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*

“ALL ART IS EROTIC.”

Gustav Klimt, 1862‐1918

*

“EVERYTHING IN THE WORLD IS ABOUT SEX EXCEPT SEX. SEX IS ABOUT POWER.”

Oscar Wilde, 1854‐1900

*



I

ARIEL AND VERONICA WERE SITTING together at a fancy cafe in Beverly Hills. Waiters in white shirts and black pants served them fresh salads and sparkling water and white wine. Ariel sat back and watched the waiter. He was young and good-looking. Ever since sleeping with Jake she’d been feeling guilty but she’d also been feeling alive and vibrant and aroused. It was as if he’d woken up inside her something that had been asleep a long time. He’d brought back her desires for sexual excitement and risk.

“You’re staring at that poor waiter,” Veronica said, smirking.

“Am I?”

“Yes,” Veronica said, “you are!”

“I’m sorry,” Ariel said.

“Don’t worry about it. You’re single, you’re free. You can look at whatever you like.”

Ariel smiled. She knew Veronica was going through a difficult time in her marriage. She was trying to play the good wife, she was trying to be loyal to Hank, but Ariel knew she was finding it difficult. It was hard to be in a relationship like that where there was loyalty and friendship but no passion or excitement.

“You can look too,” Ariel said.

Veronica nodded, a little sadly. “I can look, but I can’t touch. That’s the difference. You can look and touch.”

“I don’t think that waiter will be letting me touch him any time soon,” Ariel said.

“But you know what I mean,” Veronica went on.

Ariel nodded. It was true. She’d been in a difficult marriage of her own for sixteen years. She knew only too well what it was like to be stuck in a relationship, to feel like all her options were shut off. She felt sympathy for Veronica, for her situation, but she wasn’t sure how she could help her.

“So it’s exciting that Hank wants you to open a restaurant,” she said, changing the subject.

“Yes,” Veronica said, glad to have her attention directed at something other than her difficulties. She pulled out a folder and opened it. It was full of pictures of different restaurants that she liked. There were different interior styles that she could consider, different furniture, different tableware. There were so many options.

Ariel pointed at one of the pictures. It was a sparse, white interior, very minimal. “I like that one,” she said.

“I love that,” Veronica said. “That’s exactly the kind of thing I’m going for.”

“I guess the first challenge is to chose a location. Once you know the neighborhood you’re in you’ll know what kind of style to go for.”

Veronica looked up from the folder. “Oh Ariel, how am I going to get through this?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know the history I have with Matt. You know how strong our feelings are for each other.”

“Yes I do, but I also know that you two never crossed the line.”

“But if he’s working with me, setting up the restaurant, think of all the time we’re going to be together. Think of all the opportunities. What if something happens?”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself,” Ariel said. “You’re acting like something’s already happened.”

“No I’m not. I’m just being realistic. I’m thinking of my marriage. I know how close Matt and I have been in the past, I know there’s a real risk of something happening.”

Ariel shook her head. “You’re getting ahead of yourself. You should spend more time thinking about what has happened, and less time worrying about what might happen.”

Veronica looked up at Ariel. Ariel looked away. “Ariel,” Veronica said, “what is it? You look pale.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something,” Veronica said. “I know that look.”

“What look?”

“Something happened. Tell me what it is.”

“Something did happen,” Ariel said.

“Well?” Veronica said. “Tell me.”

Ariel looked at her friend. She looked around the cafe as if someone might be watching her. Everything was normal. No one was paying her any attention. She took a deep breath.

“I slept with Jake Medeiros,” she said.

As soon as she said the words she regretted it. She regretted sleeping with Jake and she regretted telling Veronica. She knew this was big news. This would change everything. Maybe Veronica wouldn’t even want to be her friend anymore. She realized all of that as she heard herself say the words. What had she been thinking, sleeping with her neighbor’s husband? There was no way it was going to go over well with the other women.

She looked up at Veronica.

Veronica’s eyebrows were raised. She was shaking her head.

“Say something,” Ariel said.

“What can I say?” Veronica said. “You know what you’ve done.”

Ariel nodded. She’d ruined everything. She’d ruined whatever trust she’d gained with Veronica and the other women on the Row.

“You’re shocked. You hate me now, don’t you?”

Veronica shook her head. “Don’t be so dramatic, Ariel. To be honest, I’m not that surprised.”

“You thought I’d sleep with someone’s husband?”

“No, not at all. I’m surprised at you. I didn’t think you were like that.”

“I’m not usually. Something’s just come over me lately.”

“But Jake? Jake’s slept with every girl within a thirty mile radius. I know he’s into all sorts of perverted things. I’ve heard stories about him.”

“What kind of stories?”

“I wouldn’t even be surprised if Trudy’s slept with him.”

“Veronica. What kind of stories?”

“Oh, you know. Nothing I should repeat. Just kinky stuff.”

“What kind of kinky stuff? You mean swinging?”

“Oh God!” Veronica said. “So it’s true.”

Ariel looked at Veronica and nodded slowly. Then she covered her face in her hands. She felt so embarrassed. She was embarrassed about Jake’s sexual habits! She wasn’t sure why she should feel responsible for those things, but having slept with him, she somehow felt as if she was a part of it all now.

“What happened?” Veronica said. “Tell me everything.”

“Well,” Ariel said, “I was in a bar having a drink after work. I wasn’t sure what I was in the bar for, I hadn’t planned to meet anyone there.”

“And Jake was there?”

“Yes, he was there and he was so charming. I guess I’d gone in there looking for some sort of trouble, and when I found Jake I felt relieved to know someone in the bar so I let him flirt with me.”

“And one thing led to another?”

“Well,” Ariel said, “not exactly. I mean, sort of, but he told me that Zola was in on it. He said he and Zola had a very open relationship. He told me she wouldn’t mind if we did something.”

“And you believed what you wanted to believe.”

Ariel knew she should stop talking. She knew that Zola’s private life deserved some respect, but she wanted to try and justify her decision to sleep with Jake in some way. “Yes, but he showed me a video.”

“What do you mean?” Veronica said.

“He showed me a video on his cell phone of Zola having sex with another man. She was having a threesome with this other guy and Jake at the same time!”

Veronica’s hand flew up to her mouth. “You are kidding me!” she said. She said it so loudly that some of the other diners looked over at them.

“I’m not kidding,” Ariel said. “I mean, I still feel horrible about it. I know I never should have done anything like this.”

“But you figure if Zola’s into it, then where’s the harm?”

“Well, I just sort of let it happen,” Ariel said. “I’m not proud of it, really I’m not.”

“I should think not.”

“But you don’t know what it’s like to be single after so many years of loveless marriage,” Ariel said.

Veronica was quiet. Ariel felt bad then. She knew that Veronica knew only too well what it was like to be lonely, to be wanting for passion and intimacy.

“I can see where you were coming from,” Veronica said.

“I just let him have his way with me for the night,” Ariel said. “I know I shouldn’t have, but the video with Zola, the swinging, the wine I’d had, my own stupid horniness, it all just added up to a very bad decision.”

“You’re going to have to sort this out with Zola,” Veronica said.

“I know,” Ariel said, “but how do you tell a girl that you slept with her husband?”

“Well, if she’s into this swinging like Jake said she was, it might not be so bad.”

“Can you understand why I did it?” Ariel said.

“Relax,” Veronica said. “I’m your friend, Ariel. You can tell me anything. I might not agree with every decision you make but I’m not here to judge you. There’s enough judgement in the world.”

“Oh, thank you,” Ariel said.

“Just promise me one thing,” Veronica said.

“Anything.”

“Let me know if you plan on doing anything with Hank!”

Ariel burst out laughing. “I swear I will never touch Hank,” Ariel said.

Veronica was nodding. “I know,” she said. “I know.” And then a very wicked grin crossed her face. “Although, maybe something like that would be just what my boring marriage needs to spice it up!”


II

“BRING ME ANOTHER BEER, WOULD YOU, HONEY?”

Zola hurried into the kitchen and grabbed a beer from the fridge. She always jumped when Jake gave her an order. She hated that she was so weak and obedient but it didn’t seem like there was anything she could do about it.

She’d been waiting up all night for him to come home, she had no idea where he’d slept, and now that he was home she was running around trying to please him.

“Can I get you anything else while I’m here?” she called out.

Jake didn’t answer. Zola felt cheap, like a servant.

“I bought you something,” Jake said when she entered the bedroom with his beer.

“Oh?” she said.

“Yeah, something for you to try on.”

Zola tried to smile even though she had knots in her stomach. She didn’t know why but she always had knots in her stomach around Jake. He kept her constantly on edge.

There was a package on the side of the bed wrapped in black tissue paper. She handed him his beer and picked up the package.

“Open it up,” Jake said.

“Thank you,” Zola said.

“I thought you deserved a little something,” Jake said. “After the show you put on the other night for my friend, you really deserve something.”

“Oh,” Zola said, uncertainly. She wasn’t sure how she was supposed to talk about what had happened. “Did Peter have a good time?” she said awkwardly.

“A good time? He’s been all over the forum, telling everyone on there that you’re the best wife he’s ever tried.”

Zola nodded. Her stomach felt so tight, she tried to take a deep breathe but she was too tense.

“I’m going to really plan something big for you,” Jake said.

Zola nodded very slightly. She didn’t know what he meant by that. She was too afraid to ask.

She opened the black tissue paper carefully and saw that it contained leather lingerie. There was a black collar for her neck.

“Put it on,” Jake said.

“Now?”

“Sure, why not?”

She tried to act like she was excited to put on the collar. Her stomach was so tangled up in knots that she could hardly focus on what she was doing. She opened the zip on the back of her dress and let it fall to the floor.

“That’s it,” Jake said. “You might as well take off your underwear too.”

She opened her bra and got out of her panties. She was naked now in front of him. She knew she shouldn’t feel so nervous, Jake was her husband, but her heart was pounding in her chest. She put the collar around her neck. It fastened with a buckle.

“Come here. I’ll close it for you.”

She leaned down to Jake. He was sitting on the bed in the clothes he’d worn the day before. He’d come home early in the morning and offered no explanation for where he’d been. He could do anything he wanted without a care in the world, and when he came home, she had to obey him. He fastened the collar around her neck.

“Thank you,” she said.

Jake smiled.

She went back to the little bundle of tissue paper. There was a skimpy black satin bra and a thin thong of the same material. She put them on and then stood in front of the bed.

“Beautiful,” Jake said.

“Do you like me?” Zola said. She was being desperate. She knew she was. She was so hungry for any kind of affirmation or words of kindness.

Jake didn’t answer. He picked up the controller for the television and switched it on.

“The outfit will do perfectly,” he said. “This is going to be so much fun. You’ll see.”

Zola stood there and nodded. She looked at the TV. A baseball game was on. There were so many things that she wanted to say to Jake, that she needed to say to him. She wanted to tell him that she was finished with all of this, that she was never going to allow him to use her like a whore again, that she wasn’t going to be passed around his friends like some piece of property, but she had no voice. She wasn’t able to stand up to him. She was too scared. She didn’t know what she was afraid of but it was blatantly obvious to her that she lacked the courage to stand up to Jake. She stood by the bed feeling foolish in the black lingerie he’d bought her.

“That will be all,” Jake said, his eyes firmly fixed on the television screen.

“Oh,” Zola said. She felt silly just standing there. She bent down and picked up her dress and underwear and hurried into the bathroom to get dressed.


III

ARIEL AND VERONICA PULLED UP to the property on Sunset.

“Is this it?” Ariel said as she got out of the car.

“Looks like it,” Veronica said. “This is the address they gave me.”

Ariel looked at the realtor’s prospectus. It looked like the right place. It was a good location for a restaurant, a lot of street traffic, a corner location. There was good signage.

“Matt’s meeting us here?”

“He’s supposed to. He said he had a client meeting nearby and would take a look with us.”

They walked up to the door. The unit had been empty for a while. It had been a restaurant before but something very different to what Veronica had in mind. She was going for an upscale, evening kind of place, somewhere to get a glass of wine and some antipasto after work. The last tenant seemed to own a burger joint.

“What are your first impressions?” Ariel said as they stepped into the space.

Veronica looked around. “It will be a lot of work.”

That was true. There would certainly be some work required. Ariel could see that much. But she could also see the potential in the place, and she thought Veronica did too. At least she didn’t look daunted.

“The light is great.”

“Yes,” Veronica said. “I love the windows. The high ceilings are good too.”

“Those are things that would be very expensive to put in.”

Veronica was nodding. “The floors are nice. Worn, but good wood. Matt could clean them up.”

Ariel smiled. Veronica was already picturing Matt in the space.

“The size is good too,” Ariel said.

“I could fit fifteen, maybe twenty tables.”

“Is that enough?” Ariel wasn’t sure what the economics of restaurant management required.

“It’s perfect for what I have in mind,” Veronica said. “Let’s go through to the kitchen.”

Ariel followed Veronica behind the bar and through the swinging doors that led to the kitchen. It was a clean, large space with a ceramic floor and white tiled walls. There were some steel prep tables for food but not much else.

“Good size,” Ariel said.

“Venting is in place. That’s good. That costs a lot.”

Ariel was impressed with Veronica. She seemed to know what she was looking for, what she needed to make the business work. Ariel never would have guessed that Veronica was a hard-worker when she’d first met her up on the Row, but here, she could tell that there was more to this woman than just being Hank Roycroft’s wife.

“You’ll need equipment,” Ariel said.

Veronica was nodding. She took a pen and notepad from her purse and began jotting down a few figures and notes. She seemed positive, optimistic, like she could make a business work in this space. While Veronica calculated the cost of various improvements, Ariel went back out to the main area of the restaurant.

Someone was arriving at the door.

“Hello?” Ariel called.

It was Matt. He came in through the door wearing big work boots and a fully loaded tool belt on his hips.

“Ariel,” he said, smiling at her.

Behind him was another man, just as impressively dressed in work boots and tool belt.

“This is my brother,” Matt said.

Ariel looked him over. He was quite a guy, with thick, muscular arms, a broad chest, perfect stubble.

The brother stepped forward and offered Ariel his hand. “I’m Jeff” he said.

Ariel was blushing. She took his hand and shook it. She smiled shyly as she looked into his handsome face.

“You must be Ariel,” Jeff said.

“Yes. It’s nice to meet you.”

Veronica came through from the kitchen and Ariel couldn’t help notice the way her eyes lit up when she saw Matt. She walked up to him and he introduced her to Jeff.

“My,” Ariel said when everyone had been introduced. “You fellas sure know how to fill a room.” She let herself admire the two of them for a moment before Veronica took control of the situation.

“So,” Veronica said, leading the men through the space. “Tell me what you think. Obviously I’d like everything to look as good as possible, as quickly as possible, for as little money as possible.”

Matt laughed as he followed her. “You always knew what you wanted. That’s for sure.”

She smiled over her shoulder at him as she took him through the space. Ariel could tell that they were flirting. She couldn’t blame Veronica for it. She could see the way Matt lit her up. It was as if she was dormant while she waited for him. She was in love with him and there were few things as difficult in life as being in love with a man you weren’t married to. In Ariel’s experience, it was almost as difficult as being married to a man you weren’t in love with. Poor Veronica, she was dealing with both situations at the same time.

“The floors, you can sand them down, right?” Veronica said.

Matt bent down and took a look at the wood. “Looks good and thick,” he said. Veronica had to look away from him when he said that. Ariel knew why.

“Structurally, everything looks great,” Matt continued. “A little drywall, some paint, new fixtures, nothing major.”

Veronica was nodding at him. The two of them looked like they’d been made for each other. Ariel could see what a perfect couple they would make, if only Veronica wasn’t married already.

“So,” Jeff said to Ariel, obviously making smalltalk while the others examined the property.

Ariel looked at him. God, he was good-looking. She’d never seen such hunky guy in her life.

“Matt tells me you’re a good friend of Veronica’s.”

“I’m a new friend,” Ariel said, “I just moved onto her street.”

“Oh, where did you move from?”

“I moved up from Pomona with my daughter.”

“Divorce?”

“Yes.”

Jeff nodded, knowingly. “How’s that going?”

“Not too bad actually,” Ariel said. She felt a little strange talking about her divorce with someone she didn’t even know but she was glad to have something to talk about. She found silence awkward, especially with a guy as good-looking as Jeff. “In fact, I think my ex likes me better now than he ever did when we were married.”

Jeff laughed. “Did he give you a hard time?”

“He gave me a run for my money. Sixteen years I put up with him. I couldn’t get his attention for most of that time.”

“And now?”

“Now, he seems to be pursuing me as if we’re in high school and he’s got a crush.”

Jeff looked at her. “Well, for what it’s worth, I can see why.”

Ariel blushed. She didn’t know what to say to that. Jeff was flirting with her and he didn’t seem one bit shy about it. She looked at him. He was looking back at her, a hint of a smile on his face. She wasn’t sure what she was supposed to do. She could see a little triangle of his chest at the neck of his shirt. Even from the small part she could see she could tell that it was solid muscle. He seemed like the kind of guy that was used to getting what he wanted, a player, but Ariel felt like she was pretty sure she wanted to be played!


IV

VERONICA’S HEAD WAS SPINNING BY the time she got home. It had been a busy day. Ariel had confided in her that she’d slept with Jake Medeiros. She still didn’t know what to make of that. Then she’d had the restaurant location to check out. That had gone well, she felt. The space certainly had potential, it was a good price, good location, and had everything she needed. She felt like putting in an offer through her realtor but she wanted to talk it over with Hank first. The biggest thing on her mind though, wasn’t the restaurant at all. It was Matt Harkness!

She just couldn’t get him out of her mind. She felt bad about it but there was nothing she could do. Every time she closed her eyes she saw his face. She knew she was being disloyal to Hank but it was beyond her control. It was her mind, and her heart, that were betraying her.

“Honey?” Hank said as she was getting ready for bed.

She could tell that he was going to say something important from the tone of his voice.

“Yes, dear,” she said.

“Could we talk?”

“Of course, honey.”

She went and sat on the bed next to him. He’d been reading a book about personal growth and how to apply it to business.

“I just want to tell you how much I love you.”

“Oh honey,” she said. “I love you too.”

“I know,” Hank said, choosing his words, “I know things haven’t always been easy for you.”

“Oh, Hank, what do you mean? I couldn’t be happier with the life you’ve given me.”

“I know things haven’t always been as passionate as they might be.”

“Oh, darling,” she said. “What’s gotten into you? Why are you bringing this up?”

“I don’t know,” Hank said. “It’s just, sometimes I feel bad for the life I’ve given you. I look at you, how beautiful you are, how youthful, how full of life, and I think you deserve so much more. I look at someone like Trudy Luxton, or Ariel, how happy they are now that they’re single, and I think that would be you if we ever split up.”

“That’s nonsense, dear. I would die if we ever split up. You know that. I would not be one bit happy.”

He smiled at her but there was a sadness in his face that he couldn’t hide. “You’d be so free,” he said.

“Hank,” Veronica said, “there is no one in this world I love as much as I love you. There is no one in this world I would rather be with. Trudy Luxton can do what she likes. Ariel West can do what she likes. I don’t envy them for one single second. Believe me. I feel safe with you. I feel loved. I feel appreciated.”

He looked into her eyes. There was so much kindness and love in his face. She felt so guilty for having feelings for Matt when she had this kind, loving man waiting for her at home. She didn’t know how lucky she was. She could have been stuck with a husband like Jake Medeiros, a cheating pervert who forced Zola to do all sorts of horrible things. She should learn to appreciate what she had, be grateful, and love the man who was doing everything he could to give her a good, happy life.

“Are you sure?” Hank said.

“Of course I’m sure, honey,” she said. She put her arms around his shoulders and kissed him, long and passionately on the mouth. Her tongue moved toward his lips, it met his tongue and for a moment she was kissing him the way she’d kissed other men in her youth. Their tongues were connected. They were connected. And then Hank broke off the kiss.

“I just wanted to make sure you were alright,” he said. “I just wanted to make sure you didn’t feel as if I was holding you back.”

Veronica looked at him. It was so clear to her that he loved her. He loved her with all his heart and she’d spent the entire day fantasizing about Matt Harkness. She had to get that out of her system. She had to commit to her husband and learn to be the wife he deserved.

“Don’t you ever worry about me, Hank Roycroft,” Veronica said. “I’m your wife, I belong to you. Whatever you want from me, I’ll give you.”

Hank nodded.

Veronica looked at him carefully. She tried to gauge what he wanted. She tried to read him. He was so difficult to read. Often she looked at him and felt as if she was looking at a complete stranger. It was rare for him to open up like this and let her in. He was usually such a closed book.

While she looked at him she opened the top buttons of her silk blouse. His eyes were on her cleavage which she slowly revealed to him as she opened the buttons of the blouse, one by one.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said.

“Come to me,” she said. She continued to open her shirt. Hank was looking at her breasts as she uncovered them and lifted them out of her shirt.

“You want these?” she said, holding her breasts in her hands like pieces of fruit. She was surprised that he was interested. It wasn’t like him to respond to her sexual advances.

“I want them,” he said.

She held them up to him as if she was offering them to him. She’d never known him to be so interested in her breasts. Was he turning over a new leaf? Was he finally becoming more sexually interested in her?

“I love you,” she whispered.

Hank leaned forward. Veronica thought he was going to suck on her breasts but instead he leaned in to tell her something. He was going to whisper in her ear. She was excited. She was aroused. She was glad that he was responding to her.

She held her breathe as she waited for Hank’s words to reach her ear. She had no idea what he was going to say to her. She was dying with anticipation. Her breasts were in her hands, being offered to him like two, ripe gifts. She wanted him to want her.

“Can I call you mommy?” he whispered.

At first, Veronica wasn’t sure she’d heard him right. She wanted to ask him to repeat himself, but then she realized what he wanted. She almost felt like crying. How could that be what he wanted? Why would any man want to call his wife, mommy? It made no sense to her.

She said nothing. She was still holding her breasts in her hands and suddenly she didn’t feel sexual at all. She felt foolish, embarrassed. She wanted to get out of the room. She wanted to run into the bathroom and hide from Hank and be all alone.

Hank leaned down toward her breasts so that his mouth was right by her nipple. “Mommy,” he said quietly. “Mommy,” he said again and put his mouth over her nipple.

Veronica knew that there were fetishes like this, she knew that certain men liked to be treated like babies, or had some sort of sexual fixation on their mothers, but that wasn’t something that Veronica was into in even the tiniest way.

“Mama,” Hank said as he sucked on her nipple. She held his head gently in her arms as he lay on her lap. He sucked on her nipple, not in a sexual way, but like an infant nursing. Veronica felt so awkward. She wasn’t at all turned on.

As she sat there with Hank’s head in her arms, she realized that there was no way she could deny the truth any longer. She’d married the wrong man.


V

BECKY WAS HAVING FUN. She loved going on dates with Kyle. They’d been getting on so well since their discussion about Trudy. Whatever agreement they’d struck seemed to be working out well. At least, Becky felt it was working well. She knew that Kyle had slept with Trudy, she knew that he might do it again, but at least it was a secret that she was in on. It was something that they were both doing together, at least she tried to think of it like that. Kyle was allowed to fool around with Trudy, but only so that he could learn as much about sex as possible and then use all that knowledge with her.

They were coming out of the movie theater. They’d just watched some action flick that Kyle had chosen. It was pretty good but it hadn’t been Becky’s first choice for a movie.

“You want to go get an ice cream or something?” Kyle said.

“An ice cream?” Becky said teasingly. “That sounds good, but I can think of something I’d prefer!”

Kyle grinned at her. “You’re so naughty,” he said.

“You love it!”

He put his arm around her as they walked back to his truck. “I do,” he said.

They didn’t waste any time getting to their favorite spot, the parking lot high up in the Hollywood Hills overlooking the city. It was quiet and secluded up there and no one ever disturbed them. The only way to get there was along the road that led to their houses and no one seemed to know about it. As Kyle drove up the winding road, Becky began to get more and more excited about what they were going to do when they got to the top.

“I have a little surprise planned for you,” Kyle said.

Becky looked up at him. She was still very attracted to him. She’d thought for a while that she was in love with him but now she was beginning to realize that she wasn’t. It had been a difficult admission to make to herself. She was glad that he was her boyfriend, she liked spending time with him, she loved making out and fooling around, but she wasn’t in love with him. She’d realized that when he’d told her about Trudy. He was sleeping with Trudy and she realized that she could never love a man who cheated on her. She’d also realized that she didn’t care as much as she should have. If she’d truly been in love with Kyle it would have broken her heart that he wanted to fool around with Trudy. But the way things were between them, she was actually excited for him to sleep with her and then teach her all of the sexual things that Trudy had to teach.

Kyle pulled the truck up under a big willow tree and killed the engine.

“I’ll never get tired of the view up here,” Becky said as she gazed down over the valley, the lights of Los Angeles twinkling for a hundred miles in front of her.

“I’ll never get tired of the view of you,” Kyle said.

Becky looked at him and smiled. “So,” she said, biting her lip a little nervously, “what are you going to do to me?”

Kyle looked over her body. She felt his eyes running over the neckline of her dress, the mounds of her breasts, her smooth thighs. She was quivering with excitement and anticipation.

“I’m going to show you something new.”

“Something new?”

Kyle nodded.

“Let’s see it,” she said. She was ready. She didn’t want to play games. She didn’t want to wait any longer. She wanted to feel the delicious pleasure of an orgasm rushing through her young body.

“Okay,” Kyle said. “I want you to get up on your knees.”

“How can I get on my knees?”

Kneel up and lean on the dash.”

Becky got up in her seat and kneeled, leaning over the passenger side of the dashboard.

“Perfect,” Kyle said from behind her. He pulled up the skirt of her dress a little and looked at her firm butt. Becky held her breath. She was so full of anticipation she felt she might burst. She had no idea what he was going to do.

“I should give this little butt a good spanking,” Kyle said.

Becky said nothing. She wanted Kyle to do whatever he wanted to her. She was perfectly willing. Whatever he had in mind, she was game for.

He rubbed the smooth cheeks of her ass with the palm of his hand.

“How does that feel?” he said.

“Good,” she said.

“Do you know what I’m going to do to you?”

She shook her head. She’d only made love to him a couple of times. She was completely new to all of this. It was as if she’d entered a completely new world over the past couple of weeks. Before she moved to Beverly Row, she’d never even imagined doing things like this with a boy. Now she’d admitted to herself that she didn’t even love Kyle and that she was just fooling around. She’d become the kind of girl she used to be afraid of.

“Do whatever you want,” she said.

She could feel Kyle behind her. He was examining her ass, moving his hand over it very slowly. He was right behind her, so close that she could even feel his breath on her butt cheeks. And then he did something that she never even thought a boy could do to a girl. He licked her ass crack!

“What are you doing?” she gasped.

Kyle didn’t answer. He moved his tongue along the crack of her ass till it slid over her anus. Becky felt shy. She was terrified of what he was doing? What if she wasn’t presentable to him? She had no idea what a girl was supposed to do to prepare for something like this. What if he didn’t like what he was doing? She’d never live down the embarrassment. What if he told all the guys at school?

“Kyle,” she whispered. She didn’t know why she was whispering but she was. “Don’t.”

“Shh,” Kyle said. “Don’t worry. You’re going to enjoy every second of this.”

She closed her eyes and prayed that his would pass quickly. She prayed that nothing went wrong, that Kyle wouldn’t try anything that turned out to be a mistake. She’d only been intimate with him a few times, and they’d never done anything even remotely like this.

“Kyle,” she said. “What are you doing?”

Kyle’s tongue moved over her anus again and she felt a spasm of pleasure as he did it. She could feel her vagina tingling with sensation. As he continued to lick her ass, the anticipation in her pussy grew and grew. She began to writhe in pleasure and grind up against the dash of the car. She wanted to reach down to her pussy and touch herself but she was too shy. Kyle continued licking her asshole and as he did, she began to fantasize about what else he might do to her ass.

She pressed her butt back against his face and the harder she pressed, the harder he licked her. At one point, his tongue was pressing so hard against her anus that it was actually beginning to slip inside.

“Oh God,” she whispered as Kyle continued to lick her, his tongue running in tiny, rapid circles around her asshole.

“You’re mine, aren’t you?” Kyle said from behind her.

“Yes,” she said.

“Say it,” Kyle said. “Say you’re mine.”

Becky closed her eyes and sighed in pleasure. The more assertive he became, the more control he took over her and over the situation, the more turned on she became. She loved how she felt, spread over the dashboard, her ass exposed to his closest attention. She felt vulnerable and exposed and so sexy.

“I’m yours,” she said. “I’m all yours, Kyle. Do whatever you want with me.”

Kyle’s tongue stopped sliding over her anus. She could hear him breathing but he said nothing. She could feel his breath on her ass. She was terrified and ecstatic at the same time. What was he going to do next?

Kyle took something out of his pocket. She couldn’t see what it was. She heard him squeeze a bottle and realized that it was some sort of lotion. He was pouring it on his hands.

“What’s that for?” she said but he didn’t answer her.

Then she felt the cool, soothing sensation of the lotion as he rubbed it into her butt. He put the bottle down and began massaging her ass with both hands at once. She looked out through the windshield of the truck at the lights of the city. She wondered how many other girls in Los Angeles were going through something as exciting and titillating as this. She couldn’t imagine that many of them were.

And then she felt something completely unique. It was the sensation of Kyle’s long finger sliding into her ass. Her breathe caught in her throat. What was this? What was happening? Was this something that girls allowed their boyfriends to do? She didn’t know. She didn’t know anything.

As his finger slid deep into her anus, the shocking sensation began to subside and all she felt was the most intense, lustful desire rising up through her body. It felt like it started in her vagina and then flowed around her pussy and asshole like a swarm inside her.

“Kyle,” she gasped.

“You like that?”

“I love it, baby.”

“I thought you’d like it.”

She pushed her ass back against his hand and concentrated on the intense sensation of pleasure as his finger slid all the way inside her anus. The pleasure was so deep, so satisfying, that it almost felt like pain.

“I love it,” she gasped as Kyle’s finger reached the end of its length. “I love it so much.”

Kyle slowly pulled his finger out of her anus, the lotion helping it slide smoothly. The feeling was like nothing Becky had ever experienced.

Then she heard Kyle unzip his jeans. She wondered what was going to happen next. Was this something he’d learned from his time with Trudy? Was it going to hurt?

She remained spread over the dashboard while Kyle pulled his jeans down around his knees. Then he got up behind her. Becky waited. She knew what was coming. She kept her gaze on the lights of the city as she waited. It felt like an eternity passed before she finally felt the hot tip of Kyle’s penis touch her butt. She was amazed, almost shocked, at how much her body wanted him. She wanted him to thrust deeply into her, she wanted him to use her hard and rough, she wanted to be fucked.

Kyle seemed to be hesitating.

“Do it,” she said.

“Are you sure?”

She pushed her ass back toward him and moved it from left to right, trying to lure him into her.

“God, you’re so hot,” he said.

“Just do it already,” she said.

And then she felt it, the firm tip of his cock pressing against the tight little ring of muscle around her anus. She pushed back against it. She wanted to feel it slide into her. She wanted to be taken in the ass! Was this even really happening to her? What had her life become?

She pressed back against Kyle’s firm, rigid penis. It was pressed hard against her anus but she wasn’t sure if it would slide into her or not. It didn’t seem like it would be possible.

She hadn’t even ever had normal, missionary sex with Kyle. She was still technically a virgin. He’d fingered her pussy, he’d fingered her ass, they’d had oral sex, and now they were trying this, but they’d never had normal sex. Not that Becky was an expert or anything. She just thought it was strange that they were trying all these other things without ever trying the most straightforward option. Was there a reason Kyle was trying to do everything to her but regular sex?

And then, in just a single instant, all of those thoughts disappeared. Kyle reached around her with his hand and began rubbing her clitoris. It was almost too much for her. She cried out as his wet finger rubbed her throbbing clit. She felt as if she might orgasm already and didn’t even wonder if it was too soon. She gasped and then something even bigger happened. Without thinking, Becky squeezed the muscles in her ass, tensed them, and without her even realizing, Kyle’s firm, long, lubricated cock began to slide into her anal passage. She cried out. It was too much. Was she still a virgin? She didn’t know. His cock slid slowly up into her anus, inch after inch of it, until it was fully engorged in her anus.

She cried out. “Kyle,” she gasped. What was he doing? She didn’t know. His hand was playing with her clit. His massive cock was sliding up into her asshole. She was becoming something she’d never even imagined becoming, the kind of girl who did anything with her boyfriend, the kind of girl who got fucked in the ass before she’d ever had normal sexual intercourse.

Kyle thrust forward with such force that her hips hit the dashboard. He did it again. She cried out. And then she felt the first pulse of semen leave his cock. It squirted into her anus and she’d never felt anything like that in her life. She’d never felt the exquisite pleasure of a man’s semen squirting into her body. She’d never had sex before. She’d never been used like this by a man. Kyle’s cock pulsed another dose of semen into her anus and Becky gasped in pleasure. She felt like an animal. She felt raw and dirty and so sexual that she couldn’t even think. Kyle’s semen squirted up into her and as it did, his hand continued to play with her clit.

The heat in her body built up to such a pitch that it completely overcame her. She almost blacked out. She gasped, her muscles clenched and flexed, her heart pounded, and the pleasure of orgasm surged through her nerves like a wildfire. She cried out again and again, gasping in pleasure, as Kyle’s semen squirted up into her. Her orgasm raced through every muscle of her body, wave after wave of it in an unending progression of pleasure and ecstatic sensation.

“Oh God,” she cried.

As her orgasm continued to race through her, Kyle pulled his firm, long cock out of her ass and grabbed it with his hand. The last squirt of semen flew from the tip of his cock and landed on Becky’s ass, sliding down the crack between her cheeks in a sticky mess.

“Jesus,” Kyle said.

“What made you try that?” Becky said. She felt nervous. She was worried she was being a slut. She’d been fucked in the ass but he hadn’t ever tried to have sex with her normally. What did it mean?

Kyle just sighed in pleasure.

“Jesus,” he said again.

“Kyle,” Becky said.

“Come on,” Kyle said. “Let’s get you home.”


VI

ARIEL FOUND HERSELF THINKING ABOUT Matt’s brother, Jeff, as she made her way through the traffic to Santa Monica. He sure was something to think about. He was handsome, charming, friendly, well-built, pretty much everything she was looking for in a man, at least during this transitional stage in her life. There had been a time when she’d been sensible about the men she allowed herself to be attracted to, or at least, had fooled herself into thinking she was sensible. She’d thought when she married Gabe that she was following her mother’s advice to choose a man who would make a good husband. If she was completely honest with herself, she’d chosen him because he was hot.

Well, it was too late to change the habits of a lifetime now, she told herself. If Jeff asked her out, she’d say yes.

She pulled into the parking lot outside the warehouse Gabe had rented and made her way through the numerous security doors that guarded her workspace. A feeling of calmness overcame her when she got inside. It was cool and airy in there. The air conditioning kept everything at just the right temperature. The lighting was perfect for painting. She liked having a job to do, a project, something to focus her attention on.

She went up to her canvas and examined it. It was perfectly primed, ready for some real paint, and she took a moment to savor everything before she started. The beginning of a painting was the most exciting time for her. Anything was possible. The potential for the work was limitless. Once she started, the picture would begin to take shape and its destiny, its value, would be decided. Right now, while it was still a plain, blank piece of canvas, anything could happen.

She started mixing some colors, dark blue tones, looking for the right tone for the dark sky and ocean. As she was putting the first pigment to the canvas, Gabe came in.

“I thought I’d find you here,” he said cheerfully. He was carrying two cups of Starbucks coffee.

Ariel took a cup from him and had a sip. It tasted perfect. She looked up at him. She was relieved to see that he wasn’t acting coyly around her. He’d asked her out the other evening and she’d turned him down. She wasn’t sure what that might have done to their working relationship. It seemed, so far at least, that he hadn’t taken the rejection to heart.

“About the other night,” he said.

“Oh,” Ariel said. She’d been hoping he wouldn’t bring it up.

“I was out of line.”

“You weren’t out of line,” Ariel said. “You just wanted to go out for a drink. It’s no big deal.”

He looked at her and nodded. He looked shy, preoccupied maybe. She tried to read him. She’d have thought that after sixteen years of being married to Gabe, she would have been better at reading the look on his face but he was still a complete mystery to her.

“Well,” he said, “I wanted to ask you out again,” he said, grinning.

“What?” Ariel said. “Gabe, you asked me to paint this picture for you. You can’t just use that to get me to go out with you.”

“I know,” Gabe said, holding up his hands, “I know that, Ariel. Believe me, I didn’t plan this.”

“What is it then? You know how things were when we were married. It was hell.”

“It wasn’t that bad,” Gabe said.

“Yes it was. It was for me. You cheated on me constantly.”

Gabe took a drink from his coffee. Ariel shook her head. He was acting so strange. She had no idea what had gotten into him lately.

“I’m not asking you to marry me again,” he said. “I’m just asking you to have a drink with me.”

Ariel looked at him for a good minute. She didn’t harbor ill feelings toward him like so many exes did. She was still fond of Gabe. They’d practically grown up together. He’d been the world’s crappiest husband, that much was true, he’d cheated, he’d lied, he’d even stolen money from her, but somehow, they’d managed to maintain a friendship that few people could manage even during the good years of a marriage.

“Gabe,” she said, sounding as exasperated as she felt, “do you want me to paint this thing for you or do you want a girlfriend? Because if it’s the latter, that’s not what I signed up for.”

“I know,” Gabe said. “I know, Ariel. I’m sorry. It’s inappropriate. You’re here to paint and I can respect that.”

“Can you?”

“I’ll try,” he said. “I promise.”

“Thank you.”

He nodded, but then he spoke again. He never did know when to shut up. “It’s just so difficult when you come in here looking as beautiful as you do, you’re so youthful and happy and full of life, you’re so pretty, Ariel. You’re irresistible.”

“Gabe!” she said.

“Alright, I’ll drop it.” He made a zipping gesture over his mouth.

She looked at the canvas. It was impossible to concentrate while he was there, flirting with her, but she had to admit, she was making real progress on the painting. The color tones she’d been going for were working out beautifully. There were weeks of work ahead of her, but for an initial layer of paint, what she had looked surprisingly good to her. It made her confident that she’d be able to pull off the forgery the way Gabe was hoping.

Gabe had left her to get some work done. He was over at a desk at the far end of the warehouse, typing on a laptop. She continued working for a couple of hours, layering paint slowly, gradually getting it the way she wanted. When she felt she was done she put her brush down and called over to him.

“Gabe, do you mind if I ask you one question?”

“Sure,” he said, getting up from the computer.

“Why are you so interested in me all of a sudden?”

“What do you mean? I’ve always been interested in you. You were the one who called things off.”

“You know what I mean,” she said. “When we were married, you had eyes for every other girl but me. Now you’re practically begging me to go out with you.”

“I didn’t think I was begging.”

“You were begging.”

Gabe smiled. He shrugged. She couldn’t deny that he still had a lot of charm when he was acting like this. “You want me to be completely honest?” he said.

“No,” she said sarcastically, “lie to me like you did when I was your wife.”

Gabe shook his head. “Was I really that bad? I’m sorry, Ariel.”

Ariel looked at him. “You were going to tell me the truth.”

“Alright,” he said. He wiped his hands on his jeans before he spoke. Ariel wondered if his palms were sweating. “Before, when you were my wife, I was allowed to have you. Other girls were forbidden.”

“And now?”

“And now, I’m allowed to have whatever girl I want. I’m allowed to go out with anyone. There’s no challenge to it. No risk. Now, you’re the one who’s forbidden. And there’s something about that that just drives me crazy.”

“I’m forbidden?”

“Yes, you’re the forbidden fruit, the one girl I’m not allowed have. And you’re irresistible, Ariel.”


VII

TRUDY DIDN’T KNOW WHAT TO do with herself. She was feeling restless. It had been a few days since she’d last enjoyed Kyle’s company and she was beginning to get a lustful feeling in her blood. She knew the feeling well. She thought about going on the internet and allowing someone to jerk off while watching her strip, but she didn’t feel like that would satisfy her sufficiently. She wanted more. She wanted Kyle.

She picked up her phone and sent him a text.

—What are you doing?

She waited for a reply. None came. He was probably busy. She hoped he wasn’t with that young girlfriend of his. Trudy knew he was fond of that girl, she knew she had to be careful messing around with him in case Becky found out. She also knew that she had to be careful in case Veronica found out. Hell, who was she kidding? Sooner or later, everyone would find out, then there would be hell to pay. But in the meantime, it felt so good to have Kyle’s eighteen year old cock pump semen into her pussy.

She was a lost cause, she knew she was, but she wasn’t going to change her ways now. She sent Kyle another message.

—I need you.

Still no answer. She decided to take a shower. By the time she got out, Kyle would have responded and she’d be ready for him to come over. She took off her clothes and had a long, hot shower. She shaved while she was in there. She used body lotion. She washed her hair. She had to smile at the thought that she was actually getting ready for her lover to come over. She’d really allowed things to get out of hand with this one. She almost felt giddy with anticipation.

When she got out of the bathroom she picked up her phone and looked at the screen. Nothing. He hadn’t even responded. She felt foolish now, having gotten ready.

What was she going to do? She looked at her watch. It was almost eleven at night. Maybe he was asleep? He was still in high school after all.

She got up and looked out the window. It was a beautiful night. It was a night full of possibilities. She went to her wardrobe and pulled out a sexy, short black dress. She pulled it on over her naked body. She hadn’t even put on a bra or underwear. The dress looked great. It fit like a glove. She felt sexual and erotic in it.

She went over to the vanity and put on her make up. Then she picked a pair of red Louboutin shoes to complete the look. She picked up her phone. Still no answer, no messages, nothing. She dialed the number of the cab company and ordered a taxi. She didn’t know where she was going to go but one thing was for certain, she wasn’t going to waste this beautiful night alone in her house.

When the cab arrived she told the driver to take her down to Santa Monica Boulevard. She didn’t have an address so she asked him to drive along the street till she found somewhere good to get out. She chose an intersection that seemed to be teeming with people out for a good time. West Hollywood had some of the best nightlife in the city and she knew it wouldn’t take her long to find some action.

She paid the cab driver and started walking along the street. She tried to look confident and purposeful, like she knew where the hell she was going. She felt self-conscious. She had no clue what she was doing. She could have been comfortably tucked away at home, watching television right now. Instead, she was walking along the streets of Hollywood, alone, at midnight.

She decided that the first place she saw, she would go into. It didn’t matter if it was a bar, a diner, a night club. If she didn’t go into the first spot she passed, she’d start to chicken out and never get the courage to go anywhere. She didn’t want to end up home alone. She wanted to have some fun. She waited at a crosswalk while convertibles full of teenagers out for the night passed her by.

Some boys waiting to cross the street were standing near her. One of them whistled at her. She looked up at him. There were three of them, they must have been about twenty. They looked sporty, like jocks. Not the most intelligent or discerning young men in the world, but they had good bodies and by the looks of things, they’d already had a few beers. They were exactly what she was looking for. She refused to give in to shyness or embarrassment.

“Are you just going to stand there and whistle,” she said, as boldly and confidently as she could, “or are you going to offer to buy a girl a drink.”

The boy who had whistled was wearing an A’s ball cap. His two friends started laughing at him now. He’d been expecting Trudy to ignore him and now that she was addressing him directly he didn’t seem as brave as he had.

“A drink?” he said. “Why, what do you like to drink?”

Trudy walked over to them. The three of them made space and looked at her like they’d never seen a beautiful woman before in their lives.

She leaned close to the boy in the A’s cap and whispered in his ear, “I’d drink whatever you gave me.”

Now his friends really went wild. They were loving this. She was giving them something to really talk about. She looked at them more closely. Judging by their clothing, their stubble, everything, they probably weren’t in high school.

“What do you boys do?” she said.

“We go to UCLA,” the boy in the ball cap said.

“Oh,” Trudy said. “I didn’t peg you three for the studious kind.”

“What did you peg us for?” one of the other boys said. He had slightly darker hair and skin than the boy in the ball cap. He looked like he spent a lot of time on the beach. The third was wearing a black, button-down shirt and the first couple of buttons were open revealing a nice bit of chest.

“I don’t know,” Trudy said. She tried to think of the most flattering thing she could say. They were well-built but not too big. “Basketball players?” she said.

The boys looked at each other. They seemed to like that. She smiled at them as alluringly as she could. She didn’t care what these boys did, she didn’t care who they were, she’d already decided they were the boys she wanted for the night. And she didn’t just want one of them. She wanted all three!

“Where are you headed, all alone at an hour like this?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said. “I hadn’t decided yet. Anywhere, really.”

“Anywhere?”

“I’m just looking for a good time,” she said.

The boys looked at each other again. She seemed to be too much for them. Their eyes were getting bigger and bigger every time she said something provocative. She didn’t care. She wasn’t trying to show them how well-mannered she was, she wasn’t trying to make a good impression, she was trying to get laid.

“Well, I think we know just the place for that,” the tanned boy said.

“Oh do you?” Trudy said. “I somehow doubt that.”

“What do you mean?” the boy said.

She was just playing, teasing him, but she didn’t want to be a total pushover. She wanted these boys to appreciate what they were getting.

“You look like nice boys,” she said. “Don’t get me wrong, I think the high school girls around here would be very impressed with some good-looking basketball players like you three.”

“I don’t even play basketball,” the one in the button-down shirt said.

“I’m not trying to be rude. I’m just looking for, you know?” she said.

“No,” the boy in the button-down shirt said, “what?”

She looked at the boy who’d first spoken to her, the one in the ball cap.

“A good time. A really good time.”

The boys were looking at each other like she was a little crazy. The one in the button-down shirt said, “Come on, guys. Let’s get out of here.”

He started crossing the street. The other two were about to start following him. Maybe she’d pushed them too hard. They were pretty young. Maybe they weren’t ready to play the sort of game she wanted them to play.

“You going to give up so easily?” she said to the two boys who were left.

The boy in the shirt had reached the other side of the street. “Come on,” he called to his friends.

They stood indecisively in front of Trudy. She looked across the street and shrugged.

“Hang on,” the boy in the ball cap called to his friend. “This lovely lady is in need of a drink.”

Trudy smiled. It looked like the boy in the shirt wasn’t going to stick around, he didn’t look too impressed, but these two were eager enough.

“I’ll meet you back at the dorm,” their friend called from across the street.

His friends hardly even seemed to notice him leave.

“I’m Gary,” the boy in the ball cap said.

“I’m Dean,” the tanned one said.

“Well, it’s sure a pleasure to meet you two,” Trudy said. “I’m Trudy, and I’m sure the three of us are going to get along just fine.”

“We know a pretty nice bar just around the corner,” Gary said.

“Do you?” Trudy said, linking arms with each of them, one on either side, “Then what are we waiting for?”

Trudy had impressed even herself. It wasn’t every day that she had the confidence to walk down the street and pick up complete strangers, boys from UCLA who were at least twenty years younger than she was. As she walked down the sidewalk with a handsome freshman on each arm, she wondered if she was just imagining that this entire scenario was happening. It was like something that had fallen straight out of her head, a perfectly formed fantasy that she would have dreamt up while lying alone in her bed. She looked to her left and to her right at the two handsome young men who were walking with her and knew that it was real. She couldn’t believe she’d pulled it off.

The bar the boys brought her to wasn’t particularly impressive. She hadn’t expected much. Twenty-year-old boys weren’t known for their taste in the finer things. There was a coarse, wooden floor, a pool table, a bar and a few leather stools. Light bulbs hung from the ceiling in wire guards. The place reminded Trudy of the bars she’d seen on a trip to Tijuana a few years back.

“It’s not much,” Gary said, “but it’s home.”

They took a booth close to a jukebox. Trudy got in first, Gary got in next to her, and Dean sat facing them. The bartender came over to take their orders.

“Three beers,” Gary said.

When the bartender had left, Trudy said, “How did you know I wanted a beer?”

Gary winked at her. “You said you’d drink anything I gave you!”

Dean grinned. “It’s true,” he said. “That’s exactly what you said.”

Trudy put her hand on Gary’s lap. She could feel the bulge of his cock as it hardened in his pants. “Well,” she said. “I will.”

Gary looked across the table at Dean. The two of them looked like all of their Christmases had arrived at once. Trudy didn’t want to lose Dean, she wanted both boys, so she slipped her foot out of her shoe and lifted it under the table up to Dean’s crotch. He gasped when he felt it there. She pressed against his crotch with her toes.

“Jesus,” Dean said. “Where did you come from?”

“From your dreams,” Trudy said.

“You really weren’t kidding when you said you wanted a good time,” Dean said.

“No,” Trudy said. “I really wasn’t.”

She pressed her foot harder against Dean’s crotch, rubbing his thighs with her toes. At the same time, she squeezed the bulge on Gary’s crotch gently and looked into his eyes.

The bartender returned with their beers. He noticed Trudy’s foot on Dean’s lap and her hand on Gary’s crotch and looked at her. “No funny business in my bar,” he said to them.

Trudy pouted at him but he wasn’t impressed. He’d probably had trouble with prostitutes in the past. Trudy knew that a bar could be closed down by the police if it got the wrong sort of reputation. She felt a sudden thrill at the realization that the bartender thought she might be a prostitute. She wasn’t sure why but something about the idea excited her.

Everyone around the table was quiet and she thought of something to say to break the silence.

“So,” she said, “how old are you two anyway?”

“I’m nineteen,” Dean said.

She smiled. That was perfect. She look at Gary.

“Twenty,” he said.

She was nodding. She was very pleased. They weren’t quite as young as Kyle but they were close enough, and there were two of them! That was something she’d never even considered, two young men at the same time!

“Where do you live?” she said.

“We live right by campus.”

“In a dorm?”

The boys nodded. Trudy wondered what that would be like, to go to a college dorm and sleep with a bunch of kids. It was an exciting thought but she figured the reality of it might not be so practical. It would be better if she could get the boys to come home with her. She knew she was breaking all the rules in the book, putting her safety at risk by bringing strangers back to her home, but she was so horny she didn’t allow any concerns like that to get in her way. She was on a mission to have mind-blowing sex and that was what she was going to have. She’d spent twenty-two years allowing her concerns about what was prudent to dominate her life, now she was making up for it. Now she was living her life the way she wanted to live it.

“You boys ever been to Beverly Row?”

They shook their heads. “I heard about it,” Dean said.

“The views are amazing,” Trudy said.

“I heard you could see all the way to Anaheim.”

“I don’t know what you can see,” Trudy said, “but the lights sure are spectacular.”

“You live up there?”

She nodded. “Want to see my place? I just know you two boys will love it.”


VIII

TRUDY LED THE WAY FROM the cab to the front door. Dean and Gary followed. She was glad that the boys weren’t drunk. She wasn’t drunk either. It would be nice to have sex with some college boys who were actually lucid and clear about what they were doing. They weren’t even the typical frat-type boys she might have expected to run into. They seemed like nice boys, boys who’d been sent to UCLA by their caring, loving parents. Boys who would find nice girls to go out with, and marry, and start families with. They were so wholesome, so well-adjusted and affluent and healthy in every way. That was what made her so excited. She felt as if she was stealing something that didn’t belong to her. She was going to have wild sex with these boys who would probably go on to lead lives that were perfectly respectable. They’d never have had a threesome in their lives if they hadn’t run in to her. She was taking something that no one else would ever have. In ten years these boys would be married to good girls, they’d have good jobs, nice homes, big cars, and their wives and families would never know their secret. They would never know that they’d had a threesome with Trudy Luxton!

“Come on,” she said as she unlocked the front door of the house. She waved at the cab driver and he pulled away down the driveway, shaking his head slightly.

Trudy didn’t care. She took both boys by the hand and led them through the hallway and up the stairs toward her bedroom.

“Wow,” Gary said. “Nice house.”

“It’s alright,” Trudy said. “My bed is what’s really impressive. You’re going to love that.”

The boys allowed her to lead them up the stairs.

“Welcome to my humble lair,” she said when they reached the bedroom.

The two boys stood there and took it all in. It seemed like they’d never seen such an opulently furnished room before. Their jaws dropped. Trudy looked at them. She flicked off her shoes and turned around so that her back was to them.

“Would one of you mind unzipping me, please,” she said.

She heard one of the boys approach her and start pulling down the zip at the back of her dress. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath and as the dress fell to the ground, she was left standing completely naked. Without turning she started telling the boys what she wanted.

“Okay,” she said, “I know you two are young, but I want you to take the lead tonight. You’re the men, you’re the ones who have to be in control. I brought you here so that you could ravish me. Is that clear?”

She didn’t turn. She just stood naked with her back to them.

“What do you mean?” Gary said.

“I mean, I want to be dominated tonight. I want to be in your hands. I want to feel like the two of you are in control, that you know what you’re doing.”

She turned around and showed them her body. They gazed longingly at her two perfect breasts. Then their eyes dropped to her perfectly shaved vagina. She looked perfect. She smelled perfect. Her hair and makeup were perfect. She knew they were dying for her.

“You mean, like a porno?” Gary said.

She smiled naughtily at him. “Like a porno,” she said. “Do you think you can manage that?”

The boys looked at each other before nodding, slowly.

Gary took a step toward her. “Get down on your knees,” he said.

That was more like it. That’s what she’d been hoping for. She got down on her knees in front of Gary. He opened his fly and took out his young, firm, ripe penis and put it in front of her face. She leaned forward, slowly, until her perfect, cherry lips met it and she kissed the tip of it. Then she opened her mouth and let the erect penis slide right to the back of her open, willing throat.

“Come on, Dean,” Gary said.

Trudy continued sucking Gary’s cock but out of the corner of her eye she watched Dean approach. There was a look of anticipation and confidence on his face. He pulled his shirt up over his head. His chest was perfect, young, well-formed. Trudy couldn’t wait to touch it.

Dean pulled his cock out and it was every bit as erect and firm and ripe as Gary’s. It was just in front of Trudy’s face and she let Gary’s penis slide out of her mouth so that she could suck Dean’s. If anything, Dean was even longer than Gary. His cock slid into her mouth and she closed her lips around the base of it and let it rest, lodged in the back of her throat. Gary reached down and took her head in his hands and pushed her toward Dean so that his cock went even farther back in her throat. It was so far back that she thought she might start choking on it but just when she thought she would gag, Gary let go of her head and she was able to back away from Dean. She took a deep breath and then let Dean slide right back into the back of her throat.

“That’s it,” Gary said. “That’s it you naughty slut. You like that, don’t you?”

She couldn’t speak with Dean’s cock so far back in her mouth but it seemed Gary wanted an answer.

“You like that don’t you?” he said. “Answer me.”

“I like it,” Trudy gagged as Dean’s cock remained lodged in the back of her throat.

Dean looked at Gary. “She likes it,” he said, his eyes sparkling with lust and excitement.

Trudy was surprised at how naturally Gary seemed to have taken to the role of dominating her. He’d seemed like such a sweet boy just an hour before. She could see that with some men, as soon as you gave them the green light to dominate you, they could turn into animals in an instant.

Gary pulled her head roughly from Dean’s cock and then got down on his haunches so that his face was at her level. He took a hold of her mouth in his hand.

“Say you like it,” he said to her.

“I like it,” she said. His fingers gripped the sides of her jaw as she spoke.

“You like it,” he repeated. “Well, let’s see how you like this,” he said.

He took her by the hand and raised her to her feet. Then he brought her over to her bed.

“Get on your knees,” he said.

Trudy did as she was told. She was so excited. She had no idea why she liked being dominated like this, maybe because her previous husband had been so timid in the bedroom, but this was exactly what she wanted right now. She got on her hands and knees on the bed and waited to see what the boys were going to do to her.

“Don’t be shy, boys,” she said. “I’m all yours.”

“Get behind her,” Gary said. “I’m going to get under her.”

Trudy obediently remained on her hands and knees while Gary positioned himself underneath her, in a sixty-nine position. His cock was beneath her face and she was ready to plunge down onto it.

“Do not suck my cock,” Gary said.

“Why?” she said. “I want to.”

“Are you going to be an obedient little puppy, or am I going to have to discipline you?” he said.

Trudy didn’t answer. Her pussy was tingling with anticipation. Gary’s face was just a few inches beneath her vagina and she wanted him to start sucking on it.

“Answer me,” he said.

“Obedient,” she said. “I’m going to be an obedient puppy.”

She looked down at Gary’s cock. It was pulsing with desire. His young body was so perfectly formed, she just wanted to lick every part of him. She opened her mouth over his cock and imagined letting it slide into her mouth, but she resisted. She wanted to do what she was told. She wanted to be an obedient puppy.

She waited in the position they’d arranged, Dean behind her, Gary beneath her.

“You ready?” she heard Gary say to Dean.

“Ready for what?”

“We’re both going to eat her at the same time.”

A shiver of anticipation ran through Trudy’s body. They were both going to eat her! She didn’t even know how that would feel once it began.

She closed her eyes and waited. Gary’s mouth was the first to make contact with her. He rose up and touched the soft skin of her clitoris with his tongue. She gasped in pleasure as his tongue gently touched her clit, sending warm surges of pleasure up through her body.

And just as Gary began to find his stride, just as her clit responded to the warm, wetness of his tongue, Dean leaned forward and began licking her asshole. The sensation of both boys eating her at the same time was overwhelming. She gasped and struggled for breath as the waves of pleasure began to flow from her ass and clit, up through every inch of her nervous system.

“Oh God,” she gasped.

Dean’s tongue gently massaged her anus, pressing hard against the tight little knot of muscle. He moved his tongue in circles rapidly and licked her anus and the entire crack of her ass, from where it met her back all the way to almost where her vagina started on the other side.

While Dean’s tongue was pressing against her anus, running along the crack of her ass in a delicious, wet motion, Gary’s tongue was moving all over her clitoris, caressing the mouth of her vagina and making her so wet that she was afraid she would drip juice down onto his face.

She didn’t care if she did. She didn’t care about anything. The pleasure of having the two young freshmen licking every inch of her sexual areas at the same time, it was so overpowering that she couldn’t even keep her eyes open. She was afraid she might faint. She closed her eyes and focused all of her attention, all of her energy, on the electrical pleasure that was surging from her ass and pussy and flowing throughout her entire body.

Gary’s neck must have tired of reaching up to her vagina because he put his arms around her and pulled her down onto his face. She let her knees slide back so that she was lying directly on his body. Her cunt was pressed up against his face and he continued to eat her even more vigorously than before. Now that she was lying directly on his face he just opened his mouth and began sucking on her pussy like it was a mouth that he was making out with. She could feel the flaps of skin of her clitoris being sucked into his mouth. His tongue lapped at the opening of her vagina, drinking up whatever juice oozed out of her. His face must have been soaking wet. She let her cunt grind against his face as he continued to suck on her, drinking her as if she was a delicious wine he was enjoying.

Dean had no trouble lowering his face down on her ass. He continued to probe at her anus with his tongue, trying to stick it into her asshole.

Trudy tried to resist orgasm for as long as she could. She wanted the pleasure of this moment to last forever. But as the two boys continued to suck and lick on her like wolves feeding, she was unable to resist any longer. Her head was resting on Gary’s hip. His erect penis was just inches from her hungry, wet mouth. Her soft lips were so close to his cock that she could have just opened her mouth and taken him into it. She wanted to but he’d told her not to and she didn’t want to disobey him. She got a thrill out of being obedient in situations like this.

She stretched her tongue out and let it touch against the head of his throbbing cock. She wasn’t sure if he’d noticed but the excitement of touching that red, throbbing berry of flesh with her tongue was too much for her. She began to convulse in the excruciating pleasure of climax. Her orgasm came from her pussy and her anus at the same time and rushed through her like wildfire. She cried out and gasped as the two boys sucked and licked, faster and faster.

“Oh my God,” she cried.

The sound of her orgasm spurred on the boys and they sucked harder. She felt Dean’s tongue slide into the passage of her anus. She cried out again and again as her orgasm rushed through her body. As she reached her ultimate, convulsive climax, she felt tears running down her cheeks. She opened her eyes. She was dizzy with passion and satisfaction. At that moment, she wouldn’t have been able to get up if her life depended on it. Every muscle in her body was completely spent. She was exhausted and satisfied and blissfully, ecstatically happy.

“Oh, thank you,” she sighed.

“Don’t thank us yet,” Gary said. “We’re not finished.”

Trudy was too weak to even wonder what they wanted to do to her next. She lay on her side as Gary got out from under her. He looked at Dean, a look so eager and expectant and excited that Trudy felt almost proud. She knew that she was giving these boys a night of pleasure unlike any they’d ever felt before in their lives. This would be something they’d remember on their deathbeds. She marveled at the idea that she could give these young kids a memory of such exquisite delight that they would probably remember it for the next sixty years or more. Long after she was dead, the memory of this night would live on in their minds. It might even be the last thing they thought of. It was almost like finding a sort of immortality.

She looked at them as all those thoughts went through her mind. “What are you going to do to me next?” she said, still panting for breath as she lay on the bed.

Gary got onto the bed next to her. He touched her breast. The stimulation of even that light touch was almost too much. She was tingling with sensitivity.

He kissed her on the mouth. She let his tongue slide into her mouth but she hardly had the energy to return his kiss. He was lying next to her, his naked, muscular body just inches from her own. Despite the intense pleasure and stimulation she’d just been through, she found herself craving the feeling of his body against her own.

“Get on me,” Gary said.

Trudy looked into his eyes. She knew she was about to connect with him in the deepest, most intimate way possible. She didn’t even know him. She’d only just met him. She was lying there in her post-orgasmic bliss, looking at him, a boy who was over twenty years younger than she was, and she knew that they were about to fuck. She looked from Gary to Dean. Dean was even younger. He was standing at the end of the bed. His tongue had been inside her anus! It was amazing when she thought about it, the way she could just go out onto the street and pick up total strangers. She felt as if anything was possible, anything at all. She could literally go out into the city and tell boys what she wanted them to do to her, and they would come home and do it, gladly. Why didn’t all women do this? What held them back? The deeper she got into this sort of thing, the harder she thought she would find it to try to live the way she had when she was married.

“Are you boys going to be gentle?” she said, teasingly.

Dean looked to Gary for the answer. Gary looked at her and smiled. He was trying to be sinister, trying to put a little fear in her, but she knew he was just being playful. He didn’t scare her. He excited her.

“Come on,” Gary said. “Lie on me.”

She got up and put her leg over him so that she was straddling him. Her skin was slick and wet from sweat. So was his. He’d wiped his face on the sheets but she could see from his hair that his face had been covered with saliva and juice from her pussy. Even though she’d just gone through a massive orgasm she was tingling with more desire. She wanted more. That was her problem. She always wanted more.

She put her weight down onto Gary. His penis was waiting for her like a wooden post. Her cunt was so wet and slippery that she just slid down onto him as smoothly as if she was putting a hand into a glove.

“Jesus,” Gary sighed as his long, hard cock slid up into her warm, wet pussy.

She looked into his eyes. There was a look of such affection on his face that she wanted to lean forward and kiss him.

“Come to me,” he said and gently pulled her down by the shoulders so that her breasts were resting on his firm, broad chest. He slid his tongue into her mouth.

While she sucked on Gary’s tongue, she felt dean touch her ass. He had a hand on each of her butt cheeks and he gently pulled them open so that he could see her anus. He touched it with his finger. There was some lotion by the bed and he took the bottle and poured some onto his hand. Then he began rubbing it into her ass, covering the cheeks, getting it into the crack of the ass, carefully covering the anus. Gary stopped kissing her and she looked back over her shoulder at Dean.

“Don’t be shy,” she said.

He looked at her like he couldn’t believe what she’d just said. He’d probably grown up thinking of women as timid, polite creatures who were afraid of cocks. That wasn’t Trudy. These boys were about to double penetrate her and she wanted it as badly as she’d ever wanted anything in her entire life. She wanted to feel the power of two strong, hard cocks inside her body at the same time. She wanted to feel the loss of control, the complete and utter domination of the men as they both fucked her together. She wanted to submit to them utterly and completely.

Dean took a hold of his cock in his hand and brought it up to her anus. He was careful, touching the head of his cock against her very gently.

“Press it against me,” Trudy said.

Dean pressed his cock against her asshole. She wanted it to slide in, all of it, she wanted to be impaled by the thick girth of his meat.

“Harder,” she said.

He pressed his hard cock harder against the pink circle of her anus. As he did, she pressed against it, squeezing her ass muscles. Somehow, as she squeezed her muscles, his cock began to slide into the passage of her ass. She gasped as it went in. It seemed to go deeper and deeper than she ever thought possible. She was amazed at how long it took for the entire length of the shaft to enter her.

“Oh God,” she panted. Gary was right there in front of her, his eager cock throbbing with each heartbeat as he waited to begin.

“Okay,” Dean said from behind her. His cock was fully inserted into her tight little ass.

“Fuck me,” Trudy said.

Moving almost as a single entity, the two boys began slowly drawing back out of their respective holes and then pushing forward back into them. The feeling was so overwhelming that Trudy couldn’t even distinguish between the two cocks anymore. She didn’t know what feeling was coming from her cunt and what was coming from her ass. It all merged into a single, overwhelming mass of sensation. There was too much sensation, too much pleasure for her to even begin identifying the source.

As the penises moved up and down, in and out of her ass and cunt, they began to speed up. The boys moved like old steam engines, gradually building up speed and momentum so that what started as a slow, gentle movement very quickly became a blur of motion. They thrust up into her, again and again, with so much force that her entire body was pushed up and down. She held onto Gary, her arms around his shoulders, but she felt as if she was going to be fucked right off the bed. As Gary pounded her pussy, pushing her upward from his body, Dean pushed hard into her anus, forcing her forward. Then they would both pull out and she would fall down onto Gary, his mouth waiting for her nipples, his tongue flicking over them, until the two hard cocks thrust her up again.

As the boys grew closer and closer to climax their thrusts became more powerful, more intense. She could feel the swelling of their cocks in her holes. They were like ripe fruit ready to explode. She knew she was going to feel them pouring jizz into her like hoses and she closed her eyes and began to concentrate on how it would feel when it happened.

As the cocks pulsed and throbbed and grew closer to climax she began to moan out loud. She didn’t realize she was doing it until she’d already been moaning for over a minute. The final thrusts came with such force that she didn’t know if the feelings she was experiencing were pleasure or pain.

Gary was the first to orgasm, squirting powerful jets of semen deep into her vagina. She felt each individual squirt. She was overcome with a feeling of relief with each one. As he continued to squirt jets of white, sticky, hot semen into her pussy, she felt her own body begin to convulse in the first spasms of another orgasm that would tear through her like a powerful earthquake. Her moan became a scream.

Then Dean began to burst open, squirting his own sticky, hot substance deep into her anus. She cried out. The force of it was overwhelming. She felt as if she was being basted like a turkey. She cried out again and again with each frantic breath she took, and Dean’s massive cock burst huge doses of jizz into her anus, so much so that there wasn’t enough room in her anus for all of it. As his cock continued to thrust into her ass, the semen overflowed, causing it to flow down out of her ass and onto the skin of her ass cheeks.

Trudy felt deliciously dirty, filthy, slutty and sexual. She screamed as her orgasm ravaged through her body. Her muscles, all of her muscles, began convulsing in massive spasms as if she was being electrocuted with massive surges of power. She screamed and screamed and couldn’t stop. The boys continued to squirt such quantities of sperm into her that she was dumbfounded at the mess. Her cunt and ass were sticky with wet, hot sperm. It was flowing out of her anus and cunt onto the boys’ cocks. Even after they’d finished climaxing inside her, her spasms continued in an overpowering barrage of orgasmic pleasure.

She collapsed onto Gary’s body and continued spasming on him like an animal that was going through its death throes.

“Jesus,” she heard Dean say from behind her. He’d pulled out and was watching her convulse on the bed in shuddering orgasmic aftershocks.

“Jesus Christ,” Gary said.

When the orgasm finally ended, Trudy couldn’t move. She couldn’t even speak. All she could do was lie on the bed and look up at the boys. She rolled onto her back and then didn’t move any more. She just looked at them, their young, handsome faces, their perfectly formed, muscular bodies, their dripping cocks. They were looking at her with expressions that mixed gratitude, pleasure and shock all at once.

Their semen was dripping from her anus and pussy and forming a puddle beneath her on the bed sheets. She didn’t care about any of that. All she cared about was how her body felt at that moment, and about the fact that these two young boys would remember her for the rest of their long lives.


IX

“BECKY!” ARIEL CALLED FROM THE kitchen. “It’s ready.”

“Just a minute, mom,” Becky called down to her from her bedroom.

Ariel took her casserole from the oven and brought it to the table. She’d opened a bottle of wine and she poured herself a glass while she let the casserole cool.

She smiled when she heard Becky’s footsteps on the stairs, rushing down. That girl had always loved her mother’s chicken casserole and it seemed that hadn’t changed. Other things had changed of course. Ariel wasn’t sure she was pleased with the amount of time Becky was spending with Kyle. Ariel knew she’d been distracted lately, she hadn’t been keeping as close an eye on her daughter as she probably should have, and she was determined to change that.

“Sorry mom, I was just on the phone.”

“To Kyle?”

Becky looked at her mother. “Is there a problem with that?”

“Of course not, honey. I just want to make sure you’re acting responsibly.”

Becky helped herself to a large portion of the casserole. Ariel made herself a plate too. The two of them sat in silence as they ate. They both seemed to have a lot on their minds.

“Mom?” Becky said.

“Yes, honey?”

“How did you know that you were in love with dad?”

This was the type of question that Ariel had been dreading. Like all mothers, she’d always known that the day would eventually come when her little girl would become a woman, but just like all those other mothers, she wasn’t ready for it now that it was here. She knew Becky and Kyle had been getting serious, she knew they’d probably been exploring their sexuality, and she knew that this was a time that was critical for a young girl. It was a time when she needed her mother’s advice and guidance more than ever. And it also happened to be a time when Ariel herself was so wrapped up in her own life that she hadn’t had time to devote to her daughter.

“Do you think you’re in love with Kyle?” Ariel said.

“I don’t know. That’s the thing. I’m not sure.”

Ariel looked at her daughter. She had no idea how her little girl had grown up so fast. “There’s really no way I can think of to explain how to know if you’re in love,” she said.

“But there are ways you can tell, right?”

“You mean like your heart flutters, you get nervous, you can’t think straight?”

“Exactly.”

“Sometimes love feels like that,” Ariel said. “But sometimes that’s just a crush. Sometimes love feels completely different. Calm.”

“So how do you tell the difference?”

Ariel laughed. “Becky,” she said, “if you knew the answer to that question, you’d be ahead of ninety-nine percent of the women out there.”

“I need to know the difference.”

“What’s going on, honey? Are you and Kyle getting serious?” She paused, waiting for Becky’s answer.

Becky looked at her. “I guess you could say that.”

“You’ve kissed?”

Becky nodded.

“You’ve gone further?”

Becky nodded again.

“Oh, honey. How far?”

“Mom!”

“Are you using protection?”

“Mom, please, don’t.”

“What do you mean, don’t? I have to make sure you’re looking after yourself.”

“I’m looking after myself, mom.”

“Honey, you’re so young. I’m just trying to do my job.”

“The only question I have, is whether or not I’m really in love with Kyle.”

“Are you asking because you and Kyle are having sex?”

“Mom! Please.”

“Honey.”

“Okay, yes, that’s why I’m asking.”

“Becky! You’re sixteen years old!”

Becky threw down her fork and left the table.

“Becky! Wait!”

Becky didn’t even turn around. She hurried out of the room and Ariel sat there, stunned, as she heard her daughter, her only baby, run up the stairs. She sat at the table and stared at her plate. What kind of mother was she being? She was allowing her own personal life to get in the way of her parental duties. Becky was having sex! She finished her glass of wine and then made her way up the stairs to Becky’s bedroom.

“Honey,” she said gently from outside the door.

“Yes, mom,” Becky said, very quietly.

“Can I come in, honey?”

“Okay.”

Ariel went into the room. The curtains were drawn and the light was dim, even though it was still bright outside. Becky was lying on the bed, her face buried in her pillow.

“Can I sit?” Ariel said.

Becky rolled over, making space on the bed for her mother. Ariel sat down next to Becky. She put her fingers through Becky’s hair.

“I remember when I used to comb this hair for you every single night.”

Becky didn’t say anything.

“I know I’ve been a little distracted lately,” Ariel said. “I’ve just been caught up in things.”

“It’s okay, mom,” Becky said. “You’re entitled to your own life. I’m not going off the rails or anything.”

Ariel laughed. “Are you sure?”

Becky looked up at her. Ariel was relieved to see she hadn’t been crying.

“Are things moving fast with Kyle?” Ariel said.

“Sometimes. It’s nothing I can’t handle. I just thought…”

“Thought that things would be different?”

“I thought love would feel different than this,” Becky said. “I thought love would change everything.”

“And it hasn’t?”

“I like Kyle. I like him a lot. But I pretty much feel about him the same way I feel about any of my other friends. He’s just hotter.”

“I know what you mean,” Ariel said. “I’ve been intimate with men, and realized only later that I might not love them as much as I should.”

“I always thought my first time would be with someone I loved. Like, truly loved, like in a movie.”

“You mean like a Tom Cruise movie?” Ariel said.

Becky rolled her eyes. “Try Ryan Gosling,” she said.

Ariel smiled.

Becky sat up next to her mother. She put her arms around her and hugged her.

“I’m so sorry I wasn’t more available,” Ariel said. “You’ve had your first time! I didn’t even know about it.”

“It was just a few days ago.”

“I should have been here for you.”

“You couldn’t have known,” Becky said. “I wouldn’t have said anything. I wanted to try it with Kyle. Now I have.”

“And what have you learned?”

“That I think I want to wait till I’m truly in love before I get intimate with a boy again.”

Ariel held Becky so tight. She couldn’t believe that Becky had gone all the way. Her little girl had become a woman and she hadn’t even realized it till it was too late. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she held her daughter.

When she left Becky’s room, Becky was going to sleep. Ariel tucked her into bed and kissed her on the forehead like she had when she was a little girl. It felt good to connect like that. Then she went back downstairs to the kitchen to clear away the dinner things. The bottle of wine was still on the table and she poured herself another glass. She needed it.

She took a sip and left her glass on the table while she cleared everything away. Then she brought the bottle into the living room and sat with it on the couch. She was going to turn on the television and see if anything was on but her phone started ringing.

She looked at the screen. It was an unknown local number. She wondered who it could be.

“Hello?”

“Ariel?”

“Yes, this is Ariel. Who’s this?”

“It’s Jake.”

“Jake?”

“Yes, you remember me don’t you?” Jake said, laughing a little.

“Of course.” Ariel felt awkward. She didn’t know what to say. She’d had a one night stand with Jake. He was a married man. She knew how those things were. She hadn’t been expecting to hear from him again.

“I just wanted to hear your voice.”

“You’re kidding.”

“For real,” Jake said.

“I thought when men had one night stands their prime objective was to get the hell away from the girl as fast as possible.”

“Not with you,” Jake said. “I honestly can’t get you out of my mind, Ariel.”

Despite everything, the guilt she felt at having slept with Zola’s husband, the weirdness she felt at knowing that Zola and Jake were into swinging, she couldn’t help allowing a small smile to spread across her face. Jake liked her. He might not be Prince Charming, he was a lying cheat just like Gabe had been, but he was sexy, he was rich, he knew what he wanted, and it appeared he wanted her. Ariel had always had a weakness for bad boys and Jake fit that bill perfectly.

“Well,” she said, coyly, “it’s nice to hear your voice too, Jake.”


X

“ZOLA,” JAKE CALLED FROM HIS OFFICE.

Zola was downstairs watching television. As soon as she heard Jake’s voice her heart started pounding a little harder in her chest. It made her feel sick that her own husband scared her. She was ashamed at how obedient she was to him, how much of a pushover she’d allowed herself to become, but the truth was she just didn’t have the strength to stand up to him, not yet at least.

“Yes, honey,” she called up the stairs.

She was already on her feet, making her way toward the kitchen so that she could obey whatever request he had waiting for her. She figured he wanted her to grab him a beer or something.

“Come upstairs?” he called.

She went up to him. He was on his computer, as always, chatting to guys on his forum. When she got to the office he stood up and started adjusting the webcam that sat on top of his monitor.

“Stand over there, will you,” he said, pointing to the area by the window.

She went and stood there, always obedient, never questioning him, never standing up for herself.

Jake turned on his desk lamp and pointed it at her. She put her hand to her forehead to shade her eyes.

“That’s bright,” she said.

Jake ignored her. He typed some more on his computer and examined the picture the camera was getting.

“Move a little to the left,” he said.

Zola took a step to her left.

“The other way,” Jake said impatiently.

She took two steps to her right.

“Okay,” he said. “Better.”

She looked at the camera. She had no idea what Jake was doing, what he was recording, who was seeing the picture that was being picked up.

“Wave,” Jake said.

In more ordinary circumstances, Zola would have felt silly standing there, waving at the camera. But she knew too much about Jake and his forum to feel silly about this. She knew this was deadly serious. Some guy, some internet friend of Jake’s, would be on the other end, looking at the picture of her, and deciding whether or not he wanted to fuck her. If she messed this up, Jake would be furious. This was his passion, this was what was important to him. If he knew that the other men on his forum were all lusting after his wife he would feel happy and confident and satisfied. If she did anything to upset the viewers, Jake would take it as a personal insult.

“Take off your shirt,” Jake said.

He didn’t make eye contact with her. He was looking at the computer screen, making sure the picture was perfect. His voice was steely and hard and unemotional. There was something wrong with him. What kind of man treated his own wife like this? He wasn’t upset, or high, or drunk. He was stone-cold sober. This was his normal state of being.

She looked from Jake to the camera and began pulling her shirt up over her head. She didn’t have a bra on underneath it. She’d been expecting to watch television in her cozy clothes, she hadn’t known she’d be putting on a strip show on the internet.

“Hold your breasts,” Jake said, his voice as firm as ever. “Squeeze them a little. That’s it. Just like that.”

She squeezed her breasts and held them to the camera like she was offering them to a baby for nursing.

“Who’s watching this?” she said.

Her question seemed to distract Jake. It was as if anything that detracted from the illusion he was trying to create, anything that reminded him that Zola was an actual person, his wife, and not just a toy to be played with, irritated him.

“Just the guys,” he said. “Now take off your pants too.”

She looked at him. She’d thought one guy was watching. Now she realized there was an entire group of men viewing the camera. This wasn’t normal. This wasn’t healthy. It wasn’t even safe. If he was telling these guys where she lived, if he was telling them that they could come by and fuck her whenever they wanted, how was she supposed to live like that? It was impossible.

She undid the string that held her cotton pajama pants up around her waist and let them fall to the ground. Then she stepped out of them. She was entirely naked now.

“That’s perfect,” Jake said, staring at the screen. “Now turn around.”

She did a full turn.

“Now show them your ass.”

With her back to the camera she bent over and showed the men on the forum her perfectly formed buttocks.

“Spread the cheeks,” Jake said.

She pulled open her butt cheeks and let the viewers look at her asshole.

“That’s it, baby,” Jake said.

With her back to the camera she allowed some of the emotion she was feeling to come to the surface. Her lip quivered. She felt a knot well up in her chest. She wanted to burst into tears but Jake would be furious if she did anything like that. Anything that spoiled this illusion, this obsession of his, and he would fly right off the handle.

“Now,” Jake said, “sit on the floor, facing the camera, and spread those legs.”

He spoke to her like she was a piece of property. She held back her tears and turned around. She didn’t look at Jake. Instead, she looked at the camera. She wondered who was on the other side. Who was watching her? Was Peter among them? Was he one of the perverts jacking off to this little show?

She sat on the ground and spread her legs wide open, giving the camera a perfect view of her pink pussy. Jake had to adjust the camera to point at her on the floor.

“Give them something,” Jake said.

She wasn’t sure what he meant.

“Show them some pussy play,” Jake said, his voice cold and emotionless.

What did he think she was? A toy? A slave?

She put a finger in her mouth and then touched the lips of her vagina. She ran her finger up and down the slit of her pussy and then spread the lips open with two fingers, showing the camera the tender, pink flesh of her inner vagina.

“Good,” Jake said. “Now slide a finger in. Put it in your mouth and then slide it in.”

She sucked on her right, index finger and then slid it teasingly into her vagina, in and out, in and out.

“Come for them,” Jake said.

Zola gave him a pleading look. He was watching her now, carefully observing every detail of her performance.

“Do it,” he said firmly.

She knew she wouldn’t be able to come. She wouldn’t be able to reach orgasm in this situation. She had too much pent up emotion in her chest. She was on the verge of bursting into tears. She tried to feel sexual, she tried to feel pleasure as she ran her finger in and out of her pussy but it just wasn’t possible. She was too upset.

As she sat there, fingering herself, she felt so utterly worthless, so utterly disgraced. Jake was watching her like a hawk. The camera was recording her every movement. There was no way out, no escape. She was going to have to fake it.

She began to moan, trying to sound as convincing as possible. It seemed to work. Jake’s eyes widened. He watched her more intensely than ever. He leaned forward in his seat and she thought she could see a bulge forming in his pants.

She leaned her head back and began to thrust her pelvis forward toward her finger as she continued to slide it deep into her pussy. She moaned and thrust forward, trying to act the way she’d seen porn stars acting when they were orgasming. She slid her finger into her pussy faster and faster, as if she was really bringing herself to orgasm, and as she continued, as she moaned in fake pleasure, she noticed that she was actually beginning to get aroused. Her finger felt better and better in her pussy the more she slid it in. Her moans began to grow louder, they were real moans of pleasure! She thrust her pelvis, pounded her pussy, and began letting the palm of her hand slap against her clit as she fingered herself. She gasped. She really was coming. The orgasm pulsed through her vagina and she cried out in one last, loud moan as she climaxed.

She opened her eyes. She hadn’t realized she’d shut them. Jake was grinning at her. He was pleased. Despite everything, despite the horrible way he was treating her, despite the utter disrespect and humiliation he was heaping upon her on a daily basis, she felt proud that she’d been able to make him happy. She was glad she’d been able to please him. He was her husband after all.

She looked down at her pussy. It was soaking wet and bright pink from the stimulation. There was a thin sheen of sweat on her chest. She was panting.

“Good girl,” Jake said to her, and then he turned back to the computer and began pounding away on the keyboard, no doubt congratulating himself to his friends and listening to their praises.


XI

ZOLA WAS ALMOST ASLEEP BY the time Jake came to bed. He’d spent over an hour on the internet after Zola had left him. He’d even locked the door of his office at one point. Zola didn’t allow herself to wonder what he was doing in there with the door locked. She just couldn’t handle the stress of it. There was no way he was doing anything good. Her best guess was that he’d been watching a video of one of the other men’s wives masturbating, just as they’d all watched her. She imagined that he’d jerked off while watching.

She’d allowed herself to cry when she was in the shower but now she was holding it all in again. She didn’t want to do anything to anger Jake.

“Zola,” Jake said, softly, putting his hand on her shoulder. “Are you awake?”

“Yes,” she said.

She had her back to him and she didn’t turn around. She was afraid she might cry if she had to face him.

“Listen,” he said. “I’ve made an arrangement that I think you’re going to like.”

She felt a shiver run down her spine as he spoke. She knew only too well the kind of arrangements that he liked to make. There was no way in hell she was going to like it.

“I’ve told your friend, Ariel, about us. She’s interested in having some fun.”

At the mention of Ariel’s name, Zola almost threw up. A wave of emotion washed over her and she even thought she heard a ringing in her ear, as if she’d just been hit by a bus.

This was too much! It was one thing to make her life on the internet a sordid mess of cheating and sexual deviance. It was another thing entirely to bring her real life into it.

“What do you mean?” she said. Her voice broke as she spoke but she couldn’t help it. She kept her back to Jake and listened intently as he spoke.

“I was talking to her,” he said.

“You were talking to her? I thought you hated her.”

“I don’t hate her.”

“Where were you talking.”

Jake sighed. “A bar. I saw her in a bar the other night.”

“What bar?”

“Just a bar in Santa Monica. We met there by chance.”

“I didn’t know you were in a bar in Santa Monica this week.”

“Jesus. I was just having a beer. Anyway, I don’t have to explain myself to you.”

Zola took a deep breath. It was true. This wasn’t like a normal argument between husband and wife. There was nothing at stake for Jake here. He didn’t even pretend to be faithful to Zola, he didn’t want to admit that she deserved fidelity and faithfulness. He just told her the way things were and it was her job to accept it.

“Anyway, I ended up showing her the video I made of you and Peter,” Jake said.

Zola’s entire body froze as she absorbed the meaning of Jake’s words. This was it, this was the one thing she feared most in the world, the meeting of her real life and the fake life that Jake was creating for her online. If Ariel had seen that video, then how was she going to be able to continue her life on Beverly Row? How was she going to be able to show her face around the other women? It was all over.

She began to cry. She couldn’t help it. She knew Jake would have no sympathy for her but that didn’t stop the tears from flowing. She didn’t make a sound but her shoulders started heaving with the force of her emotion and her eyes wetted up. She was overcome with grief.

“How could you show Ariel that video?” she gasped, tears choking her voice. “You know I can’t live with everyone around here knowing about it.”

“Relax,” Jake said. “She’s into it. She’s not going to tell anyone.”

“Of course she’s going to tell. She’s going to tell everyone. That’s what women do. They talk, Jake.”

“Who cares?” Jake said, brushing aside her fears as if they meant nothing at all to him. “She’s into it and if you want to save what little face you’ve got left, you’d better pretend you’re into it too.”

“What?” Zola said. “What are you even talking about Jake?”

“Look,” Jake said, “I don’t want to be an asshole about this, but you’ve got to be realistic. You’ve got nothing here, nothing to bargain with. You live under my roof. You spend my money. Unless you want to be left with nothing, you better smarten up.”

Zola couldn’t contain the sobs. She couldn’t contain her emotions. She felt devastated. He’d shown Ariel the video, now he was threatening her home, her security. How could she stand up against this? She felt as if her entire personality, her entire identity, was being washed away by the ocean.

She turned around and looked at him. She sniffed, stopped crying, wiped her eyes.

“Who was watching on the camera tonight?” she said as calmly as she could.

“Just the guys on the forum.”

“Was Peter?”

“Of course. He’s your biggest fan.”

“It’s private right? The recording.”

“Of course it’s private. Jesus. It’s for forum members only.”

She looked at his face, so handsome, she looked into his eyes, and she tried to understand what was going on in his mind. What was he thinking? What did he want? Did he love her? Was this how he expressed love? Was any of this alright? Was she able to live with it? She was trying to convince herself that there was something here, some humanity, some sort of relationship that she and Jake shared that had something human about it.

“What did you say to Ariel?” she said.

“I just said that we were into swinging.”

“Both of us?”

“Of course,” Jake said. “We are, right? I mean, I’m not the only one who’s into this. You’re willing too, right. No one’s forcing you into any of this.”

She thought about that. He had just threatened to take away her home, her financial security, everything that she relied on. She knew he was lying, that he was forcing her to do these things. She knew he knew he was forcing her, but something inside her wanted to make peace with him. She wanted to play along. She wanted to pretend that they were in this together. It was the only way she could find the strength to carry on.

“We’re in this together,” she said. “We both want it.”

“That’s what I thought,” Jake said. He leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead. “So, next time you see Ariel, I want you to ask her to come over. I want her to know that this is something we both want. I want her to believe it,” he said.

Zola was nodding. She was agreeing with him. She could hardly believe that she was willing to play along with this but it was just so difficult to stand up to Jake, and so, so easy to go along with what he wanted.

“Okay, honey,” she said, her voice sounding quiet and distant. It was strange. It didn’t sound like it was her own voice. She felt like she was dissociating from herself, becoming two different people. On the one hand, she was becoming the submissive, willing partner that Jake was forcing her to become, and on the other she was the ever quieter, ever more distant, real Zola. The girl who was being forgotten and brushed aside in the pursuit of Jake’s ever more demanding fantasies.

“I’ll talk to her tomorrow, okay?” she said, as compliant as a child. “I’ll do whatever you want.”


XII

ZOLA SAT AT THE KITCHEN table, her morning coffee steaming in front of her. She poured a little milk into the mug and stirred it. The phone was on the table next to the coffee cup and she stared at it like it was a snake that might pounce on her at any moment.

This was it. This was the last step in her complete submission to Jake. Allowing his weird fetish to move from the internet to her real life was the final stage in allowing him to completely dominate every aspect of her life. She had a feeling that from here on in, no matter how things went with Ariel, the women on Beverly Row, and in time everyone Zola ever met, would see her as her husband’s sex slave instead of the woman she’d been trying to be.

She supposed that was part of the deal. That was part of the agreement she’d struck with Jake when she’d become his wife. He was rich, he had everything money could buy, and she would become his property too.

She picked up the phone and dialed Ariel’s number.

“Ariel?”

“Zola? Is that you?”

“Listen,” Zola said. She knew that Ariel would be on the defensive. She’d just had sex with Jake after all. “We want you to come over.”

Ariel burst out with a flurry of words. Zola was almost relieved to hear the nerves in her voice. It meant her own wouldn’t be so obvious.

“Zola, how can I say this? I’m so sorry about what happened. I have no excuse.”

“Don’t even worry about it,” Zola said. She refused to let her voice crack. She was stronger than this. She was stronger than Jake and Ariel and whatever these rich, spoiled people did. She was stronger than all of them. If they were into this messed up, sordid lifestyle, that was their problem, not hers. She was doing whatever she had to do to survive. One day, she promised herself, she would be strong enough to leave all of this behind, but for now this was what life had dealt her. She had to make the most of it. She had to survive.

“Zola. I am worried about it. I slept with your husband. I know you won’t believe me but I’m truly sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“Ariel,” Zola said, her voice rising a little higher than she meant it to. “Jake and I have a completely open relationship. We both sleep with whoever we want. We do it all the time.”

“Really?” Ariel said.

“Really.”

“That’s what Jake told me,” Ariel said. “I mean, I sort of believed him at the time. But now that you’re on the phone with me, I just feel so bad, Zola. Please believe me. I never meant to hurt you. I just let the moment take over.”

“He showed you the video, right?” Zola said.

“The one of you with that man?”

“Yes. Peter. He showed you, right?”

“He did.”

“So then you know. That’s what we do. That’s what Jake and I have always done. It’s what we both want.”

“Are you sure, Zola?”

“Would I lie about this?” Zola said.

Ariel was quiet for a moment. Zola wondered what it was that she could be thinking about. She’d already slept with Jake. She’d seen the video. What was there left to hesitate about?

“So,” Zola said, “Jake and I want to invite you over. We wanted a chance for the three of us to get together. I think Jake would like to get to know both of us together if you know what I mean.”

“I do know what you mean,” Ariel said. “Jake said something like that to me the night that we, you know?”

“Slept together? Yes I know. He thought you might find it a little more comfortable if the invitation came from me.”

There was another long pause.

“Ariel?” Zola said. “Are you there?”

Ariel took a deep breath. “Zola. Can I come over?”

Zola’s heart was already pounding in her chest. It was all she could do to keep her voice steady on the phone. If Ariel came over she wasn’t sure she’d be able to keep up the strong front she was showing.

“Well,” she said, trying to stall. “I was about to step out.”

“I just want to see you,” Ariel said. “I just want us to look at each other, face to face.”

“I don’t know,” Zola said.

There was another long pause. Zola had the feeling she was blowing it. She was ruining this and Jake was going to be mad at her for it. “Please, just accept our invitation,” Zola said.

When Ariel finally spoke, it sounded so abrupt that Zola was shocked at the change in tone. Ariel had gone from sounding defensive and guarded to sounding kind and compassionate.

“Zola,” she said. “My husband cheated on me. For sixteen years he cheated on me. He made me feel so small, so worthless, that there were times when I would have done anything he asked of me, even if it went against everything I believed was right for myself.”

Zola stumbled over her words when she replied. “I, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said.

“It’s alright, Zola,” Ariel said. “Everything is all right. None of this is your fault.”

Zola didn’t know what to say. Why was Ariel speaking to her like this?

“Zola,” Ariel said. “Wait right where you are. I’m coming over to talk. Don’t worry. I’m not going to do anything to put you in jeopardy. I owe you this. Let me help you. Let me talk to you.”

The phone clicked and Ariel was gone. Zola was in a panic. She didn’t know what Ariel was going to do. She wasn’t ready to see anyone. She wasn’t ready for Ariel to come over and confront her face to face on this. She didn’t even know if she could stomach seeing Ariel, especially so soon after she’d slept with Jake. The woman had just fucked her husband, who did she think she was getting involved with her like this?

She ran upstairs to her bedroom and shut the door. She didn’t want to answer the door when Ariel showed up. She couldn’t. She just couldn’t face it.


XIII

AS SOON AS ARIEL PUT the phone down she ran out to the hall and put on her shoes. Then she let herself out the front door and hurried down the driveway. She wasn’t sure what she was doing. She wasn’t sure what she was hoping to achieve. She’d just slept with Zola’s husband. She was the other woman. She knew that Zola would be mad at her. Possibly, Zola would hate her. But there was something in Zola’s voice that Ariel just couldn’t ignore. She knew Zola needed her help, she knew that she needed a friend. Ariel might be the last woman on earth that Zola wanted to see right now, but that was too bad. She was the only one who was there. She was the only one available and willing to step in.

Ariel’s stomach was in knots as she made her way up the steps to Zola’s front door. She didn’t exactly relish the thought of confronting the woman whose husband she’d just slept with but she couldn’t let that stop her. She owed Zola this. It might be ugly, it might be painful, but if this helped Zola deal with the situation she was in, then it would all be worth it.

She knocked on the door. There was no answer. She knocked again. Still no answer.

“Zola,” Ariel called. Nothing. She dialed Zola’s number but the call was rejected.

Then she tried the door. It was open. She stepped into the house. The image flashed before her eyes of Zola standing on the stairs with a shotgun in her hands, waiting to blow away the woman who’d fucked her husband.

She entered the house quietly. “Zola,” she called. Still no answer. Instinctively she made her way up the stairs toward Zola’s bedroom. “I know you’re in here,” she said.

“Go away.”

Ariel breathed a sigh of relief. She’d found her.

“I’m coming in.”

“I don’t want to see you.”

“I know,” Ariel said. “I know you don’t want to see me. I don’t blame you. What I did was so wrong, so bad. I can only imagine the heartache, the betrayal you feel, Zola. I’ve been there. I understand it.”

Ariel stepped into the room. Zola was standing in the bathroom, staring at herself in the mirror. She’d been crying. Ariel could see the smeared makeup on her cheeks to prove it.

Zola looked over at Ariel. There was such a look of pain on her face that Ariel almost cried herself. She knew exactly how Zola felt. Every ounce of that grief and anger and sadness, Ariel had once felt herself when Gabe cheated on her. Now she was the woman who’d slept with the husband. She felt a pang of unending guilt as she remembered back to the lust and excitement she’d felt at knowing Jake was a married man. She’d known what she was doing at the time and this was the result of it.

Zola took a step in Ariel’s direction, then another, and another. When she reached Ariel she stopped. Tears were falling down her cheeks. The black residue of smudged mascara lined her eyes. She lifted a hand and swung it at Ariel. Ariel didn’t react. She didn’t try to dodge the blow. Zola’s hand struck her on the cheek and the pain of the blow shot through her. She still did nothing. She didn’t even move. She felt the sting of the slap on her face, on her cheek, and was only sorry that it wasn’t harder. The pain was nothing compared to the guilt she already felt in her stomach, in her heart.

“I’m sorry,” Ariel said, crying herself now.

Zola was shaking her head. She lifted her hand again, intending to slap Ariel again, but as she looked into Ariel’s eyes she let her hand fall to her side.

Then she put her arms around Ariel and began hugging her, clinging to her desperately, sobbing in her ear. Ariel felt the wetness of Zola’s tears on her cheek. It almost soothed the heat of the slap she’d received. Ariel was crying too. She reached for Zola and clung to her just as desperately. The two women held each other and let their tears fall down onto each other’s shoulders.

After a few minutes like that, Ariel was the first to speak. “I’m so sorry,” she said.

“It’s alright,” Zola said. “It’s not you, it’s Jake. Anyone would have believed we were swingers after seeing that video.”

“But you’re not, are you?”

“I don’t know,” Zola said. “I am, I guess, but only because Jake wants it. He’s the one who’s in control. He’s the one who holds all the cards. He makes the decisions.”

“And you obey him.”

“I know that sounds terribly weak.”

“It doesn’t sound anything,” Ariel said. “I’ve been in your shoes, Zola. I know what you’re going through. For sixteen years I kept quiet while my ex-husband cheated on me. I’ll never judge you for giving in to Jake.”

“I just feel so worthless,” Zola said.

“I know,” Ariel said soothingly. “I know.”

“How will I ever get myself out of this?” Zola cried.

“You’ll manage,” Ariel said. “I’ll help you. Together, we’ll figure out how to manage this situation. Together we’ll figure out what you need to do. You’re not alone. You’re not alone.”

“Really?” Zola said, sobbing. She looked so relieved to be hearing Ariel’s words. She looked like a child listening to her mother’s soothing voice.

“Really,” Ariel said. “I’ve wronged you, Zola. I know that. But if you let me, I’ll do everything I can to make this right. I swear it.”

Zola was crying even harder. Ariel knew why. It was one thing to allow your husband to abuse you, to treat you like dirt, to disrespect you and cheat on you. It was quite another to make the decision to stand up to him.


XIV

BECKY SAT AT HER DESK. For the last hour she’d been trying to get her head around some math homework she’d been putting off all week. She just couldn’t seem to set her mind to the task. All she could think about was the situation she’d allowed to develop with Kyle. What was it? Where did she stand? Were they in love? Or was she just being a complete slut? She didn’t know the answer to any of those questions. She’d always thought that her first time would be with someone she actually loved. She’d believed in romance, true love, all of it. She’d thought that she would save herself for her soulmate, for someone she loved so much, and who loved her back so much, that nothing in the universe could ever get between them. Instead, she was having some sort of sordid sexual affair with Kyle while he was also carrying on with Trudy. It was messed up. She’d always sworn to herself that she would keep her life simple, that she would keep her love life honest and pure, and not make all of the same mistakes her mother had made. Now she saw that that was going to be a lot more difficult than she’d ever imagined. She was already neck high in a situation that she felt she had no control over. The sex was good. The sex was great. But at the end of the day, what was the value of sex if it wasn’t backed up by true love?

She shut her math book and went out to her balcony. The cool air felt good against her skin. She looked toward Kyle’s house and wondered what she’d gotten herself into, and whether or not she’d be able to find her way out of it.

*

VERONICA SETTLED INTO HER BED and switched on the television. She didn’t care what she watched. There was a property show, some guys helping a couple buy a new house, and she left that on. It was exciting to be starting a new project. She had high hopes for her restaurant. She was just afraid of ruining everything she’d created with Hank by giving in to temptation. How was she going to survive the next couple of months working with Matt? How was she going to get over her obsession with him when she had to see him every single day? She knew herself, she knew the type of woman she was, and in her heart, she knew that she wouldn’t be able to resist temptation forever. If she didn’t figure out a way to handle the situation, she would find herself having an affair. After everything that Hank had done for her, after all the security and comfort he’d given to her and her son, how could she allow that to happen? How could she have so little control over her own actions? It didn’t make sense.

And then Hank came into the bedroom. He got out of his suit slowly and put on his pajamas, the same pajamas that reminded her so much of her father. She couldn’t even watch him get undressed, she was purposefully looking away. It wasn’t that he was ugly, he was a fine-looking man, it was just that he was so ordinary. Nothing about him excited her. Nothing about him spoke to her of risk, or danger, or lust, or desire.

He slipped into the bed next to her and gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek.

“Good night, my dear,” he said.

Veronica sighed quietly. “Good night,” she said.

She turned off the television and lay down. As she fell asleep she wondered what Matt was doing at that very moment.

*

AS ARIEL LEFT ZOLA’S HOUSE and made her way home, Zola felt numb. She wasn’t sure what had just happened. Ariel had slept with Jake but for some reason, she felt as if she could trust her. In fact, knowing that Ariel had slept with her husband made her feel in some way even closer to her. She felt that Ariel was a true friend, that she had her best interests at heart. Ariel had gone through similar difficulties in her own life. Zola knew Ariel shouldn’t have slept with Jake, but she knew also that it really wasn’t that important. Jake cheated on her all the time. He’d shown Ariel the video of her with Peter. What was she supposed to think? The fact that she’d been honest, that she’d offered help, that was what mattered.

Within a few minutes, Zola felt calmer than she had in weeks. Just knowing she had a friend who knew the whole story about what was going on, that was something. That was a start, a start on her journey toward rebuilding her life.

*

TRUDY WAS LYING ON HER back, on her bed. She was alone in the house. She grabbed her purse and took a pack of cigarettes from it. She rarely smoked in her house but she felt so relaxed, so satisfied, that she didn’t care today. She put a cigarette in her mouth, lit it, and inhaled deeply.

As she exhaled, a small smile formed on her face. She felt invincible, on top of the world, like anything was possible. After picking up Gary and Dean she felt as if she’d cracked open the secret that every woman was always trying to discover, the secret to making men desire her. All she had to do was offer them what she knew they already wanted and they’d be like puppies, drinking from her hands. She could do anything. Whatever sexual fantasy she wanted to play out, she could do it. At least, that’s how she felt as she lay, luxuriously on her bed and smoked. The whole world was her playpen!

*

ARIEL COULD THINK OF NOTHING but Zola. How could she have been so careless of another woman’s happiness? She should never have slept with Jake. She had no excuse for it. The fact that it was done was beyond her control now, but maybe she could redeem herself by helping Zola. She knew Zola was in a desperate situation. She’d known it since the moment she first set eyes on her. All those weeks ago at the barbecue seeing Jake pull Zola into the pool, it had shown her everything she needed to know about their relationship. The things she’d learned since had only confirmed it. She made a vow to herself. Even if Zola was afraid, even if she refused, Ariel would do whatever it took to get her out of the situation she was in with Jake. She would do anything to make up for what she’d done. Anything.
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You can email me at abby@type-writer.net. Send me a link to your review and I will send you the next book in this series for free.


Alternatively, you can sign up  to my mailing list to receive personal updates and offers directly from me.

I look forward to hearing from you.

Abby Weeks

2014
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