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			Also by Logan Belle

			Miss Chatterley, Part One: Hungry

		

	
		
			“Why was this necessary? Why had it lifted a great cloud from her and given her peace? Was it real?”

			—D. H. Lawrence, Lady Chatterley’s Lover

			“When done well, social networking, media, and user-generated content sites tap into—and exploit—core human emotions.”

			—Sarah Lacy, Once You’re Lucky, Twice You’re Good

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			After a few more seconds of being entwined together in the dirt, I feel Mellors slowly pull out of me. I have the urge to keep my arms around him, to prolong our contact. Every cell in my body seems to protest the separation.

			Lying side by side, our bodies no longer touching, I stare up at the sky.

			My body is still humming with the aftermath of intense pleasure. I think of the way he held my arms above my head, how he pushed inside of me without any restraint. Just the thought of it makes me squirm, and part of me wishes he would take me again. I want to know this isn’t a dream, that the ecstatic collision of our orgasms—the way our bodies trembled and collided and burst together as one—was real. Now that I’ve experienced it, I want to have it again. And already I’m afraid I never will.

			Mellors stands up, pulling on his clothes and holding out his hand to help me to my feet.

			“We should get you cleaned up,” he says in that slow, deliberate way of his. His sexy voice, combined with the conspiratorial smile he gives me, is exactly why I’d just done something so reckless.

			I can’t imagine putting clothes on my dirty, wet body. I’m dripping between my legs, full with him. And that’s when I realize I’d done something not just reckless, but stupid: I didn’t make him use a condom.

			He stands with his hand extended, waiting to help me. I put my hand in his, telling myself it’s okay.

			Shakily, I stand, experiencing a déjà vu about the time he helped me up from the parking lot when I vomited. And now—even though I’m muddy and wet and will have to do a walk of shame through the gym looking like a half-drowned cat—I feel a similar sense of absolute calm.

			We walk back through the clearing. When I hear the happy noise of the children, I know we’re reaching civilization. We pass the playground and the picnic tables.

			Maybe I’m imagining it, but the moms at the tables seem to look at me funny.

			I climb back into the passenger seat of his Jeep, and the first thing my eyes settle on is the sticker, SEMPER FIDELIS.

			The magnitude of what I’d just done hits me so hard, I gasp.

			“I have a boyfriend,” I say idiotically. As if he cares.

			“Don’t be too hard on yourself,” he says.

			“Easy for you to say. Marines aren’t the only ones with a code of fidelity, you know.” I look out the window—anywhere but at him. “And we didn’t use, you know, a condom.”

			“I’m the healthiest guy you’ve ever met. I’m the one who should be worried.”

			“That’s insulting,” I say. “Besides, I’ve had the same boyfriend for years.” My stomach churns with guilt. “God, I can’t believe I just did that.”

			“Well, if it makes you feel any better, I don’t make a habit of this.”

			It doesn’t. I lean my head against the window.

			“You know the term psychosomatic, right?” he asks me. “Physical symptoms that come from mental distress?”

			“Yes, of course. Why?”

			“I don’t want you to waste time blaming yourself for what just happened, or blaming me. You just listened to your body. When’s the last time you did that?”

			I honestly have no idea. But he’s right: There’s no point in hand-wringing. As my mother would say, what’s done is done. The only thing I can do is make sure it never happens again.

			We pull into the gym parking lot. I let myself look at him, trying to accept that this will be the last time I see him. I allow myself to drink in the sight of him, telling myself that as soon as I set foot outside of the car, I will do everything I can to forget about this man and the way he makes me feel.

			And, still, I want him.

			He turns off the engine, and my breath catches in my throat as I open the door. I want him to say something—anything. I need some sort of parting words, something to take with me as I move on with the rest of my life, no doubt turning this over in my mind again and again until I’m mercifully able to put it to rest somehow.

			But he says nothing.

			I walk quickly into the gym, my legs feeling shaky. I resist the intense urge to look behind me.

			In the locker room I shed my filthy, wet clothes and wrap myself in a towel. After putting my dirty clothes in a plastic bag, I shove them in my locker. I’m so freaked out, I consider tossing them in the garbage. Then my phone rings.

			I sift through my handbag for it, hoping it’s Hillary, that some sort of sisterly telepathy made her reach out to me. I desperately need to hear her voice.

			But it’s not Hillary.

			With my heart in my throat, I say, “Hey,” trying to normalize my voice. Why is Cliff calling me during work, today of all days?

			“Hey, listen, I only have a minute,” he says, “but I want to tell you to plan on packing a bag for tomorrow.”

			“Tomorrow?”

			“Yeah—after the CrossFit Games, we’ll stay at a bed-and-breakfast on the way back from Sacramento.”

			My stomach lurches. “You know, I don’t really want to go to the Games after all.”

			“What are you talking about? Aren’t you doing this CrossFit stuff with your trainer? You completely sold me on the idea. And you’re right—we need some time together.”

			I know there is no point in trying to unsell him on the idea. Once Cliff makes up his mind about something, he is fully committed. And how could I explain my sudden reversal on the whole CrossFit idea without raising serious red flags?

			“Okay,” I say quietly.

			When I put the phone back in my locker, my hands are shaking.

			*   *   *   *

			“I’ve been trying to reach you all day,” I say, my phone pressed against my ear. I’d lost my headset at the gym, and I hate using the phone without it (I’m convinced I’ll be the one person in a million to get a tumor). But I’m desperate to talk to Hillary and can’t wait another minute.

			“Yes, the five voice mails I found when I got out of my meetings clued me in to that,” she says. Even her snark comforts me in the moment.

			I sit on my bed, wrapped in a bath towel. I’ve showered twice since getting home, on top of the shower I took at the gym. I can’t say there’s any logic to my behavior; part of it is my absolute terror at the thought of getting busted for cheating, as if the physical evidence of my encounter with Mellors clings to me, skin-deep and indelible. And then part of it is guilt—Shakespearean guilt. I think of the line from Macbeth, “Out, damned spot!”

			And then there’s the worst part: the part of me that is happy. Really happy. Girlishly happy, like when I had a crush on someone in middle school.

			“Hillary,” I say, and then I can’t continue.

			But my sister hears the catch in my voice. “What’s wrong?”

			“I did something terrible.” I know it sounds melodramatic—but it’s accurate.

			“I highly doubt that,” Hillary says. “What happened?”

			I start pacing, and look out my bedroom window. It’s getting dark.

			“Promise not to tell Mom?” I know; I sound like a ten-year-old. But the idea of my mother knowing what I’ve done is almost as bad as the thought of Cliff finding out. My parents are still deeply in love, twenty-five years into their marriage. They are best friends and passionately romantic, still holding hands at the movies. On visits home, I occasionally catch them making out in the kitchen when they’re supposed to be cleaning up the dinner dishes. As far as relationships go, they set the bar extremely high. Growing up around that kind of love, how can I not be a romantic?

			But when I went to my mother freshman year and told her I’d met The One, she had surprised me with her very unromantic response: “If you really care about him, date casually but don’t try to make it about the rest of your life right this moment,” she said. “It will have a much better chance of lasting if you start the clock later.”

			This, obviously, was not what I wanted to hear. I handled her comment badly, accusing her of trying to keep me out of a serious relationship because she couldn’t handle the fact that I was an “adult” now. My father had to run interference, telling my mother, “You can’t defer feelings, Maureen.”

			Now, with my stupid mistake with Mellors, I feel like I’ve proven my mother right. I’ve betrayed my commitment to Cliff, proving that I’m not up to the task of going the distance.

			“I cheated on Cliff,” I blurt out.

			There is an excruciating pause while I wait for my sister’s verdict. The truth is, I expect her to tell me that it’s okay—or, at least, that it will be okay. After all, she’s the one who’d told me I should do something like this. So who better to absolve me of my sins?

			“In what sense did you cheat on him?” she asks.

			“What do you mean? In the only sense that matters—I had sex with someone!”

			“Are you messing with me?”

			“Why would I joke about something like this?”

			“I don’t know. It just seems more likely that you would joke about it than actually do it. Who was it?”

			“It was the guy at the gym.”

			“The CrossFit guy?”

			“Yes.”

			Silence. Then, “Well, if it’s any consolation, from the looks of him . . . totally worth it.”

			“Hillary!”

			“I’m just saying.”

			“I can’t believe I did it.” It is such a relief to talk to her. Five hours later and I’m cracking like an egg. How do people do things like this and never tell anyone? “It was so crazy, Hil. It was like I lost my mind.” There’s no other way to describe how badly I’d wanted Mellors. It was as if I willed it to happen and then, once it started, my body took over. All rational thought had been obliterated by pure animal need.

			“Whatever you do, don’t think you’re going to make things better by confessing to Cliff. Just file it away and forget about it,” she says.

			Hearing Cliff’s name is like a punch in the gut. Guilt washes through me, my veins hot with it.

			“I don’t know how I’m going to face him. I hope he comes home late tonight so I’m already asleep. Otherwise, I feel like he’s going to know.”

			“He won’t know. So how was it?”

			“What?”

			“How was the sex?”

			I hesitate. Then I tell her the truth: “I’ve never felt anything like it in my life.”

			Hillary sighs. “I know that feeling. I live for that feeling. But, Connie, take it from me: You can’t see him again. Not even casually.”

			I know that, of course. I just don’t expect to hear it from her. “I didn’t think you’d be so black and white about it.”

			“Look, I can deal with the gray areas. You can’t. Listen to yourself—you’re a nervous wreck after one good fuck. You can’t see him again and expect to avoid temptation. Great sex is like crack.”

			“Those are your words of wisdom? Great sex is like crack?”

			I hear the front door open, and my stomach drops. “Oh my God. Cliff’s home! He’s never home this early. Oh God, do you think he knows?”

			“Of course not. Don’t lose your shit. Just act normal.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			“Conn?” Cliff calls from the bottom of the stairs.

			I scurry to the bathroom and hang up my wet towel. Then I dash to my closet and pull on well-worn jeans and my favorite faded blue T-shirt that I’d bought at Club Monaco on Fifth Avenue near Union Square. I ache for my old life.

			“I’ll be right down,” I call, taking a quick look in the mirror. My cheeks are flushed with color, my eyes are bright. . . . 

			Oh God. I look properly fucked.

			“Hey,” Cliff says, appearing in the doorway of the bedroom and smiling at me.

			I smile back but can’t look him in the eye. “What are you doing home so early?”

			That didn’t come out right. It sounds like Busted for Cheating 101.

			“I had a long lunch with Tom Dukes, which somehow turned into a long afternoon touring his golf club, which turned into me deciding to come home instead of going back to the office.”

			His lunch with Dukes. I’d forgotten.

			Cliff puts his laptop case on the floor, walks over to me, and pulls me into his arms. The simple, familiar, tender gesture levels me. It takes all of my effort not to cry.



OEBPS/font/NewBaskervilleStd-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/GoudySansStd-Book.otf


OEBPS/image/title.jpg
LOGAN BELLE

HMoiss
Chatterley

PART II: DIRTY

POCKET STAR
New York  London  Toronto  Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/font/NewBaskervilleStd-Roman.otf


OEBPS/font/NewBaskervilleStd-Bold.otf


OEBPS/image/cover2.jpg





OEBPS/dirty-04.xhtml

		
			Contents


			Chapter One


			Chapter Two


			Chapter Three


			Chapter Four


			Chapter Five


			Chapter Six


			Chapter Seven


			Chapter Eight


			Chapter Nine


			Chapter Ten


			Chapter Eleven


			Chapter Twelve


			Chapter Thirteen


			Chapter Fourteen


		

	

OEBPS/font/BodonianScript-1.otf


OEBPS/font/GoudySansStd-Medium.otf


