 Author’s note: This is a continuation of the story told in The First Step.  This time it’s from Beth’s point of view, because I thought she was more interesting.

The Second Step
By HedbangerSA

The message light on the answering machine was blinking again. I checked the little LED screen even though I was pretty sure who had called. 

It was a 312 area code… Chicago. I pushed the ‘play’ button, steeling myself.

“Beth? If you’re there, pick up. Please talk to me.” Andy’s voice came from the speaker, the recording tinny but recognizable. After a pause, he spoke again.

“You promised that you’d give me another chance, Beth. And I’ve waited like I said I would, for too long.” Another pause. “Look, I know I’m right for you, even if you don’t believe it. I’m coming to Sharpsburg. I got your address from Emma… Don’t be mad at her.” 

Why would I be mad at her? She’d given him the phone number too, because she thought she was doing me a favor. Bitch. I sat on the edge of the bed, blinking back hot tears, and listened to the end of the recording.

“I’m not a stalker, Beth. You know that. When I get there and you see me, if you really want me to go I will. I’ll leave and won’t bother you again. But you have to at least see me… you promised me. Remember?” 

Of course I remembered. The promenade deck of the ship just before we disembarked from the cruise that changed my life. Andy changed my life, he showed me what an idiot I’d been to settle for Ronnie and his verbal abuse and disinterest. I told Andy I’d give him a chance after I had time to get through the divorce and settled. 

But that was almost a year ago. And now I was a different person. I was stronger, and for the first time in my life I was taking care of myself and in control. My life wasn’t great, but it was real. The time with Andy on the boat wasn’t. It was a fling, a fantasy. 

He was supposed to have forgotten about me. Instead he kept emailing me and sending flowers until I moved and dropped my AOL account. That worked for a while until Andy tracked Emma down.  I told her not to interfere, that I knew what I was doing. But Emma thought Andy was perfect for me. She said she never saw me so happy. Sure, it was fantastic on the boat with Andy…well, better than fantastic. But that was because of the sex, and the ways he made me feel good about myself again.

The sex…Jesus. It had been a year and I was all hot from just listening to his voice on the machine. Moisture was seeping through the thin cotton of my panties, I was tingling like crazy and I wanted to rub myself. 

Well, maybe I would. But that didn’t change anything. It still wouldn’t work with him, and I had my life on track and I wouldn’t give that up for anything. 

~~~ 

I picked at my salad, not finding anything interesting. It was my favorite restaurant but I wasn’t very hungry. 

Wilson frowned at me across the table. “You should get a box and take that home. It cost thirteen dollars.” 

 “I’m sorry.” I replied, forcing a smile. “I guess I’m just not in the mood today.” 

“It’s that guy. You’ve been mooning around for a week. I can’t believe you’re going to see him, Beth. For Christ’s sake, we’re dating. What will people think?”

“We’re not dating, Wilson. We’ve just been going out for a while. And I met Andy before I knew you. He’s a friend and I owe him a lot.” 

“A friend? Right!” Wilson rolled his eyes and lowered his voice. “What kind of friend sleeps with a married woman?” 

He leaned across the table. “This guy only wants one thing, Beth. If you can’t see that… well, I’m disappointed in you. But in my position I can’t have a scandal. Think about that.” 

He stared at me for a moment, then picked up the check and stomped off to pay. 

His position. J. Wilson Rollins was a vice president at the local bank. I’d known him in high school, though not well. I was a cheerleader and Wilson was kind of a nerd. I went to the bank to open an account when I moved back and he started asking me out right away. He was an okay-looking guy, and would even be cute if he didn’t act so much older than he was. He had thinning brown hair that he brushed back from a broad face. In ten or fifteen years people would call him “dignified.”

Wilson wasn’t exciting but he was solid and convenient and safe. He was a big help at first, with getting settled in and finding my new place. 

Like an idiot I told him the story about the breakup with Ronnie, and about the cruise. Well, not everything… but enough. He’d seemed understanding at first but Wilson had been really jealous ever since Andy started calling, saying stuff like that “scandal” comment and trying to make me feel like a slut because I had an affair. Wilson was nice, but jeez… he hadn’t even tried to get me in the rack yet. He says he “respects” me and wants the divorce to be final for six months first.

~~~ 

I put the Styrofoam box of salad in the refrigerator and fed Mocha. He’s a six-month old terrier pup I got at the pound.  I’m crazy about dogs and getting him was the first thing I did when I got the house. Wilson got upset about that, too. Says he’s allergic and that Mocha gets hair on his suits. 

“Hey, boy. Have a good day?” The dog looked up from his kibble with a doggie grin, wagging his tail so hard his body shook.

“You eat your dinner while I change, and I’ll take you for a long walk. Deal?” 

I walked toward my bedroom, picking up as I went. The place was kind of a mess. Between my job and night classes at the junior college, there didn’t seem to be enough time for housework. 

I was still wearing my uniform from work. I’m an assistant manager at Target and the red shirt and black slacks made me look kind of frumpy. I shrugged out of the shirt and let the baggy slacks drop to the floor and checked myself out in the mirror.  That was better. Not bad for twenty-eight. Being tall helped — that and squeezing in some time at the Y whenever I could. 

None of the bras they had at the store fit me right, because I’m pretty big up top. The wires in this one were cutting into me so it felt great when I popped the catch, dropped the darn thing on the floor then rubbed my boobs a little. I turned sideways, lifted one and let it bounce. Still pretty firm. Andy loved my boobs… and they loved him. That man could do things with his tongue that… I stopped that train of thought, knowing where it would lead. 

Instead I pulled on a tee shirt and a pair of shorts, grabbed some comfortable sneakers and went looking for Mocha. 

As I picked up the leash, the phone rang. I froze for a moment, then went to check the caller ID. ‘Andrew Benson 312-555-2367’ I took a deep breath and picked up. I needed to face this sooner or later.

“Hello?” 

“Beth? Jesus…Beth? It’s so good to hear your voice. I thought… well, it doesn’t matter. How are you?” Andy asked. Even with the faltering, he sounded strong, confident. Same old Andy. Same tingle starting between my legs. 

“I’m fine, Andy. It’s… good to hear you too.” I paused. “Look, this isn’t a good idea. For either of us. We’re too different and you’re there and I’m here and that’s where we belong. On the boat, well… that was on the boat.” 

“Beth. Just listen to me. I’m not asking for a commitment, just a chance. See me one time. It’s been a year, if the spark isn’t still there I’ll give up. What’s the worst that could happen?” 

Andy asked me that on the boat, too, at the beginning. And I ended up balling his brains out for two days straight, starting like twenty-four hours after I met him. God, he was cute. Tall and strong with that thick, dark hair. The tingle was now a deep, wonderful ache and my nipples were hard under my tee shirt. 

“I don’t know, Andy. I’ve got a lot going on, and… so much has changed.”

“That’s great. I knew it would work for you. Are you going to school?” he asked, sounding sincere.

“Yeah. Marketing classes at the junior college mainly. Thanks for asking,” I said, pleased that he remembered. 

“Look. I’ve got a flight into Baltimore on Friday, and I’m renting a car. I’ll be there by six. See me, Beth. Just for dinner, nothing more. I can’t wait to hear about all those changes. Okay?”

Friday. Three days away. 

“I… okay, Andy. I’ll see you,” I said quietly, almost a whisper. 

~~~ 

I took Friday afternoon off from work so I could clean up the house a little and get ready. I mean, it wasn’t that I cared that much but I didn’t want Andy to think I was a slob or something. And I asked a neighbor to watch Mocha for me because he liked to jump up and we might be gone most of the evening. It was really hot for June and my air conditioner didn’t seem to be working right, so I ended up taking a couple of showers by the time five o’clock rolled around. 

Then I put on a nice pair of slacks and my newest top, which hugged my upper body like a glove and had a deep-cut neckline. It was a pale aqua blue – I knew that Andy liked that color on me. And I wore my best underwear, too. Not for Andy’s benefit you understand. You never know when you might be in an accident or something. 

I went down to my front room to read a magazine and wait. Then I switched to a novel, thinking that would look better. I was going to college after all. After fifteen minutes that seemed like hours I decided to go back up and work on my hair some more. I was wearing it shorter than when I was on the cruise and it didn’t want to lay right. I should never have gotten it cut… or highlighted. It looked stupid. 

Just as I got to the top of the stairs the doorbell rang. Andy was early. Shit! I thought about pretending I wasn’t home but then he might wait and how would I explain that? Damn, it was hot in the house, no matter what the thermostat said. I took a couple of deep breaths and checked my reflection in a window, then went to the door and opened it, trying to look poised. 

“Mom… Dad! What are you guys doing here?” I wailed. My dad gave my mom a look that said ‘I can’t believe we’re missing Wheel of Fortune.’ They were wearing church clothes, and my mom was gripping her good purse tightly. 

“Well, we thought we’d come over and meet this young man of yours.” she said. “If he minds meeting your parents maybe he’s not worth the trouble.”

I stared at her for a moment as she took in my outfit. 

“He’s not my young man, Mom. He’s just a friend. You can come in, but as soon as you meet him you have to leave,” I said, sighing as I stepped aside to let them pass. They perched on the couch while I took the chair closest to the door.

“I haven’t seen that blouse before,” Mom said, raising an eyebrow. “It certainly doesn’t leave much to the imagination.” 

“Don’t start, Mom. What about my hair, does it look okay?” 

She studied me. “Well, I like it better long, but it might be fine if you comb it back a little and use some spray. Let me,” she said, looking pleased to be involved as she scuttled over, digging in her purse. 

Just as she finished the doorbell rang again. I jumped up.

“Remember,” I hissed. “As soon as I introduce you you’re leaving.”

I opened the door and my face dropped. 

“Wilson! You can’t… You have to leave!” 

“Why? You said this guy is just a friend, right? I’d like to meet him,” Wilson said, looking smug. I felt tears welling up as I stepped closer to him, blocking my parent’s view with my body.

“You can’t just barge in here, Wilson. You don’t own me.” 

“No, but I’m working on it, and…” Wilson stopped when he saw the expression on my face, then turned to look. 

Wilson’s bright red Corvette was parked at the curb. Another car was pulling up behind it, and stopping. The door opened, and Andy Benson got out. He was wearing a navy blazer over a pinstriped dress shirt with an open collar, and khaki slacks. He was tanned and despite the heat looked… collected and wonderful as he strolled purposefully up the walk. 

I wiped at my eyes quickly and smiled.

“Andy. Good to see you again.”

“You too, Beth. You look terrific,” he said, glancing at Wilson, then at my parents. “Having a party?” 

“This is my… friend, Wilson Rollins. And my Mom and Dad. They were all just leaving,” I said in a tone that I hoped sounded like a threat.

Wilson moved closer and stretched to his full height, still three inches shorter than Andy. “I can stay for a while, Beth. We can all get acquainted.”  Then he followed Andy into my house and everyone sat down, except Mom who offered to help me serve drinks. One quick one and then maybe the interlopers would leave.

“Well, he’s certainly attractive, in a big-city sort of way,” Mom said when we got to the kitchen. “Is he a salesman?”

“I don’t think so. I’m not sure what he does, something about buying and selling businesses that are having problems,” I replied, searching in my refrigerator for a bottle of wine.

“Doesn’t sound very stable,” Mom said, frowning. 

When we got back to the front room Wilson was questioning Andy. I shot a look at my dad, who could have intervened. Dad shrugged, and smiled. 

“Beth says you’re some kind of a broker?” Wilson asked, pronouncing the last word like it was a congenital defect.

“Actually, it’s venture capital. My firm specializes in distressed business opportunities…” Andy began, then stopped when he saw us arrive. He stood as I passed out glasses of white zinfandel, which was all I had.  Someone gave it to me as a housewarming gift.

Wilson barged ahead, not waiting for Andy to finish. “That’s very interesting. I’m sure there’s a call for it, but I prefer being part of a successful business.  Perhaps Beth mentioned that I’m senior vice president at Citizen’s National Bank?” He paused as Andy shook his head. “Citizen’s has been a part of Sharpsburg for over 70 years. Security and commitment, that’s what we’re about.”  As he finished, he looked at me and nodded, then smiled. 

The evening went downhill from there. An hour later everyone was still in my front room, and I was out of wine.  Andy was really good about it, talking to my mom and dad, and even charming Wilson a bit. It turned out that Andy knew a lot about banking and there was nothing that interested Wilson as much as his job. They talked about assets and delinquency ratios and a lot of other stuff that probably wouldn’t have made sense to me even if I’d been paying attention.

At a quarter of seven Wilson suggested that we all go to dinner at his country club. My mom and dad were thrilled and accepted immediately, which left Andy and me sort of trapped. I couldn’t really blame my parents. They were both school teachers and they didn’t get many chances to rub elbows with the upper crust of our little town. If Andy was upset about it he didn’t let it show.

We couldn’t even talk on the way to dinner or back, because my folks rode with us in Andy’s rental car.  Wilson’s car didn’t have a back seat and I think my mom thought we needed chaperones. 

When we got back to my place Andy thanked Wilson for dinner and there was this awkward moment with everyone standing in my front yard. Finally Andy came over and gave me a little hug, thanked me and left. Then I told Wilson that he was most definitely not coming inside, stormed up my walk, and slammed the front door behind me. 

I don’t know what I expected or wanted out of the evening, or why I was so upset. I guess I was looking forward to talking to Andy and being alone with him. The days I’d spent with him on the boat had been the best of my life and at least a part of me wanted to know if that closeness was still there – as silly as that might be. Anyway, it was over. Andy would go back to Chicago in the morning and I would have my life back. Both of us would be where we belonged. 

So why was I so depressed? There I was taking my makeup off, stuff I hadn’t used since I got it from the health spa on the cruise, and I was crying. I couldn’t help it. Damn my parents and damn Wilson for interfering. Like I was some little kid who couldn’t make her own decisions. I mean, I knew that things with Andy couldn’t work and it wasn’t like he was going to sweep me off my feet just because he showed up after a year looking… well, like he did. 

Which is why I got so mad when the doorbell rang as I was brushing my teeth.  I threw my robe over the tee shirt and panties I was wearing and stomped down the steps to throw open the door.

“Listen, Wilson. You better get the hell off my…” 

“Hi, Beth.” 

“Andy! What…”  

There he was, looking as good as he had that afternoon. Shirt still pressed, slacks still creased perfectly, that same half smile on his gorgeous face. 

“I thought maybe we could try this again, without the crowd,” he said.

I looked down at my ratty old robe. I hadn’t even gotten all my makeup off — it was kind of smeared. And my hair was a hideous, auburn mess.

“But Andy, I’m…”

“Beautiful.” He finished my sentence. “The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” 

The tears started again. A gusher, hot streaks down my face through what was left of my makeup. 

And all of a sudden I was in Andy’s arms, my legs wrapped around his hips and he was kissing me like he did on the cruise and no one had before, or since. My tears glistened on both our cheeks as our mouths jostled for position, our tongues deep in a wild dance that felt familiar, and right.  His hand was in my hair, stroking, and his cock was hard, straining against the fabric of his slacks and my panties.  And then we were moving, Andy walking me off my porch and through the still open front door.

“Up the stairs, to the left,” I mumbled, then rammed my tongue back into his mouth.  He pulled back.

“Huh?” 

“Up the fucking stairs. My bedroom, quick!” 

I weigh like 115 pounds but you wouldn’t have known it from the way Andy went bounding up the stairs, both hands cupping my almost naked ass.  He kicked off his shoes and then skidded a little on the hardwood floor before unceremoniously dumping my horny as hell ass on my bed. He scrambled out of his clothes as I whipped off the robe and tee shirt, then shucked my damp panties onto the floor.  

So much for self-restraint. He showed up and in like five minutes there I was, naked on the bed panting like a greyhound, tits heaving and legs spread wide, waiting frantically for Andy to finish getting undressed. And I didn’t care. I wanted him. Get those boxers off and fill me up, big guy.

Finally Andy dove on top of me, his skin warm and firm against mine, my fingers raking his back. God, he had muscles. We writhed together, enjoying the sensation of so much skin touching, and then Andy’s mouth and tongue began their migration down my neck toward my left boob. 

“You’re going to keep going, right? And eat me like on the boat?” I gasped, pulling his head up so I could see his eyes. Andy nodded enthusiastically and I released him as my nipple disappeared into his mouth. I closed my eyes and tugged and twisted at the other nipple while his fingers found my pussy and started stroking and probing the slick, hot flesh. 

“Oh, fuck!” I blurted, and shoved his head between my legs with both hands. I stoked his back with my heels as Andy dove in, slurping and sucking and fucking me with his tongue. Meanwhile he was spreading my ass cheeks with his hands, squeezing and stretching me until it ached, a finger teasing the taut flesh around my anus. 

My mouth went wide, sucking for air but it was like I couldn’t exhale. I was pinching my nipples as hard as I could and knew it should hurt but it didn’t because my whole body from my clawing legs on up felt like it was stretched like a piano wire. I hung there on the edge for a second then exploded in a howling, glowing, pulsing orgasm to die for. 

“Jesus, don’t stop… a little higher… oh yeah!”

My brain kind of blanked out for a while but he didn’t stop, at least I don’t think so because he was still licking me when I could focus again. Then Andy pulled his head up and moved between my outstretched legs on his knees. Smiling. 

“Give me a sec… I wanna…” I wheezed, trying to get my elbows under me but my muscles didn’t seem to want to work right. 

Andy grabbed my right leg and lifted until it drooped over his shoulder at the knee, then he hugged my thigh tight against his flat stomach. I collapsed back and let my arms splay out on the bed. 

“Just relax, Beth. Let me take care of everything,” he whispered. Then he flexed his hips back and positioned his cock, the big plum-colored head nestled against my throbbing center. Andy let it slide into me slowly, still holding that thigh tight, my ass six inches off the bed.  When his dick was pressed hard against my pelvis he held it there, and he stared at me with this incredible look of concentration like he wanted to remember, forever. 

Then he reached down with his free hand and started to massage my breast, deeply but gently, rolling it around on my sweat-drenched chest. After a moment he began to fuck me with the same slow, steady cadence. For some reason I thought of that kid thing, where you try to rub your tummy and pat your head at the same time? I started to giggle. 

“What? Does that tickle?” Andy asked, not breaking stride.  I shook my head.

“No… it’s not that. Still a little woozy. It’s great.” 

It was, and it got better as Andy gradually picked up the pace. Finally I had to brace myself with my hands against the headboard to stop from sliding up the bed. Even though his hips were pounding against me like a jackhammer, he never stopped looking at me, his eyes roaming from mine, to my mouth and to my boobs as they danced to the motion of the fucking, and back to my eyes. 

I should have felt self-conscious with all the staring, but I didn’t. It made me feel special. And warm and sexy and beautiful. 

I let my body fall into the rhythm, bracing and relaxing with Andy’s thrusting as I stopped thinking, my senses gradually overwhelmed as I built steadily to a glorious climax. I could feel it coming for like thirty seconds. No hesitation, no doubts, rolling at me like a big, powerful wave… 

I was moaning and grunting with each thrust and just as the wave broke over me he rammed his cock into me hard and held it there. We came together, with me writhing happily and Andy grinding his hips against my ass as he pumped his load deep inside me. 

We didn’t talk for quite a while afterward, long after he fell onto the bed next to me and pulled my body against his. Andy buried his face in my hair and nuzzled my ear as his fingertips stroked me lovingly. Gradually my heartbeat and breathing returned to normal and the silence started to get uncomfortable. It dawned on me that hopping into bed and fucking like rabbits probably wasn’t the best way to convince Andy that we were all wrong for each other. 

“Andy, I…”

“I know.” 

“You know what?”

“That you didn’t mean this to happen. That you’re still scared.”

“Wow. You’re good,” I said. 

“It’s okay, Beth. We don’t have to think about that now. We can climb under the covers and fall asleep together. I’m happy right now and I think you are too. That’s enough.” 

~~~ 

The next morning I woke before Andy, then slid out of bed and showered. As pleased as I was about what he said the night before about understanding, I didn’t think a bout of morning sex was a great idea. 

I had breakfast almost ready by the time he came stumbling down the stairs in the robe I discarded the night before. 

“Man, that smells great,” he said. I handed him a mug of black coffee. 

“You can start on that. Eggs, bacon and hash browns are almost ready. That’s what you like, right?” I asked. 

Andy grinned. “Just like on the boat.” 

We ate quietly, the silence again becoming uncomfortable.

“This is delicious. You’re a good cook,” he said.

“Thanks.”

“The funny thing is, I don’t usually eat much in the morning.”

“But… on the boat…” I protested.

“I know, and today. I think it’s because I’m with you.”

“Andy. We need to talk. I shouldn’t have let you in last night, it makes this harder.”

“Why, Beth? The spark is still there, you can’t deny it.”

“That was sex. And it was great, it always is with you. And being with you…that’s good, too.  But we’re different, I belong here. At least for now I need this town. It makes me feel safe.” 

“Wilson makes you feel safe, too?”

“I guess. At least he’s stable, and reliable.”

Andy smiled. “The guy that came over to the table last night was his boss?”

I frowned, then remembered. “Oh, you mean Mr. Peterson. No, he’s the owner of the bank but he doesn’t really work there anymore. His family has owned it for years. He mainly plays golf these days.”

“It looked like a nice course. I thought I might play it today if I can get on.”

I blanched. “I thought you had to leave.”

He shook his head. “I left my return open.” 

“But… I’ve got to work a double shift today, and tomorrow morning and…” 

“And you only promised me one night.”

I paused then nodded, feeling guilty because of the sex and everything.

“It’s okay, I can entertain myself. I might go over and check out the battlefield, too. Bloodiest single day of the Civil War and all.”

“Antietam. The park is really pretty nice,” I said. “Peaceful. Except in September, then we get all those weird battle reenactment types, thousands of them.” I didn’t really mind it though. It was a part of the routine that made Sharpsburg seem so dependable.  

Andy was staring at me again, smiling. 

“Okay, I’ll take off so the neighbors don’t start to talk. I’m at the Doubletree by the highway if you need me,” he said, standing. “You’re not working tomorrow night, are you?”

I shook my head.

“Will you have dinner with me?” He saw the confusion in my eyes. “Just dinner, Beth. I won’t stay over even if you ask me. We really haven’t gotten much of a chance to talk. And I’ll leave the next morning, I promise.” 

“Okay, Andy. We’ll have dinner.”  I felt like I owed him that.

~~~  

I moaned as I slid into the booth, wishing I could take my shoes off. Carol, a friend who worked in my department, looked as tired as I felt when she joined me. We sometimes walked to one of the nearby restaurants for dinner when we worked nights, but there was no time today. The manager was pounding on me to get the new displays and the seasonal stocking finished. So we were eating in the snack bar at the Target. My chilidog tasted like cardboard.

Carol watched me eat, but I could tell she was dying to ask me about my evening. I’d known her since high school. She pointed a limp French fry at me.

“So… how did it go?”

I grinned. “Fine.” 

“I could tell from the way you were acting when you got here this morning! Did you screw him?”

“Carol! Well…yeah.”

“And was it as good as before?”

I leaned my head back against the seat and sighed. “If it’d been any better he’d have fucked me into a damn coma,” I said. “I’m still sore”. 

Carol studied me for a moment. “So what’s the problem?”

“The problem is that now he’s still here. I said I’d have dinner with him tomorrow.”

“And…”

“And we’ve been through all this. I hardly know him and life isn’t about cruises and fantasies about wild sex all the time. He lives in Chicago and who knows if I’d fit into his life there even if I was ready to move. Which I’m not.”

~~~  

A part of me, well… actually several parts, was hoping that Andy would show up at my door again that night.  He didn’t.  The next morning during my coffee break I almost called his hotel to see how he was doing.  I would have to be strong a little longer, get through our dinner and convince him that my way was for the best.

In the middle of the afternoon Wilson showed up at the store, which was surprising since he never shopped there. He wasn’t happy about me working in retail. 

He seemed pretty excited and I needed a break anyway, so we went up to the snack bar and got Cokes. 

“I’ve got great news,” Wilson began. It wasn’t like him to be so enthusiastic.

“The bank is being sold.”

“That’s good news?” I asked. “Won’t people lose their jobs?”

“No! Old man Peterson isn’t selling to another bank. It’s an investment group that wants to run it as is, except they want to grow like he never would. They plan on buying branches up in Hagerstown, and in Frederick, too.” 

“What does that mean for you?” 

“Well, it’s obvious! They’ll need an experienced local man to run it. With Peterson out, that idiot son of his will be gone, too. He never should have been president in the first place.”

“I’m happy for you, Wilson.”

“Be happy for us, Beth. A man in my position should be married. You can put this foolishness with that Benson character behind you and settle down with me. You know it makes good sense.”

“Yeah. Good sense,” I said. He was right, of course. It was the safe thing to do and it would be a good life.  So why did I have a sick feeling in my stomach?

~~~ 

I didn’t tell Wilson that I was having dinner with Andy, or even that he was still in town. It didn’t seem necessary. I also didn’t give him an answer to his proposal, if you want to call it that. More like a job offer. At least it was better than with Ronnie. As I recall, he said something like ‘So I guess I have to marry you?’

I thought about calling my mom, but I knew what she’d say. She’d say that I was nuts not to accept on the spot. That I was a twenty-eight-year-old divorcee going to junior college and that Wilson was a great catch, way out of my league. Marry the first time for love and the second time for money, right? That didn’t explain Ronnie, but you get the idea. 

I didn’t have much time to get ready for my date with Andy, and I didn’t feel like primping anyway. I was tired from work and from thinking about Wilson. I put on a nice little sundress and some comfortable underwear and sandals. Mocha jumped up in my lap while I waited and I didn’t worry about the shedding or licking. Nothing like a little unconditional love to make you feel better. 

When I saw Andy pull up, I quickly put Mocha to bed for the evening. Then I ran outside so we could skip the coming-inside-to-get-me part. No telling where that could lead. Andy jumped out of the car to get the door for me and I was relieved to see that he too was casually dressed. 

“You okay?” he asked, as we pulled away from the curb.

“Yeah. Long day.”

“I’m sorry. I had a pretty good one.” 

I decided to forget about Wilson for a couple of hours. My being upset wasn’t fair to Andy. 

“I’m glad. Go to the battlefield?”

“No, just looked around and did some shopping,” he said, and when I didn’t respond he continued. “I saw a seafood place up on Highway 65. Is that okay?”

“Crab Alley. It’s pretty good.”

“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’.” Andy said.

~~~ 

As we walked into the restaurant a guy from the bar came over, shook hands with Andy and gave him a business card. Then while we were ordering, another man a couple of tables over hailed him and waved. Our waitress even acted like she knew him.

“Boy, you really get around,” I said, impressed.  

Andy shrugged. “I’ve had some time the last two days.”

Right after we got our salads his cell phone rang. It was someone named Brianna. Andy listened to her for a while, giving crisp yes-and-no answers that sounded like orders. 

“Get them nailed down right away. You can go as high as one point three. I’ll call you in an hour or two to let you know,” he said finally, before hanging up.

I started to eat, hoping that Andy would explain.

“So, who’s Brianna?” I asked after a while.

Andy smiled. “What, are you jealous? She’s my assistant.”

“She works on Sunday?” 

“When I need her.” 

This still left me wondering what he was talking to her about, especially what he was going to find out in the next hour other than whether the crab cakes were any good. I felt shut out but I didn’t have a right to complain. 

“You still seem tense, Beth. You want to talk about your day? Remember, I’m a good listener.”

I smiled. That was another line he used on me on the cruise. What the hell, it was a good way to end things and he might actually have some good advice. So I told Andy about my conversation with Wilson, about the changes at the bank and his offer of marriage. If Andy was disappointed he didn’t show it. As I finished, the waitress brought our food. He tasted his crab cakes, then he studied me for a while.

“What did you tell him?” 

“I said I had to think about it.”

“What’s to think about. Do you love him?”

“I don’t know. Wilson’s nice and… what do you think I should do?” As I asked, my voice caught a little and for some reason I couldn’t make myself look at Andy. 

“I think you should get married,” Andy said softly.

“But…”

“But you don’t love him, because you’re in love with me.”

“I didn’t say that!” I protested, but it didn’t come out sounding as outraged as I intended.

“Then deny it. Look me in the eyes and tell me you don’t,” Andy said quietly.

I opened my mouth to do it, but I couldn’t.  Andy stood up and walked to my side of the table, took my hand and knelt down. 

“Get married, Beth. But to me. Don’t do it because it makes sense, or because of what your mom thinks or for security. Do it because you love me and know that we were born to be together. I knew that before we got off that boat. Marry me, Beth.” 

I couldn’t see him very well because of the tears. 

“But… how? Where will we live? What will I do?” I asked.  Andy shook his head.

“I can’t answer that, not completely. You have to take a leap of faith, and trust me.”

I nodded my head. “Okay, Andy. Yes.” 

I felt a pang of panic as I said it. Not again! I married Ronnie before I knew him well enough, and for the wrong reasons. I’d spent a grand total of like four days with Andy Benson. But then he stood, pulling me with him and when he kissed me I knew it would be okay. My body relaxed against his and Andy hugged me hard, and I heard clapping. Our waitress and the people from the tables around us were cheering. 

~~~ 

On the drive home we didn’t say much. It was all pretty overwhelming but just when I started to get that panicky feeling again Andy would reach over and squeeze my hand, or give me a hug while we were stopped at a light. When we turned onto my street another bad thought hit me.

“You’ve still got to go back to Chicago tomorrow, right?” I asked. The thought of being apart was scary now. 

Andy nodded. “That reminds me.” He pulled out his cell phone, then turned to me as he stopped at my curb. “Last chance to change your mind.”

As he placed a call he looked at me. I smiled and shook my head. I wasn’t paying much attention because I was thinking about how to get him inside. We had one more night and I figured the separation would be easier if Andy fucked my brains loose again. 

“Brianna? Yeah. Uh huh. Thanks. One point one five is perfect. Sixty days is fine. I appreciate it, see you tomorrow.” He hung up, stuck the phone into the center console and got out to open my door. He put his arm around me as we walked toward the house. 

“Um, I know you said you wouldn’t stay over tonight even if I asked you, but…”

“Are you asking me?” he replied.

I nodded enthusiastically. 

Andy smiled. “Oh goody!”

I dragged him inside and started to take his shirt off as he kissed me.

“What was that phone call about?” I asked.

“Brianna wanted to know if you said ‘yes’.” He kissed me again. “Then she congratulated me.” Another kiss. “I know I owe you a ring by the way. I thought it might be bad luck to have one ready.” 

I nodded during a really nice kiss. 

“Then she told me I can close on the house I’m buying in sixty days. For one point one five million.” 

“Dollars?” I gasped. “Where is this house?” 

“It’s on Jackson Street, over by the country club.” 

I felt disoriented, stunned. “It’s… here? You’re moving here?” 

“Of course. You said you needed this town.”

“Yeah, but… Oh, Andy!’ I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him hard. “I love you so much! I didn’t know there were any houses here that cost that much. Can we afford it?” 

Andy laughed. “Beth, last year was a tough one but I still cleared in the mid seven figures. I’m pretty good at what I do.”

“Seven? But that means…” I was stunned again.

“Oh, and I’d suggest that Wilson hold off celebrating for a while. I’m buying the bank, Beth.” 

I opened my mouth but no sounds came out. He smiled.

“You told me that Peterson plays golf a lot so I went over to that club yesterday and waited for him. We played together and on the fourteenth tee I made him an offer he couldn’t refuse.” He saw the look on my face. “It’s a great deal, Beth. Banking is one of my industries and I’ve been looking for a setup like this one for a while. Besides, it’s what you said you wanted. Married to a banker and all.”

I unbuttoned my sundress and let it fall to the floor. Then I unclasped my bra and shrugged out of it. My nipples were standing out like sentinels and were as hard as they get. I kissed Andy then grabbed the waistband of his pants in the front and pulled him toward the stairs.

“Hey, what’s with all this ‘leap of faith’ stuff earlier?” I asked. “Turns out I wasn’t taking much of a risk.”

“I wanted your answer when you thought you were. So I’d know you were doing it for me, for us, and not because of the other things.” 

I kicked off my sandals and leaned close.

“You’ve earned yourself an extra, special good time tonight Mr. Benson.”

He scooped me into his arms and started climbing toward my room, one hand caressing my ass.

“See, I told you it was a good deal. My investment is paying off already,” he said, then leaned down and pulled one of my nipples into his mouth. 

He bit it gently, then let it pop back all flushed and glistening. The fingers on my butt had worked their way under my panties and were discovering just how ready I was. Andy carried me into my room, and stopped at the edge of the bed.

“Speaking of good times, I was thinking maybe we’d go on a cruise for our honeymoon. I hear that sex is great on a boat, what with all that rocking.” 

The End 
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