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Open Passion 1

A Helping Hand

 


The sun was bright and hanging high in the
air, making Karen Mayer appreciate the ice tea she'd ordered a lot
more than usual. Taking a sip she looked out over the green fields
of the golf course and watched the real golf enthusiasts brave the
midday heat. She liked the sport as well, quite a bit in fact, but
not today.

Today, she wanted nothing more than lounge
in the shadow of the country club and socialize a bit with her
friends. Unfortunately, it seemed the summer's heat had driven most
of those friends to seek cooler destinations. Only a few of the
other tables were occupied, and none by people that Karen would
describe as anything but acquaintances.

She turned to her husband, who was nursing a
cold beer, thinking that maybe they should go on vacation as well.
Somewhere cold, maybe, where it would be just the two of them. The
proposal died on her lips as she saw where Frank was looking.

He was eyeing the waitress, a special smile
on his face that she knew well. And it seemed the waitress, a lithe
brunette that might be twenty at best, knew it too; she answered it
with her own.

Anger flashed. 'Not again! That one is not
even half your age.' She wanted to say that, wanted to let him know
she caught him, except … What was the point? Frank would say he was
sorry, he'd promise to do better. Maybe get her some flowers.

The anger drained away, leaving Karen simply
tired. She could scold him, but Frank wasn't her child and she was
not his mother; they were supposed to be husband and wife. But here
he was, again, making eyes with another woman. 'And I don't want to
sit here and wait for him to come up with some excuse so he can
slip out and slip something to her.'

“I'm going for a walk,” she told Frank after draining the
rest of her drink.

“Uh, okay. Ah, do you want another?”

She shook her head. “I'm taking a long
walk.” He couldn't hide his delight at hearing that, not from
Karen. She didn't kiss him goodbye, but simply walked out into the
sunlight.

She let her feet lead the way, too busy
pondering the years between now and when her husband had first
cheated on her. Or should that be, admitted he'd cheated on her?
That one had been his secretary, a cliché, but Karen still hadn't
seen it coming. She'd forgiven him, and he'd promised never to do
it again.

The promise had lasted for all of three
months before she'd caught him with one of their cleaning ladies.
Frank told her he was sorry, and once again Karen believed him. She
always believed him, even as she started to look away while Frank
learned to hide his infidelity better.

Not that Karen had given up without a fight.
She looked down at her breasts, bouncing a little with every step.
She'd had them done three years ago, it made her feel younger, and
it had kept Frank home for about six months. Then, the conferences
and late nights at work started to crop up again.

She took a deep breath, enjoying the smell
of freshly cut grass drying in the sun, and looked at the
landscaped beauty around her. 'So why am I staying with him? Kurt
isn't an excuse any longer, he left for college last year. Is it
love? Or is it because I am used to it? Because this is what I'm
comfortable with?'

The thought was depressing, and deceptive;
she knew why she'd stayed with him. 'I thought the fact that he
kept coming back to me meant that he loved me, and only me. He
didn't love any of those women, and so they couldn't really mean
anything. But there is another possibility, isn't there? Frank
keeps coming back because I am familiar, convenient.'

She grimaced, but the harsh thought would
not be denied. 'I'm part of the deal, part of the image of a
successful businessman Frank wants to project. A nice house, a big
car, a good son, a supportive wife, the complete package.'

Karen found her anger again, but knew it was
useless here and now. What she needed, what she really needed, was
a clear head. Taking a deep breath, she turned around and headed
for her locker. The room was cool, but she didn't stop to
appreciate it. Instead, she retrieved her gloves and a golf club
from her locker, she wanted to hit something and hit it hard.
Thankfully, there had also been a bottle of water, she took that
too.

“Ah,” she sighed relieved as she screwed the cap back on.
Her next stop was the ball dispenser, where she filled a bucket to
the brim. She had a lot of frustration to get rid of and she didn't
want to come back to the clubhouse only to find Frank was still
busy.

She grimaced as she imagined what he was
doing right now. Her husband was handsome enough, charming too, and
she'd seen how that waitress had reacted.

Juggling the bucket of balls, her golf club,
and the bottle, she walked away from the regular driving range.
Right now, she did not want others to look at her and cluck their
tongue at poor old Karen. Whisper among each other about how Frank
was at it again. She wanted privacy, and she knew just the place.
There was a practice course, more of a second driving range really,
that was nicely secluded. There was a thick screen of tall shrubs
that blocked curious eyes and muffled sound, you could hardly tell
someone was stroking balls. It was also small, which was the reason
it saw little use.

The price for privacy was that it took Karen
a few minutes to walk the winding path through the greenery to
reach the teeing ground. And when it finally came into view, she
found that it wasn't as deserted as she'd hoped. Someone, a boy,
was taking practice swings.

Halting near a tree, she watched him. 'Hmm,
I think that's Marie's boy, Jesse. Funny, I didn't see her or
Kenneth at the club.'

Her eyes tracked his strong arms as they slowly swung the
club through its arc, the sun glinting off of the large, metal
head. Karen supposed she should leave him to it, he probably had
chosen this spot for the same reason she had. But she honestly did
not want to go out there. Not right now.

Jesse shifted his weight, trying to find a
better stance, and with a start, Karen realized she'd been staring
at his butt. 'Okay, maybe leaving would be a good idea. I'm
checking out a, well, Jesse's not really a boy, he's eighteen after
all, so, he's a young man.' She slid a hand through her auburn
hair.

She didn't want to leave, but standing here
and watching Jesse like some sort of stalker wasn't a good idea
either. Taking a deep breath, Karen stepped forward, taking care to
be extra loud so that he would notice.

The young man froze, then turned around.
“Oh, uh, hi … Mrs. Mayer.”

“Good afternoon, Jesse. And call me Karen, please. You're
not fourteen anymore,” she added, though she knew she'd said it for
a different reason. 'Bad girl, bad. You've never cheated on Frank
before, and now …'

Her eyes widened at the thought, she hadn't
even realized she'd been contemplating that, but now that the
thought was there, it was hard to ignore.

“Uhm, okay, if you want that, ah, Karen.” It was hard to
tell with the heat, but she could swear he was blushing a
little.

“I'd like it,” she said. 'Yes, Frank is cheating on you.
Yes, it's been getting worse lately. But still, why
now?'

He nodded, then, apparently not able to
think of anything more to say, Jesse turned his attention back to
practicing his strokes.

Karen put her bucket and water bottle down,
even pushed a tee into the soft earth and placed a ball on it, but
when she got back up her attention wasn't on the golf ball. She
looked Jesse over, from his dark brown hair past his lean arms down
to his lightly tanned legs. He was good looking, but he lacked
Frank's broad shoulders, his confidence, his maturity. Jesse didn't
remind her of her husband, was that the attraction?

Jesse swung again, and now that Karen paid attention, she
noticed he wasn't doing it right. The young man noticed it too,
judging from his slumped form and frustrated grumble. He didn't
give up, he merely rolled his neck, raised his club for a moment
like a medieval knight holding his sword aloft, and tried
again.

“Would you like some help?” Karen asked while she was
already walking over to him.

He half-turned to look at her over his
shoulder. “I … Can you tell what I'm doing wrong? I know I'm
supposed to swing through the ball, but I keep messing up the
follow through.”

“I think I saw what went wrong, but could you show me one
more time?”

He nodded and returned his attention to the
space in front of his feet, for which Karen was grateful because
she was sure her thoughts were plainly visible on her face.

Jesse went through the motions, but she
wasn't really watching him. 'Can I do this? Do I want to?' She
imagined Frank and that waitress again. 'Fuck him.'

“Okay,” Karen said more to herself than Jesse. “Let's see.”
She closed the final distance between them and reached around to
let her hands rest on his. He was only a little taller than her, so
her chin easily rested on his shoulder.

“Mrs. Mayer!”

“I told you to call me Karen,” she chided him, pretending
there was nothing strange about their position. “Now your first
problem is with the way your holding the shaft,” Karen told him as
she guided their arms up a ways as if preparing to swing the club.
“Your right thumb shouldn't be around the grip, but on it. Like
this.” Her thumb slid along his, Jesse's digit twitching at the
contact.

“I see,” he said with a thick voice.

“Now, you're actually doing something right with your
stroke. You're trying to keep a steady rhythm, that's good, but
you're dropping your left knee after you hit the ball. Try keeping
it firm.” A part of her couldn't believe what she was saying. It
sounded innocent, and they were good tips, but Karen knew she was
flirting.

Of course, she'd had little practice these
past twenty years so her attempt at seduction was hardly
sophisticated, but it seemed Jesse was still unsure of what she was
doing. She could feel the heat from his cheek against her ear, see
him lick his lips from out of the corner of her eye, but he kept
his focus firmly on the golf club.

They went through a few more practice
swings, with Karen's breasts pressed firmly against his back,
before Jesse finally said something. “Thanks ... Karen.”

“You're welcome,” she said brightly, but she didn't move
away. “I just realized, I haven't seen your mother or her boytoy
around.”

“Yeah, yeah. Mom and her … Kenneth, they're on
vacation.”

“And they left you home alone?”

“Yes.” The clubhead was resting on the grass now.

“So why aren't you hanging out with your friends, instead of
being here with a bunch of old people like me?”

“But you're not old,” he protested.

Karen smiled while she did a little jig in
her mind. “That's very kind of you to say. Do you think I'm
attractive?” she asked coyly.

“Eh, I, I, I'm not sure ...”

“Shhh, that''s alright.” His reaction was answer enough, and
a warm glow began to grow in Karen's heart. Frank's disinterest had
started to gnaw at her confidence, but Jesse's verbal stumble did
wonders for it. “So, friends?”

“Friends?” he asked in a daze. “Right, my friends, they had
other stuff to do. Most are on vacation with their folk or with
their other friends.”

“And so it's just you here … and me,” she added.

“Yeah.”

“I'm sure we can make our own fun,” Karen whispered into his
ear, her heart beating so loud she marveled that Jesse couldn't
hear it, too. The risk she was taking, what if he said no, what if
he said yes? Her lips touched the nape of his neck and she gave the
flushed skin a slow kiss.

“K-Karen!”

'He doesn't think of me as “Mrs. Mayer”
anymore,' she thought even as she pried his hands from the golf
club; it fell over onto the grass. Her mouth moved on to the corner
of his jaw, she could taste the salt of perspiration.

She turned him around so that they came
face-to-face, their noses almost touching. He swallowed thickly.
“Karen, why …?”

“Because I want to,” she answered. “Unless, you don't want
to?”

“Uh ...”

“Am I attractive?”

Jesse nodded dumbly.

Karen smiled, her hands traveled up his arms
to rest on his shoulders. “Good, because I think you're very
handsome,” she told him.

“You do?” He looked amazed.

Instead of using words, she decided to use
actions to show her sincerity. His lips were still, when hers first
touched his. But
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