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This story is adult erotic fiction set in a contemporary American suburb. It is the second part of the Ours short stories and follows The First Night. All sexual partners are adults eighteen or older. Mina Kang is twenty-two. Claire Brennan is forty-four. Daniel Brennan is forty-six. Sophie Brennan is seven and is never present for any sexual situation.

If you are not 18 or older, stop here.

Saturday morning in the Brennan house still had a script. The difference was the extra mug.

Claire moved through the kitchen in yesterday's body and this morning's tenderness. She was sore in a way she had missed. Daniel's mouth had left a faint mark at the top of her breast; she had buttoned her shirt over it like a private joke. Mina's gold chain kept appearing and disappearing at the sweatshirt collar. Every time it did, Claire thought of licking seed off it in a few hours and had to look at the calendar on the fridge to stay in Saturday.

Sophie sat on her knees at the island and explained, with seven-year-old gravity, that Emma's birthday party started at eleven and there would be a magician who was probably fake and a cake that was definitely real. Mina listened as if this were state business. She had slept in the guest room after they moved her there at dawn, and she was wearing Claire's old university sweatshirt, which came to mid-thigh and made her look like a secret the house was still learning how to keep.

Daniel made eggs. He kept glancing at Claire over the pan like he was checking that last night had not evaporated. Claire kept glancing back. Under the island, out of Sophie's sight, Mina's bare foot found Claire's ankle and stayed there.

"Mina is helping with the garden later," Claire told Sophie, which was true enough. "And then she might stay over again, if that's all right."

Sophie considered this while chewing. "She can use Mr. Salt if she gets lonely. He likes guests."

"That is a serious offer," Mina said. "I will be careful with him."

Daniel's mouth did something private and fond against the rim of his coffee. When Sophie turned to hunt for a crayon, he leaned down and kissed Claire once, closed and grateful, and then, because Mina was looking at her plate like a person trying not to ask for too much, he kissed the top of Mina's head too. Sophie did not see. Mina's ears went pink.

"You do not have to do that when she is in the room," Mina whispered.

"I did it when she was not looking," he said. "That is the line we have. I can live on the line if you can."

Claire felt the weekend open in front of her like a door someone had finally stopped bracing shut.

They got Sophie into the car at ten-forty with a wrapped book and a paper bag of cookies. Mina rode in the back because Sophie asked her to. Claire watched them in the mirror: her daughter explaining magicians, the girl who had been on their couch twelve hours earlier nodding along, gold chain hidden under the sweatshirt. At Emma's house Sophie ran across the lawn without looking back. The quiet that dropped into the car afterward had weight. Claire sat with both hands on the wheel and watched a balloon bounce against Emma's porch rail and thought about the fact that she had come on her husband's mouth an hour from now in a life that still included balloons.

"She likes you," Daniel said from the passenger seat.

"I like her," Mina said. "That is the part I will not get sloppy with. The rest of this can be messy. She does not have to be."

"Grandma's at five," Claire said, to the windshield, to both of them. "Overnight. I already called. She thinks we are taking a breath."

"We are," Daniel said.

Mina met Claire's eyes in the mirror. "Then we have hours. I know what I want to do with the first ones."

"Tell me," Claire said.

"I want you two in your own bed," Mina said, simply. "Not the couch. Not a scene for me. I want to put you back where you live. I will stay. I will help. But I am not the point this morning. You are."

Daniel let out a breath that had been sitting in him since August. Claire reached back between the seats without looking and Mina took her hand.

*  *  *
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The master bedroom still smelled like their laundry detergent and the rain from the night before. Claire had made the bed out of habit when they moved Mina to the guest room at dawn. Now she stood at the foot of it with her husband on one side and a twenty-two-year-old girl on the other, and the habit felt like a joke someone kind was about to forgive.

Mina shut the door. She did not lock it. She stood a moment and looked at the room the way she looked at Sophie, as if it deserved attention: the unmade edge of the duvet they had pretended to fix, Daniel's book on the nightstand, Claire's lotion, the photograph of the three Brennans at the lake two summers ago. Then she came to Claire first, rose on her toes, and kissed her mouth with a softness that was already an instruction.

"If either of you wants me to go to the guest room," she said, "you say it before we start. I can want this and still leave."

"Stay," Claire said.

"Stay," Daniel said, at the same time, and they smiled at each other like people catching themselves in a new habit.

"May I," she asked Daniel, "undress your wife for you."

"Yes," he said. The word had rust on it, and want under the rust.

Mina took her time. She worked Claire's sweater up and off and folded it, which made Claire laugh under her breath.

"You do not have to be tidy."

"I want him to watch the reveal," Mina said. "Not the mess." She unhooked Claire's bra and let the weight of her spill forward, pale and heavy, and she made a small helpless sound as if she had not already had her mouth on them. "Daniel. Come here. Do not touch yet. Just look at what you married."

He came. In daylight he looked even more like himself: salt in the dark hair on his chest, the working breadth of his shoulders, a stomach that had softened without surrendering, the thick line of him already lifting in his jeans. Claire's pulse jumped at the sight of that familiar body wanting her in front of a witness.

Mina stood behind Claire and lifted both breasts in her smaller golden hands, offering them. The contrast was almost indecent. Claire's skin cooler, milk-fair, a faint blue vein at the inner slope; Mina's fingers warmer, smoother, a pretty brown-gold against all that pale abundance.

"These," Mina said, reverent and a little filthy. "Do you see how they sit? How they fill a hand? Mine are little. They sit up and they are cute and I know it. Hers are a woman's. They have fed a child and they still want you. Do you like her tits better than mine, or do you just like that there is more of her to hold."

Daniel's throat worked. "I like both. I like that they are hers."

"Good answer," Claire said, already breathless. "Now be nastier. She asked you a real question."

He looked at his wife when he said it. "I missed these. I missed the weight of them. Yours are sweet, Mina. Hers feel like coming home."

Mina kissed the side of Claire's neck, pleased. "That is what I wanted. Honesty." She slid Claire's jeans down, then the underwear, and turned her by the hips so Daniel got the back of her. Claire felt the old flinch and let it pass through. Daylight was not kind to the silver marks on her belly or the full mature seat of her ass, and Mina treated both like destinations.

"Look at this." Mina palmed Claire's ass with both hands and spread her just enough to be rude. "This is a big, beautiful butt. This is not a girl's ass. This is the ass of a woman who lives in a body. Mine is small. Pert. You can cover mine with two hands and have leftover. Hers you have to commit to." She glanced at Daniel over Claire's shoulder, eyes bright. "Do you like your wife's big butt better than my little one. Tell the truth. She wants the truth. She is filthy for it. Watch her face."

Claire was. She could feel how wet she was just from being discussed like a meal they were going to share kindly.

"Yes," Daniel said, rough. "God. Yes. I have always liked it. I used to come up behind you at the sink and just
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