

Chelsea didn’t answer right away. She had
berated herself for allowing it to happen when she woke up in the
middle of the night and slipped away to her room. But today she had
not regretted it one bit. The memories of his kisses, of feeling
his heart pounding against her breasts, of the complete intimacy
they had shared; those memories were special and even caused her
pussy to tighten in hopeful anticipation of another round of
lovemaking.

“No, I don’t regret it. It was very nice; it
was more than nice, it was wonderful. But Dan, it really doesn’t
change anything. I’m afraid it’s too late for us.”

Taking her plate and empty beer can, Dan got
up, walked over to the trash receptacle, and dumped their trash.
When he came back to the bench, he held out his hand for her to
take. She didn't think it would be a smart thing to grab onto his
hand, but she needed the extra support with her injured leg. She
took his hand, felt the familiar warmth wash over her, and let him
help her to her feet.

They walked back to the picnic tables, still
holding hands. Chelsea had relaxed her hold on his hand, feeling
confident she could walk now without assistance and hoping Dan
would release his grip. But he didn't, so they walked hand-in-hand.
She blushed when several of their former classmates smiled
knowingly when they saw the couple holding hands with Dan being so
attentive towards Chelsea.

“Come on,” Chelsea said as she pulled her
hand away. “Let's help with the cleanup.”

“I’ll help with the cleanup, you sit down
and keep that ice on your leg.”

“Really, Dan. I can help, I don’t want to
just sit and watch everyone else do all the work.”

“Too bad, now sit down.” He looked around to
see where Lucy was, but he didn’t see her. He glanced at the
parking lot where the buses were parked and noticed that her car
was gone. Good, he thought. Good riddance to her.

Everybody chipped in and did their part to
help clean up the mess from lunch and gather all the softball
equipment that had been borrowed from the school. Soon they were
done, and everyone slowly made their way back to the buses.

The ride back to the hotel was not nearly as
loud and boisterous as the trip to the school and park had been
earlier. But a few people talked in low, tired voices. Several
dozed off, exhausted from the softball games and still stuffed from
their late lunch.

Chelsea's chin slowly dropped to her chest
as she drifted off. Dan put his arm around her shoulder and gently
guided her head so it was resting on his shoulder. It took only a
few more minutes before his head was leaning on hers and he gave in
to his tiredness.

They woke up together to the squealing of
the bus brakes as they came to a stop in front of the hotel.
Chelsea quickly sat up and then covered her mouth to hide a huge
yawn.

Dan chuckled and said, “Time to get up,
Sleepyhead. We're back.”

“Okay,” Chelsea said sleepily. “But everyone
is in the aisle, so can we just wait till most of them clear
out?”

“Sure, no problem.”

They sat silently for several minutes until
the aisle wasn't so crowded. Then Dan got up and held his hand out
for Chelsea. She pretended she didn't see his hand and gripped the
back of the seat in front of her to pull herself up only to
discover that the ride had stiffened her leg and she needed his
help to move into the aisle.

Inside the hotel, waiting for the elevators,
Dan asked, “How about we have dinner together? The reunion is
officially over, and even though most everyone will be spending the
night here, there are no specific plans. Everyone is on their
own.”

“We had such a late lunch, I don't know if I
even want to have dinner tonight. Right now, I just want to go up
and take a shower.”

“We don't have to eat a big dinner. We can
just have some soup or maybe a salad. Let me go up with you and
take a look at your leg.”

The elevator arrived and they stepped in
with several other people. Chelsea didn't answer his question and
pushed the button for her floor. Dan did not push his button. He
was going to follow her all the way to her room so he could see how
her leg was and get an answer about dinner.

The elevator stopped twice and each time a
few people got out until Chelsea and Dan were alone. She leaned
back against the wall and closed her eyes. She had already told Dan
she’d let him say whatever it was he needed to tell her. Too much
time had passed, and it wasn't going to make a bit of difference.
She was not going to put her heart at risk again. Though she
thought there was the possibility that she may have reacted too
strongly all those years ago, the hurt was still there. She didn’t
think she was ready to give him an opportunity to hurt her again.
She took a deep breath and slowly let it out.

“Okay Dan, you can come in and take a look
at my leg. But then you have to go so I can get cleaned up and grab
a short nap.”

The elevator came to a stop and Dan said,
“Okay then, let’s go take a look at the leg.”

She swiped her key card and they entered her
room. He smiled and shook his head when she grabbed a pair of
shorts and headed to the bathroom to change. As if he hadn’t seen
everything there was to see last night. Didn’t she remember his
hands had touched every inch of her body?

When she came out in her shorts, he was
taken aback by the large, deep purple bruise just below her knee.
The swelling made the top of her lower leg as big as her knee.

“Chels, baby, you gotta let me take you to
the emergency room.”

“Don’t go all dramatic on me, Dan. It’s
fine, it looks a lot worse than it is. I can walk with just a
little limp, so I’m sure it’s not broken. There’s nothing they’d do
at the ER except waste my time taking a bunch of X-rays, give me a
brace, and charge a lot money for something they really can’t do
anything about.”

“I don’t know, Chels, what if it’s fractured
and by walking around on it you make it worse?”

“I’ll tell you what. Let me shower and I’ll
nap with the ice on it. Then we’ll have something light to eat and
we’ll talk about whatever you want to tell me. In the morning, if
it’s not any better, I’ll agree to go to the hospital.”

“I don’t like it, but okay. When will you be
ready for me to pick up?”

“I'll meet you downstairs at eight
thirty.”

Dan smiled slowly and said, “It's a deal,
see you at eight thirty.” He leaned in to kiss her, but she put the
palm of her hand on his chest to stop him and said, “I'll see you
at eight thirty. Now go.”




 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


 


At eight twenty Dan was sitting at a corner table in
the restaurant. There were few people in the restaurant; it seemed
everyone was tired out from the full day. Sipping a glass of ice
water, he looked up to see Lucy striding towards him. Damn
it, he did not need this minutes before Chelsea was due to meet
him.

Lucy slid into the chair across from him. “Buy me
dinner?”

Dan stood up, tossed a five dollar bill on the table
for the waitress, and said, “No, Lucy. I was just leaving.”

He turned to see Chelsea standing at the restaurant
entrance watching him. Quickly walking to her, he took her arm and
said, “Let’s go somewhere else.”

“Dan, wait; we don’t have to go anywhere else. Let’s
just get another table.”

“You’re not angry? You’re not going to accuse me of
something for being at the same table as her?”

Chelsea was a little hurt by his tone, but she had
seen Lucy enter the restaurant and then take the seat across from
Dan. She knew Dan had done nothing wrong.

“Of course not. I saw her approach you and I saw how
quick you got up to get away from her.”

“Yeah, I have no use for her. I don’t want to be in
the same room with her. Let’s just go.”

“Okay, if that’s what you want, but I’m okay to stay
here.”

Dan wanted to leave. Here he finally had a chance to
convince Chelsea that she’d been wrong about him and then Lucy
shows up.

“Come on, let’s grab a cab. There’s a little
restaurant a few miles from here.”

 


 


Inside Angelo’s Italian Bistro, they sat in a dimly
lit booth. The backs of the booth were high, giving them a feeling
of privacy. Dan ordered two dinner salads and two bowls of the
minestrone soup. While they waited for their order, he reached
across the table and took her hand.

“How’s your leg feeling?”

“It’s fine, it hardly hurts. Just a dull aching. I’m
sure it will be okay.”

He squeezed her hand lightly. “I want to tell you
what happened with Lucy eight years ago. I want you to listen with
an open mind and keep today’s events in mind as well. Lucy has a…a
history of sorts.”

Chelsea squeezed his hand back. “I’ll listen. But
Dan, it happened more than once, so I’m not sure what you tell me
is going to change my feelings or my mind.”

The waitress came with their order and they both
started on the soup while Dan tried to get his thoughts together.
He wasn’t sure what she meant when she said it happened more than
once. What exactly did she think happened?

“Lucy lived behind my parents’ house. She moved
there when I was fifteen. I think she’s the same age as we are
because she was in the same grade at school. She was a foster
child, she’d been in trouble and her parents couldn’t deal with her
so they let her go into the system.”

 

“I didn’t know that,” Chelsea commented. “But then,
I never hung out with the same crowd as Lucy.”

Dan went on to tell her how Lucy had been immature
in a lot of ways, but also very worldly. She flirted in a different
way than other girls, more like an adult woman with experience
would flirt. Definitely not like an innocent teenage girl. She
often suggested to boys that they meet her after school behind the
bleachers or in some other obscure spot and she would show them
what a good time was.

“She mostly came on to the guys who already had
girlfriends. The girls hated it because they felt Lucy was always
trying to take their boyfriends away. And they were right.”

“I think I kind of knew that, but really just
thought she was kind of loose; you know, slutty. But I didn’t
really know her and I was studying hard for that damn SAT so I
could get into a good college.”

“Yeah, I remember. You kept turning me down when I
asked you out. It really wounded me, the way you kept saying no,
until I realized you didn’t go out with any of the guys.”

Chelsea smiled at the memories, “I did agree to go
out with you once I had the test out of the way.”

“You did, and after our second or third date, Lucy
started coming on to me. She sat behind me in one of our classes
and was always passing me notes about how good she could make me
feel. I ignored them but she didn’t give up.”

“I remember once I saw her just walk up to you and
kiss you. I think it was right after our second date. It pissed me
off, but you pushed her away so I knew it was all her doing.”

Dan nodded. Lucy had been a pain in the ass for
almost every guy in school. He and Chelsea dated throughout the
second half of their junior year and the entire senior year. Then
they had said what they thought would be a temporary goodbye as she
went to college and he went to work for his mother’s organization
and part time college.

Dan continued his story, telling Chelsea how Lucy
hounded him constantly while Chelsea was away at school. “When I
wouldn’t go out with her or return her calls, she finally gave up.
Or I thought she did. But as soon as you came home for Christmas or
any of the other holidays, she’d start up again like she was
determined to make you think something was going on.”

Chelsea nodded, “She did. She even stopped me once
in the mall and told me you were cheating on me when I was in
school. She said I should dump you. But I didn’t believe her.”

“Not at first, you didn’t. But she put doubt in your
head and you started getting suspicious. You started asking me
where I was if I missed your calls. You always wanted details about
who I was with and what we were doing.”

“She was pretty convincing, Dan. She told me where
she was with you and it often was exactly where you told me you
were. Only you said you were with other friends and never mentioned
her. Then, at the end of spring break, I saw you both together at
the mall. You were talking and walking with her, it sure looked
like you were together. She leaned over and kissed you just before
she went into one of the stores.”

“Chels, you’ve got to believe me. She must have seen
you and just put on that show for your benefit. I remember that
day. I was heading to the sporting goods store and all of a sudden
she was walking next to me and asking how I was and when did I want
to get together with her. I smiled at her and told her to just give
it up, I wasn’t going to go out with her. Then she did that kiss
and walked into the book store.”

“There were other times, Dan. Times I’d see you
together; she’d have her hand over yours, always giving the
impression that you two were more than just acquaintances. More
than just friends.”

“Will you let me tell you about the last time? When
you finally walked out on me and stopped taking my calls?”

It hurt Chelsea to think about that time. She had
tried so hard to trust Dan, to believe in him, to believe that he
really did love her. But the evidence just kept stacking up. The
last time she saw Dan and Lucy together they were locked in a close
and intimate embrace. It was like getting hit between the eyes with
a two by four. She finally realized she was being played and she
went back to school early and didn’t speak to Dan again.

Dan was talking again.

“We were at Marla’s eighteenth birthday party. Lucy
was supposed to be coming with some guy she was seeing, but she
came alone. You were going to meet me there but were running
late.”

He went on to describe what had happened. Some of it
he had pieced together since that night. Apparently Lucy had been
watching for Chelsea. When she saw Chelsea parking her car, Lucy
worked up some tears and went to Dan, crying that just when she
thought she’d finally found the love of her life, he dumped
her.

Lucy had put her arms around Dan’s neck and put her
head on his shoulder, sobbing uncontrollably. Instinctively, Dan
had put his arms around Lucy and had patted her back, telling her
everything would be okay. He told her she didn’t need a guy that
would just walk out on her, that she’d find someone else. She had
looked up at him, tears running down her face.

“I want you, Dan.” Lucy had told him.

Then, at the very moment that Chelsea entered the
room, Lucy had kissed him full on the mouth, forcing her tongue
between his lips to deepen the kiss. She had slid one leg up his
thigh in a very intimate way, making it look like they both were
equally into the kiss. Dan had been so stunned that he had stood
there motionless for several seconds before finally removing his
arms from around her and pushing her away.

He had seen the shocked and hurt look on Chelsea’s
face, but she had turned and run out the door before he could get
to her. She had never given him a chance to explain. It was the
final blow that made her feel she had been wasting her time with
Dan. He had been stringing her along while cheating on her with
Lucy between Chelsea’s visits home from college.

 


 


Could it really be that simple of an explanation?
Could she really and truly have been so wrong for the last eight
years? Chelsea wanted to believe Dan, but she had built an
ironclad wall around her broken heart to keep Dan out. It was a
very high wall, and it wasn’t going to come down easily. And yet,
there were already a few chinks in that wall.

“Chelsea, I didn’t come here for the reunion. I came
for you. I thought if we were both here, if there was no practical
way for you to completely avoid me, you would have no choice but to
hear me out.”

Chelsea looked down at her half eaten salad. She
didn’t know what to think. Was he telling the truth? Had Lucy lied
and truly staged all those encounters between her and Dan just to
break them up? It was hard to believe, though she had seen evidence
of that very thing once Lucy showed up today.

Marla had tried repeatedly to change Chelsea’s mind.
Chelsea couldn’t begin to count how many times Marla had told her
she wasn’t looking at the whole picture; she was only thinking
about her hurt feelings and she wasn’t being fair to Dan by
shutting him out and refusing to even talk to him. Chelsea had shut
Marla down whenever she brought up the subject of Dan.

She had worked hard to build that wall around her
heart. It kept the hurt at bay. The hurt was still there, but the
wall dulled its pain and allowed Chelsea to move on with life and
at least attempt to find somebody else to love.

“Chelsea? What’s going on in your head? Tell me what
you’re thinking.”

Dan could only hope that Chelsea was revisiting in
her mind all those instances of Lucy’s attempts to make it appear
as though Lucy and Dan were an item. He hoped Chelsea would realize
that there had never been any talk from anyone about Dan seeing any
other girls while Chelsea was away at school. It had all come from
Lucy, and only Lucy.

“I don’t know, Dan. I don’t know what to think,”
Chelsea gave a half laugh. “If what you’re saying is true, then
I’ve been a fool. It’s not an easy thing for me to admit.”

Dan ran his fingers over the back of her hand,
“You’re not a fool, Chelsea. I know how Lucy made it look. But it’s
you I love. It’s always been you I love. Only you, there’s never
been anyone else.”

“Are you telling me you’ve been living the celibate
life?” Chelsea asked with a smile. She knew Dan’s sexual appetites
would make it very difficult for him to have remained celibate for
the past eight years.

“No babe, I’m not going to tell you that; after all,
I am a man. But I will tell you I’ve never wanted anyone or loved
anyone like I do you.”

Chelsea tried to blink the tears out of her eyes. He
sounded so sincere when he said those things, she had to believe
him. Had she been so stupid that she threw away eight years they
could have been together?

“What about you, Chelsea?” He asked with a chuckle.
“Have you lived the celibate life for the last eight years?”

“I don’t want to talk about what my sex life or your
sex life was like these past eight years. That subject is off
limits.”

“Agreed. But I do want to talk about us. I want you
to let me in; I want to be a part of your life. I want you to be a
part of my life.”

She looked up at him, tears still swimming in her
eyes. “I need time to think, Dan. I need to think and process all
of this. Can we go back to the hotel now?”

“Sure, let me pay the bill and we’ll grab a cab.”
Dan reached for his wallet, thankful that Chelsea was at least
willing to think about it. She had not said no, which meant there
was a chance she would say yes.

 


 


They rode the elevator up to Chelsea’s room in
silence. At her door, Chelsea swiped her key card and pushed the
door open. She turned to face Dan before he could follow her
inside.

“I have to think. If I let you in my room, I’m not
going to be able to think. At least, not about the things I need to
think about.”

Dan was disappointed, he had hoped to show her how
much he loved her. They were meant to be together. But he knew now
was not the time to push her, it was a very thin line of hope and
trust connecting them.

“You go ahead and do your thinking, Chelsea. I’ll
wait. I’ve waited eight years, I’ll wait as long as it takes for
you to believe that I love you. I always have and I always will
love you.”

He leaned forward and gave her a light kiss, then
turned and went back to take the elevator down to his floor.

Chelsea shut her door and double locked it. She
tossed her purse onto the dresser, opened a drawer and pulled out a
tank top and panties to sleep in. She went to the bathroom to
change, brushed her teeth, and decided she was too tired to take
off her makeup. Leaving the light on, she closed the bathroom door
almost all the way, leaving just an inch or so for enough light to
see in case she woke up in the middle of the night. She took the
heavy bedspread off the bed and then crawled between the
sheets.

Laying there, looking up at the dark ceiling above
her, Chelsea let her mind go back to her junior year in high school
when she and Dan first started dating. There had always been a
strong attraction between them and once they started dating, that
attraction grew. She smiled as she remembered some of the wild
make-out sessions they had. Dan, being a boy, wanted to go further.
But Chelsea always stopped him. She told them she intended to go to
college and become a teacher. There was no way she was going to
risk getting pregnant and ruining that dream.

Dan had always respected that and he never pushed
once she stopped him. That was not to say he didn’t keep trying,
but once she put the brakes on, he would slow down. It was during
the middle of their senior year when Chelsea began to feel that she
no longer wanted to wait. She was eighteen now and beginning to
feel the need and desire to explore further than the heavy necking
and petting they’d been doing. The things she felt when Dan kissed
her, touched her, when his hands skimmed under her blouse and
pushed her bra aside became harder and harder to control. When he
sucked on her nipples she felt her pussy getting wet and her hips
would squirm. Dan would slide his hand up her skirt or down her
jeans and cup her moist, hot center. She wanted more, and it was
getting difficult to tell him to stop when all she wanted was for
him to go on.

Chelsea went to the Planned Parenthood clinic for
birth control pills and she began taking them. The nurse had told
her to take them for at least a week before relying on them to be
effective. She was also advised to use condoms for additional
protection and to avoid sexually transmitted diseases. Chelsea did
not tell Dan she was taking the pills. When the big day came, she
wanted it to be spontaneous, not something they did just because it
was now safe.

A few weeks later, they were at his house watching a
movie. His parents were out of town and they were alone in the
house. Dan started kissing her at a commercial break and it soon
became more than just kissing. He caressed her breasts, lifted her
blouse so he could suck on her nipples. She rubbed her hand over
the length of his hard shaft through his jeans. He groaned deep in
his throat.

Her jeans came off and Dan was momentarily surprised
that she hadn’t stopped him yet. He didn’t dwell on this
development, however. He had something else to think about —
Chelsea had unbuttoned his jeans and was pulling the zipper
down.

“Hey, do you think we should stop?” He felt it was
the right thing to ask since for the first time, she seemed willing
to keep going.

“No…I don’t want to.”

He kissed her, bending her back so she was lying on
the sofa. His hips were nestled between her thighs and he wanted to
be inside her.

“Chelsea, baby, are you sure?”

“Yes, yes, I’m sure. Can we go up to your room?”

Dan stood, picked her up in his arms and climbed the
stairs two at a time. He deposited her on his bed, stripped off his
jeans and undershorts, and bent over to remove her last piece of
clothing. Her damp panties soon were on the floor and Dan was on
top of her, kissing her with complete abandon and passion.

Her nipples were hard little nubs and Dan shifted a
little to the side so he could massage her left breast while still
kissing her. Chelsea wrapped her arms around his neck and lifted
her pelvis to push against his cock.

Unable to wait any longer, Dan positioned his cock
at the opening of her slit and entered very slowly. Just a tiny
bit. He looked into her eyes and asked again, “Are you sure you
want to do this? A few more seconds and I won’t be able to
stop.”

Her eyes wide, she nodded and gasped, “Yes, please,
now!”

Dan plunged into her wet pussy and then paused for
just a few seconds to savor the heat that wrapped around his cock.
Then he lifted her legs and began thrusting into her, slowly at
first and then building up to a hard a fast pace.

Chelsea had felt a brief moment of pain at the
initial thrust, but it soon subsided and she was meeting his every
stroke. Dan buried his face in the crook of Chelsea’s neck and she
clung to him, digging her nails into the skin on his back. She
wasn’t sure what she was feeling. It was like she was on a roller
coaster climbing to the top of the highest peak, when suddenly the
thrill of going over the edge made her whole body shudder and her
pussy convulsed in wave after wave of feelings she’d never
experienced before. Was this ecstasy? It must be, and Dan must have
felt it as well, because his body stiffened and he shouted out
hoarsely as he emptied himself into her.

Dan rolled off to the side and flung his arm over
his forehead. “Wow!”

“Yeah, I know.” Chelsea responded.

In a few minutes, when their breathing had returned
to almost normal, Dan turned on his side and put his hand on
Chelsea’s belly. “Are you okay, babe?”

She blushed and hid her face in his chest as she
nodded. “Yeah, but we forgot to use a condom.”

“Shit! Oh, I’m sorry! I never even thought about it!
What if you get pregnant?”

“It’s okay. I won’t get pregnant. I’m on the
pill.”

“You’re what? On the pill? Why didn’t you tell
me?”

“Because the nurse said I needed to wait at least a
week to be sure they were effective. But she said we should still
use condoms to prevent diseases, you know, sexually transmitted
ones.”

“No problems there, Chelsea. We’re both clean on
that account.”

 


 


The memories of their first time caused Chelsea to
smile at the dark ceiling above her in the hotel room. They had
promptly gone on a sexual quest learning every possible thing they
could find about how to do it better, different positions and
different techniques. Dan had not been a virgin, though he didn’t
have a lot of experience. They had learned together, looking for
and grabbing every opportunity to get naked and fuck.

She rolled onto her side and had the dark wall to
look at now. Her thoughts turned to everything Dan had told her
tonight. She tried to recall all those encounters when Lucy had
attempted to make it look like Dan was cheating on Chelsea. There
had been a few times when Chelsea knew what Lucy was doing, but
other times had put doubt in her head. Why? Why hadn’t she trusted
Dan? Was it because she was away at college and unable to see him
except on holiday breaks and summer vacation?

Chelsea racked her brain for anything Dan had ever
done to cause her to mistrust him. She came up empty. Dan had
always maintained that Lucy orchestrated every scenario to convince
Chelsea that Dan was cheating. Lucy had outright lied about how she
and Dan were seeing each other while Chelsea was away at
school.

She, Chelsea, was at fault. She had allowed her
doubts and insecurities to keep her from listening to Dan. She
never even gave him a chance. Was it too late? Dan said he loved
her. He said he hadn’t come for the reunion, he’d come for
Chelsea.

Chelsea threw off the blankets, found her pool
cover-up that could pass for a short dress, grabbed her key card
and dashed down the hall to the elevator. Thank goodness no one was
in the hallway. It was late, and she hoped the elevator would be
empty as well.

It was. She punched Dan’s floor number and then ran
to his room when the elevator reached his floor. She lightly tapped
on his door, praying that he wasn’t a sound sleeper; that he would
hear her knocking. A minute passed. She tapped again. A door opened
further down the hall and a man came out and began walking towards
her.

She lifted her hand to tap again when the door
opened and she pushed her way in and shut the door behind her.

“There was a man in the hall walking towards me. I
didn’t want him to recognize me. I don’t even know if he’s someone
from our class.” She realized she was babbling and shut her
mouth.

Dan stood there, stark naked, looking at her with
one eyebrow raised as if to ask why she was in his room.

Chelsea threw herself at him, wrapping her legs and
arms around him.

“I love you. I love you. I love you. I’m an idiot.
I’m sorry. We’ve wasted eight years that we could have been
together. I wasted eight years. Oh, Dan, I’m so sorry. I love
you.”

“Hush now,” He kissed her gently, then again, a
little less gently.

He lifted the pool cover-up over her head and
thought he’d never seen a sexier get up than the tank top and
panties she was wearing.

“Take me to bed, Dan.” Chelsea tugged her top off
and then Dan stopped her when she started to push her panties
down.

“I get to take the panties off.”

He pulled her into his arms and nuzzled her neck. He
trailed kisses across her collar bone, up the side of her neck, and
nibbled on her earlobe. From there, he skimmed kisses down her jaw
and then covered her mouth with his. His tongue didn’t find any
resistance as it entered her mouth and she gently sucked on it and
played her tongue around his.

Still kissing her, Dan slowly backed her towards the
bed until she fell backwards onto it. Standing between her knees,
he slipped his fingers under the waistband of her panties and
pulled them down, past her knees, and slid them off her feet. He
knelt between her knees and kissed the soft skin of her inner
thighs.

Her breath hitched as he moved further up and came
closer to her slit. His hands came up and brushed against the
trimmed soft curls above her clit. One finger began to gently rub
her clit while his thumb slid into her channel. Chelsea moaned and
her hands moved to his head, grabbing fistfuls of his thick
hair.

Dan’s tongue licked the length of her all the way up
to her clitoris and sucked gently on it while he inserted two
fingers into her wet pussy. He knew exactly how to reach her G-spot
and stroked it while still sucking on her clit, making her come
quickly and intensely. He withdrew his fingers and kissed her
mound, slowly working his way up over her hip bones, over her
belly, her ribs, and finally reaching her breasts.

Chelsea stopped him by pushing him to the side and
rolling on top of him.

“My turn,” she said, moving over him and sucking on
each of his nipples before slowly sliding down until she reached
his turgid cock. She cupped his balls in her hand and licked his
hard shaft from the base to the tip, paying extra attention to the
ridge around the head of his cock. She licked the drop of pre-cum
from the tip and slid her tongue back down to the base and licked
his balls before taking each one into her mouth and gently rolling
her tongue around it.

Dan wasn’t sure how much more he could take. He
wanted to fuck her, to have his cock inside her soaking wet
pussy.

“Chelsea, I want to fuck you. Now.”

“Not yet, I’m going to make you come first. You’re
going to come in my mouth, and then later you can fuck me.”

Dan groaned as he felt his balls tighten. Chelsea
took him deeper into her mouth so his cock was as far in as she
could take it without gagging. She massaged his balls and stroked
the area around his asshole. His cock exploded, shooting cum down
her throat. She took it all and continued to suck him until his
penis was soft.

He pulled her up and kissed her deeply. He could
taste himself on her and she could taste herself on him. They laid
back, quiet, lightly caressing each other in the aftermath. She
dozed for a few minutes but awoke when he tweaked her nipple. Her
hand was on his lower belly feeling the ripples of his well-toned
abdomen. She slid it down lower and found his cock. It wasn’t quite
as soft anymore and she was sure she could bring it back to a hard
and ready state with just a little work.

She wrapped her hand around it and began stroking up
and down. At first, Dan thought it was too soon after their last
round and was about to suggest they wait a little longer. But then
he felt his cock begin to stiffen and reached for her. They brought
each other to a state of readiness and then Dan flipped her over
and pulled her hips up so he could take her from behind.

Chelsea loved this position, it allowed for the
deepest penetration and turned her on more than other position. She
dropped her shoulders to the bed, causing her ass to lift higher.
Dan’s cock nudged at her pussy and she moved her hips backwards,
telling him she was ready. He sank into her deeply and began slowly
pumping in and out. Little by little he began to speed up his
thrusts. His arm wrapped around her hip and his hand found her
sensitive clit. He massaged it as he pounded into her and she had
the fleeting thought of being on a roller coaster, just like the
very first time they made love.

Like that first time, he took her over the edge with
wave after wave of shudders running through her body as she came in
an explosive orgasm. He followed as soon as he felt her pussy
spasming around his cock.

“You’re mine,” he said as he kissed the top of her
ass.

“Mmm…mmm. And you’re mine.”

“We belong together, we’re meant to be together. I
won’t let you go again.”

“I’m not planning on going anywhere.”

 


 





 


 


 



Chapter Five

 


 


They woke up as the early dawn light began
to seep in through the sheer curtains. The heavier, light blocking
drapes had never been drawn before they fell asleep. They lingered
in bed, on their sides, face to face, necking and caressing each
other.

“What now?” Chelsea asked as her hand
lightly rubbed his chest. She had no idea where their renewed love
would take them. “Are you going back to Africa?”

“Nope, I’m back in the states for good. My
mother wants to semi-retire and do a little traveling so she wants
me to take over the running of the foundation.” Dan’s fingers
skimmed up and down her spine.

Chelsea was relieved. If they were going to
be together, she didn’t want it to be in Africa. Though if it was
what had to be, she supposed she could and would deal with it.
Still, it was a relief that Dan would be staying in the states.

“There might be some occasional travel
involved, maybe three or four times a year. I can take you with
me.”

“That might be nice,” she murmured as she
kissed his shoulder. “You are aware that I have a job, right?”

Dan smiled and said, “Yes, I know. But if
you can get the time off and we can work it out, you could join
me.”

His hand was on her breast, then sliding
down her side, dipping into the deep valley her waist made and
rising over the curve of her hip, before coming back to cup her
breast again. He bent his head to suckle on her nipple and her head
fell back as she arched to give him more access. Her knee came up
over his hip, drawing him closer between her legs.

“I’d like that. Teachers get several breaks
throughout the year, maybe your traveling could coincide with some
of those.” She kissed the hollow of his neck.

“Mmm…That can probably be arranged.”

Chelsea could feel the hard length of his
shaft pressing against her pussy and she moved her hips into him.
Then, reaching down, she guided his cock inside her and they both
moaned as he released her breast and lifted his head to kiss her.
They moved slowly, sensuously, building up to a lovely peak, and
then slid down the other side together into what Chelsea was sure
must be just like heaven.

“You’re mine,” Dan whispered in her ear.
“All mine.”

She smiled against his neck and nodded. “I
am, and you’re all mine.”

“No more doubts?”

“No, no more doubts.”

“I have something for you.”

“You do? When did you have time to get
something for me?”

“I brought it with me.”

“What is it?”

Dan turned and reached towards the
nightstand, opening the drawer and pulling out a small, dark blue
jewel box. He got knelt on the bed, facing her and opened the
box.

There sat a beautiful, brilliant cut diamond
with a sweep of smaller diamonds curving around it.

“I have always loved you, and always will. I
want to spend my life with you. Will you marry me, Chelsea?”

Tears puddled up in her eyes and she
scrambled to her knees so she could throw her arms around him.

“Oh, Dan! I love you, too. Yes! Yes, I’ll
marry you. I love you so much.”

Dan took the ring out of the box and placed
it on Chelsea’s finger. It was a perfect fit and she held up her
hand to admire the ring.

“When did you get this? And how did you know
I would say yes?

“I’ve had it for more than eight years. I
bought it just before Lucy convinced you that she and I were an
item. I wasn’t sure you’d say yes, I only knew that I was going to
do whatever I had to in order to make you listen to me.”

“I feel like an idiot; I’ve caused us to
lose eight years. We could have been together all this time.”

Dan kissed her and said, “We’re together
now; that’s what’s important.”

“Let’s go downstairs for breakfast and tell
everyone!”

He smacked her ass playfully and said,
“Okay, but let’s shower first.”

 


 


Chelsea went into the shower first and while
she was rinsing the conditioner from her hair, Dan slipped in and
watched her. She looked so damn beautiful with the water sluicing
over her body, her eyes closed, he just had to touch her. She
leaned into him, grabbed the bottle of body wash and squirted some
on him. She lathered him up by running her hands up and down, all
over his body. Their hands slicked over each other’s bodies,
slippery with water and body wash. Dan kissed her, their tongues
touching, nibbling, sucking. Her legs were feeling rubbery and she
gripped the handicap bar of the shower for support.

Dan turned her around so her back was to
him. She felt his cock against her ass and bent over so he could
enter her pussy. But he was not in a hurry. He gave her spine a
series of light kisses while his hand reached around her hip and
teased her clit. One finger slid down and into her wetness, then it
slid back up to her clit, bringing that wetness with it.

She felt so good, her hips thrusting forward
against his hand, then backwards to invite his cock into her
channel. She wanted him now, deep inside her.

“Oh, god … please Dan. Fuck me now, I can’t
wait any longer.”

“You can wait, you just don’t want to.” He
chuckled at her need for urgency, but then realized his own need
had grown. “Hang on, baby.”

He slammed his cock into her, gripping her
hips and pulling her back so he could get as deeply inside her as
possible. Her hips bucked backwards to meet each of his forward
thrusts. She felt the silkiness of their slippery skin sliding
together. Her breath was coming faster and faster until suddenly
she cried out. Dan rammed into her a few more times and then
groaned as he reached his release. Her feet started to slip on the
shower floor and she gripped the bar harder to keep from falling.
Dan felt her slide and wrapped one strong arm around her waist to
keep her steady.

They clung to the bar and to each other
until they regained their balance. Then Dan moved her under the
shower head so she could finish washing and rinse off. He took his
turn, and they wrapped themselves in the thick hotel towels to
dry.

“I could almost take a nap,” Chelsea said.
“I don’t think I’ve ever had this much sex in such a short period
of time.”

“Me either. But if we don’t get downstairs,
we’ll miss telling everyone our news.”

 


 


They walked into the restaurant holding
hands, both of them sporting big smiles. Chelsea looked around the
room and was grateful when she didn’t see Lucy. Nearly the entire
class had stayed the night and were now in the restaurant fueling
up on breakfast and saying goodbye to everyone.

She saw Marla and Paul sitting together at a
table.

“Let’s go tell Marla the news and show her
my ring.”

Dan smiled at the excitement in her voice
and let her lead the way.

Marla looked up and smiled when she saw them
holding hands. Chelsea splayed her left hand on her chest in an
exaggerated way hoping Marla would catch the sparkle of the
ring.

“Can we join you?” She asked, while
fluttering her fingers to draw attention to her hand.

“Sure,” Marla said. “I was hoping I’d see
you before I had to leave for the airport. We have a little news to
tell you.”

“Okay,” Chelsea was a little disappointed
when Marla did not notice her ring. “Just let us run through the
buffet line and we’ll be right back.”

Standing in line, she turned to Dan and
said, “She didn’t even notice my beautiful ring.”

“She’ll notice when we’re sitting down.
There’s something else on her mind she wants to tell us first.”

“Lucy left this morning, all pissed off!”
Marla told them as soon as they were seated.

“What was she pissed about?” Dan asked. “If
anyone should be pissed, it’s Chelsea after the way Lucy threw the
bat at her leg.”

“Steve saw her eating breakfast earlier and
he went up to her and told her it was a pretty rotten thing to do,
tossing the bat like that at Chelsea. He said it loud enough for
others to hear.”

Marla took a sip of her coffee and Paul
finished the tale.

“Lucy turned bright red when virtually
everyone in the room stopped talking and ended up looking at her
and shaking their heads. She got up, walked over to Steve’s table
and said, ‘Fuck you!’ Then she stalked off, and at the door she
turned around and said, ‘Fuck all you assholes!’ And then she
left.”

“I’m glad she’s gone,” Marla said. “I don’t
want to see her ever again.”

“We have more news,” Marla said shyly.

Chelsea raised her eyebrow. She wondered
what news this could be; Marla wasn’t the shy type. “Really? Tell
us.”

“Paul is being transferred to Atlanta, and
as you know, I already live there. We’re going to be seeing a lot
more of each other.”

“Ah… do I detect a little more than
friendship in the air?” Dan teased them.

Paul grinned and said, “Yes, you do. We seem
to have hit it off this weekend and we’ll just see where it leads
us.”

Chelsea beamed at her old friend. She was
happy for Marla and was about to tell them of her news when Marla’s
eyes widened to about twice their normal size.

“What is that on your finger?” She exclaimed
loudly. “Let me see that!”

Smiling hugely, Chelsea extended her hand
for Marla to inspect.

“Dan asked me to marry him this morning and
I said yes.”

“I knew it!” Marla gushed. “Girl, you should
of listened to me years ago!” She turned to Dan and told him, “I’ve
been telling her for years how she needs to give you a chance to
explain, but she wouldn’t listen.”

“Yeah, it was tough, but I finally got her
to hear me out.”

Marla stood up and loudly called out for
attention. “I have an announcement to make!”

She waited for everyone to quiet down and
when she had everyone looking her way, she said, “Dan Grayson and
Chelsea Randall are finally officially engaged!”

Whoops and hollers, cries of
congratulations, and shouts asking when the wedding would be were
all called out.

Dan got up and said, “Details haven’t been
decided, but it will be soon and you will all be notified once we
know when and where.”

He pulled Chelsea up and amidst all the
shouts, cat calls, and wishes of good luck, he kissed her soundly.
Then he whispered to her, “Let’s get out of here, we’ve got plans
to make.”
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Stephen unlocked the door to his shipping
and packaging business and stepped into the stifling heat that had
built up in the shop overnight. He punched in the code to turn the
alarm system off and then locked the door again. He still had an
hour to go before opening.

He flipped on the lights and lowered the
thermostat to seventy-five degrees taking note of the current
temperature which was at eighty-five. The Tucson summers were so
damn hot and the electric bills were so high that Stephen raised
the thermostat every night when he left his business and headed
home. Already it was ninety-four outside with an expected high of
one hundred fourteen for the day.

Stephen turned on his computer and while he
waited for it to boot up he went to the back room where he had a
corner with a refrigerator and a small counter with a microwave on
it. He put the lunch his wife Eve made for him in the fridge and
then went back up front to his desk to check his e-mail.

He always received a lot spam and junk
e-mail for the business. There was always some new system that was
going to increase his profits or some new gadget that someone was
pushing for him to sell in his shop. While most of these e-mails
would end up deleted, Stephen had to take his time to go through
them because he purchased a lot of merchandise from different
companies and he didn't want to miss any bargains from those
companies that he did do business with.

About halfway through the e-mails one
subject was printed in all capital letters. It said "DOES YOUR WIFE
NEED A SPANKING?"

Stephen glanced up at the sender name and
saw that it came from someone whose e-mail address was SpankMeNow.
He chuckled, deleted it and moved on to the next e-mail. In half an
hour he had gone through all the e-mails, glanced at the clock and
saw he had 15 more minutes before opening. That gave him enough
time to open up the shop website to see if any online orders had
come in during the night. He opened a new window, leaving his
e-mail open so he could see when anything new came in.

Stephen smiled when he saw that there were
seventeen new orders waiting to be filled. That was great; his
average website orders were about sixty-five dollars each which
would give him approximately eleven hundred dollars. He quickly
calculated that his final net on those seventeen orders would
probably be somewhere around eight hundred dollars.

As he started going through those orders,
printing them out so that he could fill them, his computer made a
dinging noise, telling him he had another e-mail. He didn't bother
to look at it until he had printed out all the orders and went to
unlock the front door. It was time to open.

Back at his desk, before he started filling
out the orders he took a quick peek at his new e-mails. There were
three of them and one of them had the subject of "WELL DOES SHE?”
Does she what? He wondered impatiently as he glanced up at
the sender name before hitting the delete button. It was from
SpankMeNow, the same sender that had earlier sent the message
asking "DOES YOUR WIFE NEED A SPANKING?"

He shook his head, deleted it, and then
started filling his web orders. Stephen was interrupted several
times as customers came in with packages to be mailed. Some
customers couldn’t pack their own packages so they would just bring
in what they needed to send and ask Stephen to pack and ship
them.

At about one o'clock there seemed to be a
lull and Stephen thought it would be a good time to eat his
sandwich and check his e-mail again. It had now been a couple of
hours since he'd had a chance to look at his e-mail. He brought the
sandwich and a cold bottle of water to his desk before opening up
his website again and checking orders. No new orders, so he clicked
over to his e-mail.

There were several new e-mails, two of which
immediately caught his eye because the subject title was printed in
all capital letters. The first one asked "HAS YOUR WIFE BEEN
NAUGHTY?" The second one was a statement instead of a question as
the previous three had been. It said "THAT NAUGHTY GIRL NEEDS HER
BOTTOM SPANKED."

Even before he looked at the sender Stephen
knew that it would be SpankMeNow. Sure enough, SpankMeNow was
apparently having a busy day sending emails. He deleted the new
emails.

Stephen’s afternoon slowly passed with more
customers coming in and a few more web orders to fill and ship out.
SpankMeNow continued to send his/her provocatively titled e-mails
throughout the day. Some of the subject titles were repeated and
there were a few new ones added. There was "SPANK THAT NAUGHTY
GIRL!" The next one came in about a half hour later and said,
"SPANK HER NOW!” The one after that said “SPANK HER BOTTOM TIL IT’S
CHERRY RED!”

About an hour before closing time another
new one came in, this one saying "SPANK HER TONIGHT!” Finally, it
was time to turn up the AC for the night and get ready to leave.
One more look at his emails before powering down the computer,
Stephen found “SHE KNOWS SHE NEEDS TO BE SPANKED!”

Driving home Stephen thought about all those
e-mails referencing spanking. He had never actually opened a single
one of those e-mails, deleting them all, not wanting to risk
opening something that might give his computer a virus. Now he
wondered what he would've found if he had opened them.

Stephen and Eve had been married for fifteen
years and over those years he had thought several times that he'd
like to take Eve over his knee and give her a thorough spanking. He
loved his wife and thought they had a great marriage. Neither one
of them had ever wanted children. They each had a good income,
allowing them to have their dream house, nice cars, and great
vacations.

But Eve sometimes had an attitude; she was
impatient and could get pretty damned snippy and sarcastic at
times. If he failed to listen to everything she said and had to ask
her to repeat something, she'd start right in with "Can't you ever
listen to me the first time I say something? Why do I always have
to repeat everything I say to you?"

Stephen would apologize and say he had been
distracted but Eve would still be pissed off. And if they didn't
see eye to eye on something, it always turned into an argument. Eve
always said that Stephen didn't want her to have her own opinions,
he expected her to agree with everything he thought. And that
simply was not true. He did try and get her to see things his way
when he felt he was right, but if she felt strongly about something
he usually left it alone. He actually thought it was Eve that
expected him to agree with everything she thought.

As he continued with his introspective
thoughts on his marriage, he thought the sex hadn't been as great
as it could be lately. He wasn't sure why; he still loved Eve and
she still looked great. With her thick golden hair that she kept
shoulder length, and her blue-gray eyes, she had been (and still
was) his dream girl. It just seemed that they had both lost
interest in sex. It was okay if they had sex and it was just as
okay if they didn't. Neither one of them seemed to ever get really
excited about it anymore.

Stephen wondered whose fault that was. Was
it his fault? He wondered if his testosterone levels were low. They
shouldn't be; he was only thirty-seven years old. And Eve was
thirty-five; she should be at the height of her sexuality. Maybe
he'd make an appointment with the doctor and have himself checked
out. They were just too young to be bored with sex.

Putting those thoughts out of his mind now
as he drove up his driveway, he hit the garage door opener, and
parked his car. Eve's SUV was already in the garage telling him
that she was home. He hoped she was making something other than
frozen meals for dinner. Lately it seemed that was all they ever
ate. A three hundred calorie frozen dinner, a serving of some kind
of frozen vegetable, and a diet frozen fudge bar with one hundred
twenty calories. Those damn frozen dinners all tasted the same; he
couldn’t tell if they were chicken, beef, or shrimp. All the fancy
names those companies gave the meals and practically every one of
them tasted more like the cardboard box they were packed in than
anything else.

He walked into the kitchen and there was
Eve, standing at the counter with two of those damn cardboard boxes
waiting to be popped in the microwave.

Stephen kissed her on the cheek and asked,
"What’s for dinner tonight?"

She kissed him back and answered, "Beef and
Portobello mushrooms in a creamy sauce over whole wheat pasta with
buttered baby Brussels sprouts.”

“Mmm… Sounds good.” He lied.

"Did you have a good day?" Eve asked
him.

"Yeah, it was a pretty good day. There were
seventeen orders on the website when I got in this morning and a
few more came in during the day. I had quite a few customers with
packages to ship too. But I had a lot of junk e-mail today."

"Don't you usually get a lot of junk
e-mail?"

"Yeah, but these were from the same person
or at least the same e-mail."

"What were they for? Did you ever open
them?" She asked.

"Nah, I just deleted them. I didn't want to
risk opening something that would give my computer a virus. So how
was your day?"

Damn! Eve thought as she answered,
"Pretty much the same as always. I didn't have a photo shoot today,
but I did keep busy working on the final submissions I plan to send
in to Arizona Vistas magazine."

Eve was a landscape photographer and her
photos often made it into the popular outdoor magazines. Whenever
they went on vacation Eve took a lot of pictures and sent the best
ones to magazines that showcased nature and travel
destinations.

The microwave beeped, signaling that the
dinners were done. Eve took them out of the microwave and put in
the pack of vegetables, setting the timer for the prescribed amount
of minutes. She poured two glasses of wine and set them on the
table.

Next, she pulled down two plates from the
cupboard, opened the cardboard boxes and arranged their contents on
the plates. The microwave dinged and the vegetables were added to
the plates.

Once they were seated and eating their
properly portioned, calorie, fat, and sodium controlled meal, Eve
wondered if she should say anything else about the junk e-mails
that Stephen received. She certainly didn't want to seem too
interested in the subject or he would suspect that she had been the
one that sent them. And that would never do. She wanted this to be
his idea. Well, she wanted him to think that it was his
idea.

It had been kind of fun sending him those
e-mails even though it had been quite a hassle setting up a totally
different e-mail address so that Stephen wouldn't know where they
came from. She'd spent more time today thinking up those crazy
subject titles than she had on her work. Every time she had sent
one of them she wondered if he had seen it and what his reaction
was. Well, she would just start again tomorrow. She'd send them all
over again, every single one of them.

She had to do something to spice up their
sex life. It had become so dull and routine that it was boring. She
still found her husband extremely attractive. What woman wouldn’t
swoon over that almost black hair and the bright blue eyes? He was
nearly six feet tall, and worked out regularly so he looked very
good. But where was that excitement she used to feel when she
climbed into bed next to Stephen? She used to get into bed and
snuggle up to him, using his shoulder for a pillow and putting her
arm across his broad chest. It used to be just moments, actually
seconds, before Stephen would start to play with her nipples,
squeezing and pinching them, making them hard and erect, tingling
with anticipation of what was to come next.

I shouldn't think about it, she told
herself. It'll only get me hot and then I'll be disappointed
when nothing happens.

Lately it seemed like whenever she got into
bed and tried to cuddle up next to Stephen he was already asleep.
They were doing good to have sex once a month; and that just wasn't
enough for her. Eve wanted more and she was ready to try something
new and different to breathe some life into her marriage.
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She knew she was driving too fast. Way too
fast. The speed limit was seventy-five on this stretch of highway
and the speedometer was hovering just under one hundred. Frank
would kill her if he knew. But then, she was driving away from
Frank so he wasn’t going to get the chance to know about this.

Maggie was driving so fast to put as much
distance between her and Frank before he woke up. She had an
irrational fear that he would get in his car and follow her, come
after her, and then drag her back to their small home that sat on a
five acre lot in southern California. She needed to get far away,
and she needed to do it as fast as possible.

She pushed her dark brown hair behind her
ears and glanced up at the rear view mirror. All she could see were
headlights from the cars that were far behind her. She told herself
to calm down, to slow down. There was no way Frank was coming after
her. He wouldn’t have any idea in which direction she was headed;
most likely he’d think she’d be headed for her parent’s home in
Chicago.

Maggie tried to think how Frank would react
when he awoke and found the note she left on the kitchen table. It
was a very short note, saying only that she was leaving him and
that he should not come looking for her. She thought he’d first
call Emily, her best friend. That’s where he’d expect her run to.
Then he’d call her few other friends, and after that he’d call her
folks in Chicago. But no matter who he called, he’d strike out on
every single one. No one knew where she was going, including
herself.

She had planned this very carefully. Running
to a women’s shelter was not for her. Those places usually required
that you undergo some sort of counseling or psychiatric evaluation.
Maggie knew she didn’t need that. She knew exactly why her marriage
failed and she knew she should have left Frank no later than after
the second time he’d beaten her. Probably after the first time. But
she always went with the old saying: The first time someone hurts
you, it’s their fault; the second time that person hurts you, it’s
your fault.

Well, by that reasoning it was pretty much
all her fault. Because Frank had hurt her again and again and
again. Frank had hurt her so many times that she had long since
lost count. She felt like she’d wasted the last three years of her
life by staying with him, hoping that she could change him. Her
father was right; leopards don’t change their spots and tigers
don’t change their stripes. But she had loved Frank and was sure
that he would change, but instead he’d beaten the love right out of
her. She felt nothing for Frank anymore.

Frank was always remorseful after beating
her. He would hug her, kiss her, tell her he was sorry and promise
that it would never happen again. Frank would be a model husband
for the next three or four days and then the downward spiral would
begin again and something, anything, would set him off and it would
all start over again.

Maggie had spent the last six months
planning her departure. Once she made up her mind to leave Frank,
once she had faced the fact that her marriage was over, that Frank
would never change, that she no longer loved him and therefore was
done trying to convince herself that she could change him, she
slowly began the process of leaving him in such a way that it would
be difficult for Frank to find her. It wouldn’t be impossible to
find her, but Frank didn’t have the computer skills to hunt her
down.

Having calmed herself down by thinking
rationally about the virtual impossibility of Frank tailing her,
Maggie slowed her SUV down to a respectable eighty miles an hour,
just five miles over the speed limit. As she drove, she sipped at
her coffee mug, thinking over all the steps she’d taken in the last
six months.

 


The first thing she did was quietly revert
back to her maiden name. It wasn’t difficult; she had gone to
nursing school before she married Frank Osborn and her nursing
degree was in her maiden name of Margaret Mallory. She had been
working at a regional medical center and had used her married name
when she first got the job. But it would be easy to get another job
under her maiden name for any future employment.

Her driver’s license and credit cards had
all been under Margaret Osborn. She had gone to the motor vehicle
department and claimed she lost her license. Telling the clerk that
she was now divorced and wanted her new license under her maiden
name, she had used a copy of her nursing degree and her birth
certificate to get a new one.

By claiming the original license was lost,
she did not have to surrender it. It sat in her wallet with the new
license tucked behind it. If Frank should ever go in her wallet he
would see the old one and never think to check what was behind
it.

Once she had the driver’s license she
obtained a mailbox at one of the mail center stores that used a
street address with what appeared to be an apartment number. Then
she opened an online checking account in her maiden name. She did
not order paper checks and had the credit card and debit card sent
to her new mailbox address.

The next step had been to apply for a few
other bank credit cards. She began to have her paychecks deposited
directly to her online account. Frank had made this part very easy.
He always had a thing about the man supporting his family and
providing all necessities. Frank felt it was demeaning for a man to
have his wife contribute to expenses. He told her she could save
all her money for vacations or their old age.

Then it was time to pack her clothes and the
things she was not willing to leave behind. Maggie went to the
local thrift shop and bought several items of clothing. She
purchased blouses, skirts, pants, and dresses. When Frank was at
work, she packed the clothes in her closet into her suitcases and
then hung the clothes from the thrift store in her closet and
placed some of them in her drawers. Frank never noticed the
difference in clothes.

Maggie wasn’t overly attached to her
furniture or other household goods. All of those things were
replaceable and she had enough money in the bank to buy whatever
she needed after she found a place where she could settle down. She
packed up her old photo albums and other mementoes in a box and
shipped them to her parents for safekeeping. They knew she was
leaving Frank.

The last step was to purchase a new cell
phone that Frank did not know about. For this she recruited her
friend Emily. They went to the cell phone store and Maggie picked
out the latest and greatest Smartphone. It had unlimited calls and
unlimited data usage. It was purchased under Emily’s name and
Maggie paid for one year of service. Emily took it home with her so
there would be no possibility of Frank finding it. She already had
Maggie’s new laptop at her house.

Maggie gave her two week notice at the
medical center. After her last day, she went home and cooked
dinner. She made lasagna, thinking it would be the final meal she’d
ever cook for Frank. There would be enough leftovers to feed him
through the weekend.

All she had to do was get through Friday
night until Frank fell asleep. Then she would take her suitcases
out to the car, drive to Emily’s to pick up the new laptop and cell
phone, and take off.

She wasn’t worried about waking up Frank. He
always got drunk on Friday night and passed out after they had sex.
Frank slept in on Saturdays since he didn’t have to be at work
until noon. Frank was the sales manager and half owner of a large
auto dealership and always worked weekends. Her biggest concern on
her last night with Frank was that he would beat her.

Friday nights had become the most often
night that Frank beat her. It was a night that generally consisted
of him getting drunk, accusing her of cheating on him, and using
him for his money. She would try and soothe him, assure him that
she loved him and would never cheat on him. But Frank never
listened to her protests, and eventually would strike her, usually
slapping her across the face.

Then the blows would continue, raining down
on her head and shoulders as she cowered in a ball on the sofa or
in a corner. She had learned not to fight back. That always made it
worse. Frank would then have to show her that he was in charge,
that he was stronger than her, and there was no way she could
win.

 


Maggie recalled how horribly wrong the night
had gone. Dinner was fine; Frank loved her lasagna and ate his fill
along with garlic bread and a salad. Then they sat down to watch
television and Frank started drinking his bourbon. By the time the
news was over Frank had consumed more than half the bottle. His
speech was slurred and Maggie made sure not to say anything at all
unless Frank spoke directly to her.

She was scared, just like she was every
Friday night. When the news was over she got up and started to head
for the bedroom.

Frank grabbed her arm roughly and asked,
“Where the fuck do you think you’re going?”

“I just thought I’d go and change, get ready
for bed.” Maggie tried to give him a smile as she pretended that
everything was all right.

“You’ll get ready when I say. Now sit back
down,” he snarled at her.

Maggie smiled again and reached out her hand
to caress his chest. “I wanted to get ready for you, honey. But
I’ll sit with you until you’re ready to go to bed.”

She never saw it coming. The blow across her
brow hit the corner of her eye and knocked her down so she fell
across him onto the sofa. It felt like he had punched her, though
she knew he had just back handed her very hard.

Maggie felt her eye swelling shut. Before
she could curl herself up in a tight ball, Frank got up and pounded
her ribs, cracking one of them. He jammed his knee into her lower
back bruising her kidney. Then he just hit, slapped, and punched
until he ran out of steam.

Frank finally sat down on the sofa. After a
long while he put his face in his hands and started mumbling how
sorry he was. He put his hand out and gently touched Maggie’s hip.
When she flinched at his touch, he began to cry. “Oh, Maggie baby.
I don’t know what the hell came over me. I’m so sorry baby. Please
tell me you still love me. I promise it will never happen
again.”

He sounded so sincere. Maggie almost
believed him. She knew that it would never happen again. But not
because of his promises. She knew because once he passed out, she
was leaving. Leaving him for good.

“Maggie baby, come on, honey. You know I
love you. Tell me you love me; tell me you’ll forgive me. I’m sorry
baby, I’m so sorry.”

Maggie could not bring herself to tell him
what he wanted to hear. She was crying, she was in pain, and she
was having a hard time breathing. She knew at least one rib was
cracked. If he expected to have sex now, she knew it would be
almost impossible for her. She was afraid if she refused he would
end up in another rage.

Frank stood, bent over, and picked her up.
He carried her to the bedroom, murmuring words of love and remorse.
He laid her on the bed and she winced in pain. Frank continued to
talk softly and undressed her. He undressed himself and got in the
bed on his side and touched her.

She flinched and then forced herself to
relax. But every breath hurt. As Frank continued to run his hand
over her naked body, he drifted off into a drunken sleep. It was
just as well, his dick was as limp as a dishrag.

Maggie waited a half hour and then painfully
got up. She went to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. Oh my
god! She thought this was the worst Frank had ever hurt her.
Her right eye was swollen completely shut and turning a very deep
purple color. Her jaw was swollen as well, though she could move it
without much pain. She looked at her ribcage and saw the
discoloring there and more swelling.

Maggie opened the bottom drawer of the
bathroom vanity and pulled out the first aid kit. She carefully
wrapped her ribs as best as she could. Then she went to the kitchen
and got two ice packs for her eye and jaw. She sat on the sofa and
iced the injuries to her face for about fifteen minutes.

She got dressed, moving slowly, and taking
shallow breaths. She quietly went into her closet and pulled out
the largest suitcase. It hurt her cracked rib to pick it up, so she
dragged it across the carpet to the front door. The other suitcases
were in the closet of the second bedroom and she got those and put
them next to the first one.

She had to rest then, so she sat down and
put ice on her facial injuries again for another ten minutes.

Maggie opened the front door and one by one,
she rolled the suitcases to her SUV and stowed them in the back.
She went back inside, grabbed two coats, one heavy one and one
lighter one. Then she picked up her purse and keys and took
everything out to the car.

Her heart was pounding in fear that Frank
would wake up and demand to know what the hell she was doing. With
each breath and each beat of her heart, she felt like her cracked
rib was about to puncture her lung. She longed to take a deep
cleansing breath, but knew that would cause more pain than she
could endure. Not to mention the strain it would put on the
rib.

Maggie went back inside one last time. She
tiptoed into the bedroom to check on Frank. He was lying there,
with his mouth open, snoring loudly. She was safe.

In the kitchen she quickly wrote her note to
him. She took a quick look around and wondered if there was
anything she wanted to take that she hadn’t thought of. In the
living room, she saw the soft afghan her mother had made her last
Christmas. It was made from soft yarn of rich browns mixed in with
deep reds. No way was she leaving that with Frank.

Holding the afghan to her chest, Maggie left
the little house for the last time. She closed the door softly,
locked it, and made her way to the car.

The driveway sloped away from the house; it
was a good fifty feet long. Maggie put the car in neutral and let
it roll down the driveway before she started the engine. Frank
probably wouldn’t hear the engine in his drunken stupor, but she
wasn’t taking any unnecessary chances.

Her friend Emily lived about twenty minutes
away. She lived with her mother and two children in the same house
she had grown up in. Emily was divorced from her abusive husband
and had been urging Maggie to leave Frank for nearly three
years.

Emily came out of her house to see why
Maggie was taking so long to get out of the car. As she got closer,
she could tell Maggie was in pain. She ran to the car to help her
friend and stopped, staring in horror when she saw Maggie’s
face.

“What the hell did that bastard do to you!?”
She cried out.

“I’m okay, Emily,” Maggie said. “It wasn’t a
good night, but I’m okay.”

“Come in the house and let me take a look at
you.” Emily was also a nurse; the two women had met in nursing
school and become fast friends.

“Emily, I can’t. If Frank wakes up and finds
me gone, this is the first place he’ll look. I’ll just grab the
laptop and cell phone.”

Emily looked at her friend and shook her
head. “You stay here; I’ll get your stuff and bring it out.”

She ran inside and came back out with not
only the laptop and cell phone, but a small cooler and a travel mug
of coffee. Inside the cooler were a half dozen bottles of water and
a couple of sandwiches. Emily slid into the passenger seat and
tried to gauge if her friend was really up to a long night of
driving. Maggie really didn’t look too good and now Emily noticed
that she wasn’t breathing normally.

“Where else are you hurt?” She asked.

“I think he cracked one of my ribs. It hurts
to breathe, but I’m sure it’s just cracked. I wrapped up my
ribcage. It’ll be okay.”

“Maggie, why don’t you put your car in my
garage and spend the night here? You can rest and get started
tomorrow after you know Frank is at work.”

“No, I can’t. Thanks Emily, but I have to go
tonight. For all I know he’ll call in sick tomorrow and start
looking for me. I can’t risk it.”

“All right, Maggie. I want you to call me
every hour on that new cell phone and let me know that you’re all
right.” She put the cooler on the passenger seat when she got
out.

Emily walked over to the driver’s side and
opened the door. She leaned inside and gave Maggie a very gentle
hug. “Stay in touch, Maggie. Drive safely and don’t push yourself
too hard. If you get tired try to stop at a hotel that has an
underground garage so your car won’t be easily spotted.”

“I will, but I’m not going to call you every
hour; you need to get your sleep. Don’t worry, I’ll call you
tomorrow. Thanks for all your help.”

Both women were on the verge of crying, but
both stayed strong and Maggie put her car in gear and drove towards
the freeway. North, she thought. I’ll head north. Frank
will think I’m going east towards Chicago, so I’ll head
north.

 


By Monday evening Maggie was in Wyoming near
the Montana border and saw an exit sign for a town called Blue
Moon. She took the exit and followed the sign that said Blue Moon
was twenty-one miles to the west.

When she approached the edge of town she saw
the Welcome to Blue Moon sign stating a population of less than ten
thousand. As she drove through the small town, Maggie thought she
liked it. She was about thirteen or fourteen hundred miles from
Frank and that should be enough. He would never think to look for
her in a little town like this.

Five minutes later she was at the other end
of Blue Moon and she made a U-turn to drive through the main street
again. She spotted a series of white washed cottages with a corny
sign that read Home Sweet Home. A neon vacancy sign flashed on and
off. Below that, another sign said ‘Comfy, cozy cottages. Daily,
weekly, or monthly rates available.’

The property was clean and well maintained.
Each cottage had pretty flowers planted in the front and along one
side. The other side had a covered car port.

Maggie parked at the front office, which was
another cottage, and went inside. It was dimly lit inside the
office and Maggie removed her sunglasses. Her eye was no longer
swollen shut, but it still had some swelling and the blue and
purple colors were vivid.

“Welcome to Home Sweet Home. Would you like
a cottage for the night?” The woman behind the small counter looked
about sixty-five years old and the badge pinned to her blouse said
her name was Nancy. “Why, whatever happened to your eye? You ought
to run over to the clinic and have Doc Spencer take a look at
that.”

Maggie smiled, ignored the reference to her
eye, and asked, “What are your rates?”

“Will you be staying just the night or a
little longer?” Nancy asked.

“I’m not sure how long I’ll be staying.
Maybe we’ll start with a week. What’s the rate for a week?”

Nancy pushed a laminated rate sheet across
the counter so Maggie could read them all. All the cottages
appeared to be two bedrooms with one bath, a living area, and a
kitchenette complete with range/oven, fridge, and microwave. Each
cottage had a stackable washer/dryer unit in a closet. The rates
were more than reasonable and Maggie decided to take a week and if
all worked out, then she could extend it for a longer time.

“If there’s one available near the rear of
the property, I’d prefer that.”

Nancy answered, “The last two on the left
side are both empty; you can have your pick. They’re all furnished
the same and have the same layouts.”

“I’ll take the last one, thank you.”

Nancy gave Maggie a registration card to
fill out, got the key off the hook on the wall, handed it to Maggie
and said, “Just park in the carport, there’s a side door for easy
loading and unloading. Let me know if you need anything else, Ms.
Mallory.”

Maggie smiled at the older woman and said,
“Thanks, right now I just need some sleep.”

“I don’t want to meddle and tell you what to
do,” Nancy said. “But that eye looks pretty bad, the clinic is just
down the street a few blocks and Doc Spencer will be happy to look
at it for you.”

“Maybe tomorrow. I just want to settle in
and sleep now.” Maggie was not feeling well. Her rib hurt like
hell. She knew she was exhausted and she knew she had not eaten
nearly enough over the last three days. She had no energy for
finding food and drove to her little cottage.

After parking she opened the side door and
peeked inside. She was surprised at the homey furnishings. A small
pretty sofa upholstered in a flowery pattern, a matching chair,
coffee table, an end table with a lamp, and a television set were
in the living area. On one wall next to the kitchenette, was a
small, round dining table with two chairs.

Maggie walked to the first bedroom and found
a queen sized bed with what looked like a homemade quilt. A night
stand, chest of drawers, and tiny clothes closet completed the
small space. The second bedroom was identical in furnishings, but
it was a little bigger, had a small desk with internet access, and
was closer to the bathroom. Maggie decided this would be her
bedroom.

The bath was small with just a shower, no
tub. The sink and toilet filled the rest of the space. There’d be
no long soaking baths taken here. But that was all right, Maggie
was a shower type of girl.

The kitchenette was the tiniest kitchen
Maggie had ever seen. Though the design made use of every inch of
space, there was barely room to move around. The fridge was an
under the counter model, the range/oven was very small, and the
microwave was a small counter model. The double stainless steel
sink looked like it could handle only three or four dishes at a
time. But it would do for now.

All in all, Maggie found the cottage
charming and it was just what she needed now.

She went back outside and began moving her
suitcases in. Then she brought in her laptop and the afghan her
mother had made. Maggie locked the car and for a moment had a
little dizzy spell. Sleep, she thought, I need to
sleep.

Inside, back in the bedroom, Maggie didn’t
even bother to unpack. She stripped her clothes off, lay down on
the pretty quilt and covered herself with the afghan.
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