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Kim And Marilyn Meet For Coffee
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KIM HALL AND HER BEST friend, Marilyn Miller decided to go for a ride together that Sunday morning to a little place on the outskirts of Boulder, Colorado, known affectionately to its regular patrons as Java Jo's. A lot of college kids worked there and it was rumored to have the best coffee around for miles. The place practically survived on word-of-mouth advertising. It was that good, according to the locals. The owner, Jo Barese, was an outgoing woman in her early forties that believed in taking customer service to an extreme. After all, she had to compete with the national chains, like Starbucks.

The two women pulled their bikes onto the black asphalt parking lot outside the place and shut off their engines. Most of the women they knew rode Harley's. They were the exception to the rule for the most part. Marilyn, the CEO of a local beauty supply and cosmetics company, rode a BMW and Kim rode her reliable old Honda Shadow.

Marilyn was really the only close friend Kim had, to speak of. Aside from the other nurses she worked with at the hospital, Marilyn was it. The pair stepped up to the counter and placed their order.

"I'll have the Snickerdoodle Special and one of your cinnamon chip scones," Marilyn told the young barista.

"I'll take one of the same type of scones she's having and a Sexual Chocolate."

Marilyn paid for their order. "Sexual Chocolate, huh? Being daring today, aren't we?" she giggled.

"I'll have that right up for you, ladies. Please have a seat and I'll bring your order out to you." The barista smiled at them.

The two women took a seat at a table for two on the far side of the wall.

"So, what have you been up to these past several days, Kim? Inquiring minds want to know."

Kim fidgeted with her napkin. "Well, I've been talking more with Ryan Savage the past couple weeks."

"The author that did that presentation at the Son Riser's Motorcycle Club?"

"One and the same." Kim took a quick sip of her coffee.

"I could tell you were attracted to him."

"Kinda."

"Kinda, my ass. It was written all over your face. You're blushing now. If somebody turned off the lights in here, you would light up the damned room."

Kim reached her hand up to her cheek. "It shows that much?"

"Yeah, it shows, silly. You're not getting involved with him, are you?"

Kim hesitated, leaning back in her chair. She took a nervous bite of her scone.

"You are, aren't you? Are you fucking him, Kim?" Marilyn leaned in and quietly asked.

Kim bobbed her head back and forth a couple times, hesitating to let out any more information.

"Oh, my God!" Marilyn leaned back in her chair, "You are!"

"Yeah. You might say that."

"But he's married, isn't he?"

"Yeah, he is."

"But I thought he was a God-fearing man. Whatever happened to that whole 'Thou shalt not commit adultery' thing? Don't tell me you don't think it applies to you?"

"Please don't judge me, Marilyn."

"Oh, I'm not judging you, hon." Marilyn put her hands on the edge of the table, leaning her chair back. "I would be the last person to judge someone over indiscretions. Lord knows I've had my fair share. It's just that don't you think you're playing a bit of a dangerous game here? I'm your friend. I worry about you, that's all."

"I know. I think I'm old enough to know what I'm getting into, though."

"I hope so. Tell me what happened?"

Kim proceeded to tell her how she and Ryan Savage just felt the heat and chemistry growing between them.

"Then one thing led to another, Marilyn, that's all."

"Are you going to continue to see him?"

"I plan on it, why?"

"It just seems like it's pretty one-sided to me. You said he leaves almost right away to go home to the 'little wifey' after he's had his fun between your legs, or you toot the old flute. Do you really see it going anywhere?"

"As long as I keep giving him the things his wife won't do for him, yeah, I suppose I kinda do."

Marilyn rolled her eyes, "He sounds like kind of a kink to me, Kim. I'm just worried about what you've gotten yourself into, kid. And I hope you can get out, should the time arise. Try not to dive in too deep, darlin'."

But Kim realized she might already be in too far. She enjoyed the aggressive sex she was having with Ryan. Just thinking about it made her tingle all over. She didn't want it to end. She was practically at the point of wanting to do anything to please him-in bed, or out.

"Marilyn, I think you need to join the Son Risers. It's a really great club," she said, changing the subject. 

"Uhh...," Marilyn shifted her head to one side, exposing her teeth in a grimace. "The whole group seems pretty out-there to me. I enjoy a mixed group of women. I don't really like the idea of somebody trying to cram their religious beliefs down my throat."

"Is that what you think I'm trying to do, Marilyn? Cram something down your throat?"

Marilyn tried to open her mouth to speak, but Kim interrupted her. "You need to get away from those lezzies, before you become one of them."

"I happen to like a lot of those women, Kim. I am of the firm belief they are born that way. I'm also straight as an arrow and always will be. What have you got against gay people anyway?"

"I really don't want to argue with you, Marilyn."

"I don't want to argue with you either."

"But I really do believe gays are screwing up our society as a whole."

"I'm really sorry you feel that way, because I don't. I'm not leaving Wayward Angels. I think it's a great club. What we do for charities is beyond compare. Are you leaving the club?"

"Yeah, I am. I'm done."

"I'm really sorry you feel that way, Kim."

They sat there in silence for awhile, sipping coffee. Then they decided that it was best to end their coffee date right then and there. Kim wanted Marilyn to remain her friend, even if it wasn't on her terms. Why couldn't she see things her way? She was only looking out for her friend's best interests-trying to save her soul. She wondered at times if she could save her own soul. Maybe Marilyn was right. Perhaps she had gotten herself in a bit deep as far as Ryan Savage was concerned. But the siren call of his charisma was fogging up her mind, like her breath on the inside of her helmet visor on a chilly morning.
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KIM HAD A VISIT FROM Ryan that afternoon. They understood each other. They both realized they had to do their part to rid the planet of the 'gay menace'.

"I'm sorry that your friend refuses to see the light," Ryan said in reference to Marilyn.

"Me, too," Kim said with a sullen look on her face.

"Well I guess all you can do is keep praying for her."

"I suppose you're right."

"Hey, can I get a drink of that Jack, you keep in your cupboard?"

'How the hell did he know she kept a bottle of Jack Daniel's in her cupboard? Had he snooped when she was using the bathroom, or something? Not that it mattered. She loved pleasing him. She supposed she would almost do anything for him. She poured him a Jack, straight up.

"Thank you," he said, taking it from her.

She poured herself one and sat on the sofa next to him. She loved being close to him. She found him so damned hot and sexy.

"What do you say we gather a few more people together and protest outside The Lavender Light? I hate that place. It ruined my sister, Kelsey's life."

He took a huge swig of his drink and grimaced. Kim poured him another.

"Sounds like a plan. It might hit he owner in the pocketbook."

"That's what I was thinking."

"We could make up some picket signs and march outside in front of the door."

"Actually we would have to do it from across the street, in the big parking lot. We have to keep a certain distance, or we could be arrested. Damn laws, anyway!"

Kim could sense his growing displeasure. His face was growing red and she doubted it was just from the alcohol.

"Stand up and take your clothes off," he told her.

She did as he said. They didn't even make it to the bedroom. The couch was good enough for him to get some of his pent-up tension out. It didn't take him long to finish what he needed to do. He got up and put his clothes back on.

"I've got to go," he said. "I've got to be in Evergreen in about an hour and a half."

With that he walked out the door. Kim just wished he would give her a kiss once in awhile. Something like that would be nice every now and then. If he wasn't going to cuddle, a kiss would work. Just a little kiss. Again, she sat there hugging her knees, feeling somewhat unfulfilled. She poured herself another drink, then another. She felt like getting good and shit-faced after her encounter with Marilyn and what had just gone down with Ryan. Eventually, she passed out on the couch.
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Roadside Flares
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CECE TRIED HER BEST not to panic after Shannon's bike went off the road. She braked, spinning her Sportster around, heading back toward the area where she thought Shannon's Harley had left the highway. Her heart was beating out a heavy rhythm in her chest. It felt as though it could break through any second now. Mountain roads were not a place you wanted to skid off the edge. Not at all. 

She spotted what seemed to be the glow of a headlight from a tipped over bike. She wheeled her motorcycle around to the side of the road on what might be considered the shoulder. There was only about a foot between the road and the drop off. She shut her motor off and dismounted. She reached inside one of the saddlebags on the Harley and pulled out a couple flares. She placed a lit one some distance between the front and back of her bike. She started walking sideways down the embankment trying to maintain her balance, when she spotted Shannon coming up the hill. She breathed a sigh of relief.

"Shannon!" she cried out, waving both arms above her head. "Over here!"

Shannon inched her way toward her. They grabbed each other and embraced, not wanting to let go. They kissed.

"Oh, my God! I thought I lost you. That SUV looked like it clipped you."

Shannon was panting. "I swerved before it could."

"It looked like it was on purpose."

"My thoughts, exactly." Shannon's breathing was
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