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            THE DESTRUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Three diaries. Two women. One dangerously intimate obsession.

      I’m Captain Charlie Handcock, and my well-charted life of one-night stands nosedived last year when I found a stranger’s diary in my carry-on.

      Its explicit pages steered me to Sophia—the headmistress of an exclusive Parisian house of pleasure—and to her mercurial Spanish lover, Virginia.

      They’re searching for the right man to complete their FFM triangle, and I’m certain that man is me.

      The Destruction is Episode 6 of The Diary Obsession—a very high-heat, poly-romance serial told through three uncensored journals. Begin with Episode 1 (The Transition) for the full story.

      Buckle up for voyeuristic thrills, worldwide temptation, simmering intrigue, and a flawed pilot determined to guide this triangle to the smoothest landing of his life—if obsession doesn’t send them all into a tailspin first.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TLDR

          

        

      

    

    
      My ladies’ London reunion blew up in their faces.

      Virginia mixed business with pleasure—JuanMa scored solo sessions with my favorite painter, then somehow with Sophia too. Their backstage orgy crashed when Sophia panicked over STDs and Virginia caught JuanMa injecting himself.

      Sophia then issued an ultimatum: end things with JuanMa or it’s over. Torn between them, Virginia agreed… but only if Sophia came out to her mother.

      I’m itching to dive back into their diaries from a year ago, when they crossed the pond to America. If I recall correctly, Sophia’s mom is up in Vermont.

      Can’t wait to see how it all played out.
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            SOPHIA'S TRANSLATED DIARY
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            5:15 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      “Is everything okay, Ma’am?” the flight attendant asked me.

      That’s when I realized I’d been shaking my head, my eyes closed. I reopened them.

      My right fist clung to an empty wrapper. I had no recollection of eating anything, but my mouth indicated otherwise. A hint of vanilla and butter lingered on my tongue. Cookies?

      “Garbage?” the attendant asked, expanding her gloved hand toward me.

      I snapped out of my daze and released the plastic wrapper into her hand.

      She dumped my garbage into her trolley and continued up the aisle of the plane.

      I stared at my now trembling hand. My nails had dug red grooves into my palm and my fingers were sore.

      How long had I been squeezing that wrapper?

      I repeatedly made fists and expanded my digits until the blood returned to its regular flow.

      Blood...

      There went my mind again, worried sick about whatever disease I could have gotten from that damn musician.

      How had my weekend getaway turned into such a shit show? And why did Vee force me to come out to my mother?

      I was not looking forward to that. She was set in her Catholic ways. Most of her life had revolved around that identity, and she had—more than once—blurted insensitive comments about gays and lesbians. Older generation or not, she wasn’t fine with the whole LGBTQ movement, which she deemed unnatural and “fixable,” whatever that meant in her head.

      The next trip home would not be a pleasant one.

      My mind flashed back to how Renée had reacted in Paris, then I forced myself to think about something else. Anything else.

      At least Mom wasn’t a drama queen. Or I’d never seen her act that way if she was one. But just to be safe, I’d come out to her in the privacy of her home. If drama ensued, it would be behind closed doors. That lesson was the only thing I wanted to remember from my experience with Renée.

      But there was a silver lining to having to come out to Mom. It would force me to go visit her in person, and, by the same occasion, I could go to my regular OB-GYN back in New York and get tested for everything and anything while I was there.

      I knew what to expect from the US healthcare system. Getting a test for sexually transmitted diseases back home seemed like a better option than discovering how the French system worked while handling an embarrassing situation. I could figure out the French healthcare system later, with a less sensitive topic, like next time I needed to get a regular physical exam. Maybe a few months from now.

      Again, the consequences of potentially having been infected with some STD haunted me.

      That would be it for my job! No more sex with customers.

      Was there a clause in the contract I’d signed with Nicholas? The document had been so thick, there was no way for me to remember. But it was possible.

      Could I see myself only having sex with Vee? For the rest of my life?

      I mean… She made love to me like no other woman (or man) had ever done. She knew how to give me all the feels…

      But a lifetime was a long time.

      I loved vanilla cookies, but being forced to only have vanilla cookies for the rest of my life seemed… well, boring.

      I shook my head.

      Sex with Vee was anything but boring. That lingering flavor in my mouth was probably to blame for my unoriginal analogy.

      But after years together, we’d most definitely get in a rut. I didn’t want to become that couple. Not with her. Diversity—in cookie flavors and in bed—was amazing and something I wanted to keep.

      This new lifestyle, to which Alex had introduced me over a year ago, had opened my options. That had been irreversible. I could no longer turn a blind eye. I enjoyed variety and the luxury of choice. Of opportunities. Of instant gratification, especially when it was provided by great-looking (and well-hung) studs.

      And just like that, I’d revved myself up, I realized, as heat warmed my groin. I readjusted in my seat.

      Parts of me regretted having put an end to the JuanMa situation. The man was a gifted lover. Generous, skilled, gentle, and well endowed. And very easy on the eyes. My mind replayed a memory of him singing on stage in London, with the crowd cheering.

      But his rockstar lifestyle was too dangerous. Way too dangerous for our sexual health, and that was a deal-breaker.

      And an honest, detached assessment of my feelings made one thing clear: a part of me had always been jealous of Vee’s special bond with him. I wasn’t proud of it, but the big green monster was riding my heart like a foolish cowboy did a crazed bull.

      The ultimatum I’d given Vee—while most definitely over the top—was mostly to rein in my jealousy. And to protect my and Vee’s physical health.

      Breaking their sexual bond wasn’t ideal, but it was the only option that had come to mind.

      Even now, I couldn’t imagine another solution, past or future.

      Except for Grandcock.

      Maybe he’d take the bait. He could replace JuanMa. With all those rumors about him being skilled and very well-endowed… Again, my mental theater brought back a memory of him chatting with Alex the day I’d dropped off my diary. His voice, his manners, his eyes… Everything about him made me give in and want more.

      Was he that charismatic? Or was I simply horny right this instant?

      Again, I readjusted my seated position, feeling my panties dampen.

      But his reputation had labeled him as a one-night-stand kind of guy. It was irrational of me to expect him to be capable of more.

      Did he have it in him to be in a relationship?

      In a committed relationship?

      I wasn’t a guy, and I couldn’t pretend to understand the wiring of the male brain. Perhaps a threesome would be enough of a differentiator to make him interested in considering an actual relationship for the first time ever.

      Then again, I hadn’t met Vee until Spain, and that part was barely covered in the diary I dropped. Perhaps he wouldn’t realize a polyamorous relationship was at play.

      Or maybe my diary pages had bored him to death.

      Perhaps he hadn’t even read a single page and had dropped it in a lost-and-found box somewhere.

      No way for me to know.

      But it had been a few months since I’d dropped my diary and there was still no sign of him.

      My plan of having Grandcock replace JuanMa appeared improbable at this point, but could I find out if Grandcock was interested without giving away my identity?

      I pondered on the topic as the pilot announced we were beginning our descent. The British accent made it clear Grandcock wasn’t our pilot. That would have been too easy.

      How about Alex?

      She was a great friend, but I didn’t trust her with such a task. She’d bang him for sure.

      I wanted first dibs. And seconds. And thirds.

      I couldn’t think of any solution.

      Maybe Grandcock just tossed the diary away without reading it. Or maybe he read it, had a few wanks and then ignored it.

      Only time would tell.

      I checked my watch. Mr. Jean-Michel would pick me up shortly. There was so much I had to get sorted. Thankfully, the time difference worked in my favor, and I’d have no issues calling my mom.

      But that was assuming that I could gather enough mental and emotional strength to take care of that call today.

      I didn’t feel like it at all.

      While the call was only to warn her of my upcoming visit, my mind kept skipping forward to the visit itself. My religious mother would have a fit. Or a heart attack. I was getting old and so was she.

      Who was to say her heart could withstand such a shock? Oh, God! Could I live with the guilt if I gave her a heart attack?

      As the plane tilted on its final turn before landing, I cradled my head in my palms.

      The woman sitting next to me probably thought I was crazy. I wasn’t so sure I was one hundred percent sane either.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            6:10 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      Mr. Jean-Michel picked me up as expected.

      I appreciated his silence as he drove us back to the maison close. With the calendar pulled up on my phone, I reviewed my upcoming meetings and events. Nothing required immediate attention on my part. Everything could be postponed and rescheduled without any problem.   At least there was that.

      The month was coming to an end, which meant that another generous payment would be deposited in my account, making this unexpected trip to the US—and my planned medical tests—something I could afford without worries.

      Financial worries, that was.

      There was plenty else for me to stress out about.

      While Jean-Michel managed the Parisian traffic, I used my phone to browse non-fiction books about coming out.

      After the Renée incident, I could use all the help and experience of those who had come before me. Anything that would make the moment go a little more smoothly—and avoid heart attacks—with my mom would be appreciated. She was pretty much the only family I had left, so I couldn’t afford to lose her the way I’d lost Renée. In hindsight, she hadn’t been a huge loss anyway. My ego had suffered the biggest hit. Public embarrassment had been the major injury there.

      My phone beeped with a message from Vee.

      
        
        Are you back in Paris now?

      

      

      Her words brought up conflicting emotions. I loved her. I missed her. But I was still mad at her.

      I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply, begging for my emotions to reach a consensus. Water began pooling in my eyes and my hand flew to cover my mouth as I struggled to repress a tsunami of sadness. I didn’t want Jean-Michel to witness how messed up I was right now.

      Through focused breathing and intense concentration, I managed to swallow my urge to let it all out.

      I finally opened my eyes and began typing.

      
        
        I am.

      

        

      
        Listen, I’ve been thinking.

      

        

      
        I need time to prepare for my mom.

      

        

      
        I’ll be turning off my phone and ignoring messages.

      

        

      
        I just need time and mental space to figure things out.

      

        

      
        I hope you understand.

      

        

      
        I love you.

      

        

      
        I’ll be in touch soon.

      

      

      I forced myself to hit send without proofreading. If she got upset by my tone—or whatever—then perhaps I’d get out of this whole ordeal.

      My phone beeped a few seconds later.

      
        
        I understand.

      

        

      
        I love you.

      

        

      
        I’ll be here when you’re ready.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            7:45 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      By the time Mr. Jean-Michel pulled up to the front door, I had bought and downloaded five self-help books and a couple of erotica audiobooks that looked too enticing to pass. Rare regular harems with gorgeous women and alpha billionaires. None of that reverse harem or shifter stuff for me, thank you. One regular man was enough trouble. Who needed two of them or extra animal instincts?

      As was customary, Mr. Jean-Michel walked around the car to open my door.

      My sandals hit the gravel, and the butler, Mr. Richard, greeted me from his post by the front door. “Good evening, Ms. Sophia.” He had on his work uniform: a tuxedo and a black mask.

      I checked my watch again. “Are there any clients on the premises?” I asked him,   reaching into my purse to pull out my mask.

      How could I forget?

      “Not yet. Just employees in the salon right now.”

      “Thank goodness for that,” I said.

      “I trust you had a good time in London?”

      “Let’s just say I’m glad to be back.” I feigned the largest smile I could muster. “I’ll just hurry through and hide in my room. If you need me for anything in the coming days, you’ll know where to find me.”

      “Very well, Ms. Sophia. As always, I’m here for you if you need anything.”

      “I appreciate it. Thank you.”

      I hurried up the main staircase and through the salon, but I stopped and backtracked after passing the bar.

      I asked the bartender for two bottles of wine, crammed them in my large purse, and resumed my rushed trek toward my bedroom.

      Nothing like fermented grapes to drown my worries away. I had lots of dry reading to do, and wine would make the whole thing a lot more bearable.

      That and a relaxing bath in the company of one of those billionaires and his gorgeous harem, I thought as I unlocked my bedroom door.
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      After adjusting the water temperature, I plugged the drain, and the clawfoot tub started filling up while I stripped away my clothing. Those clothes would go straight to the dry cleaners, so I left them lumped on the cool, tiled floor.

      In my birthday suit, I walked over to the bathroom counter. On a daily basis, maids replenished the decadent aromatherapy products that the maison close provided to all its members. I discovered a while back that Gabriella had hired a perfume maker and that each client got their pick from a selection of aromas, including some masculine scented products and the vanilla-scented relaxation line that Gabriella had elected for herself. Its scent was delightful, so I hadn’t seen a point in changing it.

      Behind the rows of custom-made products that included bath bombs, decorative soaps, candles, and bottles of shampoo, conditioner, and lotion, my reflection in the tall mirror surprised me. I didn’t recognize myself. Perhaps it was the lavish decor of this humongous bathroom with gold accents, or maybe it was that my hair was still pulled up and my features were tired. I looked like I’d aged five years.

      Pulling the pins out of my hair, I let my brown waves cascade down past my shoulders. Some of it landed above my bare breasts. I reached and fondled myself, mesmerized by my reflection. The crisp air in the room made my nipples hard and rippled my skin with goose bumps. It was time to engulf myself in warm, vanilla-scented bubbles.

      I grabbed the bubble gel and brought it to the tub. A capful of the decadent product was plenty for the water to turn into an invitingly thick layer of foam. An alluring aroma began filling the expansive room.

      After folding a towel for my neck and leaving it at the top of the tub’s inclined back, I brought my phone to the nearby rack so I could later reach out and listen to one of my newly purchased steamy stories.

      That’s when I remembered Vee’s special egg-shaped gift. It was waterproof.

      I walked back to my bedroom and retrieved the small device from my nightstand. It hadn’t been used in a while, but pressing the power button proved there was enough charge left in it to purr in my hand.

      Smiling, I returned to the bathroom, which now felt warmer and more welcoming than the bedroom.

      My right foot hesitantly pierced the foam to check the water temperature. Having passed the test, I stepped into it with both feet, my precious device in hand. After slowly lowering my body, I sat and rested my neck against the towel.

      Clawfoot tubs were so much nicer than modern tubs. As the level kept rising, the foam repositioned itself around the lower curvatures of my breasts, which were still mostly exposed. The cooler air of the room kept my nipples looking like firm raspberries.

      Against the white foam that continued to go up, my own body was turning me on. Or perhaps it was that I imagined Vee instead of myself, her small breasts poking out of the foam as well. Or maybe she would just sit next to the tub and let her hands wander around the warm water, caressing my body.

      After stretching one of my legs to turn off the taps, I repositioned myself comfortably, enjoying the silence that followed the sound of the previously loud running water.

      I closed my eyes, inhaled the vanilla aroma, and began to hear tiny bubbles pop all around my ears. I imagined my digits were Vee’s, grabbing one of my breasts and kneading it like only she knew how, with the perfect balance of eagerness and kindness. I let my other hand drop to my abdomen.

      Pressing the power button on my device, I began tracing imaginary curves that roamed all over my stomach, at times teasingly dropping to my lips. Vee was the queen of foreplay, and I let her device tease me for a few minutes before my body begged me to leave it where it mattered most.

      I traded positions, letting my left hand attend to my other breast while my right hand brought the egg to my clit. I circled it while never hitting it directly, continually increasing the pressure with which the purring device caressed my most sensitive body part.

      My toes began curling as I repeatedly moved the egg around my aroused clit. Moans echoed in the large room as my back arched away from the incline of the tub. It took me a second to realize I was the one making those noises.

      Pressing the egg against the palm of my hand, I let its vibration make direct contact as I dipped two digits into my opening. Convulsing uncontrollably, my body squeezed my fingers as a powerful orgasm rocked my core. My groans grew louder, and I let my mind go blank as my body delighted in complete and utter relaxation.

      Once my tremors stopped and my heartbeat returned to normal, I turned off my device and dropped it on the side table. Such a tiny device, yet so powerful.

      I reached for my phone and selected the first audiobook. Skipping past the credits, I started the first chapter, then put the device down on the table so my arms and shoulders could sink and be immersed in the warm water.

      The narrator had a warm, sexy voice with an Irish accent. I didn’t know what the story would be about, but his voice enticed fantasies. I closed my eyes once more and let him transport me away from my worries.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MISSING PAGES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        [Missing Pages]

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            9:00 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      I should explain the missing pages in this diary, in the event I return to re-read my thoughts one day.

      A lot of painful introspection took place over the past week. Thanks to the delicious meals that were delivered right to my bedroom door and my current communication break from Vee, there had been no need for me to interact with the outside world.

      That self-imposed alone time allowed me to do some heavy-duty soul searching and inner work. I forced myself to answer the questions from my newly purchased self-help books. The answers I wrote—no doubt the handy work of my subconscious—were plain hurtful.

      For days on end, my mind and heart dove deep into the darkest recesses of my psyche. I let out so much negativity and pain. I cried and cried. My tears lulled me to sleep too many nights in a row.

      I deserved better than all those names I called myself. The worst part was that they seemed true as I scribbled them down.

      That’s why I ripped those pages out and burned them. They didn’t deserve a second chance at existing in this world, and I most definitely didn’t want to re-encounter my destructive remarks.

      The self-help books told me that the first and hardest step in bettering myself was acknowledging the existence of my false beliefs. That process had been frightening and depressing on its own. I sure hoped that by acknowledging them, I’d exorcised them from my mind.

      Alcohol acted as my mind’s protective veil, allowing me to ignore certain things. Perhaps I had to stop that behavior, but I didn’t see an urgent need for that now. Considering the activities taking place at the maison close at night and their accompanying noises, a little of that numbing effect was beneficial. Especially with my health worries and looming coming out to my mother.

      My journaling had helped me see potential solutions, like renting an apartment off the premises, but I wasn’t quite ready for that. Or perhaps I’d grown addicted to the luscious bath products and the convenience of room service with unlimited booze.

      Life was meant to be enjoyed, was it not?

      I couldn’t just strip away all the pleasures I’d learned to enjoy over the past few months while living at the maison close. Especially when I could lose all these precious perks (and the solid income) that came from my inherited illicit business.

      That was the stark reality of owning an illegitimate business.

      So, alcohol remained at the top of my coping mechanisms. At least for now.

      The erotica audiobooks I’d gotten had only distracted me for so long. They’d lost their appeal once I discovered how the author portrayed his polyamorous relationships. Sure, polyamory wasn’t always the same, but his portrayal had nothing to do with my own experiences with it. In his fictional world, the participants didn’t have any desire to be together for real. Perhaps the author was a man fantasizing about being a powerful billionaire who could have his way with multiple women, one right after the other, or all together at times.

      There was nothing wrong with fantasizing; I was a big fan of it.

      My disappointment with the story stemmed from the fact that it hadn’t included the parts I wanted to read about.

      How did the women make it work? How did they deal with the jealousy, love, and unavoidably uneven attention and affection between parties? From my (limited) experience tackling such a relationship with Vee and JuanMa, I couldn’t think of a way to be consistent in how we each displayed affection. I was hoping the books would enlighten me a little.

      The author had been right about one thing though: The power struggle was real. In my case, it wasn’t the powerful billionaire—or handsome musician—who held the strings and controlled the outcome. The multiple women did. And sharing that power with Vee while juggling our love for each other without getting possessive was perhaps a little too hard at times.

      At least, it felt incredibly hard for me.

      My Vee… She was a powerhouse. Sexy, talented, smart, gorgeous from head to toe. And she’d agreed to let go of JuanMa for me.

      She loved me enough to give him up. Forever. A man she’d loved and with whom she’d been in an on-and-off relationship for years.

      It couldn’t have been a straightforward decision for her. I’d seen—and felt—the chemistry between them. Between us all, to be honest.

      And I’d forced her to give him up, out of my insecurities, out of fear for my own health and hers, and mostly out of jealousy.

      I had to live with the repercussions of my ultimatum. I also had to make it worth her while. For her. For us. For me. I had to improve my self-love and self-respect to become a better version of myself.

      So yes, those ripped pages were removed for a very valid reason. But the looming coming out with my mom should help Vee understand how much she means to me.

      Being honest about who I really was with myself and with my immediate family would be a major step toward improving my self-esteem and self-love.

      Yes, Virginia loved me. And Mom did as well (unconditionally, she’d said, which would be confirmed or disproven soon).

      But if my past and multiple failed relationships had taught me anything, it was that feelings came and went. People grew apart. Tastes and desires changed. People fell out of love.

      Self-love was different. It was the one precious gift I could give myself. It was the only kind of love that I controlled, and I had to get better at it.

      Perhaps my growing up Catholic had imbued me with too much fear about being self-centered and in love with my own self. Sure, humility was a fantastic thing, but there was quite the difference between narcissism and healthy self-love. Humility and self-love could co-exist, and they had to learn to co-exist in my mind if I wanted to get my self-esteem out of the gutter.

      Those self-help books had been super clear: I had to take care of myself if I wanted to care for others later.

      My previous career had taught me that repeatedly: Putting on your own mask first was not just true on planes. It was a fact of life. To stand a chance at happiness, I had to take care of myself. I had to learn to love and respect myself first.

      And being honest about who I was, and disclosing that to my mom, was a great step forward, no matter what would come of it.

      A few clarities came out of my journaling that weren’t hurtful. Quite the opposite. So, I summarized the notes I made in the pages I ripped out of this diary after going through the worst-case scenario in my mind:

      
        
          	
        Leading an honest and open life would enhance my quality of life, even if my mom rejected me.
      

      	
        Thankfully, I didn’t rely on her for financial support, so my financial and basic needs would continue to be met, even if she rejected me.
      

      	
        If she kicked me out of her house during my visit, there was a hotel I could go to. I wouldn’t be out in the cold.
      

      	
        Who cared if I became the talk of the town? I didn’t live there anymore. It would eventually blow over.
      

      	
        If my mom told me I’d burn in hell, I would ignore it. While religion had instilled in me good values, its guilt and fears could certainly be skipped. I didn’t believe in Hell. I was not interested in being controlled—mentally, emotionally, or physically—by whatever rules the Bible dictated. Times had changed since its original translation. If Mom found solace in those texts, then fantastic for her. But I wouldn’t let her religious beliefs ruin my life. No religion would make me change the way I was wired and who I loved and was attracted to.
      

      	
        So many people had come out to their friends and families already. I wasn’t any different. I could do it. Sure, it would be unpleasant, uncomfortable, most probably painful, but it wouldn’t kill me. Thankfully, I was lucky enough to have been born in a time and place where my sexual orientation wouldn’t get me killed. So many people—even today—weren’t able to say the same, and that was a shame.
      

      	
        Fingers crossed my upcoming visit wouldn’t give my mom a heart attack.
      

      

      

      That last one was the only real risk worth worrying about.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            9:30 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      Rereading the list of things that could go wrong, I realized my upcoming confrontation wasn’t all that bad.

      None of those things would kill me, and I would make sure the news was delivered as easily as possible. Plus, Vee was so likable. Mom would just have to like her as well.

      At least, I thought so.

      Since I would be flying across the ocean, it made sense to coordinate a visit with Alex as well while in NYC.

      I picked up my phone and texted her.

      
        
        Hey! Where are you these days?

      

        

      
        Want to meet up in NYC soon?

      

      

      I topped up my glass of wine as I waited to hear back. It could take hours, I realized, assuming she was flying somewhere right now.

      Next on my list was getting an appointment with my OB-GYN. It was evening for me, so the time difference worked in my favor. They’d still be open.

      I called the receptionist to enquire about available appointments in the coming month.   I booked their only available slot two weeks from now.

      As for accommodations, that would have to wait. There would be hotel rooms for sure, but maybe Alex could let me stay at her place. While the new job paid me plenty, the thought of wasting money on an expensive hotel room seemed silly, especially when I could also enjoy hanging out with my friend. We had so much to catch up on. And if staying at Alex’s didn’t pan out, I had other friends I could reach out to as well: Kate, Daphne, Corinne⁠—

      My phone beeped with a reply from Alex.

      
        
        Hey stranger!

      

        

      
        Good to hear from you.

      

        

      
        Currently in California, enjoying a late morning in bed.

      

      

      My thumb flew over the screen as I replied.

      
        
        Will you be in NYC around the 12th?

      

      

      A few seconds elapsed before the three dots appeared.

      
        
        No. Australia.

      

        

      
        A hot surfer invited me over.

      

      

      Oh well…

      I had to keep that precious OB-GYN slot. But maybe this wasn’t all bad, I realized, mentally changing my plans before typing my reply.

      
        
        Any chance I could stay at your place for a few days while you’re away?

      

      

      
        
        Of course!

      

        

      
        What dates?

      

      

      Tough question. I hadn’t booked my flights, and neither had I checked with Vee and my mom.

      
        
        Don’t know yet.

      

        

      
        Maybe 10-14?

      

      

      
        
        If you make it until at least the 15, then we could see each other.

      

      

      
        
        Awesome.

      

        

      
        Let me check a few things and get back to you.

      

      

      
        
        I’m off until the 17, so we could hang out longer as well.

      

      

      
        
        Great.

        I’ll keep you posted.

      

      

      
        
        Man candy woke up with a massive hard-on.

      

        

      
        Gotta go.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4:30 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      The past couple of weeks were a blur. My stress levels had reached a crazy plateau, but the upcoming days would force them to end. Whether they culminated in a fiery inferno or fizzled out into nothingness was yet to be determined.

      Thankfully, things were back to normal between Vee and I.

      When I called her to discuss dates and firm up plans, she didn’t seem upset at how long I’d stayed out of touch. That said, I wasn’t entirely convinced she was totally fine.

      I still felt awfully guilty for the horrible ultimatum I’d given her. Many women held grudges, only to let them re-surface at the worst of times. I had no idea how or why, but I’d been guilty of it once or twice in my life, and I’d been on the receiving end a few times as well.

      Was Vee like that?

      Was she silently holding a grudge?

      I couldn’t wait to see her in a couple of days and find out.

      But that wasn’t my main reason, of course. I couldn’t wait to touch her, to hold her in my arms, to make love to her, but my mind also wanted to be reassured. I needed to know she wasn’t upset with me.

      Soon enough.

      Nothing could be done about it right this minute. All I could do was wait for the world’s slowest elevator to reach Alex’s floor.

      Nothing but wait and think.

      No cellphone reception in the small metal box. No other person to talk to. Just me and my worries.

      Finally, the elevator beeped, and the door opened. I stepped out and headed toward the corner that Alex had described. Feeling along the hidden side of a long pipe that ran vertically along the wall, I found Alex’s spare key in the exact spot she’d said, taped to the warm, painted metal.

      After returning to her door, I let myself into her tiny space and wheeled my carry-on behind me through the narrow entranceway.

      In the kitchen, she’d left me a handwritten note on the table, along with a Ziploc bag that contained a neatly rolled joint. The note read:

      
        
        Soph,

        Left a couple of beers in the fridge for you, but no perishables.

        You know where the market is.

        Make yourself at home.

        Mi casa es su casa.

        Looking forward to catching up.

        Alex xx

      

      

      While the transatlantic flight had left me tired, I wasn’t too tired to enjoy one of those beers. It was calling my name.

      I opened up the Ziploc bag and had a good whiff of the earthy aroma. I considered it for a second, but my OB-GYN appointment was early the next morning, so I didn’t want to risk sleeping in and missing it. With jet-lag already affecting my mind, adding weed seemed over the top and a waste of good herbs. I could save it as a celebration
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