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​Chapter One: A New Adventure
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“It’s cold,” Adrianna complains as she sits down on the sofa with a small blanket.  “Why couldn’t we have waited until May or June to move, Dean?”  Her blue eyes look hard at me as she grimaces.  Adrianna grew up in the southern part of the country and we lived in Dallas for five years up until three weeks ago.  Moving to Missoula, Montana wasn’t what we had planned to do at first, but after selling my sixth internet business, I thought a change in scenery would be good for us.  Especially considering that part of the deal included complete ownership of this house.

“We are debt free now,” I tell her.  “The house in Dallas was a huge millstone around our necks, and I am glad to be rid of it.  We bought well above our finances and should have instead lived in something more modest.”

“Geez, Dean, it wasn’t a mansion.”

“No, but it had a house payment that was hard to meet on some months.”  My wife and I have lived through some good times and through some tough times during our ten years of marriage.  This is the first time we have been completely debt free, though, and I am enjoying not having to make a house payment to a bank.  “This was a good deal.”

“You got a house worth, what...maybe a hundred-thousand?”  

“It’s probably worth a little more than that.  We also got another hundred-thousand in cash, remember?  It’s the most I have ever made from a business that is completely online.”  I smile as I think about what I have been doing over the last few years.  After quitting my job as a financial planner four years ago, I decided to do something different.  There has been a half-dozen online businesses that I have purchased at a cut-rate price and then rehabbed to the point of becoming profitable.  Then, I sell them at a steep profit for myself to others who want to run a business for themselves.  For me, the idea of having to worry day-to-day about something like a website surviving and making money is a chore.  Flipping them, however, is a challenge I have grown to accept.

“We could have paid the other house off with the money, Dean.  I loved Dallas.  The night life, the social circles...”

“The cost of living,” I chime in as I shake my head.  “Don’t you get it, Adrianna?  We are free of all that now.  We can enjoy the beauty of the mountains and the plains while knowing that we owe nothing to a bank.  Isn’t that wonderful?”  I smile widely as I look around the living room of the small house.  “This is probably the nicest place I have ever lived.”

My wife shakes her head and huffs, “This isn’t as nice as what we had in Dallas.  I miss my friends.”

“Well, you should go and make new friends,” I reply.  “Go out and talk to the neighbors and see if they have anything in common with you.”

“In this cold?”  Adrianna laughs.  “There is no way I am stepping out that door until spring, Dean.  The chill in the air is just too much for me.  I can’t breathe when I go outside.”

“It’s in the thirties outside, honey.  It’s not as if Dallas never got cold.”

“How often does Dallas drop to the thirties during daylight hours, sweetheart?  Maybe two or three times every winter?”

“I think it’s more common than that, Adrianna.”

“No, I think it might be even less common,” she argues.  “I hate being cold.  You knew that when you agreed to this lousy deal.”

Shaking my head, I go and have a seat beside my wife.  “Look, I told you that this is only temporary, right?  We can do this for a year or two, until I sell the next business, and then we will sell the house and move to Florida or somewhere like that.”

“California,” Adrianna says.  “I want to move to southern California.”

“Fuck no,” I retort.  “The taxes there would eat up most of the profit from the businesses I sell.  We couldn’t begin to afford living there, honey.”  My wife is what some might call high-maintenance.  She dresses in nice clothes and keeps her fingernails well pedicured.  Her hair, naturally blonde, still seems to need even blonder highlights, so of course she feels the need to go see her hairstylist once each month.  The bill for that has been hefty over the years, and now that she is forced to find another hairstylist in Montana, Adrianna has been less than happy about the move.  

“I want to move.”

“I know.  We can’t.  End of story.”  I get up from the sofa and go to look out through our window at the snow on the ground.  “Another six inches or so since last night.”

“Great.  Another fucking six inches.  More snow than dick for you, huh?”

I turn around and frown at my wife.  “Seriously?  Now you are going to start taking cheap shots at me?  I don’t do that to you.”

Adrianna doesn’t look at me but scrolls through the text messages on her phone.  “Well, we won’t know for a while just how long you really are, will we?”

“What does that mean?”

She looks at me this time and replies, “I’m on strike.  No blow jobs, no hand jobs, and no screwing until the temperature outside is above sixty degrees.”

“What?”  I look incredulously at her.  “That’s not fair.”

“Some things in life just aren’t fair, are they?”  Adrianna seems pleased with herself and the punishment she has decided to apply to me.  “Maybe you will get lucky and there will be an early spring thaw come through to warm things up.  Otherwise, it could be a long, cold winter for you.”

“Then, I suppose the same will go for you?  No nookie for the wifey either?”  I go back to the sofa and sit down beside her once again.

“I have George,” Adrianna tells me.  “He’s always good for a quickie.”

“Your fucking vibrator?  Really?”  I can’t help but laugh as I lean back in my seat.  “Well, you are going to wear that thing out before springtime comes here, my love.  It’s only just now the end of January and with today’s temperature being the high for the week, you will need to be certain that you have plenty of batteries.”  

My wife cracks a smile and begins to laugh as I laugh along with her.  We are both very sexual creatures and need the touch of each other to really enjoy sex.  Adrianna and I have some of the most amazing sex any couple could have, so I doubt her declaration of no sex for several weeks or even months would stay in effect for long.  “You are so naughty,” she tells me as she leans toward me.  We kiss for a moment, our hands wandering over each other’s bodies before we pull away and look out through the living room window together.

“Just get out and meet some of the people around here.  I’ll bet that you would find that most of the women on the street are a lot like you.”

“Maybe.  Of course, the same could be said for you, Dean.  You need to get out and meet some of the men around here.  If they are attractive, bring them over for dinner.”  We both laugh again as I shake my head.  Adrianna knows how I feel about her flirting with other men.  It’s not the sort of thing that I can stop, and I have tried in the past, but I don’t have to go along with it and support the way she sometimes does it.  

“I’ve already met one, remember?  Randall from next door.”

“Oh, the guy who works for a bank in town?  He could be helpful, right?”

“We are not taking any loans out,” I tell my wife as I shake my head.  “We got ourselves in over our heads by doing that in Dallas.  We are free of that curse now and we are not going back.  Besides, Randall is retired from the bank.”

“He knows a lot of people, though,” Adrianna replies.  “He could probably get you into the Lion’s Club or something like that.”

“Hell no.”  I chuckle as I pull my wife close to me.  “So, it’s settled then, right?  We will both do more to try to fit into our new neighborhood.  I will talk to the guys around here and you will do your best to meet some of the women.  Who knows?  We might find a couple a very much like us and be able to spend a lot of time together.”

“Sure, we might be able to do that.”  I can see that Adrianna is not as convinced as I am that we will ever have the sort of friends and connections we had in Dallas.  However, I aim to show her that we can live as well or even better here than anywhere else we have lived before.  Even though the cold air from the Rockies continues to kiss the city of Missoula, we can make an effort to keep things warm at home between the two of us.  Having friends in the neighborhood will make that effort much easier.

I get up from my seat beside my wife and tell her, “I need to get back to work.  I have narrowed down my list to less than five now.”

“Just don’t spend too much money, alright?  No more than five thousand dollars, Dean.  You have already promised me that.”

“I know.  I will keep it below five.”  Part of the reason we were so far in debt while living in Dallas is that I had put an incredible amount of money into the last online business I sold.  Sure, I still made a huge profit, but only after holding the business for two years and working part time to make sure the bills were paid.  This time, I will pick a small online business that is going under and make a low bid that the owner will most certainly accept.  This, along with adding another five thousand into overhauling the website and cranking up the page views, should mean another nice profit by the end of this year.  At least, that is my hope.

“Have fun, my love.  I have an appointment with the Hallmark channel.”

“Sheesh.  Just don’t turn the volume up too much.  You know what I think of those movies.”

“I know.”  Adrianna giggles as she turns on the television and looks for her favorite channel.  I turn and make my way back to the spare bedroom where I have my office set up.  There is work to do, and a cold day like today is the perfect time to do it.
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​Chapter Two: Not in Dallas Anymore
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The air is bitingly cold through my pajamas and jacket as I make my way to the curb to pick up the morning’s edition of the weekend newspaper.  I don’t notice my neighbor nearby shoveling a bit of snow from the end of his driveway until I hear him say, “Good morning!”  

I turn and see Randall Dewitt, the former banker who lives next door to us.  Smiling, I say back to him, “Good morning,” as I take a few steps in his direction.  “It’s a nice one, huh?”

Randall chuckles.  “You are definitely not dressed for this weather, my friend.  Don’t you have a better coat?”

Looking down first at my thin jacket, I look back up at him and reply, “I haven’t gotten into that box yet.  I guess I figured this would do for now.”  My breath is easy to see as I exhale.  At just under fifteen degrees Fahrenheit this morning, a puddle of warm piss would freeze in about five minutes.  

“You should get that better coat out soon.”  He smiles at me and asks, “How is your wife doing?”

“Very well,” I answer as I nod toward my house.  “She doesn’t like it here that much yet, but I think it will grow on her in a few months when the temperatures are a bit warmer.”

“It grows more on all of us by about May,” he replies.  “It gets pretty cold in the winter here, especially when the polar vortex comes down.”

“I guess that’s what we are having now?”

Randall laughs as he shakes his head.  “No, this is an ordinary winter right now.  If we were sitting in a polar vortex it would be about twenty below right now.  Then it becomes dangerous to come out in anything less than a nice parka.”  The banker looks over at my driveway.  “You know, I could bring my snowblower over to clear that for you if you would like.”

“No, we’re good,” I say as I look at my footprints in the snow on top of the concrete driveway.  “We don’t need to get our car out anyway.  We have all the groceries we need for now.”  

“Good.  It’s wise to be ready for anything.”  Randall asks, “So, what is it you do again?”

Clearing my cold throat, I tell him, “I buy and sell online businesses.  I just sold one, which is why we are here.”

“Really?  So, you sold a business and decided to buy the Mason’s house?”

“No, I sold the business to the Mason’s and they through in the house as part of the deal.  It turns out that they wanted to move to Arizona to live with her mother.”

“Cindy?”  Randal shakes his head.  “It couldn’t be Cindy’s mother.  Her mother passed away a few years back.”  He looks confused as he asks, “Could it have been Terry’s mother?”

“No, I’m pretty sure that he called the woman his mother-in-law when we signed the papers for the transfer of ownership.”  I think for a moment and suggest, “Maybe I did misunderstand.”

“You must have.  Cindy was a sweet young woman whose mother had a lot of health issues.  She died suddenly and they had to fly to Colorado for the funeral.  Terry’s parents; I’m not sure about them.  He never spoke much to me.”  

“Oh?”  I nod my head as I think about the chill moving up my body.  I would have preferred to have been back inside my warm house by now, but instead I am outside talking to the neighbor while my balls become testicicles.  

“That’s a good house, there is no arguing that.  I’m glad you and your wife were able to move in so quickly.”  Randall begins walking along his driveway as he looks at the exterior of our home.  “So, have the two of you gotten out to meet the others in the neighborhood yet?”

“The neighborhood?”  I shake my head.  “Is there much going on around here for that sort of thing?”

“Oh, there is a lot that goes on here.  For one thing, we have about four block parties every year to get everyone together.  It’s a great time for families.”

“That’s nice.”

“Oh, and one that is adult-only, I believe.  The Valentine’s Day block party is set to happen in the next few weeks.”

“Really?  Won’t it still be cold?”

Randall shrugs.  “Probably.  It doesn’t matter, because it is essentially an indoor party at someone’s house.”

“But, if it’s a block party, it should be on the street, right?”

The older man nods his head.  “I suppose it should, but if it’s thirty degrees outside most people would prefer to be inside.”  

“I can understand that.”  I pause before asking, “Is there anything I can get my wife involved in around here?  She is bored just sitting around here, and honestly, she is beginning to get under my feet during the day.”

“What?  She doesn’t have a job?”

I shake my head.  “No, not yet.  She had one in Dallas, but that is gone now that we moved.  I work from the home, so that has continued even though we have moved.  I just want to get her involved in things around here so that she has something to do with herself.”

“She’s a social busybody, huh?”  Randall smiles.  “My ex-wife was a real socializer when she lived here too.  She would go and visit neighbors all the time, with or without me.  It didn’t matter to her as long as she got away from me.”  He laughs while shaking his head and staring blankly past me for a moment.  Then, turning his eyes back to me, he says, “Getting to know people around here would be a great thing for the both of you, but keep in mind that not all neighborhoods have the sort of A-list people you might hope to meet.  Prepare to be disappointed.”

“Disappointed?  Is there something we should know?”

Randall shrugs his shoulders.  “Every neighborhood has its share of issues, Dean.  Just be careful of the company you keep, that’s all.  There are some people who live on this street who will be quick to befriend you and your wife, and some of those people are not the best sort to be around.”  He looks down the street as he shakes his head.  

“I see.”  I have known neighbors and others on our old street in Dallas who I was suspicious of.  Their motives were sometimes questionable, and one man in particular was constantly trying to stare at my wife through the slats of our backyard fence.  He turned out to be a horny old man trying to make a few dollars off pictures of women in the neighborhood. 

“Well, enjoy your newspaper.  Lots of bullshit in those pages, but it’s a good read nonetheless.”  Randall chuckles as he tells me, “Give your wife my best and have a nice weekend, alright?”

“Will do.”  I watch as my neighbor walks back into his house and wonder which neighbors he is warning me about.  The houses here are nice and the neighborhood in general appears to be upper middle class in affluence.  Crime in our new neighborhood is low, at least according to the previous owners of our house, and the community is kind and supportive of all sorts of viewpoints and beliefs.  It’s the kind of place where Adrianna and I have wanted to live for some time, with the exception of the cold temperatures and snow, and I would hate to think that there are some people here who are conniving or dishonest.  Still, it would be wise to take Randall at his word.

“Why are you standing out there?” my wife asks as she pokes her head out through our front door.  

“I was just talking to our neighbor,” I tell her.  “He’s a really nice guy.  You should come out and meet him soon, honey.”

“I don’t think so.”  She looks around and says, “You are going to catch a cold if you stand around out there.  It’s miserably cold, Dean.  Come inside.”

“Maybe in a while,” I tell her.  “I’m just taking a look around the neighborhood.”  

“Suit yourself.”  Adrianna closes the front door and I turn to look down the street.  My mind swims with possibilities for this small community.  We really do need to get out and meet some of the other neighbors here and try to make some connections.  If Adrianna and I are going to be here for very long at all, a year or more, we should be more than just fixtures on Belson Street.  We should try to be a part of the community.  We should take part.

“Too fucking cold,” I finally say to myself as I realize I can no longer feel my toes.  “It’s time to get inside.”  I walk up the two steps to my front door and open it to make my way inside.  The warmth of the house surrounds me as I take off my shoes and jacket.  It’s good to be inside once again, but soon Adrianna and I will be going out to make new friends.  At least, I hope my wife will go along with me on this.
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​Chapter Three: Too Cold to Care
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I toss some warm clothes to my wife, including a new coat and thick knit hat.  She looks up at me from the sofa and says, “What’s this?”

“An intervention,” I tell her with a smile on my face.  “We are going to get out of this house and take a walk around town.”

Adrianna shakes her head.  “There is no way in hell that I will go outside today.  It’s twenty-five degrees outside, Dean.  Even the weatherman says we should stay in to avoid the windchill.”

“Fuck the weatherman,” I say as I look hard at her.  “We need to get out of here.  You and I are both going stir-crazy, and I don’t like it.”  I pull my own coat over the sweater and long tee shirt I have on.  “Come on, Adrianna, get dressed.  We don’t have all day.  We want to be back before dark.”

“So that we don’t freeze to death in the street?” my wife says with a smirk.  “They found an old woman in Manitoba outside and frozen beneath a snow drift, Dean.  It’s dangerous to be out there.”

“Manitoba?  In Canada?”  I laugh as I shake my head.  “Get your clothes on.  I’ll give you five minutes.”

“Or what?”

I smile wickedly.  “I will go and shut off the hot water heater and you will have nothing but cold water for your showers until May.”

“You wouldn’t do that,” Adrianna replies as she stares back at me.  “That would be very cruel, Dean.”

“You can heat water on the stovetop and carry it to the bathtub if you need to, so it’s not cruel.”

“Dammit, Dean.”

“Get dressed.”  I laugh as I shake my head.  Adrianna gets up off the sofa and begins to dress for our walk in Missoula.  Although she hates the terrible cold that has engulfed the small community and the rest of the state, my wife understands that when I make a threat such as turning off the hot water heater, I will do it.  Even though I make the threat, I don’t know much about turning one off.  That’s something that I am not going to admit to Adrianna very soon, though.

After she gets dressed, my wife walks to the door and pulls her knit hat over her ears.  “If I die out there, I hope you rot in jail for the rest of your life, Dean.  I just want you to know that.”

I chuckle as I open the door.  “It’s a deal.”  We walk outside and I lock the door after us before we begin to walk along the driveway.  

“It’s fucking cold,” Adrianna complains as we get to the sidewalk near the street.  Missoula’s street department has been great at making sure the sidewalks remain clear of snow and ice during the winter weather here.  It’s really a different world in northwestern Montana than it is in Dallas, especially when taken into account how government agencies approach keeping roads and sidewalks open to people.  In Dallas, a light snow often meant having to wait a day or two for the roads to be safe enough to drive on.  Not here.  The roads remained drivable the entire time the snow was falling, which is a terrific accomplishment as far as I am concerned.

“The town is beautiful,” I say as we walk along the sidewalk and look down the hill at Main Street.  “Look at all the people and the traffic around here.  They aren’t afraid of the weather, Adrianna.”

She wrinkles her nose and shakes her head.  “I wasn’t raised in this kind of climate, Dean.  I liked the mild winters in Dallas and before than in New Mexico.”

“It was nice, but this is nice too.  We could have a snowball fight if we wanted.”  I reach down and pick up some snow, making it into a tight ball.

“If you throw that thing at me, you won’t get pussy for a year.  Do you understand me, Dean?”

“You can’t say that out here,” I tell her.  “What if somebody were to hear you, my love?”

Adrianna turns her blue eyes toward me and says, “So what if someone hears me?  No one knows us in the neighborhood yet.”

“That’s the problem,” I say as we stop right in front of a large house.  “We don’t know anyone here.  We need to get to know our neighbors, Adrianna.  You and I both could benefit from getting to know them.”

My wife grimaces.  “I don’t want to get to know them.  I want to leave this place, Dean.”

“Hello!”  Adrianna and I both turn to see a young couple walking toward us from the house nearby.  “How are you doing today?”

I smile as I say under my breath, “Be nice, honey.  These are some of the neighbors we should meet.”  Reaching out with a hand to shake, I take the young man’s hand first and say, “Hi!  I’m Dean and this is my wife Adrianna.”  The man shakes my hand and I immediately get the sense that he works out.  His grip is strong and purposeful as he greets me and my wife.  

“Well, hello!  My name is Leo, and this is my wife Chelsey.”  I release his hand and then shake the young woman’s hand beside him.  My cock stiffens just a little as I look at her and see how beautiful she is, her light skin dramatically different from her dark brown eyes and hair.  “I don’t think I have seen either of you around before.  Did you just move in?”

Shaking my head, I reply, “Adrianna and I have been in the area for about a month now.  We just haven’t been out much because of the weather.”

“It’s the worst, right?” Chelsey says as she looks at Adrianna.  “I grew up in Texas and then moved up here a few years ago for a job.  It took me forever to get used to this place.”

“Texas?”  Adrianna steps closer to the woman.  “Where in Texas did you live?”

“Dallas,” Chelsey answers.  “We were there for three years.”

“Oh, wow.”  My wife’s face suddenly brightens up as she realizes this is a woman who probably has a similar perspective to her own.  “I can’t believe there is someone else here from Dallas.”

“You came from Dallas too?”  Chelsey smiles.  “We loved it there, but then both of us got really nice offers for work up here.  We just couldn’t turn them down.”

“And here we are,” Leo says with a smile.  The couple appears to be a few years younger than my wife and me, maybe in their latter twenties, but they almost seem to have the same life experiences as us as we make small talk our former home town.  I am intrigued by how friendly they are and how quickly they came out to greet us, even though we are total strangers. 

“Do the two of you just sit around and wait for people to walk by to greet?” I joke with a smile on my face.

Leo laughs.  “Well, as a matter of fact, we were about to walk down to Paco’s Grill for a quick bite to eat.  It’s just down the hill and to the right next to the supermarket.”

“Sounds fun,” Adrianna, to my surprise, says as she begins to walk down the sidewalk beside Chelsey.

“Um, alright.”  I walk with Leo just behind the women.  

“What do you do?” He asks me.  

“I buy and sell online businesses,” I reply as I think about how strange that must sound to some people.  “We just completed the sale of a large web business, and the house we are in now was a part of that transaction.”

“That’s cool,” Leo replies.  “Let me see if I understand this, though.  You buy businesses that work online primarily and then sell them at a profit.  Do you work them up first?”

“Absolutely.  That’s how I get them for such a great price and then resell them for a profit.”

The young man laughs.  “It sounds like you are a website flipper.”

“A website flipper?”  I chuckle before saying, “That sounds like I’m a house flipper, doesn’t it?  I guess that’s what I am.”

Chelsey looks back at us and smiles before I hear her ask my wife what she does.  Adrianna tells her, “I help him do that.”

“You do?” I say with a smile on my face.  “How do you help me?”

“Hey, I help.”  Adrianna laughs a bit as she continues to walk in front of me.  

“What do you do that helps me with my work?”  I am eager to hear this as the four of us continue to make our way into the heart of the town.

“Dean, you know that I help you.  What about all the moral support I have given you?”

“Moral support?” I laugh.  “Well, I guess we can call what you do moral support.”

Adrianna stops and looks at me with a wicked smile on her face.  “Do I need to be specific as to the sort of moral support I have given you?”  Suddenly, I recall a few months ago when things were not looking great for us in the work I was doing.  My wife walked into my home office in Dallas and offered to give me moral support.  The thing is, it ended up being more along the line of oral support rather than just moral support.  

“No, we’re good,” I laugh.  “You do a lot to help out, that’s for sure.”  We all laugh as we begin to walk once again toward the restaurant.

“What do you do?” I ask Leo as I look over at him.

“I’m an attorney,” he replies.  “I work for one of the firms in town.  Chelsey actually works there as well as a legal aide.”

“Oh, wow.  Nice.”  

“That’s why we moved from Dallas.  We were both offered the two jobs in the same firm so we figured we would take them and make the move.  It’s been fun since.”

“I’ll bet.”

Chelsey looks back at me and asks, “Have you met your closest neighbors yet?”

I nod my head.  “We have met one of them.  Randall Dewitt.”

The young woman looks back at her husband with a smirk on her face.  “We know Randall pretty well.”

“Really?  He seems to be a nice guy.”

“He is,” Leo replies.  “He’s a real hoot if you get him a little tipsy, though.  The guy enjoys a good party.”

“Speaking of parties,” his wife says as she suddenly becomes excited.  “We are planning the Valentine’s Day block party this year.”

“Randall mentioned the party,” I say as I tap my wife on her shoulder.  “You remember what I said about it, right?  We should go.”

“It’s going to be at our house,” Leo announces.  “It is going to be a fun bash this year and we hope to get at least fifty people to attend this time.”

“There were forty last year,” Chelsey adds.  “We figure that since we will be holding it at our house we can have even more there.  With the full basement and the second story, we can easily entertain that many.”  She looks over at Adrianna and says, “You should help me plan this thing out.  It would be a lot of fun to get another woman’s take on everything.”

“What?  You want me to help you plan for this?”  My wife looks excited as she gazes quickly back to me and then turns her blue eyes back to Chelsey.  “Are you serious?”

“Very serious.  If you would like, you can come over to my house tomorrow evening and we can begin to get things together.  Maybe you can help me come up with some party games too.”

“Party games,” I snort.  “My wife is an encyclopedia when it comes to that sort of thing.  She knows just about everything there is to know about throwing a fun party.”  I smile at the thought of Adrianna finally finding something to do other than just sitting around in the house.  “You should do this, honey.  You know you would love to do it.”

“Alright,” she says excitedly.  “I will come to your house tomorrow afternoon.”

“At six,” Chelsey tells her.  “We get off work at five and I would like to clean myself up first.  We can sit down and talk about everything then and I will get you caught up with what I have done so far.  This will be fun!”  She smiles warmly at Adrianna as the two women continue to walk toward the restaurant.

“They are going to really hit it off,” Leo says to me quietly.  “I have seen that look in my wife’s eyes before, and that generally means that she has found her soul-friend.”

“Soul-friend?”  

“It’s sort of like a soulmate.”  Leo sighs before asking, “Do you think you and I could become friends as well?  I mean, I don’t have a party to plan for or anything like that, but I do sometimes have some friends over for beer and poker if that sounds like the sort of thing you would enjoy doing.”

Nodding my head, I reply, “I think I would like that very much.  When will you be doing that again?”  

He shrugs his shoulders.  “Maybe in March.  We want to get the Valentine’s Day block party out of the way first.  Then we can settle into the manly season of spring.”

“Manly season of spring?”  I cock up an eyebrow.  “Is that a real thing?”

“Around here it is,” Leo confirms.  “We sometimes go for a dip in the river too.”

“What?”

“The Clark Fork River.  The guys and I sometimes go down on the first day of spring and jump in for a few seconds.  It’s gotten to be a ritual for some and a contest for others.”

“Um, that has got to hurt.”

“Considering that the water is from mountain snowmelt, I would say that there is a lot of pain involved.  It’s a guy thing, right?”  Leo smiles at me and I can see now that he is a man with manly tastes.  Maybe we can get along after all.  It would be nice to be able to talk to someone in the neighborhood who has similar interests.

“Here we are,” Chelsey announces as we walk up to the restaurant front.  “I hope you are both hungry.”

“We are,” I reply as I look at my wife.  She is not much of a Mexican restaurant person, but she sometimes indulges me by going along for the ride.

“I love Mexican food,” Adrianna lies as we walk inside.  It seems that she has found a friend in Chelsey.  I had hoped to see her become attached to someone locally in this new town, and now that she has, I feel confident that things will begin to look much better for her in Missoula.  It will probably look much better for both of us now that we have met the Pearson’s.  
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​Chapter Four: Prying Eyes
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My first hint that Adrianna is standing behind me as I stare at my computer screen is the faint aroma of her perfume.  “Hello,” I say with a smile on my face as I turn to face her.

My wife smiles back at me as she replies, “Hello, my love.  Are you about finished for the day?”  She caresses my cheek which causes an immediate response in my groin.  

“Just about,” I tell her as I put my hand on hers.  “I think I have made a pretty nice dent in the work I am doing.”

“The new business?” she asks as she looks at the computer screen.

“Yeah, the new business.  It’s a mess.”  I turn back toward the screen and shake my head.  “I bought it for only three thousand dollars, and I can see now why I got such a good price for it.  The previous owners sucked the life out of it by never updating their code or fixing a broken merchandise basket.  I’m surprised they were making any money out of it at all.”

“How much were they making?”

“As of last month, it brought in nearly a thousand dollars.”  I take a deep breath and add, “It needs to bring in at least five times that amount for me to make much off the site.  So, I have to figure something out to get sales going.”

“Sales?  Of what?”

“Well, that is the only genius point of the whole website.  The previous owners had set up an account with an offshore Chinese manufacturer for clocks and other household goods.  It’s not a bad deal, as a matter of fact.  The problem lies in their inability to leverage what they have.”  

“And that is where you come in.”  Adrianna turns my chair around and sits in my lap.  “You are so good at this.”

I nod my head.  “I am very good at this, huh?”  We both laugh as I squeeze on my wife, but I soon get the feeling that there is something wrong.  “You have something else you want to talk about, don’t you?”

“I guess I do,” she says quietly.  “It’s about the Pearson’s.”

“What about them?”

“Well, maybe more about Leo than Chelsey.”

“Alright.  What about him?”  I can see that my wife is bothered by whatever it is that she wants to tell me, but I can’t be expected to be of much help to her if she is not willing to tell me what is going on.

“He watches me,” she finally tells me as her blue eyes turn to look into mine.  “Whenever I go to their house, he keeps up with me in a way that is a little creepy.”

“Creepy?”  I chuckle.  “How is it creepy?  Does he say anything to you while you are over there?”

Adrianna shakes her head.  “Leo rarely says much besides hello or goodbye to me when I am at their house, but it’s just the way he hangs around while Chelsey and I are working on the plans for the Valentine’s Day block party.  He just sits there and listens.”

“Listens?”  I laugh again before commenting, “Isn’t that what most women want their husbands to do?  To take the time to listen?”

“But he isn’t a part of the planning, Dean.  Even Chelsey has told me that Leo is behaving a bit differently than he usually does.”

“Honey, what do you think he is doing other than just listening?  I mean, it’s his house as well as Chelsey’s, right?  He has every bit the same rights to be there as she does.”

Adrianna smiles sheepishly.  “Sure, he has that right, but he doesn’t have to sit so close to me, Dean.  No matter where I go in that house, he makes certain he is right beside me.”

“Oh.”  My wife gets off my lap and I stand up beside her.  “I’m sure he doesn’t mean anything by it, honey.  Leo is just a friendly guy, and he is probably just trying to be a part of what is going on in his own house.  I wouldn’t think much of it.”

“Dean,” Adrianna says as she looks up at me.  “He gets hard.”

“What?”  

“His pants.  It grows.”  My wife pats me on the johnson, and my eyes grow wide.  “I’ve seen him pitch a tent on at least three occasions.  It’s weird and I think maybe even a little rude.”

“Shit.”  I nod my head now that I am getting a better picture of what my wife is claiming.  “Are you absolutely sure you have seen a hardon through his pants?  He could just be very healthy there.”

“It was hard, Dean, and when I saw it the other day he noticed.  Leo smiled at me when I looked into his eyes.  The man is horny for me.”  This would not be the first time that another man has found my wife attractive, but this is the first time she has complained that someone had a hardon for her.  If true, this could change the whole dynamic between the four of us.  

“Should I go talk to him about it?” I ask as I try to decide whether Adrianna’s eyewitness account can be taken as one hundred percent accurate.

“No, that would just cause problems, and I really like Chelsey.  She doesn’t see him being around us as a problem.  As a matter of fact, I think she prefers that he be in the room with us.”

“I see.”  Taking a slow, deep breath, I tell my wife, “Then you have to make a decision.  Is this really a big deal and is it something that needs to be dealt with immediately?”

“It’s concerning,” she admits, “But I don’t want to just stop going over there.  I need this, Dean.”

“I know you do.”  Thinking for a moment, I ask her, “Did he say anything about his hardness?”

“No.”

“Then maybe you are wrong after all, Adrianna.  Maybe this is all just a big mistake and...”

“I just told you that I saw it hard through his pants, Dean.  What other evidence do I need to know that he has been getting an erection around me?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I reply, “It just doesn’t seem like a guy would be trying to show off his junk like that in front of his wife, that’s all.  Honestly, he’s a nice guy and in love with Chelsey.  I don’t think you were seeing what you think you were seeing.”

This sudden about-face in my support for her version of events causes Adrianna to become angry.  “So, I’m just making this shit up, is that what you are telling me?”

“Not really making it up, honey, but seeing things that are not really there.  Plus, he could get erections easily and maybe it’s something the just happens.  Have you thought about that?  He might not have been horny because of you, but he could have an issue with his penis.”

“Seriously?”  This comment appears to anger my wife even more as she shakes her head at me.  “Are you saying that I’m not attractive enough to cause a man to get a hardon, Dean?”

“Well, um, he’s married, sweetheart.  You can’t expect him to be instantaneously horny for another woman if he has a beautiful wife.”

“More beautiful than me?”  The question catches me off-guard and I wonder if it is the sort of question that a wife uses to entrap her husband in a lose-lose proposition.  If I tell her that the woman is beautiful, that could upset her, and Adrianna might assume that I lust for the other wife more than I lust for my own.  On the other hand, if I tell her that she is more beautiful than Chelsey, she might see my comment as pandering and an attempt to placate her emotional response to what she thinks she has seen.  There is no way to win.

“Adrianna, please, let’s not get into that sort of thing.  You know that you are the only woman for me, and I would do anything for you.  I have no feelings for another man’s wife.”

“Tell me the truth, Dean.  Do you find Chelsey attractive?  Does she make you horny?”  Again, it seems there is no really good way to answer her.  However, I feel like there is no other way to get out of facing the issue my wife has brought up.

“I don’t find her attractive,” I lie.  “You are by far more attractive than her, Adrianna.  

“You are a very poor liar,” she replies.  “Be honest, Dean, you would fuck Chelsey if you had the chance, wouldn’t you?”

“No, I wouldn’t.”  My heart races as I try to understand what I have done to get myself into such a bind with my wife.  “Honey, I don’t have any feelings for her, emotionally, sexually, or otherwise.”

Adrianna turns and walks to the window on the wall opposite my desk.  As she looks outside, she tells me, “I think Chelsey finds you attractive.”

“What?” I turn to look at her.  “I barely know her.  We all four went to have a meal after we met, and that has been all that I have had to do with the woman.”

“That’s all it apparently takes.”  Adrianna walks toward me and puts her hand on my cheek again.  “I can understand why she thinks you are so hot, Dean, but I need to know if you feel the same about her.  Do you think she is attractive?  Or, at least, is she pretty?”

Swallowing hard and realizing that there is no way out of this for me, I reply, “She is a pretty woman, Adrianna.  Not as pretty as you, but she is pretty, and I guess that I can see where I might find her mildly attractive.”  I then add, “But you are by far the woman I prefer, my love.  Not Chelsey Pearson.”

My wife pulls her hand away from my cheek as she smiles at me.  “That seems to be the truth.”  She turns and looks out the window again before admitting, “I like that he gets hard for me.”

“You what?!”  I feel goosebumps form on the back of my neck and shoulders.  “You like that he gets a hardon for you?  Adrianna, you just argued that seeing that was uncomfortable for you.  How is it that it can be uncomfortable, but you like it?”  

“I don’t know.  I guess sometimes the uncomfortable things are what can make a person feel more alive.”  Though I don’t much like the response she gives me, I can strangely understand it.  She is put off by the fact that Leo is showing off his attraction to her, and Adrianna is also happy that it is happening.  Another man finding her to be attractive probably strokes her ego in much the same way it does for a guy when a woman finds him attractive.  It means very little whether the person is married or not if they somehow comment on your sexual appeal in some way, even if that form of expression is physical and just behind a zipper.

“What are you saying, Adrianna?  Are you attracted to him?”

“Of course, I am,” she says after being quiet about this for the length of our conversation.  “I just don’t intend to let him, or his wife know.”  My wife turns and walks toward the door.

“You realize this scares me, right?” I say to her before she leaves my small office.

Adrianna turns and smiles slightly.  “It scares me too, sweetie.  Don’t worry, though.  Now that I have talked it out with you, I think I can handle it.”  I follow her into the living room and watch as she puts on her coat and gloves.  “If you need me, I will be over at Chelsey’s house.  I have my cell phone in my pocket.”

“But her husband,” I say with some confusion.  

“It will be fine.  I will be home in a couple of hours, Dean.  We can have dinner then.”  Adrianna opens the front door and leaves the house to make the short trek down the sidewalk to the Pearson’s home.  

“What the hell is going on?” I ask myself as I shake my head.  Taking a seat on a sofa near the door, I think about all that was said.  “Is he really getting hard?” I ask myself.  Of course, my mind tries to dismiss such a thought, but it continues to come back over and over again.  If Leo is getting some kind of sexual gratification because Adrianna is in his house, I don’t want her over there.  Still, there could be some misunderstanding of the matter that my wife has not come to realize yet.  Shaking my head, I lean back in the sofa and close my eyes.  I have a headache forming just now and trying to explain away every aspect of my wife’s story is just making things worse.  I need a little rest for now.  Adrianna and I can discuss this all later once she has gotten home from the Pearson’s house.
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