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“This isn’t going to be
too weird for you, is it?” I asked, carrying my small suitcase
through the front door of Chloe’s apartment. She took a step back,
giving me room to get through the narrow foyer before taking the
suitcase from me.

“No. Of course not,” My
ex-daughter-in-law said. She closed the door behind us before
giving me a big hug.

It had been a few years since I’d seen
her. She had on a pair of tight white shorts and a black top with
spaghetti straps. It revealed her midriff and had a plunging
neckline that fully accentuated her rather impressive cleavage.
Chloe had grown a little thick in the hips in the time since I saw
her last, but then who was I to say?

On the wrong side of fifty, I’d done
my best in the fight to stay fit, and had mostly won—so far—but my
age was catching up to me. Everything was just a little bit softer,
rounder, less firm.

Dressed as I was in an old
loose-fitting housedress and thin white cardigan sweater, I had my
hair piled up in a sloppy bun on top of my head. That probably
didn’t do a lot to project vibrant, youthful woman to anyone. They
were comfortable traveling clothes and the five-hour drive hardly
demanded my finest outfit and my best makeup.

But now, in the presence of the
bubbly, smiling Chloe, I sort of regretted not stopping earlier and
freshening up before arriving.

Chloe took me by the hand and led me
into the living room. “The place isn’t much, small, and I’ve only
got the one bedroom, but I think it’s great.”

I looked around.

The living room was small but there
was space at one end for a dining room table. Beside it, a galley
kitchen. And there were sliding doors out to a small deck. She had
white lights strung around the railing. The furniture was simple,
functional, but tasteful. The air smelled of cinnamon scented
candles, which burned on top of a fake fireplace beside the large
screen TV.

“It’s lovely,” I told her and meant
it.

She clasped her hands together and
bounced on her toes with a happy squeal. “I’m so glad you like
it.”

“Come on.” She directed me to the
kitchen. “I opened a bottle of wine.”

She poured two glasses of red wine and
we toasted. “I’m so glad you’re here, Nora. I’ve missed
you.”

“I’ve missed you too, honey.” We
hugged again and then drank.

Married to my Stevie for five years,
their relationship ended in divorce two years ago. I had been upset
about the breakup. I adored Chloe, loved her like a daughter. Had
thought of them as the perfect together. But one never knows what’s
going on inside a marriage, and it wasn’t my place to pry. The
split had been amicable, they both assured me. For the best. I took
them at their word, telling them all that mattered was that they
were happy. Each had assured me they were.

Still, Chloe and I had fallen out of
touch. Certainly understandable, but I regretted that very
much.

She and Stevie continued to live and
work in the city, though now in separate places, of course. I
remained in the country house Stevie’s father had built for us.
Where we raised Stevie and he had his wedding ceremony in the
backyard, overseeing the small fishing pond. It had been a
beautiful venue. Unfortunately, Stevie’s dad missed it. The cancer
he fought most of his life took him a year before his son’s
wedding.

The wine was good.

“Are you sure this isn’t going to be
weird?” I asked again.

“Nora, it’s fine. I’ve got a king-size
bed. There’ll be plenty of room.”

“I meant going to the wedding? Your
ex-husband is getting married.”

“Stevie’s marrying my best friend,”
Chloe said. “If anything was going to be weird, it’d be that.” She
took a sip and swallowed her wine quickly. “And it’s not. I
introduced them. I’m the one who told them both to go for it. He’s
moving on. I’m cool with it.”

“And what about you? Have you moved
on?”

She refilled our glasses and went to
the front door where she picked up my suitcase. “Come on. I’ll show
you to the bedroom. It’s upstairs.”

I gulped my wine. “Um,
okay.”

“I’m sure you want to fresh up. And we
should get ready. The wedding’s in less than two hours. You can
bring that with you.” She pointed at the open bottle of
wine.

With glass and bottle in hand, I
followed her up the carpeted stairs to the bedroom.

“Oh, Chloe, this is darling,” I said
of the room with its soft pink walls and white trim.

“Thanks. I did a lot of the decorating
myself. You really like it?”

“I love it.”

She plopped the suitcase on the bed.
“Will you help me get ready?”

“Of course.”

“Yippee. Let’s see what you’re
wearing.”

I unzipped my suitcase and began to
pull my clothes and makeup bag from it. “What about you, Chloe?
Have you moved on?” I pried.

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know. Are you dating? Is
there anyone serious in your life? Give me all the juicy
details.”

She laughed. “Not really. I date. Here
and there, but there’s no one special. Most of my focus has been on
work.”

We talked and dressed and drank while
doing each other’s makeup. Over the course of the next two hours we
polished off the bottle of wine and when we were done, we were all
dolled up and ready to go to the wedding.

“Perfect,” Chloe said as I clipped on
a pair of her dangling teardrop diamond earrings. She insisted I
wear them. She swore they went perfectly with my dress. She snaked
her arm around my waist and squeezed. “Now let’s go get that son of
yours married. Again.”

The ceremony had been beautiful. A
small reception with only close family and friends, about a hundred
people followed.

Christal—yes, like the
champagne—turned out to be a gorgeous bride.

I hadn’t met her before. A stunning
brunette with long corn silk like hair. Tall and lean, she’d been a
long-distance Olympian runner, having won a bronze medal in the
Tokyo games before an ankle injury sidelined her. This was her
second marriage as well. She wore white, but not a traditional
wedding gown. Stevie looked handsome and nervous in his black
tuxedo.

I hoped two was the charm.

At one point during the ceremony I
glanced at Chloe beside me. She dabbed a kerchief to the corner of
her blue eyes. I wondered if they were tears of joy or something
else. I leaned over and whispered, “Are you okay?”

She nodded and forced a smile.
“Weddings always make me cry.”

“Is that all?”

She squeezed my arm. “Yes. I’m fine. I
promise.”

I smiled back. Not so sure.

After the church service, the bride’s
mom gave us directions to her home, where the small reception was
to be held. A lovely woman named Casandra. She was the spitting
image of her daughter. They had the same long, straight corn silk
black hair. The small lean physique that made me a little bit
jealous if I were to be honest.

Casandra’s home turned out to be a
five-acre estate on a riverbank north of the city.

With a flute of champagne in hand, I
asked Chloe, “How rich is she?”

“Casandra? Rich. Very
rich.”

Over the course of the evening, I lost
track of Chloe as she mingled with old friends and spent time
catching up with Casandra and Christal, her best friend since the
first grade. As the evening wore on, Stevie introduced me to his
friends and to his bride’s extended family and friends. There was
much drinking, dancing, and laughing into the wee hours of the
morning.

When I thought I couldn’t stay on my
feet any longer, even bare for most of the evening, my arches were
killing me. I asked Stevie if he’d known where Chloe had gone off
to. He hadn’t and so I set out to find her as the crowd dwindled
and the time to leave grew near.

The bedroom door where coats and
purses had been put was closed. I knocked and peeked in, but the
room was empty.

I found the next door along the
hallway agape. I eased the door open and soon my mouth was agape,
too. The second bedroom was illuminated by a single bedside table
lamp. The covers on the bed were made but rumpled as if someone or
several someones had rolled around on top of it after it was made.
And from what I was seeing someone definitely had.

At first I blink, thinking I was
seeing things, too much wine or imagination, but the hallucination
didn’t go away.

Inside the room, Chloe and the tall,
lithe Casandra were locked in a deep embrace. Kissing. But that
wasn’t all. Chloe was stripped down to her frilly pink bra and a
thong. The undergarments we picked out together just a few short
hours earlier.

Casandra was still dressed in her
skirt and blouse, the top buttons revealingly unbuttoned. She sat
on the edge of the bed and turned Chloe around. Admiring her body.
She ran her hands over the younger girl’s stomach, down her thighs,
over her ass and her boobs, then between her inner thigh. She
kissed the nape of Chloe’s neck as the girl leaned back against
her.

The older woman’s roving hands reached
up and seized Chloe’s breasts, giving them a healthy squeeze. Chloe
twisted around and drew Casandra’s kissing mouth to her own.
Tongues were suddenly involved, and moaning.

With eyes closed, Chloe groaned,
encouragingly, wantonly. She turned, facing the older woman, whose
hands roamed over her bare ass and up her back. Together, they made
wet, slurpy, kissy sounds. Chloe hiked Casandra’s skirt up and
Casandra guided the younger girl’s hand to her crotch, cupping her
sex through the cotton white panties she
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