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  Chapter one

“So what’s the problem?” Arnelle asked, a sly smile curling her lips. 
Rachel rolled her eyes. “Arnie don’t pull that coy shit with me,” she said, glaring at Arnelle. “Maybe Amy gets upset by your teasing but I’m so over that schoolyard bully act of yours.”
“I’m not being a bully!” Arnelle replied, sounding unusually defensive.
“You know very well what the problem is,” Rachel said, settling back into her seat. “I’m married and my husband’s a scientist and not a porn producer…”
“Erotica writer,” Arnelle interjected.
“Whatever. I can’t just be like ‘hey honey I kind of feel like sleeping with another man, do you mind?’” Rachel shook her head and blinked. “I can’t believe I just said that,” she whispered.
She couldn’t believe she’d just said that. She couldn’t believe the thoughts she’d been having lately. And not just since Amir had started coming on so strong. Ever since that brunch where Arnie had divulged she was having an affair. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it.
She saw Arnelle and Sam exchange a glance and suddenly felt very sheepish. “Maybe I shouldn’t have come here tonight,” she muttered.
Arnelle leaned forward and put a hand on her knee, looking her in the eye. “Girl, you’re obviously going through something. Doesn’t hurt to talk about it. We’re friends, remember? No one’s trying to bully you. I’m sorry if my question came off as flippant.”
Rachel let out a sigh and felt even worse for snapping. She took a long sip of her cosmo and swallowed, scrunching her nose at how sugary the bartender had made it. “I’m sorry,” she finally said. “I don’t know what got into me. I haven’t been myself lately.”
“What did you do to us?” Sam asked Arnelle.
Arnelle put her hands up. “Ladies, I just told you what was going on in my life.”
“It’s like that story flipped a switch,” Sam went on. “Three weeks ago I would have laughed you out of the room if you told me I was going to cheat on Chris. Now I can’t stop thinking about the next time I see Jalen again.”
Sam’s eyes dropped to the table as she lost herself in a memory.
Arnelle hadn’t said much about Sam’s extra-marital adventure. Just a hint that something had happened with Sam and another man. A younger man. That had somehow layered onto the already increasingly lewd thoughts Rachel had been having. And now she was here. About to confess to having…urges about Amir. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” she said quietly to Sam. “But how did it happen?”
Sam drifted back into the room with them, flashing a wan smile and running a finger across her forehead. “Oh, whatever. It’s true stories club, right? Of course everyone’s going to find out sooner or later.” She picked up her drink, downed it and raised her glass in search of the waitress.
The waitress was on them in a snap. Taking a fresh round of orders and disappearing around the corner towards the bar.
“I don’t even know if I can explain it,” Sam said. “Like, we had brunch on Sunday and then bam! Monday morning I get a studio full of half a football team who want to do yoga.”
Arnelle watched Sam, smiling like she was proud of what she’d accomplished.
“You sort of forget what it’s like being surrounded by so much testosterone,” Sam went on.
“What do you mean?” Rachel asked.
“The energy,” Sam said. “You know the feeling. Every guy in there’s gonna lay eyes on you at some point. Doesn’t make it easier if you’re the instructor at the head of the class. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not being full of myself. But I’m in pretty good shape.”
“You look fantastic,” Arnelle said.
“Thanks,” Sam muttered. “The energy. You know what they’re thinking about when they’re looking at you. So I guess that kind of got me…a little high on myself. Feeling pretty good about being the centre of attention or whatever. God, it sounds so naive to say it out loud. But it’s true. I’m not going to lie and say I didn’t enjoy it.”
“So, what? Did you just, like, pick one out and run with it?” Rachel asked.
Arnelle and Sam exchanged another glance then the three women all started laughing.
The waitress came by with her tray and the drinks and set them all down and asked if there would be anything else.
They all smiled politely and said that would be all for now and watched her leave, making sure she rounded the corner before resuming the conversation.
“Definitely didn’t have to pick one out,” Sam said. “He picked me. At first I didn’t know what he was doing, what he was talking about. He asked me for my snap, right?”
“What’s that?” Rachel asked.
“Right? I made a fool of myself and did this,” Sam replied, snapping her fingers. “It’s some sort of social media thing.”
Arnelle and Rachel both chuckled.
“So then he asked me for my number,” Sam said. “And I, like an idiot, I mean it’s been what, twenty some years since anyone’s hit on me? I told him to take a card from the front desk. He could make an appointment by phone or by email.”
Arnelle covered her eyes with a hand and shook her head.
Rachel put a curled finger over her mouth to stifle a laugh.
“I mean laugh all you want!” Sam said. “How the hell was I supposed to know he was hitting on me? It’s so unprofessional! A few years ago he would have been kicked out and banned from the studio!”
“It’s this new generation,” Arnelle said.
“Is that what it is?” Rachel asked.
Arnelle waved a hand. “I mean, that’s what I think it is. The world’s going to shit so they’re just like, who cares? Why not have fun while there’s fun to be had! What’s the worst that’ll happen? They get fired from their barista jobs?”
A silence fell over the three of them.
“We’re the olds now,” Rachel said.
“Bullshit!” Arnelle muttered. “You’re only as old as you feel. And why do you think we’re getting hit on by twenty year old men? It’s not because they like the mittens I’m knitting, I’ll tell you that much.”
They shared a chuckle.
“Anyways he showed up for a private session the next day,” Sam said. She looked over at Rachel. “Then I caught the outline of his…” She paused, then waved her hands vaguely around her crotch.
Rachel felt a pulse of excitement shoot through her. Twenty-five years she’d been married to Ted. She hadn’t thought of another man’s…outline in about that long. Hearing Sam mention it was salacious and titillating. “You saw his thing and that’s what made you…”
“I didn’t see it. Just the outline of it. And yes. It did something. Chris wasn’t home that night and I…you know. Got busy.”
Rachel blushed, partly from the alcohol but partly from the embarrassment of hearing about Sam getting busy. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d masturbated. She could just barely conjure the last time her and Ted had had sex together. “So what? You just went for it?” she asked.
Sam sighed. “Kind of. He showed up at work as I was leaving and I’d been thinking about him, like, all night and all day. Can you believe that? Like a freaking schoolgirl!”
Rachel flashed an awkward smile. She remembered some glimmer of that schoolgirl feeling but certainly didn’t expect she’d ever feel it again. Was that even possible at her age?
“I don’t know what came over me,” Sam said, looking down at the table, guilt on her expression. “I wouldn’t do it that way again. Not if I had a choice.”
“You didn’t really feel like you had a choice though, did you?” Arnelle asked.
Sam let out a quiet breath. “I don’t want to say that. Of course we all have choices to make. Free will exists, right? And saying I didn’t have a choice just sounds so flaky. I’ll never say this to Chris but it felt like there were forces outside of my control guiding me. I felt like I was being swept along by a river of…feelings, I guess. God that sounds cheesy!”
Arnelle shrugged.
A difficult emotion stirred inside of Rachel. Something close to fear but not quite. A certain wariness of going on. Of listening to more of Sam’s story or of sharing her own. Like a river was starting to swell around her, too, and she still had time to make an exit.
“What do you think, Rach?” Arnelle asked.
“I think…I think everyone’s free to choose their own path. Make their own choices. I certainly don’t think any less of you, Sam. It seems like things worked out anyways.”
“That was a fluke and a seriously lucky one, too.”
A moment passed in silence.
“So Chris was…” Rachel prompted.
Sam’s lips formed a tight line. “I really shouldn’t say too much. I don’t want to be kissing and telling. But it’s like I said before. He was into it. So into it he wanted to watch. That’s all I’m going to say about it.”
A warmth washed over Rachel. She knew Chris pretty well. He did not seem like a guy that had any kind of kink. Had he really taken it that well? So well he’d wanted to watch Sam?
“Enough about me. You have to tell us about you now,” Sam said.
As unsure as she still was about doing that, fair was fair. Sam had given her way more insight into what had happened than she’d expected. “His name’s Amir,” she said, quietly.
Arnelle’s mouth curled into that Cheshire smile she always flashed at salacious gossip. “I like this story already.”
“He’s on my home physio roster so I see him once a week. He’s on a tennis scholarship at U of C and got a shoulder injury. I’ve been seeing him for…this’ll be week six now. It’s just the last few weeks that he started getting, I don’t know, more friendly.”
“Friendly tennis scholarship boy sounds nice!” Arnelle quipped.
Rachel let out a sigh. She hadn’t come here for encouragement. Had she? She just needed to get some of this stuff off of her chest and then Arnelle had told her about Sam and it seemed like a good venue for venting.
“I don’t know if he got more friendly or if I got more…receptive,” she muttered.
“Why not both?” Arnelle asked.
“Don’t cheat. Don’t do it that way, Rachel,” Sam warned. “I wake up every morning thanking the universe that things ended the way they did.”
“I could never cheat on Ted. That’s ridiculous. That’s the thing, I don’t even know why I’m having these feelings or if they’re even feelings at all!”
“That’s exactly how I felt,” Sam quipped.
Rachel stared at her for a moment. “Can I ask you why you did it? I don’t mean to sound rude. Just, what finally tipped the scales?”
Sam blushed a deep shade of red and looked suddenly very self-conscious.
Arnelle puckered her mouth to one side, staring at her. “You don’t have to be embarrassed of it, Sammy,” she said.
Rachel thought it best not to pry. But embarrassed of what?
“Oh god I don’t know if I can say it!” Sam blurted.
“You don’t have to,” Rachel replied.
“You should,” Arnelle said. “Why in the hell would you be embarrassed to say it at your age?” she asked, her hands flying theatrically out to her sides.
Sam turned and looked at Rachel, face still red as a beet. “You’re gonna laugh at me and that’s fine because it is totally laughable.”
“I’m not going to laugh,” Rachel reassured her.
Sam sighed. “It was his dick,” she muttered.
Rachel gasped and covered her mouth with a hand.
“It was his big, black fucking dick.”






  
  Chapter two

The words big black fucking dick  would not leave Rachel’s mind on the whole cab ride home. They bounced around in there taunting her. Daring her to think of the size of Amir’s equipment.
Which was absolutely preposterous. Even if he was hitting on her, which he was, it would be career-endingly unprofessional to acknowledge it, not to mention reciprocate.
So irresponsible and so disloyal to Ted.
At home she had a couple glasses of seltzer to clear the mild euphoria and fog the Cosmos had inspired.
Ted was in the basement tinkering with his model railroad, like he always did on weeknights.
She went upstairs and paced around the bedroom, then turned on the shower and got in.
The hot water was soothing as it rolled down her back in waves.
She looked down at the twist of dark hair sprouting from between her legs and tried to remember the last time Ted had touched her.
She had a memory of a time about a month ago. He’d come up behind her at the counter while she was chopping vegetables and given her a kiss on the neck after he’d come home from work.
The warm feeling from that kiss had lingered and she’d carried it all the way to bed that night. Under the cover of darkness she’d initiated. Ted, after some vigorous handling of his penis, had reciprocated. Rolling onto her and pressing into her and slowly, carefully pushing in and out as she’d twisted a finger around her clitoris.
She’d even enjoyed a modest climax right before he finished.
She remembered the feeling of his semen leaking out of her vagina as she’d fallen asleep. She wasn’t sure why. There was something about that feeling she missed.
It had been a nice evening but they hadn’t made mention of it since.
Ted had never been a voracious lover and that had never been a problem for her.
Sex wasn’t super important to her and never had been. Which made it all the weirder that she was having these feelings now.
And was she even having feelings? What was this thing happening to her?
She’d told Arnelle and Sam some more about Amir, though there wasn’t much more to tell. He was handsome and black and athletic. Not her type, really. She’d always preferred men a little older and wiser than she was. Nerdier, steady guys who weren’t impulsive.
She didn’t understand this sudden urge. This desire forming inside her to test what a younger lover might be like.
Just thinking it made her blush. Lover. The word itself was scary but kind of exciting at the same time.
Amir was definitely acting like he was interested and that was doing something for her. Having a man’s attention that way had always been a bit annoying. For some reason now it was enticing.
She got out of the shower
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