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The Call

––––––––
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When the phone on her nightstand awakened Addison, she jerked awake and saw the clock on the nightstand... Four a.m.? She reached for the phone.

"Hello... what? Excuse me? You have the wrong number. Who are you trying to call?"

Since Nate's home office is next to the master bedroom, he awoke to the telephone and his wife's voice. While rubbing his eyes with his fingertips, he saw the time on his cell phone. He quickly got up from the recliner when hearing her distress, hurried into the bedroom, and flipped on the lamp. 

"Oh... no-no-no, you absolutely have the wrong Landis, Officer? What did you say your name is?"

"What's wrong?"

She held her palm in the air. "But where?... What?... I don't understand."

Nate didn't hesitate and took the receiver. "Officer, what can you possibly be telling my wife at this ungodly hour?... Roger?... Roger Buchanan from the Lake Raven Police Department?"

After listening to the man explain what happened, he sighed and asked, "Oh, fuck. When is the arraignment?... Where will it be, Roger?... I appreciate your calling when recognizing our name instead of the Flagstaff police... What was that?... Thanks—got it." After hanging up, he sat on the edge of the bed then reached for his wife, who was shaking and crying.

"Try to calm down, Addison." 

She snuffled and glared at Nate. "Calm down? Why would I do that after our son got arrested? And the fucking reason why."

"I wish I could answer that, but I can't because there is no fucking excuse for his actions. Since Ben was a kid and always getting into mischief, we sensed he'd do something stupid when he got older. But dammit to fucking hell," he said with a hitch in his voice, "not this."

She looked up. "My mind isn't working. Where is Ben now? I mean, I think the officer who called was from here. Right? My mind is in such a fog. But didn't he say something about Flagstaff?"

"Yes. That's where Ben... well, it happened there, so they arrested him in Flagstaff. You most likely didn’t recognize Roger's name since he only comes to the firm for us to prepare his yearly tax return. Tim has his file and works it. Since he works here in Lake Raven Police Department and saw Ben's name and ours, he put it all together. He didn't want us to hear from just anyone here. Or from anyone in Flagstaff, who probably wouldn't give a rat's ass." 

She began to sob, then rolled over in a ball. "I just want to hide in the nearest black hole, Nate. I can't face this."

"Me, too. But we need to face it, Addison. It's fucking real. I'll make coffee since the likelihood of sleep is zero. Roger said we couldn't talk with Ben right now. Huh. Probably a good thing since I'd rather kick his ass." He reached for her hand. "We need to talk about this, Addie."

Addison jerked free. "Talk? What the fuck about now? Our kid just got arrested for rape, Nate. What good will talking do?"

"Well, fuck it. Sorry to touch you. I just thought it would help to talk rather than stew about it on our own. I know there isn't anything we can do. But it's fucking obvious for some time now that I'm the last person you want to be around for anything."

"Well, I fucking don't want to talk, so drop it." Addison reached for a tissue.

"I should have known I'd get nothing from you. Fuck it." Nate bolted from the room and stomped to the kitchen. He suddenly grabbed hold of the front of the farmhouse-style kitchen sink and held on so tightly his knuckles turned white. What the fuck, Ben! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Why did you do it? Nate drew in a deep breath as a sob slipped out. All our hopes and dreams for you are out the fucking window. Once Nate released his initial rage somewhat, he tried stifling his hurt and anger because it would do nothing for the present reality. Still, while putting a pot of coffee on to brew, he snuffled, grabbed a paper towel, dampened it, and then wiped the wet towel over his face.

Although Nate was five feet eight inches and slender, he felt as if he carried the weight of the world on his shoulders. And he certainly felt more like ninety instead of forty since talking to Roger. It wasn’t a reach to understand the news would spread like fire. Not only the personal repercussions of what their son did, but the gossip to follow would be off the charts. Then there was Ron to think about—their older son in the Navy. He had always been Ben's protective big brother when growing up. Hell, even their firm would undoubtedly take a drastic hit. "Fuck!"

After rubbing a hand over his short black hair, he had to pull himself together for Addison's sake. Not that she fucking wants me. Huh. I don't even know why I try. Fuck. Still, he saw the writing on the wall while picturing her spiraling out of control again when considering the hopelessness that they felt when Ben nearly died at fifteen. Fuck it! Four years later and forced to live another nightmare! He stifled another sob. 

As if a robot, Nate quickly put the coffee on to brew. Then he reached into the cabinet above the sink for the aspirin bottle. After tossing a couple of them in his mouth, Nate grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and rinsed them down. Since Addison got sick when taking most meds on an empty stomach, he took the saltines from the pantry shelf. "Here, Addie, take these," Nate said in a tone that foretold his weariness of the days to come. He felt as if he were glued to the spot.

After nibbling on a cracker, Addison then took the aspirin. Then she looked into her husband's glassy eyes, as were hers. "I—" 

"Shhh," he said when she began to cry, which quickly turned to sobs. When he reached out to cradle her to him from where they sat on the side of the bed, she stiffened. At least she didn't jerk away as if I have the fucking plague. Nonetheless, he still forced himself to ignore the half-assed rejection, which was a definite warning not to touch. 

"We'll work through this. It's like the officer said, he's 19 and an adult, so we can't do a fucking thing. Not that I'd want to after what he's done. Frankly, I'm not sure what to feel outside of being fucking numb and mad as hell." When she unconsciously ran her hands over his chest, it threw him since she hadn't touched him with tenderness for years, just a fuck-n-run, and not often at that. His cock reacted instantly.

"I will always love our Ben, but... rape? I will never be able to forgive what our son did to another human being." Addison looked up with tears in her eyes. "My flesh and blood. I carried him in my body. How can I comprehend what that cute little boy has turned into now? He's a stranger who doesn't care about anyone's feelings but his own. How could he do such a despicable act of violation? And why?"

She pulled away from her husband, stood, then with shaking hands, quickly whipped his old, faded T-shirt with holes over her head while sobbing. "I feel dirty. Fucking dirty as hell. Damn him! Always it's about Ben." Addison ran into the master bath, walked into the doorless, tiled shower, and turned on the water. 

Sighing when hearing the familiar precursor to Addison spinning out of control to a major meltdown, Nate knew he'd find her rolled up in a ball on the floor. Strange sounds from deep within her would start first, followed by sobbing. And her body would be shaking far worse than when she was in the bedroom. Although he certainly understood the emptiness and sorrow to follow. 

Nate leaned on his thighs and hung his head while understanding there would be no time for his grief and anger. Not only was he on his own to get through the ordeal with Ben, but he'd also be caretaker one more fucking time.

As if he were a robot, he walked into the bathroom. While ignoring the shower running full force and only wearing his jockeys, he sat beside his petite wife. Nate pulled her onto his lap and held her tight. It was the only time she would allow him to touch her without freezing up. However, only until the episode subsided, then she'd want nothing to do with him. 

While holding her, he tried to think about the last time they had a fuck-n-run, and with the least amount of touching as possible. Whatever affection they felt for one another had slowly faded away. Now, they both sobbed as the water continued to run.

<>

Even though Nate held her as if she were fine china, she knew he was crying as well. It was never far in the back of her mind how she craved his touch at times. Yet, Addison couldn't figure out how what they once cherished where it all went wrong was now tarnished. The memory of how she welcomed his reaching for her and the comfort he offered was priceless. As would he do the same, then they'd cling to each other while making love, not just fucking. 

Where did we lose track of the 'us' in our marriage, Nate? Then, again, maybe it was from too much fucking pain along the way that separated us. She closed her eyes tightly. Stop it, Addison, there is no going back, or all that pain will begin again and again—dammit! There is no turning back to what was—it's gone. Addison forced herself to stop thinking about what couldn't be changed with Nate. 

Although Ben was another matter. Can I really hate my own child? Or can I hate and love him at the same time? Dammit, I fucking can't move. I want to lose myself and stay numb without thinking. Then I don't have to remember and just hide from the fucking world. I don't want to move. Oh, please, let the world fade to black and let me hide. 

<>

A startled Nate jumped when Addison suddenly jerked away from him as if burnt. Just as shocking was her strange expression. Then, confusing him more was when his wife cradled his head for a kiss. As it fed his hunger for her and it quickly turned erotic, Nate's cock sprang to life at lightning speed. After weeks of no sex, he cupped a breast in one hand and caressed her thigh with the other one.

When Addison straddled Nate, she became more aggressive. While trailing kisses down his chest, she wrapped her hand around his cock. "Come on, give it to me, Nate! Give it to me!" 

His intake of breath for her touch had his head spinning. Even when she began to claw at him, he welcomed it. So hungry for sex and affection, he slid his finger inside her while moaning in satisfaction.

Addison sat back and her face almost contorted while the water sprayed down and matted her hair. Her eyes were glassy. Then, as if flipping a switch, she began to greedily pull and claw at his jockeys enough to free his cock. Although her roughness was painful, Nate sucked in another breath and savored her touch. He blocked out her near assault while saying nothing. Don't fucking stop, Addie. Please, don’t. I need this come.

Addison scooted down on the tiled shower floor and said in an anguished cry, "Get harder, Nate! Dammit! Jam your fucking cock down my throat!" Then she tugged on his rising hard-on.

A sudden intake of a breath came as her touch became harsher, yet he took what she offered. Even when bending over to robustly suck his cock into her mouth, it was as if she were sucking on a spaghetti noodle and kept trying to swallow it. "Fuck. Fuck me and don't fucking stop, Addie," he whispered while letting her have whatever she wanted, shocking and demoralizing as it was. She finally wanted him for something after weeks of shutting him out.

Although the closer he came to climaxing, involuntary sobs escaped while feeling lightheaded yet sick to his stomach as her eagerness became more painful. Don't fucking stop eating me, Addie. Just take the fucking pain away for five minutes. Nate couldn't hold back his harsh cry of relief when his release came while fighting against passing out. Oh, fuck, please don't stop. Let me keep coming. No sooner did he shoot cum than Nate began getting hard again and just as painful as before he came.

Addison looked up with a flushed face, "Stay where you are. Don't you fucking move." Her expression became sadistic and lustful. 

Nate stared at her as if she were a crazy person from a movie. But this was no movie. It was fucking reality. Still, he couldn't move—hoping she'd give him more of herself. 

"Watch me give you a lesson on how to fuck a woman." Then she sat back against the wall with her legs sprawled wide. She was so close he could touch her, yet he knew better than to try as she began to masturbate. "See, Nate. Pretend you're sucking me. Or your seeping, pulsating cock needs to squirt cum so bad that you hurt. Think about that instead of my fingers fucking me, in and out, in and out, faster and faster, deeper and deeper, until it pushes through my ass." She taunted him further while gyrating her hips. "Oh, fucking glory as my come builds. Don't you wish you could fuck me? Suck me like old times, Nate?"

Addison's gloating continued while her eyes became vacant as her climax built. See it, Nate? How my pussy needs to come? Don't you wish you were fucking me? Feeling me throb for the come? "Suck me? Oh, fuck! Yes-yes-yes! It's cream! Uhhh, blessed relief." She gasped for a breath. "Look, Nate. Proof that I didn't need you at all." After removing her fingers, she remained where she lay splayed in disarray. "Look and enjoy my cream in a dream of fuck heaven, Nate."

It repulsed him by her continued vulgarity and the lack of respect for what they once shared. Still, all he could do was stare at her slit, which was now the ultimate off-limit zone—save she deem him a quick fuck-n-run. It had been for more years than he could remember since they had been close—skin-to-skin. His craving grew, as did his cock get more rigid, needier while remembering how they were once so beautiful together. But now, life was nothing short of a horror film. He couldn't stop crying and watching Addison's breathing coming harder as she tempted him again while teasing her slit with a satisfied and triumphant smile.

Even after coming, her deranged expression continued. "Do it! Do it, Nate. Fuck yourself. Let me see you in action. You don't have balls enough to give me a show as I did you." With her back against the wall and bracing her arms on the floor, she thrust her hips. "Come on. Jerk on your hard cock. You know you want to, so do it. Give me a fuck show, dammit! Fucking do it!"

Refusing to think about how wrong and bazaar the twisted scene was unfolding in front of him, uncontrollable tears fell. Damn me to hell, but I need to shoot cum again after she tormented my cock back to life. Touching her like I just did after so many years. I fucking need more. Dammit, touch me. Fuck me, Addison.

More pathetic was how his cock throbbed unmercifully while getting harder and needier. So, he began to massage himself, understanding too damn well he'd have to jerk-off, just as Addison told him to do. His fucking pain for another release intensified. More pathetic was how she seemed to get off on watching him with a sadistic and lustful grin. 

"Do it, Nate, give yourself a squirt. Fuck yourself. I dare you to squirt for me. Give me a show."

A deep-seated moan came from Nate as her taunts took their toll while taking his cock in hand more aggressively. So, closing his eyes while deep sobs followed, his breathing became erratic. Even though his release neared, so did bile rise in his throat. "Nooo! Oh, dammit, Nooo!" he cried out while rolling over before crawling to the toilet. He heaved a week's worth before the dry heaves took over as he clung to the commode. Fuck! Fuck! 

"What a loser! You can't even give your wife a good show!"
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CHAPTER 2
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Best Friends

––––––––
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Since their nightmare began, Addison and Nate found themselves barely functioning in a surreal funk that was unexplainable. They rarely spoke since the fiasco in the shower, save when necessary. Even then, it mainly resulted in snapping at each other. Meals were catch-as-catch-can and primarily fast food from the freezer or brought into the house. 

Addison heard the doorbell but couldn't bring herself to answer it. And just the thought of dragging herself to Landis Accounting made her cringe. After all, Nate will need to step up and cover for me since I'm not feeling well. That's why we have fucking employees. They can earn their pay and pick up the slack. I won't fucking go there for all to see the woman who birthed a rapist.

Even when her best friend, Kenzie, wanted to come over and spend time with her—for the first time since childhood, she said, "Sorry, Kenz, not today. I just need a day to hibernate away from the world." Whatever she had to say to keep everyone away, she'd say it. 

At two a.m., Addison ditched the wine glass to chug it straight from the bottle, then wiped the back of a hand over her mouth. She walked over to the overstuffed linen and cream-colored couch in the country-chic open family room/kitchen and then set it on the oak coffee table. However, Addison flopped on it as if a ragdoll. Even though the temp was in triple digits at Lake Raven, she pulled an afghan over her head. Just let this fucking world piss off, dammit!

It was not Addison's habit to forgo freshening up in the morning. Because as a rule, within minutes of rising, she'd have showered, applied a scant amount of makeup, even though she didn't need it, and be dressed. However, for the second day, she wore the same grey spandex workout shorts. Also, no bra, and she wore a sloppy blouse once used to paint their bedroom. Her auburn hair hung in a ponytail with wisps falling around her face. She had no desire to look at her puffy, bloodshot green eyes from so much crying—she already knew she looked like crap. Nothing mattered save another drink of wine. Why didn't I bring a new fucking bottle? Now I need to get back up and get it. You are a dumb shit, Addison.

The doorbell sounded again at the same time as her cell phone, which she picked up and threw across the room. It landed on an overstuffed chair then bounced onto the floor. She shrugged while drinking a hearty sip of wine, although Addison spilled some on herself. Fuck it! Then she laid back down and buried her head in a throw pillow while sobbing.

<>

A trim, pixie blonde, Kenzie, had been worried about their friends ever since Nate had stopped by her and Chase's early in the morning, soon after receiving the news. He had called on the phone then knocked on their door at six a. m. The heartbreak in his voice had them rushing to the door. When he told them about Ben, she knew, as did Nate and Chase, that the coming days would be a disaster for Addison. 

Still, she gave her best friend some time to be alone for, as they always referred to, An All About Me Day when they decided to have a long lunch during the workday. However, when Addison blew her off and said she wanted to be alone after a couple of days, Kenzie knew nothing good lay ahead.

"Addison Jean Landis, you better open this fucking door, or I'll mow it down!" she yelled while pounding this time instead of ringing the doorbell. "And you know damn well your neighbors will have nose trouble if they hear me. So, open up this fucking door!"

When she still didn't get a response, tears rolled down her cheeks. Kenzie dug around in her purse for the keys they had exchanged in case of an emergency. Today was the day. What met Kenzie's eyes scared her until she shook. When touching Addison's shoulders, she remained still. "Oh, Lord in heaven, you better not have taken anything, Addie." Then she jiggled her arm. "Dammit, why in the hell are you scaring the bejesus out of me?"

Addison slowly rolled onto her back while wiping her eyes. "I wish I had taken something, Kenz. The wine isn't cutting it anymore. Nothing will. Not after what Ben fucking did."

"Okay! That's enough of this, feel sorry for poor me, crap!" Kenzie grabbed the bottle of wine, stomped over to the country-style kitchen to promptly dump it down the drain. After shoving the books and round brass serving tray on the large, oblong-shaped coffee table out of the way, she plopped down on it. "Look at me."

"What?" Addison smirked. "You want me to do Pilates with you. No thanks. Not today. I'm not going to move from this couch. This fucking damn self-pity party is on in spades. So, you can fucking get lost!"

"Addie, being a bitch to me is not going to gain anything. I know you and your stupid tirades. Don't you remember the other times you've lost yourself in a fucking bottle of wine? Nobody wins. Not you. Not Nate. Not your friends. And you have Ron to think about because he has no idea what has happened. Have you given thought to him? What he'll feel. He will need you and Nate. So, get up off your ass and stop this fucking feel sorry for yourself attitude and listen up. You can't wish away what Ben did. And you and Nate need to work through this fucking mess together. He's as lost as you."

Addison picked at the fringe on the pillow before looking at her friend. "I don't want to face people. It may not be big like Phoenix or Tucson Kenz, but Lake Raven isn't a small town. That said, you can't get lost here either. People at the firm and our business accounts, well—they'll talk. And I fucking can't be there for Nate! He's a big boy. So, he can put on his big boy pants. Besides, he didn't carry that little brat. I carried him inside my fucking body! So, I'm the one who needs to be taken care of, dammit!" 

"Oh, Addie. Why are you so mean to Nate when he takes care of you? Yet, you ignore all he does. And anyone who knows you and Nate can see what you have built in this town with Landis Accounting. Most people won't think any less of you. Nor will the workers at the firm. And those who do have pea brains if they refuse to look at the bigger picture. Honey, you've been down this rollercoaster of a road too many times. Yet, you've always picked yourself up. You still can. Nate, Chase, and I will help you. Please don't shut us out."

"I understand what you're saying. But really, all I want to do is crawl into the deepest black hole and lose myself in a bottle of wine bliss. How could Ben do such an awful thing to a woman?" She shook her head, grimacing. "I mean, we taught him right from wrong. Respect. How? Where did it go so wrong? It's worse than nearly losing Ben to alcohol poisoning when he was fifteen."

"I'm not apt to ever forget, Addie. It took a while to get you out of the funk. Especially after the ER doc said how they lost him on the table. But he did come back, honey."

"Believe me; I've been reliving that day in my mind over and over, Kenz. Maybe he shouldn't have made it for the hell he's caused everyone now. I'm tired of Nate harping at me to talk about it, so we'll feel better." She scrunched her lips before speaking. "Fuck him. I don't want to talk to him. Nor do I want him fucking touching me for his comfort. All he wants to do is paw at me for a fuck. So, no, I don't want to talk to him or hear him harping at me." 

She poked a finger on her chest. "Everyone just needs to fucking get out of my face. I'm not the bad guy here. And I'm sick of people acting as if nothing has happened. Not even you, dammit. My son R-A-P-E-D a woman! Don't you people fucking get it. He fucked someone against their will. He fucked up his life. He fucked up Ron's life, who never did anything but try to help him. He fucked us over, and you guys want to do is talk? Screw you all!" 

Since she had been down this same road every time Addison crashed, she and Chase were there to help Nate. Kenzie knew it was the wine talking, so she took a deep breath. "All we have as parents are the values that we teach our children. But only to a point, honey. Once they venture out on their own and make friends, it's a crapshoot if they get mixed up with the wrong people."

"You don't get it. I don't want to fucking try." She rolled over to face the couch with her back to her friend. "Please. How many times must I tell you all to fucking leave me alone? I don't want to talk. I don't want anything but to hide from the world. I'm fucking done, Kenz."

"You are so selfish thinking of yourself. No, Nate didn't carry Ben, but if not for him, there would be no Ron. No Ben. Stop pushing him away, Addie. He's the best thing that has ever happened to you."

Addison practically jumped off the sofa, then turned to her best friend with fists at her side and anger on her face. "Nate is a fucking big boy. I'm not his fucking mommy fixing a skinned knee. Fuck you all!" She stomped to the kitchen and grabbed two new bottles of wine from the cabinet. Then a wine opener before hurrying down the hallway, where she slammed the bedroom door. 

Kenzie's tears fell like turning on a faucet. "Oh, fuck, but this is not going to get better any time soon. She cradled her head and bawled." 

<><><>

At forty, Chase Reardon had slicked-back blonde hair and dressed as if he had just walked off the cover of Esquire Magazine. He tapped on the doorjamb of Nate's office door with a wrap of his knuckle. "Hey, too much work makes for a dull boy."

Nate looked up with a forced smile. "Hey. I suppose you don't have anyone buying a house, so you're here to give me a hard time."

Chase chuckled. "Business is excellent, but one does need lunch periodically. Since our offices are only a few blocks apart and one protein bar later, I thought we'd chew the fat for a while. Got a minute?"

Nate dropped his pen and pushed the file out of his way. "Works for me. Come on in and close the door. You know Nancy, when my door is closed, she'll only knock if it's important."

Chase sat in an ergo chair across from Nate's desk. Then he sat back with a leg bent to place his ankle on the opposite knee. "I can tell how you're doing. 

Not worth a fuck because you look like shit, pal. Not that I expected anything less. Dare I ask how's Addison doing? She wasn't in her office when I passed it."

"Ahhh, hell, she's home again today."

"Has anyone here said anything? I'm sure by now it's hit the papers."

Nate grimaced. "I get the puppy dog eyes. And they'll help us get through it."

"Damn, I'm sure that didn't help Addison since she's not in a good place right now. Have you heard anything more since Ben pleaded guilty instead of not guilty at the arraignment?"

"Huh. Since the rape kit showed it was his semen, Ben has no defense, so his public defender convinced him it was the best option but to go with guilty. He's working on a plea bargain now."

"Has he asked you guys to hire him a private attorney yet?"

"As it stands right now, he wants nothing. Although everything I'm getting is through Roger at the police station. He's been tops keeping me informed. I already told him not to worry for a couple of years about his taxes. We've been staying in contact but unbeknownst to Addison, I might add. So, mum is the word on that front for now. Ben says he'll take his knocks and not to bother us."

"Is that because he can't dispute the evidence against him?"

"I'd say that's summing it up in a nutshell. Huh. Not to mention that on some level, even Ben must feel remorse. He sure as hell knows he pissed his mom and me off. Still, looking back, you know as well as any of us that he's never been much for caring about anyone's feelings but his own." Nate smoothed his hand over his hair. "Fuck. The writing is on the wall. I don't know how I can keep it together to get through this shit with Ben. Now, with Addison flying high on the wine, I'm fucking screwed with no way out."

"Have you talked about going to Flagstaff and see Ben?"

Nate rubbed a hand over his face. "Ahhh, hell, Chase. I'm between and betwixt about my feelings. How do I, or we handle this? This morning, Addison flat-out said 'no.' She refuses to see him in jail. Each day she hits the bottle big-time, buddy." 

With his elbows on the arms of the chair, Chase lifted his hands and steepled them. "What about you, pal?"

Nate's eyes got cloudy. "Let's face it. I'm feeling fucking lost. As I said, she won't talk, and when she does, I'm lucky to get a grunt. The one thing she does know how to shout loud and clear is, 'FUCK YOU.' Hell, she looks at me as if I three fucking heads and yells even more, 'How could our flesh and blood rape someone?' Well, I'm asking myself the same fucking question." 

He got up to pace. "I mean, as ornery as he's always been and downright challenging at times, we've managed to keep trying to work with him. But dammit, all. I can't get past what he did to another person. Fuck it, Chase, we taught him to respect women. And it's the one thing we prided ourselves on because he's never been anything but respectful."

Chase's phone rang. "It's Kenzie. She stopped by to see Addison."

Nate held his palm up with a nod. "No problem."

"Hey, sexy lady. What's cooking?"... He grinned. "I'll remember that for later. Did you see her?... You're there now?" He took the phone away from his mouth. "She's with Addison." He frowned. "Fuck. Okay, honey, I'll tell him."

He let out a weary sigh. "Now what?"
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CHAPTER 3
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Rayla & Lana Equals: Chaos

––––––––
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Between Rayla Daily and Lana Minton, it was never easy to know who could gossip the most, let alone be more vindictive in the process.

"Can you believe what the paper said, Lana? You know, about the Landis kid?" Rayla asked, who had a petite frame, meticulous about her makeup, and looked more like a Barbie doll with black hair cut in a bob.

Lana had a habit of flipping her long brown hair over her shoulder to ensure her cleavage showed off the value of her new implants. "Well, we both have always said that Ben Landis was a royal pain in the ass. I mean, he was polite and respectful enough, so I'll give his folks kudos for teaching him that. Still, he was otherwise a terror around town. But rape? How can they show their face in public? And with their accounting firm. Well, hell, I wouldn't be surprised if they don't go belly-up."

"It just goes to show what a lack of discipline over your children will reap. There is no doubt about how kids zap everything out of a person. Ben being proof of it."

"I'll tell you, Rayla, now and forever, there will never be a child born of my body," said Lana. "All it took was a little incentive for my OB/GYN to clip—clip."

Rayla got a curious expression on her face, then a smile. "Incentive? As in some bow-chick-a-wow-wow?"

Lana's grin said it all. "Well, a gal's gotta do what is needed to get the job done, honey. I am not messing up this body for all the hard work and money it's taken me to get in tip-top shape."

"How many years ago did you do it? Before we met?"

"It was about a year or so before then. Well, I know you won't say a word. So, since you asked." Lana looked around to see that no one was within hearing distance of the copycat coffee house resembling a Starbucks.

"Well, tell-tell-tell. Was it worth it?"

Lana chuckled. "Deeeelish to the max, Rayla. But considering at the time, I was twenty-three, to my now thirty-seven, I will brag that he taught me a few things. Ummm, I do like to daydream once in a while and remember how fucking good he was. In fact, we even got together a few times after the procedure." She chuckled. "Call it a test fuck. And I shouldn't admit it, but we continued fucking when Brad and his cock of plenty came along."

Raya grinned. "Holy shit, does he know?"

"No, you, doofus. We had just begun to date, so technically, I was a free agent, as it were. So, confessing anything past the obvious that I had dated a few men, there was no obligation." Lana's expression turned sultry while licking her lips. "It's no lie, Rayla. Just talking about him, I can feel that decadent tongue of his satisfying my V-jay-jay—I could cream my panties."

"You little devil." Rayla grinned. "Since this is confession time, I'll tell you, girlfriend. I had a yummy fling with Link, a construction worker. So, you can imagine his cock was rock hard and had a tongue full of dynamite. He had my hoochie-wha-wha and other parts singing to the heavens. I'm sure you remember how I hinted that I discovered things I never dreamed of and in spades. Well, let me just say it was not my hubby's 'things' I discovered. It was a couple of years ago. Damn, Lana, he was a wild ride that kept on giving?"

"Have you fessed up that you cheated?" She held palms up. "Hey, you know me. I'm all for being a free spirit. Well, as long as Brad's cock only plays in my parlay card. If he cheated on me, I'd punch his lights out. Why did you give up a man who made your V-jay-jay sing?"

"Only because he relocates every time the construction jobs go out of town."

"So, are you saying the door is open if your train ride should pull into the station again? Do tell."

Rayla grinned. "Does cream rise to the top of milk? I'd do him in a heartbeat the way he makes my hoochie-wha-wha sing to the heavens."

"Hey, you two. Do tell. Hoochie-Wha-Wha and heaven sound like a lovely combo. Am I missing out on something? It's been a while since we've run into each other."

Lana looked at a blonde bombshell. They went to school together, but she never cared for her uppishness. "Mindy, I will say that hoochie-wha-wha and heaven, indeed, is quite a lovely story. But for another time. And you're right. It's been a while."

Mindy flicked her wrist. "Oh, wait, since I'm here, I'm sure if anyone knows about the goings-on in Lake Raven, it's you two. Is it true what I just heard from Jason Vestin? That the Landis kid got his ass in a wringer?"

Rayla shoved a chair back with her foot. "Do sit, Mindy. We have a lot of comparing notes about what you heard. It is without a doubt true that Ben Landis is in jail. And it wasn’t his ass that got him into trouble—it was his Willy Wacker."

"Is it really for R-A-P-E?"

"I double-checked with Brad's friend, Daniel, at the police station," said Lana. "You know, just to be sure that I wasn't telling tales out of school."

Mindy's mouth gaped. "Holy fuck. Talk to me, ladies."

<>¤<>¤<>

Fresh from the shower, Kenzie walked into the master bedroom of their rustic home with a cherry wood antique sleigh bed. The other furniture in the room was of different types of wood since the décor was antiques snatched up here and there. It fit their personalities perfectly.

While rubbing lotion on her hands and upper arms, she knelt on the edge of the bed, where Chase read while she showered after watching TV. "Baby?"

He closed the book and laid it on the nightstand, then looked up. "Hot damn, sexy lady. I do like the way your wear that non-nightgown look. Ask me anything, and you will receive it. So, how're chances?" 

She grinned. "Oh, more than excellent with your baby blues broadcasting that hot to trot smile of yours, handsome."

Then he reached over to caress a breast before rubbing a finger over her slit. "Nice. Damn, nice."

She bit her bottom lip. "More—more. Don't stop."

He grinned while sliding his finger inside her and wiggled it. "I am, without a doubt, going to have some of you. Indeed, I am."

Since their bed was double-sized, it was easy for Kenzie to straddle him. "I'll hold you to it, baby."

"Haven't you forgotten something? Or could I be wrong about such an assumption?"

"Oh, believe me, the boxers are coming off very soon. But first, what do you make of my visit with Addison today?"

He puckered his lips before answering while pondering her question. "On the whole, since we know how high-strung she can get, and now given Ben's damn arrest. I don't see her coming out of this situation on a good note. Especially given the way she acted and talked to you. Addison has had breakdowns for much less. So, Nate has his hands full. I tell you, I'm worried about him." 

She bobbed her head. "My heart breaks for him too. It just seems that Addison gets on an even keel, then the littlest thing sets her off. But now, with this major occurrence. I don't know. All I can say is, she's so lucky to have Nate. I don't know of any other man who would still be around, do you?"

Chase rubbed her thighs. "You got that right. I love them both and only want to see them get back to their vibrant selves. But you're right, honey. Nate is so lost. I think if he opened up to me, it could be his undoing. I guess if he keeps it inside, he can keep a lid on it. Given what's happening now, that's the only reason I haven't pressed him. Did you notice an odd difference about him when he stopped by to tell us?"

"Sorry to say I did. Especially since it was so early. I'm afraid it must have gotten ugly with Addie for Nate to wake us up. So, you're probably right. I couldn't help but think of our Ella, fresh off to college. What if she got raped on campus?" She shrugged. "You never know. These days it is a reality."

He cupped her breasts tenderly. "I try not to think about it. If we do that, we'll worry ourselves to death. We must hope and pray that she stays safe. Ella's a good judge of character. It helps that she's had martial arts classes." He shrugged. "So, I genuinely believe she is as prepared as anyone can be these days." 
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