
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Cabin Fever

Kristie Leigh Maguire

Published by KLM Books

Smashwords Edition

© Kristie Leigh Maguire 2005

 


Discover other titles by Kristie Leigh
Maguire at https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/kristieleighmaguire

 


Smashwords Edition, License Note

This book is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be resold or given away to other
people. If you would like to share this book with another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it
with. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or if
it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return it
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

 


 



 




Cabin Fever

 


Book Two

Affairs of the Heart Series

 


By

 


Kristie Leigh Maguire

 



Prologue

 


 


 


Marcie and Steve Treyhorne thought they had a
happy, healthy marriage. Their lovemaking was as hot as the desert
temperatures. That is, until…

From the first moment Marcie and Jim looked
into each other’s eyes, it had been instant lust. Jim was her boss
and she was married, but nothing had mattered except the flame of
desire between them that was spiraling out of control.

Looking back, the events that had transpired
seemed incredible! It could have been disastrous, but instead
turned out to be one of the best times of Marcie’s life.

As fate would have it, Steve and Jim became
good friends, but even if Steve had been blind, he could not have
missed seeing the chemistry between Jim and Marcie.

Marcie blushed as she thought about the first
time the three of them had made love. She and Steve had gone to Las
Vegas for the weekend. Little did she know that Steve had arranged
for Jim to meet them in “Sin City.” It had been a wild weekend of
lovemaking and the beginning of their ménage a trios—their unique
desert triangle.

Over the months, the three of them had shared
many wonderful experiences. She and Jim had been together every day
at work and every Wednesday at The Watering Hole for shuffleboard.
It was no wonder that they had fallen so deeply in love.

Now the time had come for a change…

 



Chapter One

 


 


 


“Stay with me, Marcie!”

“How can I possibly do that?”

“Let Steve go to Austin by himself. Stay here
in your apartment and continue your job at MSCGP.”

“And then what?”

“You and I can continue our
relationship—minus Steve.”

“Steve’s my husband. Just what are you?”

“Same as I’ve always been—your lover.”

“My lover and we can’t even let anyone know
about us.”

“So?”

“So I trade a husband, a loyal one at that I
might add, for a lover who has to remain a secret.”

“You know why we have to keep our
relationship a secret, Marcie. Neither of us can afford to
jeopardize our jobs. It’s against company policy for an employee to
have a relationship with their supervisor.”

“What kind of life is that for either of us,
Jim?”

“The same as it has been since the beginning.
We love each other. We see each other when we can.”

“I don’t want that kind of life. It’s fine as
long as Steve’s in the picture. At least with him I can have some
kind of normalcy in my life.”

“As you’ve always said, ‘Screw being normal.’
Normal is a state of mind. Normal is whatever lifestyle you choose
for yourself. We chose our lifestyle.”

“We chose the lifestyle of a ménage a trios.
With Steve gone, one piece of the triangle is missing—a vital one
to me.”

“So you aren’t willing to stay here with
me?”

“Are you asking me to divorce Steve and marry
you?”

“No.”

“Then I’ll remain where I belong—with Steve
as his wife.”

“And I’ll remain here where I have a job. I
guess this is it then.”

“It sure looks like it. Maybe you can come
see us up in Austin sometime.”

“Oh hell, why not? But don’t think I’m going
to sit here and pine over you. I’ve wasted enough of my life since
I met you.”

“So you’re saying you’re sorry you ever met
me?”

“No. I’m saying there’s no future for me with
you. It’s time for me to move on, too.”

“So be it. Come up to Austin when you get
horny for some of my loving and I’ll see if I have the time to give
you the ride of your life.”

“You know, Marcie, sometimes I hate you.”

“There’s a mighty fine line between love and
hate, Jim.”

 


* * * * *

 


Oh, dear God in heaven, how in the world am I
going to survive this? Steve’s my husband and I do love him, but
damn it, I love Jim too! I want them both! God, are you punishing
me for loving two men at the same time?

From the moment of their first meeting, it
had been instant lust between them. So what if she was married and
Jim was her boss? Nothing had mattered except the flame of desire
burning out of control.

Looking back, it seemed incredible! It could
have been disastrous, but instead it turned out to be one of the
better times of Marcie’s life.

She, Steve and Jim had become good friends,
but Steve would have had to be blind not to see the attraction
raging between Jim and Marcie.

Marcie blushed as she thought about the first
time the three of them had made love together. She and Steve had
gone to Las Vegas for the weekend. Little did she know that Steve
had gotten together with Jim and arranged for him to meet them
there. What an incredible surprise that had been! It had been a
wild weekend of lovemaking and the beginning of their ménage a
trios—their unique desert triangle.

During the months since then, the three of
them had shared many wonderful experiences together. They usually
made it out of town at least once a month for lovemaking and were
always doing things together. She and Jim had been together every
day at work and every Wednesday at The Watering Hole for
shuffleboard. It’s no wonder that they had fallen in love so
deeply. How could they not have?

Marcie sighed. Steve was her husband and she
loved him but she loved Jim, too! He had been a part of her life
for over a year. How could she possibly go off and leave him? It
would be like leaving part of her behind!

How could she hurt Jim like that? Even though
they had known all along that it would end one day, they had shoved
that thought to the hidden recesses of their minds.

Well, she couldn't do anything about it. Her
place was with Steve. It was time to say goodbye to Jim.

She went into the bathroom, washed the tears
from her face, and went back into the living room. She went over to
the stereo, inserted The Joshua Tree tape and turned the
volume up loud. She listened to it one last time, then took it out
and tore it to shreds. She never wanted to play it again. She would
never hear that tape again without thinking of Jim and all the
wonderful times they had shared together. It was too painful to
listen to it.

Marcie went out onto the balcony and joined
Steve. She smiled to herself as she watched the sun fade away
behind the mountains. She might be leaving the desert, but that
didn’t mean she would have to leave her memories behind. They would
never fade away. Nothing could take them away from her. She would
have those precious memories for the rest of her life.

She turned to Steve, put her arms around him,
and hugged him close. She leaned back in his arms and looked up at
him, smiling through the tears still wet on her eyelashes.

“This part of our lives is over. We have to
start filling in the blank pages of that next chapter in the book
of our lives. New adventures and experiences are waiting for us
just around the next bend,” she said and smiled softly. “Let’s go
find out what’s waiting on us in Austin, Nevada.”

 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


 


Marcie threw another log on the fire and
watched as the flames greedily consumed it. She pulled the fire
screen back into place, walked over to the window, and looked out
again. It had been threatening snow all day and the threat had
finally lived up to its promise. It was snowing heavily.

She let the curtain fall, walked over to the
loveseat, and curled up, pulling the afghan up over her legs. She
picked her book back up and tried to read again. It was no use. She
just couldn’t concentrate. She threw the book down, sighing moodily
as she watched the flames dancing in the fireplace.

Where in the hell was Steve? Had he hit an
icy patch in the road on the way home and slid off into the ditch?
She could just picture him lying in a ditch along the road home,
freezing to death.

She couldn’t sit still. She went back over to
the window and looked out again. This time she could see the lights
on in Jeannie’s house down the road. If Jeannie was home, then
Steve should be home, too.

Where is he?

She couldn’t stand it any longer. She picked
up the phone and dialed Jeannie’s number.

“Jeannie, it’s Marcie. I saw your lights on.
Steve isn’t home yet and I’m worried about him. Was he still at
work when you left?”

“Gee, Marcie, I don’t know. I didn’t notice
whether his truck was still in the parking lot or not when I drove
out.”

“I guess I’m just being paranoid,” Marcie
sighed. “I’ll sure be glad when I get used to this weather around
here. It makes me uneasy for him to be driving when it’s
snowing.”

Jeannie laughed. “You haven’t seen anything
yet. Just wait till winter really sets in.”

“How do you folks around here stand it? I
don’t know if I’ll ever get used to it.”

“I grew up with it, so it seems normal to
me.”

Marcie chuckled. “Well, I grew up in the
South and we didn’t have this kind of weather back there. Steve and
I have been to the mountains plenty of times for vacations and I
always thought the snow was so pretty. I thought I would like
living in the mountains, but now I’m not so sure. It’s different
living in them than just visiting.” She laughed. “I still like the
snow, though, when I’m looking at it out my window with a big fire
blazing in the fireplace.”

“Do you want me to come over for a
while?”

“No, I’ll be all right. I’m just being silly.
Steve should be home any minute now.”

“Call me back if you need me. I’m just down
the road.”

“Thanks, Jeannie, I will. I’ll see you
later.”

I’m glad I met Jeannie. I think I’m really
going to enjoy having her for a friend. She’s such a little doll. I
love that red hair and those gorgeous green eyes of hers. It looks
like the sun god came down and gave her little love kisses, leaving
that smattering of freckles on her nose. Jeannie hates them, but I
think they’re so cute.

Marcie poked at the logs in the fireplace and
sparks flew up the chimney. A song from Joshua Tree began to
play softly on the radio. Tears pooled up in her eyes, spilled over
and rolled down her cheeks as she listened to the familiar
music.

Oh, God, I miss Jim! I wonder if he’s started
dating anyone yet. I can’t stand the thought of him being with
another woman! My mind knows that he has to get on with his life
and so do I, but my heart hasn’t caught up with my mind yet. I
still think of him as mine!

She walked over to the window again, looking
out at the falling snow.

My body is here in the mountains, but my
heart is still in the desert. How long will it be before I can get
on with my life? How long will it be before I can think of Jim
without wanting to cry? Without missing him so much that my body
and soul cry out for him in desperation?

She went into the bathroom and washed her
face. She didn’t want Steve to know she’d been crying again. He
seemed to think she could just shut off her feelings for Jim like
turning off water at the faucet.

It’s not that easy!

Steve had no idea how deeply she cared for
Jim. Moving away and leaving Jim behind had been one of the most
difficult things she’d ever done in her life but she had made a
commitment when she and Steve married to stay together, for better
or worse. She’d been divorced once and never wanted to go through
that again. One divorce in a lifetime was enough.

She and Steve were a team, facing the world
together. Being with him was what made her strong. He had never let
her down. He was always there for her, ready to catch her if she
fell.

Maybe as time passed, her love for Jim would
begin to fade away. Maybe her emotions would catch up with her
mind.

Oh, God, please help me get on with my life.
Help me put Jim in the past where he belongs; help me get over this
resentment I feel towards Steve for having to move and leave Jim
behind.

She heard a vehicle outside and ran to look
out the window again. It was Steve turning into their driveway at
last. She hurried to the kitchen door, opening it as he pulled into
the garage. He got out, stomping the snow off his boots. He looked
up and smiled as he saw her standing in the doorway.

“Hi, babe. I’m sorry I’m late. I had to work
over.”

“I was worried about you, Steve. Why didn’t
you call? I could just picture you running off the road and lying
in a ditch somewhere, freezing to death!”

He hugged her as they walked into the house.
“Marcie, I’m not that late. I’ve told you not to be so scared. I
don’t have a problem driving in the snow like you do.”

“I know that’s what you said, but I still
worry when you’re late getting home.”

“I’m home now so you can quit worrying.”

She laughed. “I guess I can, can’t I? Why
don’t you go get a nice hot shower and change out of those wet
clothes? I have a fire going in the living room and it’s nice and
warm in there. I made some hot apple cider. I’ll bring you a toddy
after you get changed.”

“All right, sounds good.” He kissed her, and
then tilted her face up to the light to look at her closer. “Have
you been crying again, Marcie?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “A song from The
Joshua Tree came on the radio and the first thing you know I
was crying. It brought back too many memories.”

He sighed. “I wish I could help you, but I
just don’t know what to do. You’ve got to put our desert adventures
into the past where they belong.”

“That’s easier said than done, Steve. The
only thing you can do to help me is to be patient. I’m trying my
best. That’s all I can do. It’s just going to take time.”

He pulled her close and hugged her. “I’m
trying to be patient. I just hope it doesn’t take too much longer.
I’ve never seen you like this before. I want you back to normal. I
miss my beautiful, sexy wife.” He kissed her and went in to shower
and change clothes.

Marcie went over, lifted the lid on the pot
of soup bubbling on the stove, and stirred it. She poured them each
a mug of apple cider, mixed a liberal dollop of rum into it and
took the toddies into the living room.

The fire was blazing cheerfully, casting its
soft glow over the room. Everything looked cozy and seductive. It
reminded her of the time she, Steve and Jim had gone to the
mountains and spent the weekend together. She closed her mind to
thoughts of Jim as Steve came back into the room.

She handed Steve his mug of cider and they
went and sat down on the couch in front of the fire.

“Steve, Jeannie was telling me that she heard
they need a secretary out at the mine. Have you heard anything
about it?”

“Yes, I did hear that. One of the guys at
work told me about it today. Are you ready to go back to work?”

“Yes. Would you take my resumé with you to
work tomorrow and give it to the personnel manager? I think I would
be in a better frame of mind if I was working and could keep myself
occupied. Besides that, I need to get back to work anyway. We could
use the money.”

“We can always use the money, but I don’t
think this job is a comparable position to the job you had in the
desert.”

“I don’t care. Maybe a better position will
come up later on. Besides, I don’t really feel like handling the
responsibility of a supervisory position right now. It sure would
be nice if we could ride back and forth to work together, wouldn’t
it? That way I wouldn’t have to drive to work in the snow.”

“It would be great working at the same
location again, Marcie. Besides, this town is even smaller than the
one we moved from. If they don't hire you at the mine, I don’t know
of anywhere else that you could work except in the casino. I don’t
think you want to do that, do you?”

“It would be different from anything I’ve
ever done, but I don’t think I want to do work in a casino,” she
said, laughing. “I’d probably get a job as a change girl and have
to go around hollering ‘chaaaaaange’ all day. Or night. It would be
just my luck to get on the night shift.”

Steve laughed. “I’ll take your resumé and
give it to them tomorrow then. You shouldn’t have any problem
getting on. You’re probably over-qualified for the position. They’d
be lucky to get you.”

She smiled at him. “I hope they feel that
way. I’m ready to go back to work.”

Steve pulled her close and she laid her head
against his shoulder, snuggling up to him. He tilted her head
upwards and kissed her gently.

“Marcie, let’s make love. It’s been so long
since we made love. I need you, baby.”

She sighed, pulling away from him. “Can’t we
just snuggle? I don’t feel like making love.”

Steve got up, went over, and gazed out the
window. The darkness outside was total now. The only break in the
darkness came from their yardlight and the faint illumination from
the light in Jeannie’s yard down the road.

He turned back to her. “Marcie, I can only
take so much. I have feelings, too. It’s time you stopped thinking
about Jim and remember that you have a husband who loves you and
needs you.”

 



Chapter Three

 


 


 


Enough is enough! Just look at yourself!
You’re a mess, kiddo!

Marcie’s twin in the mirror gazed back at her
with sad blue eyes. Her curly blonde hair was dull and stringy. The
golden tan was fading.

No wonder Steve's fed up with you!
Girlfriend, compared to the way you look, that little redheaded gal
next door looks mighty sexy. No wonder Steve has been giving her
the eye. Yeah, I’ve seen the looks that she and Steve have been
exchanging. I’ve seen those sparks flying between them.

Her twin in the mirror made no comment. She
just stood there—dull, lifeless and sexless—and stared back at
her.

Marcie laughed suddenly. Her twin in the
mirror laughed back at her.

Steve and Jeannie remind me of how Jim and I
were when we first met. Those secret little looks we thought nobody
noticed but, in hindsight, were obvious as hell. That lingering
touch of fingers as we just happened to accidentally touch each
other. I know the game. I’ve played it. Hell, Jeannie, I could give
you some pointers in the flirting game! I was born knowing how to
flirt! It’s bred into my Southern genes, girl!

Suddenly, the blue eyes in the mirror started
to sparkle. Marcie threw her head back and laughed out loud.

“Oh, girl, you are something else!” she said
to her twin.

The face in the mirror was livening up,
taking on some color.

Hmmm, I wonder. Oh, yes, I’m going to have
to give this further thought. She chuckled. I do believe it
just might have some possibilities!

She winked at her twin. The face in the
mirror winked back and laughed.

Marcie turned the water on in the tub and
poured in bath oil. She smiled softly to herself as the tub filled,
the bubbles foaming up. The strawberry scent wafted up into the
air, filling the bathroom with a delightful fragrance.

Yes, I do believe I’ve hit on something! This
just might be what Steve and I need!

Her mind was churning. She felt alive and
excited for the first time since moving from the desert.

Oh Steve, you just wait! She giggled.
You won’t believe what I have in mind for us!

 


* * * * *

 


She lay back in the fragrant bubbles. Her
nerve endings tingled as she ran her hand lightly over her body.
She caressed her breasts, gently pinching the nipples. They peaked
into hard little buds. She ran her fingertips teasingly down her
belly, touching herself between her legs.

Oh, that feels good!

She gently massaged that sensitive little nub
of flesh. She closed her eyes, fantasizing that it was Jim’s hand
rubbing her moist hot center.

Oh yes, my love, yes! That feels
wonderful!

Soft lips kissed her and she moaned.

Yes, yes, kiss me, Jim. It’s been so long,
baby!

Jim’s hand continued to caress her sensitive
little nub as he kissed her, his tongue tangling with hers.

Suddenly hot lips claimed her nipple, sucking
gently. Is that you, Steve? Oh, yes, I’ve missed this so
much!

Jim nibbled her ear, blowing into it softly
as he slid his finger into her, in and out, in and out.

Yes, like that, honey! Oh please don’t stop,
I’m almost there!

Her climax was building. She was right on the
edge. Steve’s mouth left her breast. She felt his tongue on her
sensitive little nub as Jim’s finger continued sliding in and out.
Steve flicked her hard little nub with his hot tongue, pushing her
over the edge of the cliff.

She gasped as she fell into the dark void
below. Her body trembled as her climax flowed over her with tiny
little ripples.

She softly floated back down to reality,
lying still and relaxed in the hot strawberry scented water.

 


* * * * *

 


She opened her eyes. She saw her reflection
in the mirror through the steam in the room. Damp blonde curls
framed her face. Her skin was flushed with rosy color. She looked
sexy and desirable. Her blue eyes were shining.

Her pioneering spirit stirred back to life.
Suddenly she was filled with an eagerness to get on with all the
new adventures waiting for her and Steve here in the mountains of
northern Nevada.

Life moved on. She was finally ready to move
on with it.

The old Marcie was back.

It was great to feel alive again.


Chapter Four

 


 


 


SUV’s and pick-up trucks packed the parking
lot.

“Looks like this place is jumping, Steve. I
didn’t know this many people lived around here.”

Steve chuckled. “You’ve been too busy getting
the house in order for us to go out, Marcie. About the only place
you’ve been so far is to the grocery store.”

“Don’t forget the casino,” she laughed. “I
went a couple of times while you were at work.”

They got out of the Blazer and started across
the parking lot. Marcie stopped and stared up at the neon lights
flashing from the huge wagon wheel on top of the log building.

“I can see why they named this place The
Wagon Wheel. I’ve never seen a wagon wheel that big! Jeannie told
me they usually have a good country western band here on the
weekends.” She laughed. “From the looks of all the vehicles in the
parking lot, everybody from the surrounding area agrees with
her.”

“Some of the guys from work said they might
be here. It’ll be a good chance for you to meet some of them.”

Marcie took Steve’s arm as they reached the
entrance and she pulled him to a stop. “We haven’t worn our cowboy
garb since we moved from Texas. You look quite the handsome cowboy,
but how do I look? I feel weird wearing this hat and I don’t know
if I can even sit down, these jeans are so tight.”

“You look beautiful and very sexy. The local
cowboys will be falling all over themselves to get a look at the
new cowgirl in town. I’m going to have to watch you tonight, girl.
They’ll be trying to steal you away from me.”

Marcie giggled. “Well, all those local
cowgirls had better leave my cowboy alone. You’re taken, baby. I
might consider sharing you for a dance or two, but you go home with
me!”

“The same goes for you! I don’t care if you
dance with someone else, but don’t forget who you came to the dance
with!”

“You don’t have to worry about that! I’ve got
something special planned for you when I get you back home.”

“In that case, let’s go back home now!”

“No, you promised me a night out to celebrate
my getting the job out at the mine and I’m going to hold you to
it.”

Steve opened the door and the smoky air hit
them in the face as they stood in the entrance, looking around.

“Everybody in the place has on a cowboy hat.
Now I don’t feel so self-conscious. I’m glad we put on our cowboy
garb.”

Marcie looked around. “You’re right, Steve.
We’ll fit right in. Now if we can just remember how to do the
two-step!”

The tables all seemed to be taken. They
pushed their way through the crowd, looking for a place to sit.

“I see an empty table over there in the
corner, Steve. We’d better grab it before somebody else gets
it.”

“What do you want to drink?” Steve asked as
they sat down.

“I’ll have a beer. Isn’t that the typical
drink in a country western bar?” Marcie asked. “I haven’t had a
beer since the last time I went to The Watering Hole to play
shuffleboard.”

“Beer it is then,” he replied, looking around
for a waitress.

“You’d better go to the bar if we want a
drink any time soon. The waitresses look overwhelmed.”

“All right. I’ll be back shortly,” he said,
pushing back his chair. He leaned over and whispered in her ear,
“If any of those cowboys come over and ask you to dance, you just
tell them that your first dance is promised to your husband.
They’ll just have to wait.”

Marcie smiled at him. “Well, you’d better
hurry then, Steve. I don’t know if it’s because I’m new in town or
what, but some of them are already giving me the eye. I don’t know
how long I can hold them off,” she teased.

Marcie sat back, listening to the band. They
were surprisingly good. There were several people out on the floor
doing some sort of line dance while others were doing the
two-step.

As Steve walked back up and set the beers
down on the table, the band started playing a slow song. “I know
you just got back from the bar, babe, but I do believe you owe me a
dance,” Marcie said as she smiled up at him.

“You’re right, honey.” He held his hand out
to her and they walked out onto the dance floor. He pulled her into
his arms, holding her close as their bodies picked up the beat to
the music. She put her arms around his neck, snuggling into him as
they danced. She rubbed her body against him as they swayed to the
music.

Steve looked down at her. “What are you
smiling about, Marcie?”

“I’m just thinking how glad I am to feel like
my old self again.” She pulled his head down and kissed him. “Thank
you for being patient with me.”

“It hasn’t been easy. I’m just glad you’ve
finally worked through everything. I’m looking forward to when we
get home. I want to make mad passionate love with you like we used
to do. It’s been a long time.”

“My body is tingling just thinking about
it.”

The song ended, but they stood on the dance
floor a moment longer, holding each other close. It felt so good to
feel the love flowing between them again.

“I’m so glad we’re back on track, Marcie.”
Steve smiled at her as they sat back down at the table. “I’m glad
to finally have my wife back.”

“It feels good to be back, my love. I’m sorry
I’ve been in such a depressed mood since we moved here. Things are
going to be better for us now, though. I’m going to start working
next week and I’m looking forward to it.”

“Speaking of that, congratulations on your
new job!” Steve clinked his glass against hers in a toast.

“I think I’m going to like working with Pete.
He seems to be a laid-back guy. He reminds me of a big cuddly teddy
bear.”

“I haven’t had many dealings with him, but I
did meet him when I first got here and I was processing in. Do you
think you’re going to like working in the Personnel
Department?”

“I think so. I’m glad I’m not going to have
the stress of being a supervisor. I spent a lot of my time on my
last job babysitting the ladies with all their problems. It got to
be really tiresome and stressful. I think being the secretary to
the Personnel Manager is going to suit me just fine.”

“I hope so. You know, Marcie, I think I’m
really going to like living here. I love the mountains.”

“I think I’m going to like it, too. I love
our house. It’s nice to be living in a house again instead of in an
apartment.”

“The owners did a fantastic job on the
remodeling job, didn’t they?” Steve asked.

“Yes. Jeannie said there used to be three
small bedrooms upstairs but they tore down the walls and made one
big combination bedroom and sitting room out of the three small
rooms. She said there didn’t used to be a fireplace upstairs,
either. I’m glad there’s a fireplace in our bedroom. I love sitting
by the fire, looking out at the mountains from our upstairs
window.”

“Hi, Marcie. Hello, Steve. I see you found
The Wagon Wheel.”

They looked up to see Jeannie standing there,
smiling at them.

“Hey, girl, why don’t you pull up a chair and
sit with us?” Steve grinned. “We’re here celebrating Marcie’s new
job.”

“Oh, did you get the job, Marcie?” Jeannie
asked. “I haven’t had a chance to talk with you since you went for
your interview.”

“Yes, I got it. I didn't get the secretarial
job that I went to interview for though. They put me in the
Personnel Department.”

“The Personnel Department?” Jeannie asked,
pulling out a chair and sitting down. “I didn’t even know they had
an opening in Personnel. That’s a good department to work in. But
what’s Arlene going to do?”

“If Arlene is the lady who has the job now,”
Marcie replied, “she’s going to retire. I’m taking her place.”

“You’re kidding! I guess that proves I don’t
know everything that goes on around here like I thought I did.”
Jeannie laughed. “I knew she had been saying she wanted to retire,
but I didn’t know she was finally going to do it. It seems like
she’s been there forever.”

“Well, I guess she finally decided to do it
since I’m starting next week. She’ll be training me until the end
of the month.”

“They must have really been impressed with
you to put you in that position,” Jeannie said. “Congratulations,
Marcie!”

“Thanks. I didn’t know they considered it
such an impressive position. I think I’m going to like working with
Pete. He seems like a nice guy.”

“He is,” Jeannie said. “I went to high school
with him.”

“I’m looking forward to working at the same
place as Steve. It’s been a long time since we worked together.
Hey, would you mind if I rode home with you sometime if Steve has
to work over? I’m not comfortable driving in the snow yet.”

“No, I don’t mind a bit. Well, I guess I’d
better go. I just wanted to come over and say hello.”

“Would you like to dance before you go back
to your table, Jeannie?”

Jeannie looked at Marcie. “Do you mind if I
dance with Steve, Marcie?” she asked.

“Don’t be silly, girl! Of course, I don’t
mind if you dance with my cowboy!” she chuckled. “I’ll just sit
here and listen to the band.”

Steve held his hand out to Jeannie and they
went out onto the dance floor. Marcie watched them as they danced
together. Jeannie was looking up at Steve, smiling as they swayed
to the music. Steve leaned down and whispered something in
Jeannie’s ear. They both looked over at Marcie and smiled. She
smiled back at them and waved.

“Would you like to dance?”

Marcie looked up. A tall good-looking cowboy
was holding his hand out to her.

“Yes, I would.” He led her out onto the floor
and took her into his arms. As he twirled her around the floor, she
glanced over at Steve and Jeannie. They had their arms wrapped
around each other and Jeannie was looking dreamily up into Steve’s
eyes.

She lost sight of them as she followed the
cowboy’s lead in a two-step that whirled them across the floor to
the other side of the room.

She was breathless when the cowboy led her
back to the table. Steve and Jeannie weren’t back yet.

“Thanks for the dance,” she said and smiled
as she sat down.

“Can I dance with you again later?” he
asked.

“I don’t see why not.”

“I’ll be back soon,” he promised as he walked
away.

Steve and Jeannie were laughing as they
walked back to the table. Marcie lit a cigarette and took a swallow
of her beer. She looked around and saw a guy over at another table,
waving at them.

“Jeannie, I think that cowboy over there is
trying to get your attention. I’m sure he’s not waving at me.”

Jeannie looked over. “Oh, that’s Randy.”

“Who’s Randy?”

“My boyfriend. Well, he isn’t exactly my
boyfriend, but we’ve been going out together, off and on, since my
divorce. I guess I’d better get back over there. Why don’t you guys
come over and meet him before you go home?”

“Sure, Jeannie, we’d love to”

“Thanks for the dance, Steve. See you later,
Marcie.”

“Later, Jeannie.” Marcie put out her
cigarette. “The band is good, isn’t it?” she asked Steve.

“Yes, it’s better than I thought it would be.
Did you have a good time dancing with that cowboy?” Steve
asked.

“I sure did. It was fun. Did you have a good
time dancing with Jeannie? It looked like you both were enjoying
your dance quite a lot.”

“She’s a good dancer, but I couldn’t keep my
eyes off you while you were dancing with that guy. You look
beautiful tonight and that cowboy couldn’t keep his hands off
you.”

“It looked to me as if you were totally
wrapped up in Jeannie. I’m surprised you noticed me at all. Did you
forget that you have a wife?”

“You just wait till I get you home. I’ll show
you I haven’t forgotten my sexy wife!”

“Let’s go home, Steve. I’ve had enough of it
here. It’s too smoky and crowded. And I want to make love with
you.”

“Now that’s an offer I’m not going to
refuse!” he replied. “Let’s go over and meet Jeannie’s boyfriend
and get the hell out of here.”

Marcie gathered up her purse and coat and
they walked over to Jeannie’s table.

“Are you leaving already?” Jeannie asked in
surprise.

“Yes,” Marcie winked at Jeannie. “I have a
present for Steve and I can’t give it to him till we get home.”

“You do, huh?” Jeannie laughed as she turned
to the guy sitting at the table with her. “Marcie, Steve, I’d like
for you to meet Randy. Randy, this is Steve and Marcie, my new
neighbors. Steve works out at the mine. Marcie’s going to start
working out there next week, too. She’s going to be taking Arlene’s
place in Personnel.”

“Nice to meet you, Randy,” Steve said.

“Nice to meet you, Randy,” Marcie echoed.
“Maybe Steve and I could get together sometime with you and
Jeannie. I haven’t met many people here in Austin yet.

“Nice to meet you both,” Randy replied.
“Welcome to Austin. I’d love to get together with you—and Steve,
too, of course.” He grinned widely.

“Now, Randy, Marcie doesn’t know you yet, so
stop teasing her,” Jeannie chuckled.

Marcie grinned. “Tease away, Randy. I look
forward to getting together with you—and Jeannie and Steve, of
course.”

Steve looked slightly annoyed with the
lighthearted banter between Marcie and Randy. “I hate to cut this
short,” he butted in, “but I want to see what Marcie has in store
for me when we get home. See you all later.”

“Want to come over for coffee in the morning,
Jeannie?” Marcie asked as Steve dragged her away.

“I’d love to,” Jeannie replied. “Give me a
call in the morning when you’re up and about.”

“I’ll do that. I’ll call you in the
morning.”

Marcie shivered as she and Steve walked out
to the Blazer. Vapor clouds formed as her breath hit the cold air.
At least it wasn’t snowing tonight.

Even though she loved the fantastic view of
the valley and the surrounding mountains from their house, she
hated the drive getting to it when the road was icy.

She turned the heater up higher. She couldn’t
wait to get back home and for Steve to get a fire going in the
fireplace.


Chapter Five

 


 


 


“Ahhh, that’s better,” she sighed as Steve
handed her a mug of hot buttered rum. She wrapped her hands around
the drink. She pulled the blanket up around her, propped the
pillows up against the headboard and leaned back.

“Come on, get in bed,” she smiled invitingly
at Steve.

Marcie sighed blissfully as she watched the
flames dancing merrily in the fireplace. Sparks shot up the chimney
as a log settled into place. The glow from the fire and the
moonlight shining in through the window cast a soft rosy display of
lights and shadows about the room.

She looked out the window at the moon shining
its light down upon the earth and at the stars twinkling upon their
bed of midnight blue velvet. The full moon was so close it looked
as though you could reach up, pluck it from the sky, set it on the
bedside table, and use it for a night-light.

 


* * * * *

 


The heat from Steve’s naked body warmed her
as he snuggled up against her. She shivered, but not from the cold,
as he trailed his fingertips up her arm and teasingly over her
breast, gently tweaking her nipple. Her stomach muscles jumped as
he trailed his hand down her belly and on down to her inner thigh.
She moaned when he spread her legs and teased her with his
fingertips. His fingers found her most sensitive little spot.

Marcie turned in his arms and kissed him, her
tongue tangling with his as he thrust it into her mouth. She tasted
the hot buttered rum on his lips and tongue.

She reached her hand down and found him. She
ran her fingertip lightly over his velvety tip, feeling the drops
of moisture forming there. She scooped a drop of that moisture off
with her fingertip, reached between her legs and spread it over her
sensitive little nub, then took his hand and placed it where she
wanted to be touched.

She squirmed as he stroked her.

He nuzzled her neck, blowing his hot breath
into her ear. His breath made goose bumps form on her skin. The
hair on her arms stood on end.

He pulled her farther down into the bed,
urging her to turn her back to him, spoon fashion. As he sought
entrance to her from behind, she took him in her hand and guided
him in. She arched her hips back against him as they found a
delicious rhythm. She heard the soft sucking sounds as they moved
together. She reached between her legs, stroking his velvety
hardness as he thrust in and out. She took his hand in hers and
together they felt where they were joined together, body to
body.

He tweaked her nipples with one hand as his
other hand stroked her little nub of pleasure. He nuzzled her neck
and she turned her head and kissed him. She couldn’t get close
enough to him.

She turned, threw her leg over his, rubbing
her body against his as they picked up the rhythm.

She was so hot, so ready.
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