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      When the husband’s away, the wife will play…with the pool girl!

      When Star, the daughter of their regular pool cleaner, takes over the job, Annette lusts for her tanned, toned body.

      Thankfully, Annette and her husband, Trent, believe in sharing, and Annette and Star put on a long-distance show for Trent when he’s traveling.

      Publisher’s Weekly calls erotic short story “California Dreamin’” a “charismatic stand-out,” and Andrea Dale fans agree!
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      I looked out my home office window at our pool, glittering blue in the Southern California sunshine, and thought, It’s just not fair.

      I know, I know—how selfish and prima donna-ish does that make me sound? I work at home, and I have a pool, and I’m whining. First-world problems and all that.

      In truth, I have little to whine about, and I’m honestly grateful. Trent, my husband, has a fantastic job with a film production company, which allowed us to move to LA and allowed me to work at home on my screenplays. Yeah, his job takes him overseas for a few weeks at a time, and I whine about that, but absence makes the heart grow fonder.

      Or in our case, makes the loins grow needier. Our reunions are really, really good. Put it this way: The neighbors called the cops one time because of my screaming. I call that a win.

      We joked that we’d become a typical California couple: We had Hollywood jobs, we were nominally open in our relationship, and we had a pool complete with a pool guy.

      And there was the problem.

      Our pool guy was not the clichéd tanned, ripped stud muffin with sun-kissed shaggy blond hair that the movies had promised me. Oh, no.

      Our pool guy was a grizzled older man, wiry, his face prematurely wrinkled and spotted from the sun. I’m not saying he was hideous, just that he wasn’t my cup of tea—especially because he smoked.

      I managed to convince Joe not to smoke while he cleaned our pool, largely because my office window opened onto the pool, and he’d agreed. He was a good guy, albeit taciturn. We had our routine: I left the back gate unlocked on cleaning days; he arrived, cleaned our pool, stuck the bill in the mailbox; I locked the back gate behind him. The end.

      And the one day I looked out my office window, thinking It’s not fair because it was pool-cleaning day and I didn’t have a pool-cleaning Adonis to look forward to, when there she was.

      A pool-cleaning Aphrodite.

      She was blond, and gently tanned, and lithe. Were she a cliché, I suppose she’d be wearing a teeny bikini. Instead, she wore a cute little pair of shorts (hey, it was a hot, sunny day), a faded T-shirt with the arms ripped off, and an enormous straw hat to protect her from the sun. As I watched, she slathered her arms and legs with sunscreen—in an efficient way rather than a deliberately sexy way, although my breath stuck in my throat and my groin went heavy with need—before picking up the pool skimmer.

      I retained enough presence of mind to realize I should find out who the stranger in my backyard might be. I retained enough vanity to change out of my jammies, put on a bra, fluff up my hair, and swipe on some gloss. Hey, had I gone for full-on makeup, I’d’ve been a cliché myself.

      I didn’t want to look like a Real Housewife.

      I didn’t want to look obvious.

      I didn’t consciously process at least one of those things.

      In an effort not to startle her, I heaved on the sliding glass door with more effort than usual, letting the bang when it opened alert her to my presence.

      She turned, smiled. Oh, thank goodness, she really wasn’t a Hollywood cliché. Perfectionism is boring. She had a slight overbite (which made me want to suck on her upper lip) and small, unenhanced breasts (unlike me, she didn’t need to wear a bra, mmm) and curvy hips (okay, I’d noticed those before) to go along with her athletic thighs.

      “Hi,” I said. “I’m Annette. The homeowner.” I stuck out my hand.

      “Oh, hi!” she said, closing my fingers in a firm grip. “I’m Star. I’m—Joe’s my dad.”

      “Is he okay?”

      “Yeah, mostly. He’s having a hip replacement.” Star leaned casually against the pool skimmer. “He’s been talking about passing on the business, so I’ve been taking on more of his jobs. I hope that’s not a problem.”

      “Not at all,” I said, in a way that I hoped wasn’t at all lascivious.

      “He said you mostly kept to yourself, so I just let myself in.”

      “Actually, it was your dad who never seemed to want conversation,” I said.

      She threw back her head, her laugh hearty and unselfconscious. “That’s Dad for you. Get in, do the job, get out.”

      “Like bad sex,” I said before I could stop myself. But Star laughed even longer and heartier, long enough that I could admire the length of her neck and fantasize about sucking a hicky there while she moaned and shifted restlessly beneath me.

      Bisexual cliché that I am.

      “Well,” she said finally, “Dad and I aren’t much alike. I’m all about getting to know people and doing the job right.”

      Was she flirting with me? Was I just projecting things? My head whirled. I didn’t know.

      I left her to her job, though…and when she was done, I was waiting with an icy glass of lemonade.

      This all happened in the first week of one of Trent’s trips, a particularly long one of six weeks. Pool cleaning happened once a week, and by week three, we had progressed to a shared pitcher of lemonade (I was the last house on her rounds) and I knew her full name was Starshine (Joe, it turned out, was a closet hippie) and that she liked ’70s prog rock (again, her dad), had a master’s in business, and brewed her own beer.

      We were sharing one of those beers on week four, out-nerding each other with movie quotes, although she was winning because I was kind of distracted by her cute little overbite, when she stopped suddenly and said, “You know, Annette, I’m really glad I met you. I’ve been so busy running the business with Dad that I don’t get out much, and most of my clients end up having lecherous husbands who would rather leer at me than find out I have a brain.”

      I know I flushed. I clinked the neck of my bottle against the one she was holding out, and before I could stop myself (I blame the afternoon alcohol), I said, “What about the lecherous, leering wives?”

      Star laughed and said, “Oh, I have those, too. They—” and just as I decided to fling myself into the pool and drown myself in my embarrassment, she gasped, “Oh, Annette, not you! You’re not lecherous at all! You…” She bit her lip, looking down in an adorable mixture of cute and coy. “You don’t leer.” She looked back up at me. “You admire.”

      “Well,” I said when I got my voice back, gesturing with my beer, “what’s not to admire?”

      She leaned forward, her elbows on her knees. “Why, Annette, are you flirting with me?”

      I leaned forward as well. Our faces were quite close. “It depends on whether you want me to be.”

      She cocked her head. “You’re married.”

      So I explained the arrangement that Trent and I had. How we could have flings, as it were, with prearranged discussion and agreement.

      Star pondered that. “Have you told him about me?” she asked.

      “I haven’t,” I admitted. “Until now, you’ve been…just a fantasy. I guess I wanted to keep that fantasy between me and my vibrator until he got home. I didn’t…want to get my hopes up, you know?”

      She laughed softly, her breath scented with hoppy beer. There was a sheen of sweat on her nose. “Oh, I know,” she said, in a tone that made it very clear that she’d been having similar naughty thoughts.

      My stomach tightened and my pussy clenched.

      As first kisses go, it might have been slow, but it was anything but sweet or tender. There were teeth involved, gently tugging (my fantasy about her upper lip, and apparently her fantasy about my lower lip), and tongues, and it went on for what seemed like forever (agh, cliché), and my head was swimming by the time we pulled apart.

      “Are you going to tell your husband about me now?” she asked.

      “Oh, hell yes!”

      [image: ]

      All I had to say was “hot new pool girl,” and Trent was all “Jesus fucking Christ, yes, as long as you tell me all about it in excruciating detail afterwards.”

      I did him one better. After talking about it with Star, who agreed enthusiastically, I simply Skyped Trent and set up the laptop before Star and I went after each other like lust-crazed vampire shape-shifting zombies (or whatever it is the moms pretend their teens are into these days for the excuse to be into it themselves).
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