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CHAPTER ONE

Help Me

by Joni Mitchell

Damn, not again, I thought as I
opened my eyes and scanned my surroundings. In one fell swoop, I
had abandoned all my firmly held resolutions. I should have
known better than to mix alcohol and my
ex-boyfriend Bond.

My eyes swung to the left,
and skimmed the rack to see if he had added any new devices for
disciplining his wayward lovers. There, on the wall, hung a variety
of whips, cuffs, and paddles. I had long ago vowed never to allow
him to take such liberties with my body. At least I had
upheld that promise to myself.

As I sat up, I felt my
head swim from the wine, the pot, and Bond. He was like a ticking
time bomb, blowing my life to pieces each time I gave in to his
gravitational pull. In my defense, he had that effect on all women,
not just me. Unfortunately, I was the silly woman lying naked in
his bed under the black-framed Octopussy movie poster he had hung
above the headboard.

Bond leaned through the doorway wearing
fitted white shorts and a short-sleeved shirt with a white collar
and blue stripes. His long, brown hair appeared wet from the
shower. Seeing him dressed like that reminded me he came from
money. To me, he looked funny dressed like a man going to play
tennis at the country club instead of the tattooed biker he liked
to portray. Neither was really him in my opinion.

“Chop, chop,” he said.

“‘Chop, chop’? Have you
turned into my mother all of a sudden?” I said, slowly pivoting my
body to the side of the bed to stand.

“I have
company arriving
soon.”

The way he said
company, it was
clear it would be of the female persuasion.

“It’s not even 10 a.m.,” I almost whined but
modulated my voice in time.

“They own a sailboat so we’re setting out
early. Seriously, I need you to vacate.”

“Well, good morning and fuck you too.” I
wanted to stick my tongue out, but instead behaved like an
adult.

He moved toward me
with that look on
his face.

I held my palm out, to halt his progress.
“Don’t,” I said.

“Look Jacqs, let’s talk later, okay? I don’t
have to be at work until nine tonight. We can deal with this at
Red’s before I head in.”

“Deal with what exactly?” I turned my back
to him and threw on my dress from the previous night. My torn
panties were nowhere to be found.

“Well, you know, last night.”

Last
night, I sighed.

 


It was actually 3:30 a.m. when I had heard
the first text chime, and I didn’t have to look to see who it might
be. I ignored the sound, rolled over and started drifting back to
sleep. Bond, however, proved relentless and texted me seven more
times. After the first five texts, I started to worry. I had
considered turning off the sound on my cell phone overnight since
knowing Bond, but I feared my sister wouldn’t be able to reach me
in an emergency. She frequently called at off hours, but found
texting too much of a bother so, at least, I knew I wouldn’t be
dealing with her latest drama.

I finally gave in, snatched my phone away
from its charging cord, and headed into the bathroom. I scrolled
through my newly received texts:

 


Bond: Jacqs, are you up?

Bond: Come on, sleepyhead, I need you!

Bond: My father threatened to cut off my money again.

Bond: He and I really had it out this time. I don’t think he plans
to speak to me again.

Bond: I just need you to come by and bring me a bottle of wine.
That will calm me down so I can sleep. Please!

Bond: Now I know you’re just being stubborn. Are you lying in bed
trying to get back to sleep?

Bond: It’s not going to work. I need you, and you know you are my
only real friend. Pretty please?

Bond: Baby, I promise to behave, okay? I’m asking you over as my
friend only.

 


“Yeah, right,” I said to the bathroom door.
I gave in and typed:

 


Me: What kind?

Bond: Merlot and thank you, thank you, thank you, you’re a
godsend.

Me: You owe me.

 


Bond and I had been friends for over eight
years, and he had always been there for me. I knew a lot about his
family dynamic and what it cost him on an ongoing basis. I would
always respond to him, even though I fought it.

I stood in front of my
closet, looking for something half-decent to wear. After putting on
a light sundress, I grabbed my purple hoodie. Winter weather in
Hollywood, Florida, could be unpredictable. After freshening up in
the bathroom, I stared in the mirror. You’d better behave yourself tonight, I said to my body and then rolled my eyes at
myself.

As I pulled my messy, long, wavy brown hair
back into a ponytail, I thought of putting on some makeup but nixed
the idea. My eyes, green around my pupil and blue filling the rest
of the iris, were red-rimmed from lack of sleep, and makeup
couldn’t fix that.

On my way to Bond’s
apartment, the only movement on the street was a stray cat and a
section of a newspaper blowing in the wind. It was warm enough
outside to let me crack the driver’s side window. I drew in a deep
breath of ocean air coming from a few blocks away. The
surrounding silence made the volume on the stereo
seem louder, so I turned it down. After pulling into Bond’s parking
spot, I bumbled up to his place toting the bottle of
merlot.

“Here you go,” I said, after unlocking the
door with my own key and handing him the wine that I kept for such
occasions. “Do you ever plan to get your own car?”

“No,” he said, taking the bottle into the
kitchen.

“Are you ready yet to tell me why?” I asked
as I followed him.

“No,” he repeated, uncorking the bottle.

Even with his body angled away from me, I
felt the ungodly pull on my being. It had been months since I’d sex
and far longer since I had received a really amazing orgasm at the
hands of another. Simply, I was crazy horny, and hanging out with a
past lover, specifically the one with the most magnificent cock I
ever had the pleasure of experiencing, did not help matters.

My nipples tightened as Bond glanced over at
me. He seemed very tall at five feet ten, but then again, at merely
five feet two, almost everyone dwarfed me. He was a decent-looking
man, with masculine arms and legs, who, against convention, wore
his glossy, brown hair long. His face would qualify as above
average, I suppose, but he wouldn’t be considered exceptionally
attractive. His light brown eyes, however, seemed to mesmerize us
simple mortals. I had never given much thought to pheromones before
I met him, but he had them in abundance. His unique scent melted
the defenses of women in his presence, which, trust me, can be
quite intimidating when you are the one dating him.

His low-slung, black jeans, black T-shirt
and black boots made him look as dangerous as he truly was.

“Do you want a glass?” he asked.

“Sure, why not,” I replied. I leaned against
the counter, took the goblet from his hand, and asked, “What
happened this time?”

“Honestly, the usual argument. They want me
at their next event so I can play the black sheep and make them
feel superior. I told my father I can’t get time off, which is
partly true.”

“Is there some big event at the CroBar club?
Do you have to be at work that night?”

“Yeah, but there are plenty of newbies who
could fill in for me.”

“How much longer does your father have
control over your inheritance?”

“At forty, I’ll get the money my
grandparents left for me. Five very long years. It wouldn’t be such
a big deal, but you know me, I love to party and those monthly
trust payments help.”

I knew his emceeing job kept him busy, but
it certainly didn’t keep him out of trouble. He was like a spider
sitting in the middle of his web, ready to capture his latest
prey.

“Help pay for dates, right?” I hadn’t
forgotten how he liked to wine and dine. “You can’t mean you spend
it on living here,” I said, glancing around the apartment.

His place was above the club where he
worked, and it could get loud in the little abode, so I didn’t
imagine he paid much rent. He did have expensive tastes though. The
kitchen was completely outfitted, although I’d never known him to
cook. The black leather couch with plush matching recliners sat
atop an oriental rug. I knew he spent some of his funds on those
ridiculous toys hanging on the wall in his bedroom. His king-sized
bed filled most of the space, and he used the wall of closets for
his clothes and a collection of leather jackets and boots.

“Is your family thing another one of those
company functions?” I asked.

“My family
is a company
function.”

“The one you dragged me to
was dreadful. For Democrats, they surely looked, acted, and talked
like their Republican brethren. I’m pretty sure I was the only
woman or man there not wearing a business suit.”

“Yeah, sorry about that,” he said and
shrugged his shoulders.

“What does Lily say about
it?”

Bond took a big gulp of wine. “Lily wants me
to come because she hasn’t seen me in ages, and she says she
doesn’t have any fun without me. They’re making my brother Donny a
partner, so it’s going to be black tie.”

“So what are you planning to do?”

“Talk you into going with me, of course,” he
said with a cheeky smile.

“Oh, hell no. You have years of experience
dealing with hundreds of people looking down on you and asking
awkward questions. I, for one, don’t have the stomach for it. Plus,
do you really want to encourage Lily’s idea that we’re the perfect
match?”

“Aren’t we?”

I decided not to dignify
his question with a response. His need for multiple women,
domination, and his general fucked up nature didn’t suit me well at
all. And yet, he was my best friend. My body would staunchly argue
he was entirely and exactly what she
needed, including the length of his cock and his aggressive sex.
Fortunately for me, at least most of the time, my mind ruled my
collective being.

“You didn’t answer,” Bond said as he led me
into the front room.

“You noticed that all by yourself?” I sat
down on the soft leather sofa, leaving some distance between us and
took a sip of wine.

“Am I going to have to spank you, Jacqs?” He
held out his big hand, and my heart beat a little faster. “Because
you know, not much else would give me as much pleasure as putting
you into your rightful place, over my knee.”

“So what do you plan to
do?” I said out loud, while my body flamed
in silence over his suggestion. I could already feel my pussy
throbbing, and he had yet to touch me. I swallowed a larger gulp of
wine, trying to distract myself.

“I already told you,” he
said as he refilled his glass and topped mine off. “But since you
are so inclined to change the subject, how’s your sister doing?”

“Samantha is a train wreck, although—and it
seems wrong as hell—she is as gorgeous as ever.”

“And the baby?”

“My mother is taking care
of Sarah, who is a love. I just don’t understand why Samantha
wouldn’t give her up for adoption when she
seems to have no interest in raising her.”

“Where is she staying these days? Is she
still seeing the same therapist?” He shifted closer to me,
nonchalantly laying his hand on my thigh.

I stared at his fingers, feeling the energy
radiating from his palm. His touch caused wetness to gather in my
panties. “Uh ummm,” I said, abruptly pushing his hand off me.
“She’s living in an apartment with her latest criminal boyfriend.
As horrible as it sounds, I’m just grateful she’s not at my place.
And no, she stopped seeing the therapist when he insisted she
needed to grieve our father’s death. She ranted on about it to me.
She said, ‘I’m twenty-fucking-five years old, and they want me to
grieve something that happened when I was nine.’ She told him to
get a life and to fuck off. She never went back.”

“Sorry, babe. She’s a good kid, deep down,”
he said, shaking his head.

“Let’s hope it surfaces soon ... for her
sake and Sarah’s.”

“What about your boss? Is work any
better?”

“He’s still a huge asshole. I long for the
days when he was still on his best behavior. Now he’s just a bull
in a china shop, running over everyone. But really, I’d rather not
talk about work on my day off.”

He threw his arm around my shoulders and
said, “I’ve got some great dope. Want a hit?”

“I’m exhausted because some crazy man got me
out of bed at three thirty in the morning.”

“This stuff will perk you up.”

I finished off the glass of wine and said,
“Oh? Well, can I crash on your couch tonight?”

“Bed and of course.” He winked.

“Couch! And stop winking at me.”

“I guess we shall see?” His relentless stare
penetrated my blue-green eyes.

“What about your promise to behave?”

“I’m incapable of behaving when I’m alone
with you.”

With sheer will I pulled away from his gaze.
I wanted to swipe that confident smile off his face. It had been
six months and three days since I had succumbed to his charms, and
like an addict attending AA, I had no intention of starting back on
day one.

Lainie, my closest friend other than Bond,
remind me often, most especially when I complained about Bond to
her, how ill-conceived it was to be friends with an old lover.
According to her, I’d never gotten over him.

Bond handed me the pipe, and I took a hit. I
held in the smoke for a bit, and when I breathed out, I, at once,
felt more relaxed and energized. It didn’t lessen the tug on my
libido though.

“It’s been awhile since you and I spent any
time alone together,” Bond said, pulling me back against him.

I sighed, feeling like I’d come home again.
“Mmmhmm,” I muttered.

He took advantage of my relaxation and drew
me in for a kiss.

“Wait!” I said, trying to hold him off.

“Don’t play games with me, Jacqs. I can
already smell your cunt, and it’s driving me insane.” When his
mouth descended on mine, my mind lost the fight, and my body
started making all the decisions.

As I shifted my legs across his lap, I threw
my arms around his neck, and took in his naturally appealing
fragrance. I wanted more; I needed to be closer. My rational mind
made one last attempt, trying to persuade me how much I would
regret my decision to have sex with him. I mentally kicked her
away, deciding to suffer the consequences later.

Bond groaned into my mouth as he schooled me
with his tongue. No one had ever tasted so good; I just wanted to
eat him alive. He shifted my body around so I straddled his lap,
and I felt his profound interest. The forcefulness of his continued
kiss compelled my submission. In those moments when my body ruled,
the desire to give myself over to him resurfaced.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked
my head back. “You have the most gorgeous eyes I’ve ever seen,” he
said, as he had before.

I figured he said similar things to his
other women, but I didn’t care in the least. All I wanted was for
him to take me roughly, so the rest of my world would fall
away.

He lifted the hem of my dress off my thighs
revealing my white bikini panties. He rubbed my pussy through the
thin cloth.

“Jesus, Jacqs, already so wet for me? You’re
good for my ego.” He continued circling the way he knew I
liked.

“Your ego … oh … doesn’t need … any
help!”

“Shh,” he said.

I almost lost control when he slipped the
material to the side and plunged his middle finger into my wetness.
“Ohhh,” I moaned.

Scooping up my juices, he lathered my
bulging clit. “Look how hard and swollen you are already. You
haven’t been using this enough,” he whispered into my ear as he
lightly pinched my bud between his fingers. Then he laid his hand
flat and made big circles, alternating between soft and slow and a
hard frantic rhythm. He propelled me higher and higher.

“Stand,” he ordered as I hovered at the edge
of a powerful orgasm.

I quickly obeyed.

He tore off my panties and let them fall to
the floor. Repositioning me on his lap, he resumed his play and
placed a finger from his free hand into my mouth. “Make it good and
wet.”

Holding me right at the edge of release, he
softened the pressure on my clit and inserted his saliva-wetted
finger into my ass. As soon as he penetrated my anal opening, which
had to have been his wicked intention, I screamed out my climax,
“Oh, oh, oh, yes, oh Bond, you make me … ohhh!” I breathed
erratically as my heart tried to beat its way out of my
ribcage.

He held me tight against his chest as I
recovered, slowly floating back down to earth. “I’ve missed you,”
he muttered into my hair.

That lone comment began to
thaw my heart and melt my resistance. I
won’t make this into more than it is, I
promised myself.

“A lot,” he continued, “and seeing your face
as you come, there’s nothing else like it.”

“I’ve missed you, too,” I said, but could
feel my mind shaking her finger at me.

“Please undress me,” he said in a
domineering yet quiet voice.

I tilted upright and pulled up his shirt,
revealing his smooth chest, taut stomach, and small silver nipple
rings. He lifted up slightly so I could yank the top out from
around him. On his right shoulder was an intricate Celtic knot
surrounded by the flames of the sun, which covered an earlier
tattoo I had once seen before he had it reworked. The underlying
faded blue tat had one Celtic knot intertwined with a heart, and
flames crowning the top. It was much smaller and poorly done, but I
still wondered what it meant. Bond never liked talking about
it.

My eyes shifted away from the tattoo and
moved down his chest, following the trail of hair leading into his
pants. Shifting my butt back towards his knees, I unzipped his
jeans. I stepped down from his lap to sit at his feet in order to
remove each black boot. I had to tug to get them free. I then
slipped the denim down his legs easily.

He wore no underwear, leaving his
magnificent cock standing at attention.

“Kneel,” he said, although he needn’t
bother. The pearl of precum had already garnered my attention.

Obliging him, I settled
between his knees and lifted his hard erection to my lips. He let
me play for a few minutes, but it would be short lived. Before he
took control of my mouth and his blowjob, I had time to take in his
masculine scent of warm skin and sandalwood, and the musky taste of
his cock, which had long been embedded in my psyche. I could have
knelt there forever worshipping his phallus, but Bond didn’t have
the patience for that. I knew where he
planned to send his first ejaculation.

Once I had worked his cock halfway into my
mouth, he tilted my head up and forced the rest of his engorged
dick into my throat. My eyes watered as I struggled to maintain eye
contact, wanting to see him as he took from me what he needed. He
shifted himself to the edge of the couch and slowly pulled himself
out of my mouth, allowing me to swallow and take a breath.

“I love that mouth of yours, Jacqs. My cock
belongs there. It’s been way too long, don’t you think?”

Before I had a chance to respond, he soused
past my lips, forcing himself in until I felt his balls on my chin.
Back and forth he moved, never breaking eye contact and our
connection. His cock swelled even more as his orgasm hovered
close.

The last time he pulled out he said, “Take a
deep breath for me honey.”

I nodded and did as he asked.

He immersed his shaft back into my throat
and held it there as he bellowed his release. “Fuck Jacqs! Just as
I remembered, oh fuuuck.”

My eyes continued to tear as I watched his
climax through a blur. I felt both powerful—that I could give Bond
such an intense orgasm when he could have anyone—and in awe of his
sexuality and the spell he cast over me.

“Jesus,” he said, as he finally withdrew his
cock.

I licked my lips and made a popping
sound.

He chuckled as he reclined against the couch
and closed his eyes.

Resting against his left leg, I snuggled
close. I lifted his semi-hard cock and licked off the come oozing
out of the tip.

“Do you know what will happen if you
continue doing that?” he asked.

“Mmmhmm,” I muttered.

After he had recovered, he reached down and
pulled me back into his lap. I couldn’t help but swivel my butt,
making Bond laugh.

“You sure are a horny girl, Jacqs. I think
you should visit me more often.”

“You have plenty of women
to provide services for you.”

“First off, none are like you. And secondly,
I was talking about you.”

“Let’s not talk,” I said. I would berate
myself the next day for my current indiscretions, but I had no
plans on stopping at one orgasm.

“As you wish. Let’s move this to the
bedroom.”

He stood up with me in his arms, and I
wrapped my legs around his fit waist. In quick, confident strides,
he entered the bedroom and placed me down at the edge of the high
mattress.

“I’m always amazed at how quickly I recover
for you,” he said, staring down at me.

With my legs hanging off the end of the bed
I leaned back on my hands and said, “Shall I believe it takes
longer with the rest of your harem?”

“Believe what you want.” He folded his arms
across his chest.

“Don’t get snarky, Bond.”

“You’re right, let’s not talk.”

Our brief conversation hadn’t dissuaded his
cock. Clutching my thighs, he pulled my ass just over the edge of
the bed and lowered himself, propping his upper body over mine. I
held my knees back, opening myself to him. His hard-on penetrated
my enflamed pussy, and after two strokes, he was fully
immersed.

He groaned in ecstasy and I moaned in
unison, making us both smile. Bond filled me in a way no other man
had, and I enjoyed every second of it.

Our pace became frantic as we slammed our
bodies together, and I could feel our perspiration building.

Bond slowed his thrusts and said, “Play with
your clit, Jacqs. I want to feel you come with me.”

I hesitated, still feeling the discomfort
that came along with touching myself around other people. Even with
my history with Bond, I still felt self-conscious.

“Do you need some motivation?” he said,
glancing at the rack that held his instruments of torture.

“No,” I said, letting go of my right knee
and circling my clit. I placed my other hand down on the bed to
propel myself against Bond’s delicious assault.

“Jacqs!” he grunted, and I knew what he
meant. I had let my eyes drift shut, and he demanded eye contact
during sex at all times.

“Yes sir!” I practically spat out.

“Good girl.”

I circled my nub in time with his lunges and
grunted each time he crashed against me. It didn’t take long to get
right to the very edge, sparking small orgasms leading up to the
big one.

“Bond, I’m close.”

“So am I love. Take me over the brink with
you.”

“Okay … okay … oh lord, oh yes, here we go!
Ohhh.”

My pussy clutched and convulsed around
Bond’s cock, causing his orgasm to fire along with mine. A roll of
thunder that seemed to start in his chest escaped his mouth in a
roar that deafened us both. His explosion filled me with his energy
and come.

He collapsed on top of me,
shifting slightly to the side. I just lay
there, dead to the world, floating in the afterglow.

“Jesus, Jacqs. Do you have
special powers in that pussy of yours?”

“Very funny,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“I think I have sex amnesia with you.”

“Sex amnesia? That’s a new one. Do tell.” I
wondered where he came up with his bullshit.

“Well, if I remembered how great sex was
with you, I’d be following you around all the time.”

I laughed at him. “Uh huh,” I said, scooting
over to get around him.

“Where are you going?” He grabbed my waist
to keep me in place.

“To clean up,” I said, gesturing to my
saturated labia, “and to brush my teeth.”

“Okay, hurry back.”

Once I had finished up in the bathroom, I
climbed into bed, and we got into our usual sleeping configuration.
My right cheek lay on his left shoulder, and my left leg crossed
over his stomach. His left arm cuddled me in close, and we both
started drifting off. I would berate myself in the morning, most
especially when Bond morphed back to his usual self, but in that
moment, before sleep overtook me, I felt blissful.

*****

“Last night was a mistake and shouldn’t have
happened. Next time call Red.”

“Come on, Jacqs, don’t pull away from
me.”

“You’re kidding, right?” I said, throwing my
hands out in front of me.

“I’m not.”

“Bond, I love you, but
you’re delusional. You are kicking me out of your apartment so you can yacht with some rich chicks
Red has drummed up, and yet, you’re acting like I’m shunning you
after you have awakened me with kisses and a warm breakfast.
Really, dude?”

“Oh, no,” Red said as he strolled into the
apartment, “she’s calling you dude. That can’t be good.”

“Fuck off Red. I’m not in the mood,” I said,
spinning around with my hands on my hips.

“Are you ever? I mean other than last night,
obviously. And I had actually started growing some respect for you
but now…” He swept his hand around as if the gesture said
everything.

“You and the Neanderthal deserve each
other,” I spewed at Bond.

I punched the big brute in the stomach, and
he just laughed.

At six feet two, Red towered over me by a
foot. Everything about him was big. He had a large head and huge
hands, and even as much as I hated him, I wondered just how big his
cock might be. He had small gauges in both earlobes and full lips.
He kept his beard and hair shortly cropped, which highlighted the
sharp planes of his face. Bond had dubbed him “Red” when they first
met at their private high school. His hair fit the name; even the
hair under his arms and on his chest was red.

He, like Bond, had one
tattoo. His was much larger due to the sheer scale of his size and
its location; the tattoo spread out across the top of his back
between his shoulder blades. It was a green Celtic tree created by
a complex series of knots that illustrated
the trunk, roots, and branches.

I never understood the friendship between
them, but they seemed to have a history that kept them close. Where
Bond had flitted between different jobs and apartments over the
years, Red seemed far more stable, owning a house and a successful
investment firm.

“You’re still coming over to Red’s later,
right?” Bond asked. “We can talk then.”

“There’s nothing to talk about. And when are
you going to start hanging out somewhere else? Don’t you realize
that your guard dog doesn’t like me?”

“How wrong you are about that, Jacqs,” Bond
said.

I stared at both of them,
absolutely sure they were just fucking
with me, but I could have sworn Red’s ears went crimson.

“It’s time for you to leave, Little One,”
Red said.

I hated when he called me
that, but Neanderthal and Little One had
become our snarky nicknames for each other.

“I’m going,” I said, grabbing my keys and
purple hoodie off the entrance table on my way out.


CHAPTER TWO

Sweet Nothing

by Calvin Harris (ft. Florence Welch)

I climbed into my pale-green VW Beetle and drove back to my
first floor, one bedroom condo off Sheridan Street. Other than the
no-see-um bugs that came out at dusk and dawn, I loved my
place.

To the right of the front door was the
kitchen that overlooked the living room. I had painted each wall in
the main space a different complementary color, which I chose
because they nicely offset the dark wood furniture and brown couch.
I hadn’t bothered with a kitchen table and instead had two stools
on the far side of the island that housed the stove.

The usual huge pile of laundry sat to the
left of the entrance, and the place overall needed to be cleaned,
but I just wanted to climb into bed. I thought about pounding my
pillow, imagining Bond and Red alternately, until my arms were too
weak for another punch. Then I’d crash until I woke up again at
which point I’d decide whether or not to go over to Red’s house to
talk with Bond.

As I tromped to the bedroom staring at my
unmade bed, my stomach growled, so I circled back to the
kitchen.

A knock sounded on my door.

“Come in,” I yelled from behind the
refrigerator door.

“Where were you girl?” Lainie said as she
closed the front door behind her.

She stood almost as tall as Red and had
long, light-brown hair that became blonder in the summer months.
Her legs went on forever in her black bike shorts as she settled
herself upon the stool. Bending over, she unlaced her running
shoes. We didn’t always see eye to eye on things, my relationship
with Bond for example, but she was always there for me.

“You’re just in time for
some breakfast. Eggs?” I placed the eggs,
cheese, black olives, and tomato on the counter.

“I’m good with whatever. So?” she said,
boring into me with her hazel eyes.

“How do you know I wasn’t here?” I asked as
I diced the tomato and olives.

“Your car was gone when I passed on my way
to the beach. I stopped to see if you wanted to go for a walk on
the boardwalk.”

“Oh, sorry I missed you. Bond had another
family crisis last night and I stayed over there.” I tried to pull
off nonchalance, but Lainie knew me better than that.

“Jacqueline, please don’t tell me—”

I gave her a sheepish smile, and I could see
her fuming.

“Have you learned nothing? Come on girl, you
know better than that. He’s never going to change.”

“I know that, Lane. Truly I’m fine, other
than wanting to punch Red again. That man works my last nerve.” I
poured olive oil into the hot pan and threw in the tomatoes and
olives.

“But you slept with Bond,
right? Don’t you remember the last time?” she said, throwing her
hands up in the air. “How long has it
been? Five … six months? You were a wreck.”

“This time was different. I made a choice.
What can I say, I was horny and I just decided to go for it. I
wasn’t expecting anything more than a few orgasms for me.” I gave
her a cheeky smile and almost laughed. I looked away and tossed a
sprinkle of shredded Italian cheeses and some fresh basil into the
pan.

“How are you ever going to find someone else
when you can’t let Bond go?” Lainie walked over to the coffee maker
and fired it up.

“Come on, Lainie, that’s not fair, I have
let him go. So what if we fuck now and again. As long as I know,
and I really do know, that it will never be more than that.”

I popped two slices of bread in the toaster
and poured the scrambled eggs into the pan.

“Why does Bond always say you were the one
who ended things and yet—”

“It’s his clever way with history, but
technically he is correct.”

“You ended it? Wait a minute, I thought you said—”

“I’m the one who said,
‘we’re done’, but his unwillingness even to try a closed
relationship is what did us in. How many times should I have to
watch him go off with another woman? Of course, according to him, I
could have joined in. Ugh! Truthfully I
have only myself to blame. He has always been upfront with me, and
I guess I just hoped he would change.” I sighed and said, “None of
that matters now. I got laid, and things will continue as
always.”

“Are you going over to Red’s tonight? Kev
and Cat plan to be there.”

“You’re coming too, right?”

“Not tonight, unless my online date sucks,
or he doesn’t show. My offer still stands; I’ll help you set up a
profile.”

“Thanks, but no thanks. I’d rather not suck
at dating online too, and I don’t have the patience for it.
Besides, I can live vicariously through you, that is, if you start
sharing any of the details.”

I plated up the food as Lainie poured each
of us a cup of coffee then we settled on the couch.

“So what did Red do to piss you off this
time?”

“Just his mere presence pisses me off.”

“And yet you hang out at his place
often.”

I laughed and said, “That’s true but there
are usually enough people and plenty of rooms there that we can
safely avoid each other. Plus on Wednesday nights, it’s usually
just the gang and not a line of their latest hopefuls. How many
modelesque women are there in South Florida anyway? They’ll run out
soon enough.”

“Very funny,” Lainie said.

“Something odd happened this morning
though.”

“With Bond?”

“No, with Red. I said
something to the effect that Bond needs to start hanging out
somewhere different because Red hates me.
And Bond said something like I got that all wrong. I swear Red’s
ears went all red.” Jacqs laughed.

“That is interesting. What do you make of
it?”

“Eh, it’s probably nothing. He could have
been angry that I called him a Neanderthal.”

Lainie burst out with laughter. “That might
have done it.”

“How are things going at Bella Boutique?
Anything new I should check out?”

“Our new shipment is coming in this week.
Sales have been steady so that’s good.”

“I might need something new.”

“A hot date, I hope?”

“Bond wants me to go to another family
function, but I haven’t decided if I’ll say yes.”

“I can help you with that one. No, no, no,
and no.”

“I thought you might say that.”

 


After Lainie had left, I straightened up and
started a load of laundry. I then lay down on the couch and drifted
off.

A loud melody swirled around me, and I
blinked my eyes rapidly, pulling myself out of sleep. I reached for
my cell phone.

“Hi Jacqueline,” my mother said. I could
already identify the tone in her voice. My sister was up to
something.

“Hi Mom, what’s up?” I said, sitting up.

“Samantha stopped by, and I’m pretty sure
she’s looking for some money.”

“Did she ask you?”

“Well, no, but she doesn’t have her
car.”

“Do you know where your purse is?”

“Yes, I locked it in the trunk of my car the
first chance I got.”

“Is she spending time with Sarah?” I asked,
walking into the kitchen for some water.

“Yes.”

“Does she seem straight?”

“Yes, thankfully.”

I sighed in relief and said, “Okay, so maybe
it’s not as bad as we think. How long has she been there?”

“About an hour now. I fed her some
dinner.”

“Did she mention Darren?”

“Darren?”

“That’s her current boyfriend as far as I
know.”

“Oh, no, she didn’t mention him.”

My mother’s call meant she wanted to be
rescued, and being a dutiful daughter I obliged. “Give her the
phone, Mom.”

“Okay. Thank you,” she said. I could hear
the appreciation in her voice.

“Hey Jackie, what’s up?”

I placed the glass down on the counter and
said, “Just getting some cleaning done. What are you up to?”

“Hanging with Sarah for a bit, but I was
wondering if you could pick me up?”

“What happened to your car?” I asked,
shaking my head.

“You don’t want to know.”

“And Darren?”

“Can you come get me or not?”

I paused for a minute and then said, “Do you
have plans tonight?”

“Jackie, it’s still early.”

I took a deep breath and said, “I’m heading
over to Red’s in a bit, but I was planning to get some more laundry
done and I still need to take a shower.”

“Come get me first, and I can hang out at
your place.”

“I’ll forgo the laundry and just take a
quick shower. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

“Jackie, you know Mom and I can’t spend that
much time alone together,” Sam whispered into the phone.

“Take Sarah for a walk in
the park or hang out at the coffee shop
not far away. I’ll try to get there as fast as I can.”

“Please Jackie.”

“I love you, Sam. I’ll see
you at around seven thirty, and if you
leave Mom’s, call to let me know where you are.”

“Fine!”

The way she said “fine” sounded more like
“fuck you”, so I knew she was pissed. I hoped she wouldn’t use it
as an excuse to drink or worse. Our mother had a hard time setting
limits with her, and I imagined Sam might get some money out of Mom
if she pushed hard enough. I hoped not.

After my shower, I twisted my hair up into a
knot and debated over what to wear to Red’s. I refused to don any
of the heels, which remained in their boxes at the back of my
closet. I used to try to make myself taller in an effort to compete
with all the statuesque women who seemed to frequent Red’s parties,
but I no longer put in that much effort. Most of those who
regularly attended had become my close friends—except for Red. He
held me at a distance early on and I responded in kind. I figured
he didn’t think Bond and me were a good match or maybe he didn’t
want to lose his partner on the revolving dating track. At any
rate, he was a big oaf I avoided as much as humanly possible.

I ended up choosing a fitted pair of
light-blue jeans and a scoop neck, bright purple blouse with five
buttons at the top. In front of the mirror, I checked my appearance
and decided to leave the top two buttons undone. Although petite, I
loved my proportions. I had curves in all the right places and at
twenty-eight my breasts were still round, full, and firm. I could
get away without wearing a bra and did so often.

The dark blue eyeliner I applied made the
green stand out in my blue-green eyes. I added mascara and a little
tinted lip gloss. Unknotting my long, brown hair, I flipped my head
over and dried the underneath as best as I could in the short time
I had left. It had the desired effect of making my wavy hair
fuller.

As I walked to my car, I
hoped my sister was in her “good cat” mood because I didn’t think I
could handle her “bad cat” ways and
deal with Bond.

I hopped onto I-95 and headed toward Fort
Lauderdale. As I pulled into my mother’s driveway, I felt an
intense wave of angst. “Shit,” I said, even before I got out of the
car.

My mother flipped on the light and came out
to my car.

I rolled down my window and said, “How long
ago?”

“Right after she got off the phone with
you.”

“Did she say where she was going?”

“No.”

“Did someone pick her up?”

“Not that I saw.”

I shook my head, taking in the reality of
the situation.

“You look nice,” my mother said.

“Thanks. I guess she’ll call when she’s
ready.”

“Come in for a minute?”

“Is Sarah still up?”

“No, she’s been down for a while.”

“I have to be somewhere or I would.” I got
out of the car to give my mother a hug and she embraced me
tightly.

“I’m sorry to have bothered you.”

“It’s not easy for either of us, is it?” I
asked.

“No, I guess not.”

Neither my mother nor Samantha had recovered
from my father’s untimely heart attack and death. I probably hadn’t
either, still chasing the unattainable. I had a closer relationship
with my mother at the time, but it was almost like losing them
both. My mother was never the same and as soon as Samantha hit
puberty, she became unmanageable and the focus of our lives. I love
my sister, but I often wanted to strangle her.

As I drove away, my mother waved and my
heart hurt for her. I wondered if she would ever again open herself
to love.

Although Red had a long circular drive, I
parked on the road so I could escape at any time. I secretly loved
his home, but would never tell him. From the tall palms out front
to the multiple arching windows, I even found the red, barrel tile
roof and cream-colored paint appealing.

No one sat in the front sitting room as I
entered. The hardwood floors sparkled as I strolled through the
wide doors and under the high ceilings. I wished I had the
discipline to keep my small condo as clean and organized.

I followed the voices I heard into the
kitchen and found Bond, Red, Kev and Cat leaning against the
counters, chatting and drinking beer.

“Hey guys,” I said.

“Hey Jacqs, love the purple shirt,” Cat
said, coming forward for a hug. The nickname Cat, short for
Catherine, fit her perfectly. She had a lithe body and blue-black
hair cut in a long angled bob. Her dark black eyeliner came to a
point, and her smoky eye shadow and pink lipstick finished off the
look.

“Oh, thanks,” I said and reached for a hug
from Kevin too. He immediately placed his arm back around Cat’s
waist, her perfect counterpart. They both looked fashion forward,
including Kev’s blonde, spiked hair.

I opened the refrigerator and grabbed a
Mike’s Hard Cranberry Lemonade. I tried to twist off the top, but
it hurt my hand.

“Here, give me that,” Red said with
impatience, and before I could respond he snatched it out of my
hand. He used the church key hanging on the fridge.

“Thanks,” I said when he handed back the
opened bottle.

“Yeah,” he said. He motioned to Kev and Cat
to follow and they left Bond and me alone in the kitchen.

“You look like you got some sun today,” I
said. I wrapped my arm around myself in self-protection.

“Don’t I get a hug too?” Bond asked. He wore
his work clothes of black slacks, a white, button-down dress shirt
and black boots. His tan accentuated his light brown eyes, which he
used to bore through me. The sides of his long, brown hair were
pulled back in a knot.

He looked devastatingly hot and I had to
force my desire aside. I mentally urged my body to behave.

I stood up taller and said, “Well, I didn’t
want you to think that I thought it meant anything.”

“The hug or last night?”

“Both.”

“It always means something when we make
love,” Bond said as he moved in to embrace me.

I stepped back before he had the chance.
“Make love?” I said. “Seemed more like fucking to me. Really good
fucking, I’ll admit, but I’m not in the mood to be trifled with.
Were you not just on a sailing vessel with other women?”

“That’s separate from us and it was just
sailing.”

“To you, but not to me, and I don’t see the
point of retracing this ground. I had fun last night, didn’t you?
Can’t we just leave it at that?”

“Come home with me tonight and I’ll leave it
alone,” he said, holding out his hand. “Let me make it up to
you.”

I considered it for a second and said, “Were
you with anyone today?”

“Jacqs, don’t.” He dropped his hand and
crossed his arms.

“My answer is no. Most
definitely no.” My body and mind played tug-of-war in my head. My
body remembered the times when we were ravenous for each other and
the sense of home I found in his arms. My head pointed out all the times my heart ached for more from
Bond.

He reached out again to grasp my shoulder,
but I yanked it away.

“Don’t give me that sad puppy dog look of
yours, Bond. We can occasionally be sex buddies, but not much else
at this point. Don’t think I’m going to stay at home waiting for
you to come back from fucking the rest of the world. Don’t try to
pull me back in because you’ll only end up breaking my heart again.
Give it a few days and a few more women, and you’ll forget how much
you love our sex.”

“I hate when you talk like that. And you
insult us both when you make it just about sex.”

“You mean when I speak the
truth? What do you want from me?” I put my hands on my hips and
continued, “You could have stayed in bed with me this morning,
making love all day, but instead you went out on a date with
another woman. I don’t begrudge you that, but don’t act like
I’m the one keeping this
from being more. I’m just doing what I need to keep my
sanity.”

“I’ve been ready to try again for a while.”
When he reached out again to touch my arm, I let him. “I get why
you’re upset with me—Red kept reminding me all day. He’s decided to
take your side. Baby, please, I want to be different for you. You
keep saying no.”

“You’ve been telling me for years that you
can’t change,” I said, pointing at his chest, “and I thought you
would happy that I finally believe you. I’m fine. Go to work and
find another bevy of broads to bring back for you and Red to pick
over.”

“Stop it, Jacqs. You’re the only woman in my
life, other than my sister, that I truly love.”

“It doesn’t feel that way to me. It feels
like I could never, ever be enough for you.”

“Baby, that’s not true. It’s not you; it’s
me.”

I laughed but it wasn’t a pretty sound.
“Please don’t insult me, okay. I told you this morning we didn’t
need to talk, and we don’t. Just don’t think we’re falling back
into our old ways. I can’t and won’t.”

“I’m sorry. When you were
in my arms last night I wasn’t thinking about this morning, I’m
sorry for being such an idiot. I love you, Jacqs and wish I could
stop being such a fuck up. It’s just when
we’re alone, together—”

He gazed down at me and I could see the pain
in his eyes. He wanted to be better for me, but I didn’t think I
had it in me to give him another chance.

He checked his watch and said, “My ride
should be here in a few.”

“A woman?” I could tell by
the look on his face I was right. I don’t know why, but that hurt
me more than anything else he had said. “Trying to get me in bed
tonight, after you fucked me last night,
and some other woman on a boat today. Now you have another taking
you to work and what will she get in trade? Is it ever
enough?”

Leaving my untouched drink on the counter, I
ran out of the kitchen.

He yelled after me, “It’s not like that,
Jacqs.”

I continued through the
house and out the back French doors, jogging around the pool to the
dock. I climbed into Red’s large cruising vessel called the
Adjustable Bend and went into the belly of the boat. Why couldn’t
Bond leave well enough alone and why
couldn’t I stop caring about him?

I needed to get myself together and leave.
Struggling to keep my tears inside, I no longer felt like
socializing, and I definitely didn’t have it in me to put up with
more crap from anyone else.

As if the cursed gods heard me, they sent
big foot after me. I felt the boat rock with his weight.

“What?” I said defensively, wrapping my arms
around myself.

“You ran through the house, so I came to see
if you’re okay,” Red said, standing by the stairway in his
aubergine, long-sleeved T-shirt, beige jeans, and leather
flip-flops.

“Does it matter?”

“It matters to me.”

“You’re right to think I’m a stupid woman
who keeps making the same mistake, over and over again. Except last
night, I was fine with it being just this one time, but he wants to
make it more, at least in words. His behavior says something else
entirely.”

“Never assume to know what I think,” Red
said, his jaw tight with displeasure.

“Why are you always so mad at me?”

He sighed heavily and said, “Unfortunately
Bond’s past will always rule his life and his choices.”

“You really care about him, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Do you know why he doesn’t drive and why
he’s so messed up in relationships?”

“Only he can tell you that.”

“So you know the truth but you won’t tell
me. Great.” I stood and said, “Do you mind letting me by?”

“Where are you going?” Red asked, blocking
my way.

“Keeping tabs on me for Bond?” I said,
looking up at him, trying not to be intimidated.

“Why are you the most frustrating person I
know?”

“Again you don’t
answer my questions and I’m
the frustrating one? I’m going back into the
house to get my purse and drive home. Between you, Bond, and my
sister, I feel like crawling under my covers and hiding for a good
long time.”

As I passed by, he reached
out and touched my arm. The contact sent a frisson running across
my skin, causing my nipples to tighten. I stared down at his large
hand dwarfing my arm and then back up at him. I couldn’t fully
decipher his expression, but he looked shaken. Could it be possible, that through all the years, this was
the very first time he had ever touched me?

I stood with my mouth hanging open. When I
realized it, and he said nothing, I clamped my mouth shut and
climbed up the steps out of the boat.

I stormed through the house, noticing all
the new people who had arrived. I had to get out.
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