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Good relationships are balances of personal desire and passion as well as good sense, mutual decisions and dealing with happenstance. In every relationship, if it lasts long enough, there comes a perfect storm of opportunity, luck and maybe even some contrivance of the universes (if you believe in that sort of thing) which stretch that relationship to its breaking point or maybe it's just to show the couple what they are capable of together. All of that is totally dependent on the couple's point of view and connection to one another. That, and that alone defines how it all comes out in the end.

Though, at times, it seems a relationship can become one sided, seemingly benefiting one partner more than the other or becoming rougher or tougher against one partner more so than the other, if that relationship is truly a good one, deep and everlasting, the two will recognize that what happens to one, in some way happens to them both. At some level, the really good relationships absorb each other's sensitivities. They feel all that is going on around them in a somewhat equally distributed measure. She feels his side of things and he feels hers. Through all that is going on around their lives and in them, they choose to move forward, whatever their definition of forward is. They choose. They react and plan to do what they do with some purpose other than letting life happen to them. They make conscious decisions and place value on reviewed outcomes.

This story that you have in your hands is such a story. Two people, deeply in love and maybe just a tinge too comfortable with the personal and societal bonds they take for granted, must navigate some very new waters for both of them. When circumstances evolve to thrust them into places they've never gone before, they have to figure things out on the run. Each must struggle with their own internal thoughts and desires separately of the other's input. They both depend intuitively on what they already have built into their relationship. Both must find a way to save who they are as a couple despite the forces conspiring to tear them apart. The result is that they both discover their distinct individuality within who they are together. Going into this situation proposed in our story, neither knows all they need to survive this event in their lives. They've never even imagined being in this new place. But, both choose to hold onto that one thing they have always felt they had, their mutual love and trust for one another. It is in their separate desires where they discover their ability to see each other fresh and new. In this new place they learn a new appreciation for one another's uniqueness as well as how to enjoy each other's individuality in ways they never imagined before.

It's easy to fall in love, harder yet to actually BE in love and even more so to stay that way. This world seems to deal largely in factors that drive away any hope of loyalty to one's love or strength within the marriage bond. When two people come together to share life and all its joys and pitfalls, they need something stronger than both of them separately. True love is that bond that both binds whatever is inside them and then strengthens them with the shared knowledge they are no longer alone in this struggle called life. Not enough people ever realize this.

The eternal decision for all couples is to understand just how committed they are going to be and to paint that picture of their mutual commitment together. If both sides are all-in, as some might term it, then the question becomes, how far will they go to hold onto what they have? Or maybe, for the sake of creating easy answers, at what point would they throw in the towel? Few couples ever think about that possibility until they are actually ready to throw in the towel. Perhaps there is some knowledge to be gained from that statistic. When push comes to shove, will we choose one another's pleasure or our own comforts? How do we love? Do we love with a purpose?

Love is a tenuous thing with many couples. There one day and gone the next. Flitting away, unseen, unheard and unchecked like something neither of them actually had control over. While we seek to gather divorce statistics, few, if any, delve into the reasons or evaluate the thinking of those seeking to separate. We too easily accept numerous surface answers, but seldom dig deeper. Face it, divorce is a tumultuous time and neither party is agreeable to deep, intimate investigation of their accountability on that score. What keeps some couples together while others fall apart? Who considers this?

It's very hard to gather usable data where injured parties are concerned. Often, neither would be able to give a satisfactory answer anyway. Who, in the midst of their distress, actually understands all they are sensing and feeling? And later, after much thought and consideration, their answers would be fraught with the opinions of all the relationship gurus; professional, private and personal individuals whose opinions they encounter in their healing journey. We are NEVER just one person as we suppose.

Too often, in negative circumstances, the question is, What happened? as though some outside force intruded and stole away something they once held precious. Rather, if we're honest with ourselves, the question should be, Where did I turn the wrong way? Or How come I did not prepare myself better for that eventuality? The canceling or denying of love's endeavors never just happens.

Love does not move of itself. It is not a separate thing, standing all on its own somewhere, a grand prize to be won by those that seek it. Rather love is the force that moves men's and women's hearts. It emanates from inside us and can be stronger than all the world's influences. To many who partake of deep introspection after the fact, they are too often surprised to discover that Love remains stationary throughout the relationship. It is neither malleable, pliable or portable in any sense of our relationship goals. It is who we are, nothing less.

As with much of our lives, it is us who move around our love, circling it like vultures waiting for it to die at times, hoping to dine on its delicacies in our heart of hearts. A rude, maybe crude picture, of how we are tantalized by our own drama. At other times we approach our own love like starving predators, moving in for the kill, attempting to own it, control it and dominate it over all obstacles. Truly, when all has been discovered and turned over and over in our minds, love is not the problem in our relationships. We all love and we love hard. We're just not good at sharing it. There lies the issue.

This story grew out of a study of people. It is fun and extremely sexy, highly erotic at times in both content and plot. It is fully intended to be so. Love does not preclude a couple from exercising their sexy side, but rather accentuates it and drives them to greater and greater limits in possessing all that their mutual partnership has to offer. Sometimes, the things that stretch us derive from circumstances beyond our control. Other times, our own preferences for dancing on the edge of the sword or flirting too close to the fire, push us over edges we may not totally understand. After all, no man or woman knows what's on the other side of the mountain until after they have climbed it and viewed the surrounding territory from the top. Based on our personal likes and dislikes, our comfort zones, we may like what we see or maybe not. THAT is the nature of life. But we will never know if we do not climb.

I could write a whole book, volumes possibly, on the bored people in the world. But, who would rad that? Hence, a little more excitement to add to our ho-hum day.

Could this Not-Climbing-the-Mountain character so many couples employ be the cause for so much tension in our marriages today? Could it be we have allowed a sense of confinement by societal pressures stop us from climbing that next hill and looking into that next valley? Are we scared of what we might see, what we might experience? Is that who we become when we marry? Chickens?

Tell 'em they can't have it and that's all they want, goes a popular advertising ploy. Is that what we've done to our institution of marriage? Created a holding pen where we all start to feel that outside there, somewhere, lies our true destiny? Somewhere away from the sanctity and values of our commitment? So, we sit still, so as not to rock the boat and MAINTAIN the relationship, only to become bored, dissatisfied and eventually, unfulfilled.

One thing is sure. As we stand gazing at the world from the top of the hills and mountains we climb, the only way any of us can partake of that which we see on the other side is to travel downward to those lower places. Some climbers prefer to remain voyeurs from the top, but some fully intend to live life to its fullest, come what may. From the top, we fantasize and dream of someday. Sometimes those fantasies become the impetus for our dissatisfaction with life. Don't let them.

It is in these lower places on the other side of the mountain we reach out to discover the mysteries of our character and uncover the true constitution of our abilities. How we respond to ourselves and to our partner in those times of self and mutual discovery tells a lot about us and reveals a lot about our relationships in general. A relationship must be nurtured and allowed to grow. It cannot be boxed up and kept in a warm, quiet place. I needs stimulation to thrive. The question is, do we dare explore these things beyond our side of the mountain? And, just as important, will we do so individually or will we take our life partner along?

When we add our personal desires toward our partners, the outside elements of peer pressure, our own personal sense of how the rest of society views us, we have the makings for a story that almost tells itself in almost any relationship dynamic we choose. All we have to do is adjust the circumstances for effect. With that knowledge, I bid you, enjoy this story and go ahead and allow yourself that most unique of all opportunities most readers seek. Drift inside and revel in the atmosphere.

I will acknowledge that the majority of folks might find that to be extremely difficult, no matter how imaginative their fantasies are. But, try. Be part of the story. Do not see it from the outside and nod your head in understanding or shake it violently in rejection. Climb that hill with our couple. Ask yourself, what role will I assume? Who would you be in YOUR story? Could you stay the same? Can you imagine who your partner would be? How would you come out the other side, yourself? Your partner? That is the true depth of a good story. How deep does it pull us down into its waters? What does it change about how we think? Who is it we truly want to be when we're really being ourselves? Are we mountain climbers. Or do we sit back in our easy chair, turn on the boob tube and watch another mind numbing array of nonsensical entertainment, instead of desiring to LIVE the life we've been given?

All decisions are yours. Always have been. You and your partner can share life together or fight it separately and alone. The people in our story here choose to fight for who they are and what they mean to each other together. Consequently, and I think importantly, it's a decision they made before the battle came to them. That's an important distinction. While it's true, this battlefield might be the strangest one in relationship history, nevertheless, it is a fight for their relationship they face. For their identities as individuals and as a couple. That they choose to face it together is a tribute to the strength of their relationship. It is an epic depiction of love in general and human desires set aflame as well as a waltz among specific passions with some good, plain, old sexy fun thrown in for atmosphere.

Don't fret about this story's direction. Unlike so much of the drama people seem to enjoy on their TV sets, real drama often plays out in the most innocent of circumstances and in ways most never even notice. That look a couple gives one another at a party. The glance of a woman toward a man she is not with across the room. The touch of two hands reaching for the same thing at that party. A shared moment of vulnerability between two people, each assessing what just happened. Both reveling in it for themselves as well as each other. Drama is merely personal connections being played out for others to see. Stop living for the drama and get yourself up over the mountain for the real life.

The real story in anyone's life is found in their responses to the connection possibilities they encounter. That's the way life has always been. No one minds the thoughts we keep to ourselves. None of us have a head full of drama. It's also true that what's in our head is seldom shared. Fantasies and dreams are funny that way. Bubbling and percolating just below the surface or behind some smile or knowing glance. The real drama develops from the actions we decide to take in response to that which we are thinking. What things truly interests us enough to make us step into something different? The question is, will we step off alone or do we go together as a couple? Where does our strength lie? Some of us would be surprised at the answer to that question.

Our actions are the thoughts others can see. How others respond is where the true drama of life reaches its pinnacle. (Not that fake kind. Fake drama creates fake results and responses. ALWAYS.)

The give and take of our relationships depends upon how we answer the important questions. How do we want to respond as US? The more mixed up the stimuli coming in is, the greater the dynamic we must observe and compute in our response. Simply put, it's an interesting enough proposition to meld two lives in the first place. As a couple we deal with much, encounter much and decide much together. But, it can become even more interesting when that couple's intimate relationship is fringed by multiple opportunities to build additional relationships outside of the one the couple shares. His friends. Her friends. Their together friends. The variables are endless. Each one is another block in the wall that is their mutual strength. Each one is a potential hole in that same wall. That's what makes this story such a balancing act and a true dependence on the love the couple claims they had from the beginning.

Drama is not always publicly dramatic. More often than not, it is quiet, unassuming and most definitely of more importance to the two experiencing it than the rest of the world around them. (Just an aside; so is the fake kind.) Hundreds of mini dramas play out around us every day, but we're never invited inside them. They are personal and private in many ways. This is your invitation to come inside this one and observe. You're asked to revel in and become part of this couple's drama. Cheer them on across the finish line.

Let it be stipulated, herein is the essence of deep love. It is drama shared between two who have shut the world away from all they mean to one another, even while living directly in front of everyone. Is that not the final test of all true relationships, how they fare when something slides between them? How will they react? Will their response bring them closer or push them apart?

There is no control in life if we just lock one another away in a safe place, seemingly protected from all outside forces. To be honest, that's imprisonment. While we might count that kind of control as effective for the outcome of our goal, it is not true relationship nor is it practical as a relationship stimulator. What happens when one side or the other tastes of freedom? We can never be sure of their response, because we've never tested it except where we forced the result.

Control exists only in the mind. True PEACE of mind exist in knowing – KNOWING – what will happen when outside forces apply their pressures. Then and only then can either partner claim, “I know how it will turn out and I trust the results that will ensue. I'm good with US.”

With such risk, only then can a relationship believe in itself. Most couples avoid all risk. Evidence, I feel, that too many sense that their relationships are tenuous things. The kind of knowledge gained by running the obstacles can only come of two agreeing to testing their own boundaries and climbing their own mountains to look down into those unknown valleys. TOGETHER.

This is that kind of story. The mountain might be an unusual one. The valley they look over into from the top of the mountain might not be anything like your life. Is that not the nature of entertainment?

Outsiders cannot read the signs between the couple as they navigate their mutual world of emotion and physical strain. Their together language developed inside their relationship, the very looks and signals they communicate with, is exclusive to the couple. Hence, their drama is all their own. Only their most intimate friends will notice anything. The point is, there is nothing deeper than the well of true love between two people who have fully committed to one another and determined between themselves that nothing will ever separate them. They've made their choice before the test ever started. They've determined that whatever else occurs, they are coming out the other end together. THAT, my friend, is what marriage, the perfect union of two souls, is all about.

Enjoy this story. It is meant to be enjoyed. I enjoyed writing it for you. Climb that hill or mountain before you. You'll find answers on the other side. I promise.
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Most nights Nicole Welmont felt her age. At least she told herself that was what it was. Her impressions of her body had changed since high school and then again since college. Lately, she had been feeling more changes again. Like each time in the past, she felt she was losing something of her youthfulness in the transition and gaining far too much weight in the balance. Though she had barely gained twenty pounds since high school, she felt like every pound had settled in the exact wrong places. That it had happened despite her diligence to all the proper factors only made getting older seem all the more inevitable. More inescapable. And that meant she was not in control.

Probably more than any other factor, being out of control of something that deeply concerned herself, was unacceptable. There were some things, government interdiction, wars, terrorism even, that she had no control over. Those were acceptable. A woman ought to have perfect control over what happens to her body as she ages. That only seemed fair. Her sighs in the darkness admitted that life was not fair.

The early heat wave of the coming Memorial Day weekend added to everyone's consternation about how things change just like the seasons. Nicole was no different. This time around, however, the changing of the seasons had her thinking more about her own season's changing. It was a recurring theme in her pattern of thought, not one she would have welcomed ordinarily. She was trying to force the sighs to mean she had accepted the inevitable march of time. She hadn't. She couldn't. She would have had to be someone else to do that. Nicole Welmont did not give up that easy. Not to anyone.

Most nights as she drifted off to sleep, she would remember the good ol' days, as she jokingly referred to them in her mind. Days when she felt more youth than adult. In the darkness of her bedroom, safely snuggled beneath the covers in her bed, she would sometimes sigh over the advancing years and its effects on her entire life, especially her body, which had always been her flag of identification. But tonight was not one of those nights. Despite her consternation at this lack of control she seemed ot have on her own life, tonight's sigh came with a whole other message for the universe from her.

This sigh chose the upside of her life. It spoke of the accomplishment of dreams and the joy of being present as well as the hope for the future all rolled into one powerful gust of internal air escaping into the room from her lungs. Like her, it was warm and full of life, her life. Life lived. She and her husband, Brian, had made love until almost midnight and that singular afterglow that enveloped her body and mind was permeating her soul. That physical sensation of his presence, their mutual togetherness, that delicious tingle, was still there, between her legs, elsewhere, where only a few minutes ago Brian had also been. It represented their shared, mutual space where he had been part of an US in constant residency for the last fifteen plus years. Nothing else had ever made her feel this good in life. Nothing. She had never needed anything else.

Brian was her rock, that ever present force in her life that made everything else make sense. He was that enigmatic, charismatic upperclassman when she met him in college and she had never gotten over her initial impression of him. Nothing he had ever done or said caused her to lower her opinion of the man himself. He was as constant as the constellations. Everything about him told her he was the real deal since day one and she had never had a moment's pause to reconsider her evaluation.

At this precise moment, after that epic tumble, both of them reaching for the pleasures of the universe together, both still young enough to enjoy such activity, her thoughts about her husband were couched in all superlatives. He always left her in the throes of trying to understand if he was master, magician or just plain god. Her body tended toward god in her contemplation of her afterglow. All that emotion and satisfaction was packed into her sigh, as though she might share it with the whole world in a breath. That the world might breathe in of her joy. It was, for her, the deepest realization of contentment she could express quietly in the darkness of their shared bedroom.

She truly loved the man. Everything about him and their life together. She had only had one other lover before she met Brian, so it was not like she had a lot to compare him to. That drove her thoughts to places women like to go when taking those alone moments for themselves. She loved those moments when she could be open and casual with herself.

If there were better lovers than Brian out there, she believed that somewhere there is a woman who is numb with the overpowering sensations of her own orgasms, tonight. She must be unable to move because her mind has shut down with the sensual overload. That silent thought, sent deep into the universe almost as a prayer for some lucky woman, made Nicole smile. Sometimes, she smiled because she figured maybe she should go out and sample some more men so she would be able to make an informed decision of her Brian's prowess. He would be the one who championed such an idea. Wouldn't he? She smirked in the darkness. Prove me to be the one, she imagined him boasting.

Her fantasy drew up short, though. Would the other men be impressed? Not so much, probably, she smirked to herself in the darkness. Would they even be impressed with her own skill? A sobering thought in the midst of her own fantasy. One of Nicole's failings, worrying a thought to death.

But, Brian would definitely champion her cause in this regard. The gathering of information before making a determination on any decision would be his idea of proper process. He was THAT guy. He was careful that way, in everything. The same way he was careful to make sure she was completely satisfied before allowing her to sleep tonight. She would not, however, complain about his thoroughness. Not tonight.

Informed decision. Not her words. Those were words Brian. He spoke them all the time when discussing matters. He always felt that an informed decisions was necessary to help a process along. Any process. Even the process of determining how good he was in bed, she giggled.

Not exactly an old fashioned kind of guy, something told her that he might not want her trying to make an informed decision about this subject. That thought made her giggle again, quietly in the darkness, like a school girl. He could still do that to her. Make her giggle and feel just like she did back in school. She loved it. She loved their life. She loved him. All women should feel as good as she did. But that would mean I had to share my Brian. Wouldn't it? She could not stop giggling. Feeling good sometimes engendered feeling silly.

There were times her smile was just the only way she could express the extreme contentment with which she viewed her life and how she felt most of the time with their direction and place as a couple in it. If one could say life had been good to them, like life was some sort of malevolent authority that picked and sorted its victims, then she would definitely be one of the ones it had been good to. Lying beside Brian in the darkness of their shared bed, she always felt like the luckiest woman in the world. She never took that sense of well being for granted. She was intimately aware that another side of committed relationships existed for some women.

She truly lamented women who had not latched onto a man who made them feel as special and as good as a Brian could. Never one to horde that which was good, she sometimes felt like she was hording Brian's love and the way he treated her simply because that was how things worked. They had married each other. They were a couple. Others had to find their own Brian. Yet, she knew many, many women never did find anything even close to what she had. That made her sad. For them.

After her mother's dreadful marriage to her father and that nasty, drawn out divorce back when she was only ten, she had assumed all men were like her father, mean, drunken and generally dishonest in the extreme. She had vowed to never marry a man – any man – and had even considered becoming a lesbian in the seventh grade. She had a really cute best friend at the time, but she had never strayed in that direction, afraid of the fallout if her advances had been rebuffed. In seventh grade a girl could not afford a bad reputation or taking the chance to lose a good friend. Besides, she really enjoyed watching some of the guys in their football uniforms. She recognized that men still held a very special lure for her, even if only on the surface or according to her shallow appetites. If she was not a true lesbian, would she not be doing some poor woman a disfavor, then? It was all very confusing to her back then.

Then she had met Derek in high school. Tenth grade for her. Eleventh grade for him. Dating up, her friends called it. Adrienne, her best friend, had been so jealous of it. Whatever IT was, he had a car and all the manly ideas that went with it. They had gone parking more times than she cared to count, always after a short lecture by her mom to keep her dignity close and “that boy,” as she always called him, at arms length.

The quintessential teenager, she had not chosen to listen any better than she supposed her mother had in her day. How else had she ended up with such a poor husband? But she and Derek did use protection and she was also on the pill, doubly ensuring they were taking precautions and staying safe in their endeavors. She felt it was the grown up thing to do, being safe. She did not want to end up like her mother.

Their Friday night trysts in the backseat of his car had seemed exciting at the time, but had worn thin by the time he was nearing graduation and choosing a college. She had not been upset when he had broken things off so that he could approach college fresh and new for every experience he could gain. What he really meant was he wanted a more mature female consort for his elevated collegiate status.

In his defense, he tried to let her down easy. In her own, she had already determined he was not going to be her knight in shining armor. He was a nice guy, but not THE guy. She had been telling herself she needed to move on for more than five months before the actuality of their breakup arrived. Truth was, she had been trying to figure out how to let him down and break things off when he did it for her. His going away was a relief as much as anything. Not exactly the memory of a great high school relationship.

She had dated a little in her senior year of high school, but had not developed any further interest in slipping into the back seat with a guy. She had had enough of that sort of thing, she joked with friends at the time. They understood. It was widely reported, mostly based on her ex-boyfriend's constant boasting, that he had made love to her more than a hundred times in the back seat of that car. He had even christened the backseat of his car, the bedroom, and dramatically made his friends who rode back there show proper respect of the facilities as an homage to his own sense of manhood. Stories that did not endear him to many of the female persuasion.

Those stories that Derek had told all around the school made the other guys want to get with her when she and Derek had broken things off. She emphatically had declined their attentions in any sexual way, preferring to study and work towards something that would help her get where she wanted to be after the wasted period of going in Derek's direction for almost a year. She had had enough of letting the boys get where they wanted to be, namely, into her pants. It was time to look after herself, she decided. Being pretty enough herself, she believed she had plenty of time for that. She did not feel she was missing out on much in high school.

From her point of view in that after-Derek period, she believed guys were nothing more than a pleasant diversion for a woman. It made her smile to think that, sometimes, they were not even THAT. She told herself the male of the species was definitely fun to look at, but otherwise served very little purpose in a good woman's plans. A lot of the time, popular boys and the more interesting men she encountered were just other people in her immediate vicinity. So focused was she on herself.

She also made the conscious decision that even if she WAS going to remain straight and not turn toward lesbian proclivities, she was NOT going to enter into any kind of permanent situation with a guy. How well she could remember the fights her mother and father had all the time as she was growing up. To her, men and women served one another at their pleasure, in a confrontational manner, at best. She could always find a man to fulfill those female urges if she needed some relief of inward felt pressures. She did not mind a man serving her needs. She could serve his for a time, too. A trade. But, she would be damned if she served a man permanently. Not after the way her father had always demanded her mother needed to serve him. To hell with that!

Derek had done nothing to replace her impression of the male-female relationship in her mind. He had been an okay boyfriend, a pleasant aside to life, and an adequate lover, she guessed. Admittedly, she was not impressed with the act of sex itself from her one male representative sampling. Seemed to her, in her backseat experience, like guys got more out of it than the woman did. Truthfully, she always got off better, more fully at least, after she got home from a date.

Even now, all these years later, it made her smile to remember that vibrator she hid behind her panties in the drawer in her bedroom and how she hauled it out after Derek had dropped her off each time. Her mom had taught her that a woman always prepared for that eventuality. A guy was good to get a woman riled up, but she had to oftentimes take matters into her own hand, literally. They had giggled together about it many times after one of her father's really explosive nights. It did not come as a surprise to Nicole when Derek had proved her mom right so many times. Concerning men, she believed her mom knew what she was saying. Growing up, THAT was Nicole's impression of the dating scene.

Then she had met Brian in the Commons during her first month in college. She had forgotten her wallet in her room. Worse, she was so embarrassed that she had gotten to the checkout lady before discovering her mistake. Brian had rushed to the rescue. He was delighted, to hear him tell it, to have a chance to rescue the damsel in distress. She had been so upset at her mistake. Nicole hated not being prepared for anything. Mostly, that day, she felt like such a fool, blowing her chance to act like an adult. And this handsome boy had seen all that. She was mortified.

To top her embarrassment off, she had almost cried in relief. Brian had paid for her snack and drink and then smoothly asked if he could sit with “the prettiest girl in the Commons.” How could she say, no?

It wasn't just a pick up line, either. By then, even as a young woman, she knew the difference. Reading men had become a need since her angry dad was always a ticking time bomb. When Brian said it, the words sounded so true. His eyes said he was speaking truth. His body language announced that he was totally smitten by her presence. It was like a sign lit up and bells went off, the universe announcing that we have a winner, like some jackpot in Vegas.

She still remembered how he had laughed when she looked around the room to see who he was comparing her to. Yet, his stare never wavered. Those other women did not get any time in his eyes. The way he looked at her held more adoration than any single woman could fathom. Still, her defenses rose up and she scowled at his attempt to wheedle his way into her life on this flimsy excuse for making a connection.

“Okay! Okay!” he had held his hands up in self defense, smiling about giving in to her ire. “How about the prettiest girl in school? There's not much competition in here right now. I can see that. Not that anyone can hold a candle to you anyway.”

Brian, she quickly learned, did not have a quit switch. Once he made a decisions, he pushed forward. Always. She came to love that about him.

He had amended his come-on line and smoothly moved into that dangerous place of someone who had touched a nerve in her. Whether he knew it or not, he had gone to that place a girl seldom goes herself. That place she passes by quickly, not daring to look into that dark hole she knows is there. Her own sense of confidence and self worth. The shadowy abyss of female teenagery. What amazed her most was how his presence was filling in the hole fast. She wanted him to tell her she was pretty. Something inside her said it was real coming from him and that made it okay.

She remembered fawning over his words in her mind and trying to act outwardly like it was an everyday thing for her to be rescued after this fashion. Yet, her mind refused to let go of the compliment. Had he called her the prettiest girl in school? She had never been the prettiest girl anywhere. Blond haired and blue eyed, she knew she was the American dream on paper. But paper descriptions were not like the real thing in a guy's eyes. She knew guys saw her as pretty. Sure. All guys were horny. All girls were fair game. But no one had ever designated her the prettiest. Ordinary pretty? Sure. Never extraordinary pretty. She had never even felt like the prettiest girl with Derek in the backseat of his car. Just a useful substitute before he got to whatever it was he really was looking for. Hadn't his moving on so easily once he was headed for college proved that?

Then came Brian.

She remembered laughing nervously that day and telling him he needed to get his eyes checked. That was her accession to his compliment, a playful, public recall of his values. He had laughed at her surety that he was only delivering lines, which she was sure was the case despite the integrity of the truth she felt he displayed. Then he had blown her away with the smoothest line any guy has ever used in her opinion. Worse, he had delivered it with all the sincerity of a minister talking about a loved one who had just passed away. He could switch gears that quick. The man was a phenomenon that nothing in her experience had ever prepared her for. He was the exact opposite of all she had ever seen in her father.

“Even if I was blind, my heart would still sense that you're the most beautiful woman I've ever met. No man who truly knows himself ever walks away from what his heart is telling him is true.”

Her eyes had misted over at that precise minute of his delivery and she had been smitten with the man ever since. She still got misty eyed when she thought of that fateful day. And she loved thinking of that day. It was the day her entire life started getting better and better.

Six foot tall, dark headed with short, curly locks, he was a vision of manly intention from the day they had met. He now shaved the curls mostly off, barely leaving a little stubble of color on his pate, unhappy with the thinning aspect of aging. That day, as every day since, his smile was more of a grin and the sense one got about Brian Welmont was that he was always looking to play some game. Even when he was serious, it looked like he was having more fun than everyone else. Even his energy was fun. All of him was fun and he drew everyone around him into his game, whatever it was.

Back then, he played for the school football team, big enough to be a lineman, fast enough to be a tight end. But his major was Business with a minor in English Literature. “In case my business sense fails me,” he would laugh. “I can always teach in some school and be a happy guy nonetheless.” He still loved to read, always regaling her with the latest plot of some novel or the exploits of some author. Brian Welmont was an irresistible force of nature wherever he went, never still or invisible. Always interesting. No one was immune from his presence, especially Nicole.

Since college, he had built up one of the best construction companies in their region of the state. He had even earned a few government contracts recently. His business sense had not failed him, though she had often wondered if the world might have lost one of the great teachers of their time because of that. He loved sharing the knowledge he had gained in life, which made him a perfect boss and builder of all things, buildings, careers, lives. She loved him for it all. More than life itself, she told herself. It was true. If there was a better man in the world than Brian, she had never met him.

All these years later, he still made her feel like the prettiest girl in school. Like tonight. He had been a little upset of late because his long weekend plans had fallen through. She had commiserated with him, even deciding what he needed was some pity sex to get past his disappointment. He was a guy. Guys don't care what reason they're getting sex. She understood that.

But, being Brian, he had turned that opportunity into a great time in the bedroom for both of them, concentrating as much, if not more, on her enjoyment of their time together as he did his own. She felt a twinge of guilt, letting him make her feel so good when she had set out to be the one making him feel better. Brian just had this way of always making her the object of his plans and desires. She had never figured out how to outmaneuver him in anything. He was, quite frankly, as smart and as capable as any man and infinitely more focused and aware than most. The fact he always took her wherever he was going made their journey together one of mutual enjoyment and satisfaction on every level. Their ride together had never slowed or become boring.

Now, in the dark quietness of their bedroom, he was sleeping soundly beside her, always the first to drift off to sleep since the first time they had shared a bed together. When he was awake, he was upright, standing on two feet, he always joked. When he laid down and got still, his whole body and mind went to sleep, he claimed. As often as he had proved his point to her, she thought she would be ready to accept it as fact by now. His still form beside her in the darkness was living proof.

Of course, she knew there to be a third state for his body. There was upright. There was lying down sleeping. And there was that position where he was lying down with her, making love to her and pleasing her to no end. Of course, not all those times of pleasure included lying down, she smirked to herself. We've got lots of positions, Baby. Don't we?

Whatever it was that allowed him to rest so fully and completely, she was always the one lying in the bed, staring at the ceiling, taking note of the shadows around the room, listening to the quiet of their home. Too quiet at times, she grimaced in her mind, shutting her eyes to the thoughts that usually followed that line of reasoning.

After two years of trying to have children, they had gone to a doctor and gotten themselves checked. Turned out that Brian was sterile. No one knew why or how. He just was. There was nothing in his childhood history that pointed to the fact. It was a mystery. If he did not look like his dad so much, he might have considered that he was adopted or stolen from the hospital, he often joked.

The end result of that revelation was that unless they adopted, there were no kids in their future. Brian was okay with adopting. He liked kids no matter who the biological parents might be. She, on the other hand, was not so sure she could love a child who was not her own. Maybe she could. She loved kids. But her sense of family had been damaged enough without discovering she was ultimately incapable of loving a child they had brought into their home. She feared making another child's life less than what it could be.

Brian had been the first person she truly loved outside of her relationship with her mother. She had eventually realized that, even back in high school, Derek had been something other than love. Dependence? Peer acceptance? Rebellion? She never really tried to quantify what it was between them. After meeting Brian, though, she knew that whatever it was, it was not love.

In her mind, it was just her “Derek period,” she told herself. That was why it had been so easy when Derek went away to college. She was not really all that emotionally invested in Derek. He had just been a passing fancy, a fling, as it were. A serious fling, because she had let him get into her pants, but a fling nonetheless. Okay, a long, serious fling. She liked sex. So sue me, she imagined she would tell anyone if the subject ever came up.

She knew she was capable of flings that manifested as love. Fake love, she deemed it. That was her greatest fear of the fallout from watching her parents fight for so many years. What if She and Brian brought a child into their lives to live with them forever and she could not invest in the child for real? What if she could not love a child that was not part of her? She knew what she felt for her father was not really love any more. Just mute acceptance of his biological contribution to her existence. Not love.

She knew she loved her mother. There was that. She loved Brian. She knew how to love, but she could not identified what stimulated it to flower and exist in her life. That scared her with regard to an adopted child. How would she know how to turn it on?

Maybe, she did not have that ability to love a child. Not enough, anyway. What if the child-parent relationship did not measure up for her? She could not abide being a failed parent in the way she thought of her father. She could walk away from her father's failures easily enough. One could not walk away from a child. The fear paralyzed her. Such was her indecision about making that leap to love a child not of her own body, that they had done nothing to move toward adoption. Instead, they had invested their “extra” time in their careers and each other. They were both busy enough now that it had not been an issue in their thirteen year marriage.

She had her business with Marnie. Marnie had been her best friend in college and her general, all around, confidant in everything. Together, they had started a second hand store after college and it was doing well in their community. They had even bought the empty store beside their original property and created a whole section for consignment goods, expanding their services to the community. Nicole held their positive addition to the community in the highest of ideals. She was proud they had developed a considerable reputation within the community. Her family had never been very well respected because of her father. That she was respected told her she had broken free of that stigma.

Still, times like now, lying in bed, listening to the too quiet of the dark, she wished for a little body sleeping beneath the covers in a room down the hall to go and check on. Of course, she and Brian would have had to curtail or at least mute their lovemaking sessions if they had children in the house. The screams of delight and total satisfaction she was able to share with all the universe only a few minutes before would have wakened a sleeping child, she reminded herself. That thought made her smile.

“Mommy? Are you okay? I heard you screaming? Is Daddy hurting you again?” She imagined some faceless child asking.

“Yes, Honey. Daddy was hurting me so good, I had to scream out my joy to the world!” She would giggle in answer and then break out into a full laugh and watch the child screw up his or her face, trying to understand what Mommy meant.

With another sigh, this time of things that might have been, she drifted off to sleep herself. Her dreams were filled with a man chasing her into the shadows and making her scream again and again with a joy she loved imagining whether asleep or awake. She could not bring the man's face into focus, always seeing it in shadow, but she knew that sensation he was giving her again and again. Only Brian made love like that. But why could she not see his face? she wondered. She counted it curious. Her dream self was determined to just enjoy the sensation from anonymity. As long as the joy kept coming.

Waking, Nicole remembered the dream and sighed again. Life should be like a dream, she told herself. Soft and gentle and completely captivating. Like Brian. She realized what she was thinking as the reality of the world around her came into focus, the dream world melding with the real world until the real world took over for the day. She smiled to herself. Which was which? Maybe it was not a dream she was having. Maybe it was the dream she was living.

Getting out of bed, she realized Brian was already up. He had always been an early riser. She seldom beat him out of bed on their days off. It was the Friday before the long weekend and they had both scheduled to take today off weeks ago. Four days was better than three. Always. Even though his plans had fallen through, Brian had opted to still take the day off, so he could see Nicole off for her long weekend.

Marnie was covering for her at the store the whole long weekend. They had a girl who worked part time from the high school who would be around to help her during the peak business hours. Memorial Day was not, typically, a big shopping weekend, so they did not expect business to be too heavy, anyway. A good time for one of them to schedule getting away.

Brian had simply delegated some duties to his employees, men he trusted to get the jobs done for the weekend. That freed him up for today and Saturday. None of his people worked on Sunday, so they only had to cover for him those two days. Monday was Memorial Day, a holiday and none of his guys worked the holidays. EVER. Construction rules. Marnie and Nicole closed their store on holiday's, too, making the long weekend clear for the couple.

The result of their plans was that she and her love had four days off that they had been planning and looking forward to for a while. Of course, this long weekend they had planned things a little differently than usual. Not that everything had worked out the way they had planned, either. But it was finally here and one of them, at least, was glad to see the day arrive.

She smelled breakfast cooking and smiled to herself. Brian loved to cook. What a guy. He could make money hand over fist, liked to read, was good around kids, loved her with a passion unmatched and he could cook anything from a small breakfast to a catered meal for ten. On top being what most women dream of for a husband around the house, he could send her over the moon in bed, too. So, she did not have to take a lover to find satisfaction in that department. Brian was the catch of the century as far as she was concerned.

Sometimes, she felt inadequate as the wife of such a great guy. Sure, she was pretty, but that was not a skill she could build upon. Was it? Her looks would decline, not get better. Sometimes she felt like maybe she should be more glamorous, tall and slinky instead of short and cute, more like some trophy wife she believed a man such as Brian deserved. Not that she hated on her body. She was the cute and petite sized version many guys liked. But all guys loved that tall, thin, model type, didn't they? Then again, as soon as she felt such elation for all his abilities, she would think, amidst all his perfection, if she could just get him to pick up his clothes, now, THEN, he would be the perfect guy.

She giggled to herself, reaching over and grabbing his underwear from last night off the floor. He still wore cotton briefs. Colored, of course. Nothing plain about Brian Welmont. He did not like the boxers bunching up under his clothes. Picking his underwear up off the floor, she liked the feel of handling his intimate clothes, knowing he was in them only hours before. Silly, but it was a real comfort to her mind. Tangible. Something she could touch. There was much that was substantial about the man and being present was a big part of it for her.

Contrary to popular opinion, it was not true that briefs did not allow a guy's manhood to reach the fullness of its potential, either. Unless Brian was meant to be a freak somewhere down the road. He had worn briefs all his life and she could attest to that fact, from long experience, that Brian was well endowed. Re-e-e-e-ally long, she giggled to herself. She tossed the underwear into the clothes basket inside the bathroom door. How hard was that, Mr. Perfect? She frowned at his laziness as though she were addressing him and then smirked to herself. Yeah, Nicole! How hard was that?

Her hard this morning, picking up her husband's dirty laundry, was nowhere near as good as his hard last night, she giggled again. Easy trade in her mind. Damn easy. He's really good with the hard things, she giggled to herself.

Then she had another thought. His shorts from last night, the ones he had put on to sleep in were not on the floor. He must have put them back on upon awakening. She definitely remembered him falling asleep in the nude. A lady did not forget important things like that.

The realization meant he was downstairs, cooking in nothing more than his shorts, the gentle giant of his manhood swinging free and all that, she smiled to herself. Maybe he still was the perfect man after all, she giggled and headed downstairs. Besides, isn't a guy supposed to throw his clothes on the floor to prove he's a guy? That's what they do. Kind of like making their ladies feel wonderful when they got them in bed. That's what they do. It was a no brainer as a trade off to Nicole.

She found him slaving away over the stove. That's how she felt when she cooked. He made it look so effortless. He actually enjoyed creating things as he cooked. She just did what she needed to feed herself and him when she had to. Her favorite meal night was Thursday night, when they did takeout or any night he came home early enough to cook for them both.

Eggs, biscuits, grits and bacon. The whole house smelled of the bacon. It was better than any cologne any guy ever wore, she grinned to herself. A guy who could make the house smell like bacon could share her bed any time, she giggled as the thought crossed her mind. Well, maybe not just any guy, she smirked inwardly. Maybe if he was Tom Selleck and could fry bacon. That might work for her. Yeah! That would definitely work for her, especially the young version of Tom Selleck, though she would never throw the older version out of bed, either. Not in her fantasies, anyway. Probably not in real life either, she giggled again at that admission.

“What?” he caught the end of her giggling and wondered if it was something he was doing wrong that she had noticed.

“Nothing,” she smiled sweetly. “I was just thinking that if they ever made a bacon cologne, a lot more guys could catch themselves a woman.”

She laughed at her own joke and he chuckled with her as much as laughing at her for her own sense of accomplishment when she was funny. He loved when she cracked herself up. People made fun of dad jokes on the internet all the time. He believed they should have an entire site dedicated to Nicole jokes. He could hear the crowd groaning already. Her sense of timing was deplorable and what she found funny usually never entered anyone else's mind. She was totally adorable.

“What captures your attention is that this guy cooks the bacon for you so you don't have to and that's a lot harder to bottle.” He spoke the truth into her reality.

As always he was essentially right. It was not the smell as much as the presentation. There was the bacon smell filling the house. Then there was her half naked Adonis standing there at the stove, making sure she enjoyed not only her breakfast but the view, too. As usual, he was right. She had to agree. The experience he shared would be a whole lot harder to bottle. And damned expensive if a woman could actually go out and purchase it, too, she giggled to herself again. She could not help it. He put her in that mood and she could not escape it. This was merely an extension of last night for her. And it had been a really, really good night. The extension she felt signified that nothing had actually stopped in her mind.

She had once thought that if Brian had decided to teach a class or maybe one of them self-help seminar type things about how to love a woman properly, he would make a fortune. She had also imagined him as a young college professor, always being chased by the sweet and pretty undergrads, too. It surprised her how easily she could imagine him making love to and entertaining those silly girls like she used to be back in college. He was just so adaptable. He would be that older man who could just not say, no, to the pretty students. And of course, being wise young women, they would all keep coming back for more. No one could eat just one, she made herself giggle again.

The more she thought about it, though, the more she realized the one thing they would never be able to package up about Brian Welmont was how he actually loved paying attention to her on such a deep level that she could actually feel him in the room. How could they share that with someone? Like now.

She had been in the room for less than a minute and he had already stolen five glances her way despite his back being toward her at the stove. Call it ego or whatever, but she could never get enough of that. And yes, she counted. She always did. Love had its quantifiable aspects. To know he wanted her so badly as to not be able to take his eyes off her, even after thirteen years of marriage and fifteen years of being together, made her knees go weak.

No. There was no way to bottle that. Neither would she give any of it away either if she could. Not at any price. Brian was all hers.

“I don't want my genie in a bottle, anyway,” she answered his potion in a bottle comment with a giggle.

“Where would you like your genie, then?” He gave her the lead she desired. They had developed a great rapport over the years. She buttered his bread, he liked to tell people. Well, if leading him toward any action that resulted in more lovemaking was buttering his bread, give her the knife and the tub and watch her go to work. He turned his head to see that quirky smile he knew would be on her face.

“It's a place polite girls don't talk about,” she giggled and batted her eyelashes at him like some coquettish southern belle. “But I'll tell you this. I like to rub and rub and rub until my genie grants me all my wishes.” she could not control her giggles.

“The bathroom?” Brian joked. “Polite girls don't talk about bathrooms.” He laughed at the fun he was poking at her.

“Maybe the shower,” she giggled, not to be thwarted by his humor. “Or possibly over one of the sinks or something,” she grinned and winked at him, knowing she had bested his humor. “Even the floor a time or two.” She reminded him of the past. Their past.

“Okay. Okay,” he gave up. “Polite girls don't talk of such things at the table, either,” he reminded her.

“On the table, did you say?” she invoked a memory of not too long ago for both of them.

He smiled at his mistake. She was in rare form this morning, he realized. She was not going to be easily satisfied. That memory was one of their better ones recently.

They had come home from a party at a friend's lakeside home. It had been a long day. They had arrived for a late afternoon barbecue and stayed well into the evening hours, having drinks and becoming embroiled in some good conversations with a lot of folks they did not get to see all the time. It was a great day for them both.

They talked about how much they wanted each other all the way home and when they got inside the back door, she had only given him a come hither look and he swept her up in his arms and laid her gently on the kitchen table. They made it their love platform for the next hour and a half while he plied his skills, getting her off twice orally before even mounting her for his big finish inside her. The strain of their combined weight on the poor table's legs made her worry they would need a new table before they were done. She fully expected it to crash to the floor under the stress of their combined weight and their rather frantic movements on top of it. Since it had stood up and held them through it all, they had both appraised the table with a much more reverent sense of its builders, now. A very tough piece of furniture, they dubbed it. It was THE table, now, in their minds.

The thought of that night made her look around the table. Their juices had leaked and been spread all over the table by the time they were done that night. She had washed it down, of course, cleansed it thoroughly, but the idea of them having had such a wild time right where they were eating, seemed a little sacrosanct, now. Not to the food, but their lovemaking. Should one defile their altar of love with a food sacrifice?

The vision rising up in Nicole's mind right then was akin to those porn pictures with the amateur mother of three sitting nude on a counter in her kitchen, washing her pretty muff with the sprayer from the sink. She could be that woman for Brian. Damn! She WANTED to be that woman for him.

Did anyone ever think of the fact those kids of that porn star made their peanut butter and jelly sandwiches right there where their mother had stripped down to pose? The idea made her grin. Thinking about that mother of three's kids eating and preparing food where their mother flashed the world was humorous if she thought about how those kids would react if they only knew. What if it was revealed while their friends were over, having a sandwich in the same kitchen? She and Brian didn't have kids. She could afford to be irreverent. And it WAS funny.

“Eat your eggs,” Brian grinned.

He knew she had won this round. She was obviously in a good mood. Probably because she was leaving in a couple hours for her long weekend. The thought reminded him how his plans for a similar long weekend had fallen through. Luck of the draw, he told himself. Things happen. He was a practical man, a realist. Didn't make it easy, though.

He and four friends had rented a fishing cabin in Canada and hired a guide to fly them into this remote, backwoods sanctuary for some of the best lake trout fishing anywhere, as the brochure claimed. Then, one by one, for reasons beyond everyone's control, they had all had to back out. He had kept the reservation up until the last minute before he could get his money back, hoping something might break and it would be on again. Brian was not a solitary man. He hated the idea of spending the weekend by himself, even if it was him fishing in some idyllic wilderness setting. He would still be all alone. There was no way he was going alone and the bottom line was, the other guys could simply not get free. In his own words he told Nicole, it just was not meant to be. Still, it was very disappointing, even for a guy who always saw the bottle as half full.

“Not that I would say anything to make you actually get dressed, My Dear,” Nicole smiled between bites of her breakfast. “But, could I prevail on you to check the fluids and the other essential things for our trip today. The van was serviced just a month ago. But I would be less worried about the trip if you looked at it for me so that I knew all was as it should be, today.”

She spoke of the van she and Marnie used to pick up items from time to time for their store. They had bought it after a very good run of profits in order to lessen their tax situation and give them a vehicle to depend on when they needed to carry bigger items, like a load of clothes to sort through. It was not a cargo van and had three rows of seats behind the driver and passenger seats. They left the multiple seats in it because they had never been a problem. The ladies did not handle big items, personally. If they needed to, they got Brian or a couple of his guys to use one of the company trucks to move things like furniture. This weekend, however, Nicole was going to use the van to transport her and her friends to their weekend destination. She did not relished driving the big vehicle, but it was convenient for the trip and transporting all of them together.

“Sure,” I'll get it,” he smiled at her.

She never doubted he would. He was that guy. He didn't just service her in the bedroom. He was one of them full service guys. Whatever the lady desires. He was THAT guy.

Still, she could sense his loneliness at her off handed reminder that his plans had fallen through. She was right there and she could tell he was already sensing the reality of being alone this weekend. To make it worse for her, she really hated that he was going to have to go it alone on this long weekend. They usually spent every long weekend together, doing something they both deemed fun. That's how it had been ever since they had gotten married. This ONE TIME was a kind of trial, a new experience for both of them.

They had talked it out over the course of weeks, both of them with different ideas of what they could do. She had been the one to suggest different weekends with their friends for a change. Now, she partially regretted her idea. It had not turned out the way either of them had envisioned. Her weekend was still in place, but his had fallen through and she felt that as much as he did. They were always a team. She liked them being a team. This felt like busting up the team to her.

He had thought separate weekends a good idea in the beginning. They both enjoyed making their separate plans and dreaming of the veritable freedom each would achieve from each other for a couple days. Not that they felt confined with each other, but every couple loves those moments when they are free to just be themselves outside of the relationship for a minute. That was this weekend for them.

She had gotten some friends together and arranged a spa weekend in a mountain retreat. He had planned a fishing weekend getaway in the remote backwoods. Both were things they knew each other liked, but did not particularly care to share with one another. He was no spa guy and she was no fishing gal. Now, things having worked out as they had, she was still going on her trip, but his plans had fallen through and he was stuck home.

She felt bad for him. She wished she could include him in her plans in some way, but it was a Ladies Only Weekend. They had been billing it among themselves that way for weeks. No guys allowed. All the ladies going had agreed.

The ladies were going to pamper themselves without any men to have to wait upon, which always seemed to be the case when they all got together as couples. That was a big part of Nicole's plan. Getting free of waiting on the guys. All the girls getting away from their respective men for a long weekend meant they could seek true relaxation without having to serve their men in any way.

Not that Brian did not pay her the kind of attention that made all the other women jealous whenever they were together, but somehow, in some way, the women always ended up serving the guys when they went anywhere as couples. It just happened. Like gravity, they were pulled toward it. Not this weekend. This weekend was strictly Ladies Only. Everyone agreed. Nicole hated leaving her husband behind like this, but there was nothing she could do. Their weekend was set, all the money paid out. He was just going to have to suck it up.
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“Everything is checked and okay,” Brian declared, coming back into the house through the kitchen entrance.

It was already warm outside and getting warmer as the sun rose up higher, so he was wearing a pair of his outdoor, hiking shorts. He was one of those men who could never wait for winter to end. He was a summer man. The hotter the better. Unfortunately for Nicole, his outdoor shorts were not as revealing as his sleep shorts. She said nothing, however. He also wore a t-shirt with his socks and running shoes. Normal enough attire for her man around the house. Then she noticed something else. Was that sweat on his t-shirt, just starting to stain the neckline and the chest a little? Damn! She loved it when he sweat. She especially loved it when she could make him sweat, especially in pursuit of some level of excessive sexual satisfaction for her. It always excited her to see him sweat. She equated it with the fantastic sensations she was used to receiving from him all over her body. It was like the best of emotional triggers for her.

But, there was no time for such things right now. She was only teasing herself with the idea. Brian was the kind of guy a woman loved to tease herself with. All women. She did not try to fool herself into thinking she was the only one who could see what a great guy he was or how desirable he could be. She figured she could even tell who those women might be. Men were not the only ones she could read. She saw the glances women gave him at parties and whenever they were out in public. She had no delusions of Brian's desirability where other women were concerned. Nor did she take for granted that he was all hers. That's how women like her lost men like Brian, ignoring them.

He once teased her, on a night when she was looking particularly glamorous, herself, that she was turning every head in the room as she walked through. He liked knowing that all the men were jealous of him when he was with her. He never missed a chance to remind her that he loved having her to himself. She could never think of anyone else she wanted to belong to.

Truth was, dressed in a pair of baggy jeans and a worn out t-shirt, Brian still commanded the eyes and hearts of every woman in the area, especially if they knew him even a little bit. She was not blind to their open admiration. She had a fine dose of her own admiration working right then. Not immune to her own case of lust for a sexy man, her lust for Brian at any time was probably not much different from the one other women sometimes had for him. It made her smirk to think of all she had in her life. Though she knew she had the right, she still had to fight back a desire to exercise that right. Yeah, he was THAT guy. Made a girl want to exercise lots of ideas.

This morning there were things to attend to in order to make sure all was in readiness for her trip with the other ladies, including calling the Realtor to apprise her they were heading that way soon, making final preparations for getting into their chalet with no delays. It was always best to be over prepared than under prepared, Nicole figured. The ladies were depending on her to make sure everything was ready and she was determined to not let them down. How would it look for her to be running late because she wanted another round of sex with her husband while they waited?

Besides, he had already fulfilled her daily quotient for that kind of satisfaction just fine after breakfast. Well, mostly, anyway. Hey! A girl is allowed to have a bigger appetite on long weekends. The bigger worry for her was whether or not the dose she gave him would carry him through this extra long weekend. Revving a guy's engine like that, particularly on a long weekend, usually meant they wanted to be taken out for a long drive. She could admit to liking those long drives herself.

“Thanks,” she answered him, trying to keep herself from leaning in and smelling the salt on his body.

She feared she would never resist it if she did. Damn! Why was she so horny? It's not like they had not had a rousing round of bumping and grinding with each other the night before and then more again this morning, though she did harbor a whimsical desire to repeat the table session thing again. She could not get that picture out of her mind, even now. It always amused her, the things her mind chose to latch onto. Like sometimes, her good sense wanted to just step back and tell her desires they could have all the control for the day.

Was her body going into withdrawal since she knew she was going to be gone for a few days when normally they would be together with lots of time to spend on each other? It wasn't like one could build up reserves for that kind of thing, she told herself with a grin. Wasn't like they had never gone without one another for an extended period of time before, either. What it WAS like was a deep, smoldering burn that threatened to flare up if stoked even slightly.

She dared not let it ignite. She was a strong woman, but no one was THAT strong. Teasing one's self when every law of the universe said this was already hers only had one result in her mind. What she was feeling was all consuming and desperate to be assuaged. Still. She did not like leaving her lover behind like this. That's what this felt like. Leaving him behind.

She did not mind it when they were both occupied, like at work or something. She could not want him if he was busy. His presence would not beckon to her if she was busy.

“You want me to start loading your bags?” he looked at her small pile of bags on the floor next to the door. She had carried them down from upstairs. They had been piled in a corner all night long. She had been packed since the day before that.

“Would you be a dear?” she asked since he volunteered. She did not have the heart to actually have asked him in the first place. He always packed things better than she did. Since his plans had fallen through, she did not wanted to put too much on him to help her and the other women to get going. It seemed too much like she would be rubbing his face in his own failed trip. She could not do that to him.

“Glad to help,” he told her, grabbing half her bags in his first load.

A manlier man there never was, she mused to herself as she watched his derriere moving sinuously through the door. Damn! She mused. And ALL hers. As much as she was worrying about his loneliness this weekend, she understood her own at the same time. Her question to herself was, Was SHE going to make it all alone up there in the mountains? She was going to be without him as much as he was going to be without her this weekend. Feeling the desire burning in her loins, She realized her body was already crying out about the loss it felt. Curious.

During his second load and while placing Nicole's luggage inside the van, his mother in law drove up. Lottie was as good a woman as there ever was in Brian's mind. Still vibrant and sexy as all get out, he was amazed to understand the home she and her daughter had come out of. Still, because of Lottie's bubbly personality, he liked to tease Nicole. Sometimes, he would soften the teasing by explaining that he expected his wife would age much as her mother did, getting more beautiful all the time. Nicole let him get away with it since he knew how to make it sound like a compliment while he was ogling her mother. Besides, her mom sure did not mind the attention.

Lottie had Nicole when she was only seventeen, so she still looked young for a mother of a thirty four year old. Fifty one was a good age for a mature, older woman. Brian thought about what he had to look forward to with Nicole as he saw his mother in law getting out of her car, her long legs visible in her not too loosely fitting shorts. Didn't hurt when a woman knew how to dress, either. He smiled about the things she caused a man to think about. Per his usual, his greeting was friendly if not salacious.

Brian knew Nicole's mom was into the dating scene. She had been since Nicole had moved out of the house. After her terrible divorce she endured a long sexual dry spell. She was a single mom, but she wanted to raise her daughter without having a parade of men coming through their house during Nicole's formative years. It had lasted about twelve years by Brian's calculations. He also knew she was not having much luck finding herself the right man, now, since the pool of available men her age were, as she put it, extremely depleted.

She was fond of saying that all that was available out there were the cast offs and undesirable leftovers other women refused to be seen with or ones they had thrown back already. Sometimes, he felt bad for women with the choices of men he saw them having to deal with. He knew Lottie's story was not a unique one. A lot of women wondered where they would ever find a good man.

Still, Lottie had a fun and very bright outlook on life as far as Brian could tell. Extraordinary after the hell of her marriage. H had heard stories from Nicole. Combined with the long sexless period she had inflicted on herself to raise Nicole safely, the women had to be some kind of saint in his book. She was a good woman and a good mother by anyone's estimation. She had certainly raised an excellent daughter. Both women were quite remarkable in their individual ways.

“Hello, Brian, My Love,” she saw Brian loading Nicole's bags and brought her own over to the van for him to position, too.

“Hey, Sweetheart,” Brian greeted her.

They used the familiar endearments easily with one another. Always had. He called her by many of the same pet names he used for Nicole. That both women accepted this seeming overlap of affection pointed to Brian's ability to place a woman totally at ease around himself. What might seem an affront from one man's approach was totally acceptable if it came from Brian. He had that way with people, especially women.

Brian always joked that she was too young and beautiful to really be a mother back when he first met her. Consequently, he had never treated her like she was Nicole's mother. He never treated her with anything less than ultimate respect. He chose, instead, to put her on the same footing as her daughter right from the get go. Nicole never argued against how he treated her mother since she believed her mother had never known a man as wonderful as Brian and totally deserved to.

For Nicole's part, she sometimes felt guilty because she had Brian all to herself. He had always tagged Lottie with nicknames like Sweetheart or Beautiful to separate her from other mothers of her day, specifically proclaiming her womanhood to all the world for her. All these years later, he still did it for her. It was just their way together. Comfortable.

“Thanks,” she dropped her bags. “Nicole in the house?” she started toward the house.

“Yes,” he answered. “She's pretty much ready for the long weekend.”

She heard the dejection in his voice and was immediately arrested in her movement. She knew about his weekend plans going up in smoke and felt bad for him. She wished, like Nicole, that things were different for him. Both women only wanted the best for Brian all the time.

“Want me to stay here with you?” she smiled and teased her son in law.

“Not sure Nicole would like that,” he smiled.

“A-a-a-h-h-h,” she caught his tone, brushing off her daughter's opposition. “But at least you did not say you would not like it,” she flirted.

“What man in his right mind would refuse spending time with you?” he asked her, flirting back in their normal discourse.

“You could make a girl lose her resolve to be good.” She laughed and turned toward the house before she said something she might regret.

The chance was better than good she could only keep up this kind of banter without acting on it for only so long, especially since it was just the two of them in the yard. It wouldn't do to be seen driving her tongue down her son in law's throat when the other women arrived or when her daughter stepped out to the yard to see what was keeping him. But Damn! If she didn't really want to volunteer to stay behind. Probably not going to win her any mother of the year awards, Huh? But it made her smile as she headed toward the house.

Inside the house she saw her daughter sipping a cup of coffee. Seeing the almost full pot in the machine, she got out a cup from the cupboard. Very familiar with the set up of her daughter's kitchen, she poured herself a cup, taking the seat across the table from her only child.

“You ready for this weekend?” Nicole asked her mom with a knowing smile that they were getting away, escaping from the routine of their all too regular lives.

“Brian just propositioned me to stay the weekend with him,” she smiled at her daughter, somewhat bending the truth a little. It was their way.

“Are you sure it was not the other way around?” Nicole grinned over her cup. She was pretty sure she knew who was asking who. Then again, Brian DID hate staying alone.

Her mother was always baiting her husband and she was not so sure the man would not succumb to her charms one day. Like Brian said, the woman kept looking better with the years. Nicole also realized Brian was just a man, no matter how wonderful he was. He might be Superman in the bedroom, but even Superman had his kryptonite. Lottie just might prove to be Brian's kryptonite. A big part of her was glad her mom was going along on this trip rather than staying behind. Both her and Brian staying behind might have led to some inadvertent comfort, given the right circumstances. Nicole most likely would not have relaxed at all if that had been the case.

“You say potato, I say potaughtow,” she winked at her daughter.

They both giggled about it. Their acceptance of Lottie's sometimes overshadowing relationship with Brian had been established years ago. This was nothing new for either of them. To Nicole's knowledge, her mother had never crossed the line. She felt sure Brian would have mentioned it if she had.

“I've said it before.” Nicole felt a need to defend her husband, especially in his fragile condition since he was being left out of any weekend festivities this time around. “One of these days you're going to be pushing his buttons and he's going to call your bluff.”

“You say that like it's a bad thing,” Lottie smirked, sipping her coffee and giving her daughter that look that Nicole could never tell if it was real or not.

“You're incorrigible, Mom,” Nicole laughed at her mother's antics.

Nothing could ruin this day. Everything felt so good. For Nicole, it had been a great night leading to a great day. Perfect. Euphoria. That's what she was feeling. All her closest friends and her mother joining her on this ride. The plan was to spend a glorious three days, luxuriating in self pampering care at a renowned spa. What could be better than a Ladies Only Weekend at a place that pampered the ladies?

“Just thinking ahead,” Lottie laughed.

“To what?” Nicole asked.

“In case you ever cast him off,” Lottie laughed. “I want him to have some place to go,” she giggled at the idea of taking in Brian for herself.

It was the kind of fantasy Lottie only indulged when she was totally alone. It felt good letting a piece of it out with her daughter. After all, she was the chief reason Lottie was not pursuing it anyway. The teasing and innuendo made it almost like they were sharing him in a sense. At least in Lottie's fantasies. A girl can dream, she told herself.

“What makes you think I would ever throw him away?” Nicole gave her mother a stern look that was mostly made up of her sense of a contrived seriousness. Surely, the woman was not serious. A woman would have to be crazy to toss someone like Brian away. A real mental case.

“Nothing,” Lottie answered. “I didn't raise a stupid daughter.” She giggled at the playful insinuation she had raised her daughter to look for just such a man. The truth was that before Brian neither of them knew such a man existed. Brian coming along when he did revived Lottie's hope for men in their lives as much as he fulfilled his place with Nicole.

“All packed so far,” Brian referred to packing Lottie's bags in the van. “You want me to hang out and continue packing the ladies' things as they arrive?” Brian offered. He didn't have much else planned for the day. He was in no hurry to get on with being bored.

“Sure,” Nicole smiled at him.

Whatever he wanted. No sense pushing him into the loneliness of not having anything to look forward until she had to when they drove off. Besides, he was way better at packing things than she was. She let him contribute whatever he felt like doing.

“You can hang out with me any time you'd like,” Lottie grinned at him.

He grinned back, getting her meaning easily enough and making sure the space between them was agreeable. He even took a step in her direction out of his need for connection. This was the only link being offered. His mind said move towards it. Immediately, he stopped himself. There were proprieties to be observed, his common sense warned.

“I'm right here, Mother!” Nicole complained, feigning boredom at her mother's tired routine.

“See that?” Lottie laughed. “She's giving us permission. Wants to watch. Kinky girl.”

“Is that what she's doing?” Brian laughed and looked toward his wife, playing along with his mother in law, but not so much as to anger his wife or make her feel any less loved or included in his desires.

“Maybe I should let her get it out of her system before we go,” Nicole suggested. “Let the two of you go upstairs and work out her satisfaction and give you a little something to think about while we're gone.” Nicole grinned at the two of them even as she teased them back. Things never went only one way between them. They were that kind of mother and daughter.

“Honey,” Lottie waved her hand dramatically in the air. “If I ever got started, it would take a lot longer than a weekend to fill up MY satisfaction meter.” Lottie laughed at her own joke.

Nicole laughed with her. Her mother had become much looser and a far more calm person after her father had moved out and left them alone. Sometimes, like now, she was pretty funny, even if a bit obvious, which only made it funnier for Nicole. She believed Lottie was getting plenty of sex, though she did not talk about it a lot. Seemed she always had this man or that man on some rope she was tugging along.

“What makes you think I would let you go if I ever got started?” Brian played his role of manly suitor to the hilt.

He even made Nicole smile at how he played up to her mother. At least she believed he was still playing. The thought amused her. She supposed he could be that horny. After all, she was fighting off a few of her own thoughts on that matter. Maybe she SHOULD leave her mother behind for Brian. At least he would not be bored. She had a feeling her mother was not exaggerating by much when she said she would need a whole weekend to satisfy herself with her husband.

For his part, Brian loved stirring the pot at rare times. Mother and daughter could both dish it out as well as take it he had learned over the years. Still, he was careful to make sure Nicole was around when he did stir Lottie's emotions. Safer that way. He was never sure how serious the woman was. Wouldn't do to crank her up and have no one there to calm her down before she pounced. He was not so sure he could say, no, to her if she ever got started. Red blooded American men did not turn down those kinds of opportunities.

He caught Nicole's amused look. Lottie was always teasing him, suggesting they get alone or inviting him to partake of her charms through some other enticement, all of them rather obvious. He seldom played up to her fantasies, though. For his part, he was afraid she might actually not be kidding. He had told Nicole more than once he did not think her mom was playing.

“You're just hoping she's not playing,” Nicole had teased with him.

“Well, a boy can dream, can't he?” Brian had answered her. Still, he was not really sure, sometimes.

Nicole had never forgotten that answer. For Brian, it had the ring of truth about it. Like that time when they first met and he had explained to her how his heart would still know she was beautiful even if he was blind. She could hear Brian's heart talking at times. There was no deceit in him. He didn't know how to lie. She had no doubt Lottie filled up some section of her husband's fantasies. She did not resent either of them for it.

“You two should get a room.” Nicole feigned disgust at their show of mutual admiration.

“Who should get a room?” A disembodied voice came floating through the screen door. The light from outside created a shadow against the screen, making identification by sight impossible.

Everyone looked toward the voice. It was Adrienne Peltier, Nicole's lifetime friend from school. They had known each other since they were eleven, just after Nicole's father had left. Stepping from the sunlight into the veritable shade of the stoop, Adrienne smiled through the door at the group inside. She looked good, Brian noted. He always was noting such things whenever Adrienne was around. Adrienne was a brainy woman who did not assess physical things as highly as she did intellectual effort.

She was beautiful, in a nerdy sort of way. She had short, black hair, cut just to her shoulders. Her small, dark framed glasses hid beautiful, blue eyes set in a very pretty, oval face with a slightly squared jaw. It gave her a slightly more rugged appearance, allowing her a more determined look, capable of setting her sights on something and accomplishing it. All of that face was set upon a body that with a little coaxing from fashion and female imagination could make the best of men weaken as she walked by. She was, to put it in the crude terminology of one of Brian's friends, stacked.

“Adrienne!” Nicole almost shouted in her joy to see her friend, the casual banter between she and her mother completely forgotten with the new arrival.

Adrienne opened the screen door to greet Nicole as she crossed the floor. The two hugged. Brian and Lottie just looked at each other, both thinking the same thing and smiling at each other. They were extras in this drama between the two long time friends. They could disappear for a while and not be noticed. These two women were enough for each other when they were together.

“Is Brian getting a room somewhere?” Adrienne asked when their greeting was finished, remembering the comment she heard as she approached the door, but having no context within which to identify it.

“A room?” Nicole was confused, not understanding the question.

“You were saying something about getting a room when I walked up to the door,” she reminded her friend of her entrance. “Did Brian get a room at the spa, too?” she asked.

She and Nicole had talked about Brian's plans falling through and how much she hated leaving him alone like that. Bringing Brian along was a no brainer for Adrienne. She liked the man. Most women did. He knew how not to be “such-a-guy” all the time.

Lottie laughed and Brian grinned, letting Nicole explain their conversation.

“No,” Nicole giggled at her friend's misconception of events. “I was saying my Mom and Brian ought to get a room, so they could work out their mutual admiration and eternal flirtations together.” She knew Adrienne had seen it all before. Adrienne's jokes about their flirtations sometimes bordered on the extremely jealous. Nicole did not miss that part, either.

“Can we sell tickets for that?” Adrienne grinned, teasing Brian about the union with his mother in law. She was not so sure it was teasing with Lottie. The woman had always seemed the kind that would relish a job as one of those women that sucks men off when they push their thing through a hole in the wall. Not that she viewed Lottie as bad or dirty. She just struck her as the kind of woman who would enjoy that kind of thing. Always had.

“I was just suggesting Mom should get it out of her system,” Nicole explained further. “You know, before we go.”

“Or get it into her system, as the case may be,” Adrienne could not resist the pun and got the required chuckles from her audience.

“You're as bad as them,” Nicole giggled, moving back into the room and back to her seat and her coffee.

“Does that mean we all should get a room together?” Adrienne laughed.

She loved speaking out of character around friends. She would never dare to be so bold among strangers or at work. They might get the wrong idea about her. That would never do. Her personality for public consumption was all business. She refused to let anyone downplay her serious role in anything for any reason. But, among friends, she was different. She loved that her friends let her say whatever she wanted. They were the only ones who made her feel safe being herself.

“Now THAT, I could sell tickets to,” Nicole laughed.

“Long as I get top billing,” Lottie demanded with a smile.

“Why do you always have to be on the top?” Brian teased her, innuendo intended, laughter ensuing.

“Take it anyway I can get it,” Lottie laughed.

She played a much more loose woman than she actually was and Brian knew that. Nicole did, too. Adrienne was not so sure. She was not so sure Lottie and Brian had not already snuck off somewhere and gotten that room together at some point already, either. Brian was a sweetheart, but Lottie was an interminable flirt. A dangerous combination in her eyes. And how good could Brian really be, she wondered? Was any guy THAT good?

“Are we taking this show on the road with us?” Adrienne asked.

“Ladies Only Weekend,” Nicole held to their mantra for the weekend. Brian would understand.

The other ladies nodded their understanding. Both did, however, look toward Brian with sympathy. They all knew what it was to have plans fall apart and the disappointment that came with it. Worse that it was a long weekend. He acknowledged their sympathy with a grimace of self determination to hold strong nonetheless.

“I'll get your bags,” Brian offered Adrienne, moving toward the door.

“In the hatchback,” Adrienne held up her keys as he passed, letting him take them from her.

She would have as easily given him the keys to her apartment if the circumstances were different. Damn! Wouldn't THAT be a great weekend, she smiled to herself. Talk about a real LADY'S WEEKEND. She could only dream, keeping her thoughts in that place where they could be fully appreciated by herself. Secret.

She could smell the sweat on his body and, like Nicole, it was an exciting thing for her to sense his worked up aroma and know he was so near to hand. She could have reached out and enjoyed the touch. Not just physically, but deeper, soulfully, as she had imagined more than once since she had met the man. Instead, she settled for letting his hand contact hers as he took the keys from her. Familiar electricity. Damn! Brian was like an itch that a woman just wanted to scratch.

When she had first met Brian, she had told Nicole that for a man like that, even SHE might consider the more girly arts of roping and riding that critter. It was a surprising admission from Nicole's brainy friend. Little ever overrode the more intellectually established roles defined for women by academia, which Adrienne had chosen. Still, it had caused them to laugh like they used to do back in high school when they had been talking about other people Falling into each others psyche came easily to both of them. In many ways, they were a matched set. Bookends of propriety developed by the system for the system's purposes. Two little girls who grew up into two little women, sweet, small and cute as could be. Many was the time Brian imagined himself between those bookends in his mind.

Brian, Adrienne's keys in hand, left the kitchen, the screen door banging back into place in his absence. All of them shamelessly watched his backside until he was out of view. None of them displayed any sign of guilt and Nicole did not assess any to her friends simply because he was her husband. She knew it was not the husband part of Brian that any of them were watching. Women look, too, she would have told Brian if he had asked. Never doubt that women have a fantasy life, would have been her advice to him. Besides, she had been loving both these women even longer than she had known Brian.

“Whew!” Lottie took another sip of her coffee, keeping her eyes down in defense of where they had been staring a second before. Nicole smirked. Adrienne looked her way, keeping her silence.

Trying to downplay the sudden tension of the moment, Nicole resumed her assessment of their readiness, checking her list of things to do. Sipping the last of her cooling coffee, Nicole assessed her own thoughts toward that manly booty, allowing the other women their own thoughts for the moment. Wasn't like anyone was racing after him, trying to rip his clothes off, though Nicole could see the fun in that, too.

“That good?” Adrienne loved teasing Lottie when she could.

Usually the woman was a stone wall where Adrienne's teasing was concerned. Right now she seemed to be more loose. Brian could do that to a woman, Adrienne admitted. Not that a woman would complain about such things or find it wrong in another woman for succumbing to it. Brian was just Brian. That's all that could be said. And women were only flesh, too.

“Wouldn't know,” Lottie complained. “Princess here won't let anyone else ride.” She giggled at her analogy and how she had placed the burden squarely on Nicole's shoulders if anyone was unhappy.

“Would you?” Adrienne asked. She knew how she would answer that question herself. Making someone else answer it seemed safe enough, though.

“I would promise to share,” Lottie laughed, knowing damn well, if Brian was hers she would so dominate his time that no one else would have a chance to share.

“You mean when you weren't taking you turn?” Nicole did not let the challenge go unnoticed. “Like, when would that happen?” Her snort of derision only added to the dramatic effect of Nicole's challenge of her mother's sexual predilection where her husband was concerned.

Adrienne had noticed some time ago that the daughter rarely gave the mother much room in any argument or discussion she had ever witnessed. With them, each encounter was like an all or nothing event. They challenged one another constantly, even if they kept it good natured. Lottie did not really give Nicole a lot of wiggle room, either, when it was her turn in the barrel.

Both Nicole and Adrienne laughed, thinking the same thing about Lottie and her hold on the reins if she ever sank her spurs into Brian. It would be like trying to unseat the world champion bucking bronc rider. She would never get off until she was thrown and then, she would just get up, dust herself off and want another turn. Hell! Eight seconds would never be good enough for her, either. She would want to ride until that hombre was fully broke.

Not to be made fun of, Lottie joined them in their laugh. She knew they were right. She also knew they knew they were right. She seldom put up any false signs about her sexual proclivities where men were concerned. She was too old to play games. She had paid her dues with a bad husband. She deserved some fun with a good one, even if he was someone else's.
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