
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


"Not a single word about him!" my old friend Erin told me as I walked into her house. She had a very serious, almost predatory look on her face as she gracefully walked towards me. By "him" she obviously meant her ex-boyfriend, which had left her two months before she gave birth to her first child. I nodded my agreement, especially given that fact that we had amply talked about him over the phone in the past few months. 

As soon as I nodded, her expression changed dramatically and she pulled me into a great big hug. A long one. We hadn't seen each other in almost two years now. I hadn't even been able to come and see her when she gave birth to her daughter because I had been half-way across the world on business. 

As the hug lengthened, eventually lasting more than a minute, I savored the feeling of having her in my arms, of her warm body against mine. It was high summer and all she had on was a thin summer dress. Her large, milk-filled breasts felt huge and firm against my chest. Erin had always had a very decent pair of breasts. Not huge, but they filled her bras very nicely and were the envy of many women. Now, with all that milk, they looked positively glorious under her dress!

I had one hand down in the small of her back, my pinky feeling the rising swell of her buttocks. Had I placed my hand too low? But even as I felt an improper surge of sensual pleasure, I felt her beginning to cry against my shoulder. I closed my eyes and held her more tightly, yet everything was different now. My hand slid upwards from her waist to her head and I slowly caressed her hair. We remained like this for a very long time. Not a word spoken, just one friend holding another as she cried. I couldn't begin to imagine what life must be like for her right now as a single mother. 

Things hadn't been perfect between her and her boyfriend when they found out that she was pregnant. Erin had always wanted children and she hadn't even considered abortion despite the fact that the pregnancy had been unexpected. Nevertheless, judging from what she'd told me since, it seemed like she and her boyfriend had worked out many of their relationship issues. 

Today, months after their separation, here I was holding her in my arms and doing what I could for her.  I wondered how she was holding up emotionally. Relationship troubles, a surprise pregnancy, patching things up with her boyfriend only to see him leave at the last minute... Christ! I gave her all the time she needed and let her decide when to pull away herself. She did so gently, looking up into my eyes with a faint smile. "I don't want to abuse your friendship, Tom," she whispered. "But I really needed that."

"Anytime you want, Erin. Anytime," I replied. 

"But... After everything we shared—" she began until I cut her off. 

"Yes, especially because of that. We've known each other for years now. You can cry on my shoulder any time."

"I know, but I meant..."

"I know what you meant," I interrupted her. 

We stared at each other for a few moments before walking to the living room. As I sat across from her, the silence stretched. But it wasn't a tense silence. We simply smiled at each other as, without my consent, a few images of our shared past sprang up in my mind. Many years ago, a few months after meeting her back in college, I had let her know that I was interested in her. Romantically. She told me, gently, that she wasn't. We remained friends nonetheless and did, in fact, become quite close over the years. 

Still, that romantic interest has always been a tension between us. Usually a small tension, but always there. I've never mentioned it again, of course... except maybe once or twice when I was a bit too drunk. But now, after having held her in my arms like this, for so long... Well, it made all these feelings surge back to the surface. I felt a dizzying mix of lust, love and deep concern. Part of me was also puzzled by the fact that she had referenced those feelings so quickly. 
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