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The Proposal

Flavors of the Month, Book Three

Penny McLean


The dedication, like this story, is split three ways.

To Mallory and Jason and the Binge Heads I’ve met along the way—thank you for unlocking my creativity, encouraging me to explore adult content, and answering when I’ve called the Banners.

To my English teachers, especially at Cortez High School, who taught me to be a better reader, writer, and person, and who I’m hoping will ignore all of the sex scenes.

And to you, reader, for sticking with Cynthia until the very end. Never let anyone make you feel ashamed for enjoying sex—you are worthy of love and perfect just as you are.


Chapter One

June 17

I AM NUMB the whole way home. After Giuseppe graciously let me cry on his shoulder for a truly uncomfortable amount of time, I asked his advice on how to get to the airport from his apartment. Briefly, I considered rushing over to St. Peter’s Basilica for my previously scheduled tour of the church and the Vatican Museum, but the idea of seeing the Sistine Chapel on my own leaves me with a hollow, empty feeling in my chest.

I don’t deserve to look at anything so beautiful today.

“I can drive you to the airport, signora,” Giuseppe says, his eyes full of pity. “I do not know what he is thinking, leaving you like this.”

I burst into tears again, then go to gather my things from the bedroom. The sound of cheerful voices below the window makes me want to throw up or maybe kick something. I am fitful and sure that I’ve never felt so low before in my life. I desperately wish I had someone to blame for all of this, but the logical part of my brain shuts down any chance of that quickly. This is all on me.

I get through security easily and find my way to the gate about two hours before my flight. I know I can’t just sit there, so I wander around the shops for a bit, not really seeing anything. I pick up two books to read on the way home without even looking at the titles.

“Doesn’t matter,” I mumble to myself, making the woman next to me look at me with a startled expression. She’s probably not used to seeing disheveled Americans at the airport. I hope I ruin her day.

No, I don’t. Ugh. I’m the worst.

I board my flight to Chicago and down a couple of the sleeping pills that Carter gave me my first night here. I threw a couple in my toiletry bag before we left for Rome in case insomnia reared its ugly head, but now I want nothing more than to just shut out the world.

I wake with a start when we touch down at O’Hare and realize I have magically slept through the whole thing. I try to smile but can’t quite muster it, being completely devoid of feeling and all. I pick up the phone after finding the gate for my connection to Phoenix and call Kim.

“Hey!” she says, pure joy in her voice. “I didn’t expect to hear from you till next week—wait, what’s wrong?”

I know she can’t hear me crying, but her Spidey-sense is kicking in. Through heaves and sobs, I tell her I’m on my way home. Alone. Good friend that she is, she is furious at Carter on my behalf.

“I can’t believe he sent you home,” she fumes. “That immature, self-righteous, son of a—”

“I’m the one who’s a bitch,” I interrupt. “I thought I was doing okay after the whole sex tape thing, but I was just bottling it all up and it all came out last night. I took it out on him. I was horrible. We could have talked it out, I’m sure, but I don’t blame him for not wanting to see me.”

“If he wants to be with you, this is exactly the kind of thing you need to be able to talk through,” she says.

I nod and my brain changes course. “You’re right. We both said shitty things. How dare he just leave without talking to me. I can’t believe I was starting to think he was the one.”

“You were? Did he, uh, mention where else you might go on the trip?”

“He told you about Paris?”

“He mentioned it was a possibility. He wanted to see how the trip went, but I know he was hoping it would end there.”

“So he was going to propose,” I say, the tears coming again. “How could one fight take him from wanting to marry me to not being able to be around me?”

“That’s what I’m saying. If he could waver that quickly, that’s a huge red flag.”

The numbness falls off my shoulders as a million thoughts swirl through my head. Am I angry? Yes, but it’s more than that. Am I hurt? Again, yes, but that’s not the right word to capture it all. I’m so many things that I secretly hope the numbness will come back. Looking up, I see a way to make it happen.

“Kim, I’ll call you when I get home,” I say, walking toward the nearest bar.

Numbness, thy name is alcohol. Come bring me thine sweet relief.

*

APPARENTLY, I WAS so drunk on the flight home they almost didn’t let me board. I don’t remember this, but the man I’m sitting across from at dinner certainly does.

“And then,” continues the man, “I saw you were about to pass out, so I pulled you up into my arms and told the flight attendant you were my girlfriend and just a really nervous flyer. Luckily, we were seated next to each other, so she totally bought it. I pretty much dragged you down the jetway.”

He laughs and looks at me knowingly over this shared memory that only he remembers. I am mortified, but he could not be nicer about the whole thing.

“And I slept on your shoulder the whole way here?” I ask.

“You were in and out,” he says. “We talked a bit, but I guess nothing stuck?”

“Sorry, no.” I take a moment to really look at him as he gives his order to our waiter. We got off the plane together and he suggested that I eat something, so we’re sitting at a restaurant in Terminal 4 of Sky Harbor Airport. I told him in no uncertain terms it’s my treat, which seems like the least I can do now I know I only made it home because of his help.

He is built like a linebacker, which eases my worry about him basically carrying me onto the plane. He looks like someone who would have played football at one of those big schools in the Midwest. In fact, his shirt sleeves can barely contain his biceps. And his face reminds me of someone. Who is that wrestler who is now an actor? Damn. That’s going to bug me.

“What did we talk about?” I say after ordering a burger and fries. I’m back in the USA and might as well eat like it.

“I told you I’m a fireman and you said you’ve always wanted to sleep with one of us,” he says, causing me to nearly spit my sip of water on him.

“I did not,” I say.

“You did.” He laughs so hard he looks like he might cry. “Not something I haven’t heard before, but usually not so early in a conversation.”

“I am so sorry. I am jet-lagged and I was obviously really drunk and—”

“Really, it’s fine. I could tell you’d been crying and you said something about coming from Italy, so I knew you were tired and having a tough time. And it’s never a bad day when a beautiful woman says she’d like to sleep with me.”

“To be fair, it sounds like I said firemen in general,” I say, finding my wits.

“Touché. But as I was the only one around, I took it upon myself to accept the compliment personally.”

“Fair enough. Did I say anything else that I should be embarrassed by?”

“Nah. You talked a lot about ice cream, though. You were listing flavors in your sleep. Did you want to get some dessert? I think there’s a place in this terminal that has some.”

“Actually, I own a chain of ice cream shops here in town, and that’s our airport location over there. Ever heard of Sinfully Good?”

“You’re that Cynthia?”

“Oh dear,” I say, realizing I’m semi-famous now. Or infamous, depending on who you ask. “Yes? What have you heard?”

“Well, I, uh, heard about your dating thing this year,” he admits. “Some of the guys at the station were saying they wanted to apply to be one of your flavors or whatever.”

“That’s not too bad.”

“And, uh, some of them watched that video that’s going around,” he continues. “I told them to stop, but curiosity and…”

“It’s okay. I heard about that while I was away. Whoever’s behind this is really coming after me.”

“Yeah, they are. I’m sorry, Cynthia. No wonder you were a wreck today.”

Our food comes and I decide not to tell him why I’m actually a wreck, but it’s all related to that mess, so no need to clarify. Toward the end of our meal, I realize I still can’t remember his name.

“I hate to ask this,” I say, “but could you tell me your name again?”

“Clark,” he says. “At your service.”

“Clark. As in Kent?”

“As in the sexy fireman who happily rescued you on your flight today and who would love to take you out sometime soon.” He smiles at me.

“That’s one hell of a last name, Clark.”

“Got anyone lined up for July?” He has a hopeful look on his face.

“No,” I say, honestly. “I, uh, hadn’t gotten around to that yet. I should warn you, though: I was being followed before I left, and I expect that to pick right back up now I’m home. You might be in for more than you bargained for with me.”

“Nothing I can’t handle,” he says. “And besides, no one is going to mess with you when you’re out with me.”

His last name may not be Kent, and it may be the jet lag, alcohol, and chaos of the last twelve hours talking, but I’m pretty sure I’m sitting across from Superman.


Chapter Two

June 18

“WAIT, WAIT,” SAYS Meg, looking at me like I’m crazy. “You’re moving forward with the Plan? You’ve already got July picked out?”

We’re sitting on the couch at her house, and she’s just finished showing me ultrasound pictures. We’re both in pajamas and ready for a sleepover, so of course the conversation has moved to boys. I’m even turning around to let her braid my hair.

“He sort of found me,” I say, telling her about how he rescued me on my disastrous trip home.

“As romantic and anti-feminist as that all sounds, don’t you want to talk to Carter when he gets home and see if you guys can work this out?”

“He’s the one who left me alone in Rome. He’s the one who changed my flight without asking me and said he needed time to think.”

“I know, I know,” she says, starting to cry. “I just…”

“Whoa, honey.” I turn back around as she drops my hair mid-braid. “Why are you crying?”

“Because I’m hormonal and crazy and because I really think you guys be-be-belong together.” She’s openly sobbing by the end. “He loves you, Cyn. I know he does. You can’t let this stupid Gossip A to Z thing come between you.”

“I didn’t mean for it to.” I grab a tissue to hand my sweet, pregnant friend. “But if Carter isn’t grown up enough to talk through something like this, then I don’t know if he’s right for me. I need someone who can be there for me.”

“And you think this Clark guy can be there for you?”

“I have no idea. But I’m going to give him a chance. There’s also Eric to consider. Oh geez, I need wine.”

I realize the impact of my words as Meg’s lip starts to quiver again.

“Sorry,” I say. “I know you want a glass of wine, too. I won’t have any.”

“No, no,” she says. “Just because I can’t join you doesn’t mean you should have to be lame. You’ve got a lot on your mind.”

“I do,” I agree. “But we’ve also got some movies to watch tonight to help me take my mind off things. And I’ll go make us sundaes in a bit. I brought over my new flavor for you to try.”

“Oh yeah? What’s it called?” says Meg, eyes aloft.

“Truth, Justice, and the American Way. Yeah, it’s a Superman reference, but I thought it was fitting for July the Fourth. It’s a red, white, and blue taste explosion. Or, at least, that’s how I’m describing it.”

We both giggle as she goes back to braiding my hair.

Meg falls asleep before the first movie (Little Women, 1994 version) is over, and I’m left thinking way too much on my own. I love this story, but it really makes my mind race. All through the first half of the book/movie, I was sure as a kid that Jo would marry Laurie. It seemed so natural. But something wasn’t quite right. Is that me and Carter? Is my handsome German teacher still out there, waiting for me?

Meg is out cold, so I don’t feel bad drinking wine to help clear my brain. After throwing a few glasses back, I find myself tipsy enough to get up the nerve to text Clark about setting up our first day.

Me: What’s your schedule like during the first week of July, SM?

Clark: Busy, but I’m off on the 4th. What’s SM?

Me: Superman. Wasn’t sure if it’s one word or two. Either way, I think you’re super, man.

Clark: Been drinking again, Ms. Blake.

Me: Maaaaaayyyyyybbbbbbeeee. But I promise not to play with matches.

Clark: Good girl. How about I pick you up at 2 on the 4th of July? Bring a swimsuit, sunscreen and your patriotic spirit.

Me: Deal. G’night SM.

Clark: Goodnight, Lois Lane.


Chapter Three

www.flavorsofthemonth.bloggerific.com

Happy Independence Day!! I always love this time of year. It’s a time for us to celebrate what makes our country great while coming together with fireworks, festivities, and fun. What could be better? After a wonderful June spent out of the country, I am excited to be home with a great new flavor for you all. It tastes like freedom, or so says the man it was created for. Enjoy it and tell us on Facebook, Twitter, and Instagram what you think of it.

One of the things I love most about this country is our free press. I may not love what’s being said about me in the news these days but hope you all believe that while some things are true (yes, I’ve been dating someone new each month), many things being posted about me are not only false, but downright despicable. I have no desire to answer these claims as they are ridiculous, but again appreciate the kind words of encouragement that so many of you continue to share with me. Who knew ice cream and love could be so dramatic?

July 4

YOU KNOW WHAT’S super helpful when you can’t get your brain to shut off every night? Alcohol. I would know. I’ve recently picked up some new friends named Jack Daniel’s, Jose Cuervo, among others, and boy, have my new buddies helped make this transition back to reality easier. Carter got home a few days ago. Do I know this because he called or sent me a message? Nope! I opened my door one morning and found the rest of my luggage from Italy sitting on my doorstep. I assume he left it there, but as there was no note and no reply to my text asking if we can talk, it really could have been anyone. Luggage Fairies for all I know.

Anyway, it’s the Fourth of July and I am super excited for my date with Clark. I slept in this morning, which is smart because I didn’t fall asleep until around 3 a.m. I might still be a little drunk from last night, but as I assume my plans today also involve drinking, I plan to just keep that buzz going straight through the day. It’s crazy hot out today because it’s Phoenix in July, but Clark said to bring a bathing suit, so I assume I’ll be able to stay in or near water all day.

I throw on an American flag bikini that I’ve been known to wear on this holiday in years past. Well, many years past. It’s super skimpy and fit me a bit better when my boobs were smaller, but hey—nothing says ’Merica like a hot blonde in a two-piece, am I right? I check myself out in the mirror and nod. I throw a white tank top and some cutoff shorts over my suit and pull my hair up into a messy ponytail. Some flip-flops, sunnies, and a hat complete my look, and I’m good to go.

I hear a knock on my door and hurry to meet Clark, whom I haven’t seen since he hugged me goodbye as my Uber picked me up at the airport. I open the door to see him looking just as good as I remember him, maybe even better.

“Nice guns,” I say, admiring his strong arms that are on display as he, too, wears a tank top.

“Nice stems,” he says, looking me up and down. “Got your suit on under that?”

I lift my shirt to show him my bikini top, and he throws his head back to laugh.

“Guess that’s a yes,” he says, walking in. I show him around my apartment and have the sudden urge to just jump his bones. He’s hot, and I’m feeling seriously sexy today. Seeing as how I barely know him and am still a bit tipsy, I quickly put that idea out of my head.

We’re in the kitchen section of our tour, and I ask if I can bring any drinks for our day trip.

“Where are we going, by the way?” I ask.

“Up north to a lake,” he says. “Some friends of mine and I like to meet there every Fourth of July, and I thought it would be nice to be somewhere a bit less hot.”

“Perfect,” I say, bending down to reach some pre-made sangria that I prepped for the day, just in case. “I’ve been so hot lately.”

“I can see that.” Clark looks at me with lusty eyes as I turn around.

“How, uh, soon did you want to hit the road?” I act coy.

“No rush.” I can tell he wants me about as bad as I want him, but he’s trying to gauge my reaction.

“Oh, fuck it,” I say, setting the sangria on the counter and jumping up into his arms. I had a feeling he’d catch me, and I was not wrong. I feel like a rag doll with one of his strong arms under me and the other wrapped around me. I’m kissing him like a teenager and squeezing him with my legs that are now wrapped around him.

Clark carries me like that to the living room where he gently sets me down on the couch before sitting next to me on it. We continue making out and explore each other’s bodies with our hands. I can’t get enough of his strong arms and back. I keep thinking he might hurt me, but he’s surprisingly gentle as he caresses me all over.

“We can slow down,” he says as his hand gets teasingly close to my breasts.

“Like hell we can,” I say, reaching down to pull my shirt off.

“Yeah, you really shouldn’t have flashed me earlier,” he says, staring down at me. “That top is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

I look down and laugh, realizing it really is borderline pornographic. My boobs are spilling out of the triangles on all sides, and one quick movement at the lake would probably result in me flashing everyone there. I’ll change before we go, but I’m not sad I wore this for Clark.

Bending forward to kiss my neck and chest, he uses his hands to slide the triangles of my bathing suit in between my breasts and I hear him groan as my tits come into full view.

“Holy shit,” he says.

I lie back to give him a better view and smile as he follows me down, now very engaged in kissing every inch of my skin that he can. Where his hands were gentle before, they now grasp and grope me a little harder here and there and I love the sensation his strength is giving me.

Soon, his hands make their way down to my shorts and he pulls them off me, along with my bottoms. I’m naked and feeling admired as Clark pulls back for a second to remove his own shirt and to unbutton his shorts. Once he’s naked, too, he pulls me up and sits back down on the couch.

“Come here,” he says, pulling me onto his lap.

I do as I’m told and straddle him, easing myself onto his dick as I get comfortable. I don’t even need to lift myself; Clark’s hands are under my hips and he’s controlling the rhythm as I bounce up and down. Every once in a while, he brings me up high enough that he can suck on one of my breasts again, and the feeling is amazing.

“You like that?” he says, sliding me back down on him.

“Mm-hmm,” I say, reaching down to fondle myself and feeling the wetness from his tongue still there.

“Oh yeah,” he groans, watching me touch myself.

“You like that?” I bring my other hand up so that I can show him even more.

“Oh, fuck yes. You have the most amazing tits I’ve ever seen.”

We continue in this position for a while when I realize he doesn’t seem remotely close to finishing. Not a bad thing, but I wonder just how long he can go. Apparently reading my mind, Clark pulls me up and off him, then slides down the couch until he is eye level with my area. Soon, he’s licking my labia and sticking his tongue in and around and inside me.

“I want you nice and wet,” he says in between flicking his tongue around my clit and putting it back inside me.

“Then keep going,” I say, rising with excitement. It doesn’t take long for me to climax, and as soon as I do, Clark comes back up to me and holds me close while I quake. He is seated again, and after settling me back down onto him, he stands with me in his arms and walks us to my bedroom. He lays me down on the bed and takes over, thrusting himself into me over and over.

Reaching down to put one hand on my shoulder and one hand on my right breast, he holds me still so that each thrust brings him deeper and deeper inside me. I let out a moan, allowing the feelings in this moment to take control.

“Harder,” I say, though I’m not sure that’s possible.

“Like this?” he says, pounding even more into me.

“Yes. Yes. Yes!” I am unable to contain another orgasm and clench down on his dick as he also comes inside me. Expecting Clark to collapse next to me, I make room for him on the bed, but he is somehow energized after that workout. When he pulls me up so he can hold me and kiss me softly, I realize his stamina must be off the charts.

“Shall we head to the lake?” he says, setting me back down.

“Let’s do it,” I say.

*

OUR DAY AT the lake with his friends is just about as perfectly American as a day can be. His friends all seem to be firemen, so it’s a bunch of super fit guys and their hot wives and girlfriends. There are kids and even a golden retriever running around, tons of food, drinks, games, and water activities. Wearing a much more appropriate bikini, I impress Clark with my skills on a stand-up paddleboard shortly after we arrive, which is good timing because I am soon much too drunk to manage that feat again as the day goes on.

As it gets darker, we all gather around a campfire and sing patriotic songs, as best as we can remember the words to them, anyway. We roast marshmallows, and I come up with a drinking game about presidents or history or something. Not sure quite what the rules were, but we all end up pretty lit by the time fireworks go off in the distance.

“Aw man,” I say as the first few light up the sky.

“What’s wrong?” asks Clark, whose lap I am sitting on. My face is raw from all the making out we’ve done today, but I don’t care.

“Nothing. I’ve just always wanted to have sex during a firework show.”

Clark looks around and sees the same thing I do. We’re surrounded by people, including a bunch of kids.

“We could, uh, head over to my truck if you want,” he says. “I threw some blankets and pillows in the back in case we sleep out here.”

“Is anyone over there?” I look back to where the cars are parked.

“Doesn’t look like it.” He scoops me up in his arms. “Come on, let’s go.”

He carries me the whole way to the truck, and I think to myself that probably everyone knows what we’re leaving to do, but who cares? Isn’t today all about celebrating our freedom to fuck when and where we want? Isn’t that what our Founding Fathers would have wanted?

I climb up into the truck bed, and we lay down the blankets and pillows until it’s actually quite cozy.

“Wait!” I say to Clark, who is unbuttoning his shorts. “Just lie here with me and watch for a minute.”

He does as he’s told, and I snuggle up on his arm as we watch the fireworks pop over our heads. Soon, though, he swings his arm over onto me and in between my legs. He’s had enough of watching fireworks and wants to make some of our own, it seems. I’m still wearing just my bikini, so it’s not long before his hands reach underneath my bottoms to find me soaking wet and hot for him. He puts one finger, then two, inside me, and I arch my back in pleasure.

Clark pulls his fingers out, brings them to his lips, and licks them while looking down at me. I always knew I should fuck a fireman. Damn if this dude doesn’t know what he’s doing.

He slides his shorts and boxers off then climbs on top of me, and we begin to go at it. I can see the fireworks going off all around him, and I’m nearly giddy as I lift my pelvis to greet his thrusts. It’s been a few minutes when suddenly I hear a quiet voice just outside the truck.

“Can I join you?” the voice says. It’s a woman, by the sound of it, but neither Clark nor I can see who it belongs to until my eyes adjust and I see a young brunette, someone’s sister home from college for the summer, standing there watching us.

“Uh,” says Clark, dropping down to cover me. “Kind of a private party here.”

“No worries,” she says, before turning to walk away. “You’re both just so hot. Thought I’d ask.”

“Hang on,” I say. Or, more accurately, the alcohol inside me says. “Can you blame her?”

“He doesn’t have to fuck me,” she says, answering the unspoken question in my head. “I could just add a little fun.”

“I like fun,” I say, raising my eyebrows at Clark.

“So, do I,” he says. “Come on up, uh…”

“Sarah,” she says. “My name’s Sarah.”

Sarah crawls toward us in the back of the truck and lies down next to me.

“Hi,” she says, resting on her arms and looking down at me.

“Hi,” I say as she leans down to kiss me. “Keep going,” I tell Clark.

He does, and as he picks back up, Sarah continues to kiss me and is soon reaching out to touch my breasts. The sensation of her touch while Clark comes in and out of me is incredible. Why have I never had a sex assistant before? A sex-istant. Damn. I’m brilliant.

She’s touching me all over now and still kissing me as she reaches her hand down to touch my clitoris.

“Oh fuck,” I say, nearly unable to stand the intensity of this feeling. Sarah knows what she’s doing, and soon, the combination of her hand and Clark’s penetration brings me to climax.

Taking advantage of my momentary distraction, Sarah moves her head down and gestures for Clark to pull out of me for a minute. He does, and she takes him into her mouth, while now fingering me.

“Oh shit, oh shit,” says Clark, clearly as amazed as I am by the expertise of our new friend.

Realizing he’s going to come, Sarah pulls him out of her mouth and angles his dick so that he ejaculates all over her bikini-clad breasts. Is this chick some sort of porn star, or is that what college kids do these days? Either way, I don’t care, as she giggles and jumps down out of the truck bed, presumably to go help some other nice couple to have the best sex of their lives. Clark lays himself down next to me, and we both look up at the sky as the last bit of the finale finishes. I pull a blanket up over us and, unlike last time, realize we’re the opposite of energized after that.

As I drift off to sleep, something in the back of my head tells me what we just did was stupid, but I tell that half of my brain to shut the fuck up. Freedom of speech is overrated, especially for an annoying brain like mine.


Chapter Four

July 11

THE NEXT MORNING, and even for the next week, I can’t get it out of my head that I made the whole Sarah incident up. I see Clark a few more times, but neither of us mentions her. We even have amazing sex again, all without ever saying, “Hey, remember that girl who came out of nowhere and joined us for a three-way? You know—on our first date?”

When I think about it in those terms, I certainly know why I’m not mentioning it. It’s not that I’m ashamed or embarrassed, it’s that it was a really fucking weird way to kick off a relationship. If that’s what this is. Honestly, I don’t even know what to call us.

Clark is great. He truly is. He’s strong, smart, kind, funny, and seriously sexy. I just don’t know him super well. Every activity we do tends to end up with us both drinking and having mind-blowing sex. Again, not complaining, but it’s hard to know much about a person when we spend 50 percent of our time together fucking.

And I don’t think I’m exaggerating about that percentage. Clark can go so long during sex that I am genuinely worried I may pull a muscle. I say that exact phrase to Kim when we’re out for dinner one night, and she gives me the biggest “I hate you” eyes I’ve ever seen. Okay, that’s not true, but she does look annoyed.

“Are you complaining that he pleases you too much?” she says, still semi-glaring at me. “Because I haven’t had sex like that since college.”

“Are you and Javier not having sex?” I ask. Oh yeah. Kim and Javier are totally together now. They decided to give things a try this summer, and it turns out her jealousy of me was totally justified. They have hit it off great.

“Uh, well,” she says. “Everything is going so great. I didn’t want to ruin it by having sex too early.”

“Like I did with Clark?” I say, a bit stung.

“No, no. It’s not like that. That’s not even really the reason, I just…”

“You just?”

“I just don’t want to have sex with him so soon after you had sex with him. I don’t want that comparison.”

I have no idea what to say to this. The thought of Kim and Javier together has only brought me joy. My feelings for him were certainly real, and our physical connection was definitely great, but I hadn’t thought about how weird it would be for her—and even him.

“What does Javier say?” I say, unsure of where else to go with this discussion.

“He says he doesn’t want to rush me, but that I’m being silly,” she says. “It’s not like we both haven’t been with other people before. I don’t know why I’m letting it bother me so much.”

“Is there something I can say?” I offer.

“Not really. You could pretend like you guys didn’t have amazing sex, but you already told me otherwise.”

I cringe. I really had bragged to her about Javier, and now I wish I could have kept my big mouth shut. Why did I have to be so open with my girlfriends?

“I’m so, so sorry,” I say. “When you and Javier get together, it’s going to be wonderful, better than he and I ever could have been.”

“How can you be so sure?” she says.

“Because I see the way you talk about him, and I know that the connection you two have is so much deeper than he and I did. We got caught up in the drama of my whole Plan and it felt so intense that I think we let that cloud our assessment of what we actually were. However, I do think I got to know him pretty well, and since I know you better than anyone, I can say without hesitation that I know you two are great for each other, in every way.”

“Fine, fine, I’ll have sex with my boyfriend,” she says in mock annoyance.

“Heck yes, you will.” I raise one fist in the air to cheer her on. “And it’ll be grrrrrreeaaaaatttt!”

“Don’t ever invoke the catchphrase of Tony the Tiger when referring to my sex life again,” she says solemnly, but I can see the laughter in her eyes.

“Then may your union be magically delicious!” I say, trying again.

“Why are you making all these cereal jokes?” She wipes a tear from her eyes as the laughter takes over.

“I just hope you enjoy his Fruity Pebbles… Wait, no, that’s gross.” I join her as we both laugh/cry.


Chapter Five

July 18

WE’RE OVER HALFWAY through July when I offer to make dinner to join Clark at the firehouse one night. I have avoided seeing him at work, partly because I can’t remember whose sister Sarah was, and also because I know I’m going to geek out like a little kid at the station. Can’t help it. Just who I am.
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