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A Case of Mistaken Virginity

 

By Connie Bailey

When Masey lets his best friend drag him to a wedding at a ranch in rural Florida, all he expects to find is horses. He's right about the horses, but a ride with cowboy Dale turns out to be a very nice surprise.

 

 


 

 

“PLE-E-E-EASE?” Mara batted her eyelashes at her best friend and wheedled shamelessly.

“You know I love you like a twin, but I hate big social occasions where I don’t know anybody.” Masey knew he’d give in, but he liked being coaxed as much as Mara liked being persuasive. “Plus, I don’t have a suit.”

Mara snorted. “You have a closetful, you clotheshorse.” She paused, seeing a new angle. “Of course, if you went to the wedding with me, you’d probably have to buy a new one. I’d be happy to help defray the cost.”

“Ugh, what happened to leaving office talk at the office, Missy Risk Management?”

“That’s Ms. Risqué Management to you.”

Masey smiled, and Mara had that fleeting wish again that he were straight. It passed quickly as always; she was very happy to have him as a best friend, free of the complications of physical attraction. He was just so gorgeous, though, and kind and patient with a great sense of humor. If he had been hetero, she’d probably have married him. However, the truth was that she just didn’t love him that way.

“You’d really help pay for a new suit if I went with you?”

Mara nodded. She was blowing a significant amount of money already to make a splash in her hometown, and arriving on the arm of an astonishingly handsome and sophisticated man was an integral element of the plan. Tall, green-eyed, flaxen-haired, impeccably turned-out Masey was perfect for the part. “Yes, I will… as long as it’s not too expensive.”

“We have some great prêt-a-porter suits on sale,” Masey began to show some enthusiasm. “With my employee discount, it shouldn’t be too astronomical.”

Mara took her elbows off the glass countertop and glanced around the haute couture men’s store. “So you’ll go?”

“Anything to stop your nagging,” he teased.

“Should I stay and help pick out the suit?”

Masey shuddered dramatically. “Just tell me what color dress you’re going to wear.”

“I have three finalists: mint green, tangerine, and one that’s a sort of silvery-gray.”

“Forget the gray one. With your auburn hair, I think green would be your best bet.”

“Green it is. I’d better get back to the office. Are you coming over tonight?”

“Can we leave it casual? I have a date, but I’d appreciate a place to bail out.”

“You know my door is always open, bro.” Mara touched his hand briefly as she said goodbye.

As she traversed the sidewalks of the big Northeastern seaboard city, she hoped Masey’s date went well. Her handsome friend had no trouble attracting prospects, but so far none of them were what he needed. Despite his party boy looks, Masey longed for a steady partner, someone to stay in with in the evenings, someone to trim the tree with at Christmas, someone who would always be there. The guys who were drawn to Masey wanted nothing more than the status of dating someone who looked like a movie star. As soon as they realized Masey wanted more than fun, they disappeared. Fate sure was contrary; Mara didn’t intend to settle down for years, so of course, every man she dated wanted to get serious. She was currently enjoying a boyfriend-free interlude marked by a lack of emotional stress, and she was starting to believe that she wasn’t meant to live in the same space with another human.

With a sigh Mara put aside those thoughts and went back to work. It was better to focus on problems she could actually do something about. After putting in an extra hour so that her work ethic wouldn’t make her feel guilty about taking a few days off, Mara went home. She called Bethann’s mom and gave her the name of the guest she’d be bringing. After that happy chore, she took out the mint green dress and decided that Masey was right, as he usually was when it came to matters of color and cut. He might not know the names of all the designers, but his employers kept him on for his innate gift of choosing flattering clothing.

At a quarter to eleven, Mara’s phone whistled the piercing notes of a bos’n pipe’s permission to board ship. “Hey, Mase. How’d it go?” she asked.

“He was all over me as soon as we got in the cab, M. Apparently he heard that I was hot to trot. He actually used those words.”

“I’m sorry, bro. You want to come over?”

“Is the couch reserved?”

“It has your name on it. Come on over. I have three kinds of ice cream, four frozen yogurts, and at least one berry sorbet.”

“Sold!”

Mara started to reply when her doorbell rang. “Is that you?”

Masey chuckled softly. “Am I taking you too much for granted?”

“Don’t be silly. You know where the spare key is.” Mara pulled on a pair of flannel pajama bottoms under her long-sleeved T-shirt and went to comfort her friend with frozen sweets.

 

 

“YEESH, how far out in the country is this place?” Masey gave up trying to find anything good on the rental car radio and sat back in the passenger seat.

“I told you I was a small town girl when you met me.”

“You didn’t mention Dogpatch.” 

“It’s Florida, not Appalachia.”

Masey looked out at the insanely flat landscape with not a building in sight. They’d landed in Orlando, which he’d heard of, but all he’d seen of the city was viewed at high speed from the interstate. They were on a turnpike now, and once through the gauntlet of tollbooths around the urban sprawl, the scenery was unrelieved green. Masey didn’t see anything to distinguish one stretch from another; it was like an endless scrolling loop of billboards, palm trees, and pine. “Does the landscape ever change?” 
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