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      The conversation began in an amusing way. Emma said they were all the same to her. Rachel joked she couldn’t pick her boyfriend, Matt, out of a lineup. Emma’s boyfriend, Mickey, was insulted, as was Matt, Will, and Sully. Emma defended herself saying, No, now she was sure she could pick Mickey’s out of a lineup. Rachel then said she agreed, they’re all the same, just off by a little.

      They hadn’t even been drinking. Alcohol was too heavy to pack, and they were forty-five miles down the Big Snake River having just set up camp. No one remembered how they ended up talking about penises, but it was all-too-hilarious—so much so Will’s girlfriend, Heather, had doubled over and rolled to her side, hugging her knees, laughing till coughing at the outrageous destination of what had begun as a sensible, thought-provoking conversation between eight college-educated mid-twenty-year-olds.

      “I’m serious,” Rachel continued, incensed. “Guys make way too much of it—in the dark they’re all the same...”

      Megan folded her arms, gave a stern and stuffy look, imitating Rachel, proclaiming then: “Change my mind,” nodding once, her lips pursed and down-turned, chin-dimpled, harrumphing.

      Seeing herself in the imitation, Rachel burst out laughing, but pleaded, “It’s true!”

      Emma piped up. “Maybe you haven’t met the right one yet.” She winked and laughed.

      The mood accelerated, everyone letting out a rising Oh no you didn’t! moan, at the insinuation Rachel’s boyfriend, Matt, wasn’t packing. Matt rolled his eyes as everyone looked his way. He shook his head, said, “I do all right.”

      Eyes shifted to Emma’s boyfriend, Mickey, at the possibility he was hung. He looked chuffed for the moment, chest inflated, saying nothing but soaking in the stares. Emma corrected everyone. “Oh no,” she said, wagging a finger, assuring them all, “Mickey’s just like all the rest.”

      Laughter followed, and now Mickey looked cross, letting his arms hang apish, scolding her, “But you’ve...” He couldn’t finish the prompt—she knew what a big one was like?...

      Emma saw where Mickey headed, and her eyebrows popped up. “Oh no, I agree with them,” she laughed, soothed a hand on Mickey’s thigh, “I’m being funny.”

      “I don’t know, guys,” Sully said, looking around for support, “this is really kind of fucking insulting.”

      The girls laughed.

      Four couples, all friends from college, gathered at a beachside fire at a peaceful spot in a bend on the Big Snake. It had been a long day of paddling—their third day on the river—and they’d arrived at this pre-destined campsite already furnished with a cook tent and food supplies by the tour operator Will had hired along with Matty. The river trip had been their idea, a way for all the friends to get outside together, celebrate the finale of their last year in grad school, do something significant in that window of time before they all got lost in their future professional lives. It was July, and each of the eight had executive jobs lined up, commencing variably between August and October. This might be their last shot at the youthful freedom they’d all been enjoying. There was Mickey and Emma, dating two years; Rachel and Matty, dating since first year; Megan and Sully, dating only a year (a wonderful setup by Will’s matchmaker girlfriend, Heather). And he and Heather were the longest-lived couple of the group. Eleven years now they’d been together, and even though they were all twenty-five, he and Heather sometimes seemed the elders of the ensemble.

      Along for the trip, hanging off to the side and smirking, enjoying the ribald show, was their tour guide for the week-long trip down the picturesque river. Kyle was no haggard bush man or woodsy misanthrope, he was a youngish fun-loving guy they’d all been getting along with, and the guy endured and enjoyed all the friends’ dumb jokes and zingers—including this outrageous yet thorough examination of perceived penis size. He’d made them comfortable along the trip and was a capable guide for them, leading them down the river in his custom and well-packed canoe.

      “No, really,” Matt agreed. “Like, you couldn’t tell us apart in the dark; we’re just interchangeable sex-beings...”

      “Walking dildos,” Megan joked, and got lots of support from the girls, even Heather leaning over and slapping a high-five.

      “Wow, guys,” Mickey continued. “I don’t think I like this brave new woman world.” It was delivered as a joke, but they all heard the sting in his voice.

      Megan said, “Frightened of bold and independent women, Mickey?”

      “Your frankness kills the tradition of romance, Counselor.”

      Megan rolled her eyes. She was the law student of the group, and a good arguer. “Frankness is no longer the domain of man.”

      Sully said, “Frankly, Im offended.”

      Heather said, “If it makes you feel any better, we all, I’m sure,” rolling her eyes, looking at the other girls, mitigating, “love what each of you have, and despite their similarities could distinguish you from another.”

      Megan gave her a compassionate look. Nice Heather, sweet Heather... But Megan and all the other girls knew Heather had only ever been with Will. But now Megan’s brow raised as she realized her expression insinuated she thought the girls couldn’t tell the difference between their boyfriends’ and past lovers. She said, “You’re right, Heather, we could definitely tell.” A smirk tugged her lips.

      That’s when Matt proposed the craziest thing any of them had ever heard...
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      At Matt’s pronouncement, river guide Kyle laughed, put up his hands in surrender, realizing this conversation had just excluded him. He backed away, still chuckling. The girls were uproarious with laughter. Emma and Rachel fell against each other, their faces red. Heather slapped her knee three times, her mouth wide, showing off her white teeth.

      Matt called after Kyle, saying, “Oh no, did we scare you off?”

      Kyle stopped, turned around, said, “This has got to be the craziest tour group I’ve had.”

      Rachel said, “Come on, Kyle, we can’t be that bad.”

      “Not bad, just, you know…”

      “Don’t let us scare you off, Kyle,” Heather said, waving for him to come back.

      This was Matt’s pronouncement: if the girls were so sure they were all the same and yet distinguishable, they would take a blind test. Feel them all and pick out the one that was theirs. They’d said they were all the same, but then backtracked, saying they could still tell the difference. If so, ladies, prove it. Put your money where your mouth is...

      Rachel leaned her back against a rock, folding her arms. It was serious business now, hilarity fading. “There’s no way we’re touching all your dicks. Nice try though, Matty.”

      “You’re just full of shit, that’s all,” Matt said. “If we ever said something about you girls’ sexuality being interchangeable or you’re all just the same hole under a blanket and it doesn’t matter who we stick it in, you would all lose your shit. And, really, none of us would blame you.” He looked right at her. “Because it would be a super-shitty thing to say to someone you loved.”

      The girls chuckled, but the sound restricted; they could see his point.

      Rachel said, “We’re not full of shit. They’re all, like, the same, they’re interchangeable, size wise. But we could tell which one’s which.”

      “You’re just saying that to make us feel better, but your shitty statement’s out there, an ugly blot.”

      The girls laughed and elbowed each other. Emma said, “Their egos are so fragile.”

      Will joined in, taking his buddies’ side. “And you’re so callous.”

      Heather cocked her head, made a sad face to him. “Aw, baby,” she assured him. “I could definitely pick yours out of a lineup.”

      Matt leaned in between their gaze, got Heather’s attention. “Prove it then.”

      The girls all smirked, shook their heads, gave each other sly sidelong glances.

      Kyle was standing off to the edge of the ring of their group, arms folded, smirking, enjoying the show. He nodded his head toward the main tent, the one that held the gear, the cooking equipment, the two-room one where he slept. He spoke up. “You don’t have to touch them all. One girl goes in the tent, examines only one, comes out. Like the Newlywed Game, she holds up a card at the end saying if it was her boyfriend or not.”

      This proposal was met with a five-second silence then was broken with more uproarious cachinnation. But this time, the girls liked it. Maybe because it wasn’t one of their boyfriends luring them into something weird (which Will was sure the guys had all done at one time or another), this was an outside agent. A referee. Someone impartial. What Kyle proposed was ameliorating. You don’t have to go and touch all of them...

      Rachel asked, “How would it work?”

      Kyle said, “What, you’re serious?”

      “You’re the only one making sense,” Heather said, watching him.

      Kyle scratched his sandy beard, raised his eyebrows. “I don’t know. I was kidding. But, yes,” he said, pivoting on a heel, looking back at the main tent. “All the guys go in the big tent. You girls go in one at a time wearing a blindfold. You touch one, you say nothing, you exit. Next girl goes in—no talking—touches another one. She come out... And I’m like that guy who was the host of the game show. I ask you all at the end if it was your boyfriend or not. You write down on a card ‘boyfriend’ or ‘not my boyfriend,’ flip it around to show the audience...”

      More laughter. Even Sully was getting in on it. “Yeah, all right. Put your money where your mouth is.”

      Heather said, “What do we win if we get it right?”

      Will said, “Bragging rights,” not sure why he even spoke up. He didn’t want them to do this at all.

      “Some bragging rights,” Megan said, rolling her eyes, “believe me, I go in that tent, come out and get it right, I’m not telling anybody...”

      Kyle said sweetly, “I think you would probably get your boyfriend’s everlasting love.”

      Two of the girls blew raspberries, then all of them laughed.

      Matt said, “What—that doesn’t matter to you?”

      “It matters, it matters,” they all said, still laughing and putting up hands to assure them they were only kidding.

      “So, how about it,” Kyle said now, gesturing toward the tent.

      Emma said, “Look at the ringmaster now. Kyle was backing out a second ago, ready to abandon us on the river.”

      Kyle nodded, looked to the guys, said, “I bet the girls can do it.”

      The girls beamed, nodding at him graciously.

      “They better be able to do it,” Matt said.

      “We would,” Rachel said.

      Mickey said, “Yeah. All right, let’s do it.”

      Emma said, “Uh, no. I’m not touching anybody’s dick.”

      Mickey frowned. “What if it’s your boyfriend’s?”

      “What if it’s not?” she laughed, folding against her friends who all joined in. But they weren’t saying no, and it astounded Will. Heather would never agree to this...

      Megan said to Emma, “You’re not having sex with him. Just put your hand on it, see if you recognize it...”

      “Oh shit,” Mickey said, “she might recognize more than one...”

      Emma leaned back, snatched a Clif bar, hurled it at her boyfriend. Mickey’s arms were folded, and he flinched, laughing, hunching up his shoulders. The Clif bar bounced off his neck.

      Megan said, “Emma has trouble with faces, but she never forgets a penis…”

      Emma turned and punched Megan’s arm in a good-natured way.

      “Ow,” Megan said, moving aside, rubbing where she’d been hit.

      Mickey said, “Who’s got a bandanna?”

      Heather said, “A bandanna for what?”

      Mickey said, “We need a blindfold for you ladies...”
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      Now all the guys were in the big tent, including Kyle, who was going to be in charge of ushering in the fair blindfolded maidens, making sure they didn’t trip and hurt themselves while on their way to touch a dick.

      Will said, “This is so stupid.”

      Sully said, “So don’t do it.”

      Mickey laughed, said, “Yeah, don’t worry—one of us will put our dicks in Heather’s hand for you.”

      He grumbled. Lots of snickering now, the guys getting ready, everyone a little nervous, but eager and into it, grabbing at their crotches, probably trying to plump some life into what they had in preparation.

      “You guys are fucking hilarious,” Kyle said in a low voice, his hand parting the tent flap and peeping out at the girls gathered around the fire waiting to be called in.

      Matt said, “I know, right?”

      Sully asked him: “This the craziest thing you’ve seen out here on the river?”

      Kyle agreed. “Craziest thing, guys, hands down.”

      Sully said, “The girls better be able to fucking tell.”

      Mickey said, “If Emma can’t tell it’s mine, I’m going to be so pissed.”

      Sully said, “Who says you’re the one putting your dick in Emma’s hand?”

      Mickey scoffed. “I’m not letting one of you toads put your dick in my girlfriend’s hand.” They all laughed, then sniggered agreement.

      Kyle said, “All right now, you guys get your flies down.”

      More snickering, a bunch of twenty-five-year-olds acting like twelve-year-olds now. The four guys gathered together, and Will couldn’t believe he was even doing this. But for some reason, as much as he hated the idea, now he was hard.

      While they were close together, they all turned their backs to each other as they drew down their zippers. No one even considered how juvenile it was—or if they did, didn’t express it—and they didn’t even seem bothered that Kyle was there, a guy who didn’t even know them. The fact they’d all convinced their straight-laced girlfriends to do something kind of kinky and dirty had got the momentum going and now the ball was rolling downhill, picking up speed, and none of them wanted to be the guy to knock it off the path.

      Kyle said, “Take your pants right down.”

      “Geez, River Guide Kyle,” Matt said in a high, frightened voice, “What kind of game is this?”

      Sully said, “If I hear you pop the top off a Vaseline tub, I’m so fucking out of here.” Matt made a mouth-banjo sound, doing that song from Deliverance. They all laughed, even Kyle.

      When Kyle stopped laughing, he said,  “You want to do this right or not?”

      “Right, right,” they all agreed, chuckling, letting their shorts drop to their ankles. Will drew down his zipper, let his shorts fall to his ankles too, then pushed down his underwear.

      “Let’s go,” Kyle said, “line up, I’ll call them in.”

      Still snickering, all of them trying to choke it back now, they lined up single file, facing the same direction and shoulder to shoulder. All of them tried not to get caught looking to see what the other guys had, though he’d seen them each naked at some point, playing sports or at the gym. Thank God he wasn’t the only one hard; they’d all sported wood at this outrageous prospect. And, it was true, they were all kind of the same size. Some a little thicker or a little thinner, a little longer, a little shorter. But in a lineup of four guys someone had to have the shortest and someone had to have the thinnest. That was Will. It wasn’t immediately noticeable, but he was sensitive to it. They were all in the fist-and-a-half range, all of them semi-hard to three-quarters hard, dicks sticking out straight. They were all circumcised. None of their balls hung, all clumped up with nervous anticipation. Mickey might’ve been the largest, or at least the longest. But not by much. But if Will held his up to Mickey’s, that would be the most noticeable difference.

      Will pushed his hips forward to pronounce better his most meager proportion.

      Kyle asked, “You guys ready?” They said they were. Kyle parted the tent flap, called out to the girls, “Who’s coming in first?”
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      The girls were tittering out there, whispering, snorting laughter. Rachel stopped laughing long enough to say, “We’re sending Emma.”

      Kyle said, “Right, guys, Emma’s coming,” spying out the gap in the flap. As Emma got closer to the tent’s opening, Kyle said to her, “Is that bandanna tight?”

      “Yeah,” she said.

      “Sure you can’t see out of it?”

      “I can’t see anything.”

      “What if you look down?”

      Emma came near the opening, taking short steps, her hands out. She nodded her head up and down, looked up and rolled it around. Kyle reached and tugged the blindfold lower on her nose. Emma said, “I seriously can’t see anything.”

      “Take my hand,” Kyle said, being a good host even though he wasn’t really a part of their crew.

      Emma put a hand out, wagged it around in an uncertain circle until Kyle gripped her fingers. “Okay?”

      “Yeah,” she said.

      He guided her into the dark of the tent, Emma lifting her leg high as if she were stepping over a tall threshold. But there was no height difference between the outside sand and the tent’s floor, and the guys snickered.

      “Shut up,” she said.

      More snickering.

      “All right, Emma, walk forward,” Kyle said, put one hand on the small of her back, the other on her shoulder. Emma did that shuffling-step thing, nervous. The guys snorted. Kyle guided her to the middle of the line, nodded his chin to them, whispering, “Ready?”

      Matt looked like he was going to step forward, put his dick in Mickey’s girl’s hand, but Mickey put out an arm, gave him a scowl. More snickering.

      Emma said, “What’s going on?”

      “Hold on,” Kyle said, “they’re getting ready.”

      “Where do I put my hand?”

      Kyle took her wrist, lowered her hand as Mickey stepped closer to her. He thrust his hips forward, and Kyle guided Emma’s hand to plop onto the outstretched erection. Emma snorted, chuckled, bit her lip, let her hand explore it, her fingertips going up and down, reaching underneath, touching Mickey’s testicles, then palming the erection’s belly. Her fingertips came up finally, explored the shape of his cock head.

      “Geez,” Kyle whispered, “take it easy.”

      Emma laughed, offended, snapping her hand away, and swatting out toward Kyle to scold him.

      “You’re just supposed to feel it,” he joked, “sheez, it’s like a live sex show in here.”

      They all burst out laughing, and from outside the tent Will heard Heather shout, “What’s going on in there?”

      Matt shouted, “Emma’s giving out hand jobs.”

      Emma raised a fist and struck it outward like a hammer, but Matt stepped aside and she just swatted the air. “Shut up, you idiot,” she said, and Kyle gripped her shirt so she wouldn’t fall forward. More laughter, even Emma.

      Kyle said, “Okay, that’s it.”

      They watched as Kyle guided her with his hands on her shoulders back to the tent’s opening. He told her, “Don’t say anything, go out there and give the next girl the bandanna.”

      They listened as she went out to rejoin the other girls. There wasn’t any talking, but there was lots of snickering.

      Kyle asked, “Who’s coming out next?”

      Heather’s voice: “Rachel’s coming.”
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      Since Mickey was done now, his girlfriend feeling up his dick, he stepped back, reaching down and pulling up his shorts, zipping the fly closed. They were in the food tent, the cooler popped open. He peered in, then hissed, “Wait, wait...”

      They all looked around to see Mickey reach in the cooler, rustle a plastic bag, drew out a glistening sausage. He held it up, and they all slapped hands over their mouths in anticipation of what was going to be a fucking awesome prank. He passed it to Matt, who held it, all of them waiting for Rachel to show up.

      “Oh my God,” Kyle said, struggling not to laugh, putting up a finger, saying out to the girls, “Just a second...”

      “What are you guys doing in there?”

      “Nothing,” they all said.

      “They’re doing something,” the girls said to each other.

      Kyle laughed silently, bent over with his hands on his knees. He was older than them, maybe in his early thirties. But not too old he couldn’t enjoy a silly prank like this. “All right,” he said, “all right,” gathering himself. He stood up, drew in a long breath, steadied himself, fixing the front of his shirt by running hands up and down it. Smoothing himself. “You guys ready?”

      They all nodded; Mickey snorted.

      “Okay, Rachel,” Kyle said out the tent’s door.

      Now they waited. Then it was Rachel coming in, her hands out in front of her so she wouldn’t walk into anything, Kyle reaching out and taking her wrist. “Okay,” he said, “I’ve got you.” Then the same rigmarole again, Kyle guiding Rachel in like he guided Emma, walking her to the group of lined up guys with their pants down, dicks out. Matt lowered the sausage, held it upright and at an erect angle, all of them going bright red trying not to burst out laughing.

      Kyle whispered to Rachel, “You ready?”

      “Where...?” Rachel said, her hand reaching out clumsily at around waist height.

      “I’ve got you,” Kyle said, taking her wrist. He nodded at Matt, who moved the sausage closer. It was uncooked, a pale flesh color, bigger than a hot dog, and shimmering with oil.

      “Where?” Rachel extended her open hand, searching to close on a penis.

      “Here,” Kyle said.

      Matt eased the cold greasy wiener up through her grip.

      Rachel whined, “Ew, fucking gross, what is this?”

      They all burst out laughing; Mickey had to step back and sit down in a canvas director’s chair. They cackled and howled, Kyle held Rachel so she wouldn’t run away.

      “You guys are fucking idiots,” she laughed. And when she put her palm to her face and sniffed it—nose wrinkling, mouth turning down at the sausage smell—the hilarity rolled over and over.

      Heather from outside: “What’s happening in there?”

      “They put a hot dog in my hand,” Rachel shouted, then grumbling to them, “Or one of you’s got a cold, skinny dick that smells like a wiener.”

      “Hey,” Kyle said, “no talking to the other girls. You’re going to give it away.”

      Rachel whispered, “Did you put a hot dog in Emma’s hand?”

      “Yeah,” Mickey lied, trying not to laugh.

      “And she didn’t know?”

      “Don’t you worry about what we’re doing in here,” Matt said, “just worry about your job.”

      “Fucking assholes. Even if I guess the dick right, you’re cut off, Matty Matthew.”

      “We’ll see about that,” Matt said. “You can’t go two days without it.”

      “In your dreams,” Rachel said, Matt sidestepping now so she wouldn’t identify his voice with the location.

      Kyle said, “All right, Rachel, for real now. You ready?”

      “If you put anything other than a dick in my hand, I’m just gonna start swinging.”

      “Fun’s over, serious business now, Rachel, I swear,” Kyle said. He nodded to Matt, who stepped down past Will. As Kyle walked Rachel past Will, she came very close to touching his erection with her bare wrist. What would that be like, if they were putting their penises in the other girlfriends’ hands? What if he did put his penis in Rachel’s hand? Shit, that would be so wild...

      But none of the guys would let that happen.

      Matt was ready now, his penis thrust out ready for his girlfriend’s touch. Rachel did that thing that Emma did. Gripping it, under-handing it, groping the testicles. Then she explored the shape of his head. Matt bit his knuckles, rolled his eyes, looking wildly at them all while Rachel handled his hard manhood. They snickered.

      Rachel said, “What?...”

      Kyle said, “Did you get a good feel?”

      “Yeah.”

      Kyle guided Rachel to the door. Matt looked at Will and said, “Holy shit, that was so…”

      He didn’t want to finish, but Will knew what he meant. Hot. In front of all these guys, having his Heather come in and touch his dick could produce an unfortunate result. What if he came in front of them all?

      Kyle was shouting out the tent now, “Who’s next?”

      The girls were talking to each other, their voices low. Laughing. Rachel was blabbing about the hotdog.

      “No talking,” Kyle reminded them. “Who’s next?”

      Over his shoulder, Will saw Mickey looking through the cooler again, trying to find something else that would be hilarious to put in the girls’ hands.

      Matt was pulling up his shorts now, zipping them closed. He tugged his shirt down to cover the bulge of his arousal. He nodded his chin at Kyle.

      Kyle said, “You ready?”

      “No, hold on,” Matt said. He nodded again, down between Kyle’s legs.

      Kyle laughed. “No, no,” he said.

      “Come on,” Matt said.

      Mickey caught on now. “Yeah, yeah, that’s hilarious,” thinking it was a good idea to introduce an unknown penis.

      Matt shouted out to the girls, “Because Rachel’s playing, we might need a ringer.”

      Heather said, “What’s a ringer?”

      “We might put anything in your hand.”

      “Not a hot dog again,” Rachel said.

      “We’ve got tricks for you.”

      “What kind of tricks?”

      “We might double up, or who knows, bring in a ringer...”

      There was low talking; Will was pretty sure they got it. “Okay,” Heather said.

      His insides chilled. Did Heather really understand? He thought it was pretty clear. There might be another dick in the mix. Mickey was elbowing Kyle now, taking over door duty.

      “No way,” Sully was saying, knowing it was either him or Will who would have somebody else’s dick in their girlfriend’s hand.

      But Kyle was already drawing down his zipper. He fished in his underwear, pulled out his dick and let it fall out of the fly. It was unreal. Like a big horse dick. He must’ve grown semi-hard watching all these guys getting felt up, because the thing was not flaccid or sleepy. It wasn’t hard either, though, just hanging down in an arc, pointing at the floor and nodding from side to side. The head was enormous, like a plum, the thing swallowed up by foreskin. It was ugly and frightening, but instantly commanded all the power in the room.
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      Another long quiet moment drew out as all four guys looked at what this guy they didn’t know had between his legs. Then Matt exploded a burst of air from his cheeks. They all laughed, bending over. “Holy sheep shit,” Sully laughed. “Jesus Christ,” Mickey hissed.

      Will muttered, “Oh my God.”

      Kyle shook his head, walked down the line, wedged in between Will and Matt.

      “Holy God dammit,” Matt said, stooping over, looking to the side, admiring this guy’s enormous penis hanging out of the fly. “That is a huge fucking dick.”

      “Un-fucking-believable,” they all continued, moaning, not sure what to make of this. It would’ve been funny if Kyle had a regular dick, making one of the girls try to feel it, as long as they were in on the joke, knowing there could be someone else in the mix. But this was unreal. This was awful. Will’s stomach rolled over; he put a hand over it, feeling queasy.

      Mickey was waving the next girl in, and Will was hoping and praying it wasn’t Heather. It wasn’t.

      Now it was Megan stepping in, red hair tied back, looking slim and innocent, unsuspecting, her fingers up and tugging the blindfold to make sure it covered her eyes.

      Mickey said, “You can’t see anything?”

      “No,” she snickered.

      Mickey took Megan’s slim shoulders, guided her down the line, but as she took one step toward the lineup where Kyle stood—this older guy with an enormous penis standing there with it hanging out of his fly—Sully stepped forward from the line, looking back at Kyle, smirking, mouthing, “No fucking way, dude.”

      Kyle laughed, folded his arms up and didn’t interject.

      Megan said, “Is it a hot dog again? Because it’s not that funny...”

      “No talking,” Mickey said over her shoulder. Sully thrusted out his hips, and without ceremony, Mickey guided Megan’s hand to her boyfriend’s penis. She closed around it, explored it, felt his scrotum, touched the head. Mickey pulled her hand away. “Got it?”

      “I felt it,” she said, and he turned her around and walked her to the door. She went out, and he could hear Heather saying to her, “Did they do anything?”

      “No.”

      Mickey shouted out of the tent’s door, “No talking.”

      “We’re not.”

      “You totally are, I’m watching you, I’m seeing you talking.”

      Someone must’ve given him the finger, because he gave them one back. Then he shouted, “You’re next, Heather.”

      And Kyle stood there still, his monstrous dick hanging out of his fly, like there might be a chance he was going to put it in Will’s girlfriend’s hand.

      Will’s heart pounded, thinking of it. What would Heather think, touching that thing? She’d only ever been with him. What the hell would she think?

      A dark and ugly curiosity swirled in him; a doubt. The male front-facing part of him was saying No fucking way, just like Sully he was going to step forward and say to Kyle Nice try, buddy, but his mind kept examining the possibility. Heather’s hands touching that thing. Why would that be arousing?

      They all snickered, and Matt leaned back, trying to get Will’s attention behind Kyle’s back. He said, “Come on, Will...” Meaning let Kyle do it.

      But Will said, “No way.”

      Mickey looked disappointed. He whisper-shouted: “Come on, Will. Let him...”

      Will scowled and shook his head.

      Sully mouthed, “It’ll be so funny.”

      Will said to Sully, “I didn’t see you doing it.”

      “Come on, dude.”

      Will shook his head no again.

      And now here was Heather coming in, filling up the held back tent door flap. She was blindfolded, pretty hands held out and timid. She said, “It’s smells sweaty in here.”

      Mickey said, “Yeah, yeah, a lot of pheromones—you girls are getting hot touching all these dicks...”

      Heather said, “I think it’s you guys getting hot in here,” and they laughed.

      “Right, let’s do this, take me to your wiener,” she said then, and Mickey laughed and took her hand.

      As she was led forward, Matt reached behind Kyle and poked Will’s arm. “Come on, Will, come on...”

      “Wait,” Will whispered, halting, actually considering it...

      Kyle looked his way, cocked his head. “Am I doing this?”

      Will paused. He was curious. He had the support of the guys—they wanted it to happen. It was weird as shit, what if Heather got mad? It sounded like she knew it could be any penis put in her hand. Maybe this guy Kyle even. But, Jesus, Kyle’s dick was like a horse’s dick…

      “Where are you taking me?” Heather asked as she was walked further down the line to the very end where Will and Kyle stood.

      “Almost there,” Mickey said, scowling at Will and mouthing, “Let him do it...”

      Heather put out her hand, at waist height, and Kyle stepped forward.

      Will didn’t stop him. Stood there and watched.

      The guys eyes all widened, they sucked their lips in their mouths to stop from bursting out laughing.

      Mickey said to Heather, “You ready?”

      “Yeah.”

      Mickey took Heather’s wrist, guiding her hand to another man’s enormous penis, and Will’s heart was pounding in his ears...
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      In the agonizing eons-long moment Heather’s hand traveled to touch Kyle’s huge hanging penis, an explosion of interjection expanded inside Will. Every seam that held him together almost burst with a profound outward pressure. He felt lightheaded, rocked on the balls of his feet, his knees weakening, dipping. The urge to step forward, pushing out his penis and putting it in his girlfriend’s hand blew outward against every containing wall.

      But he held it all in and allowed her to touch another man’s sex organ.

      According to Heather, she’d only ever touched Will’s penis. Until now. He sagged, saw horror. He stood again, watching her hand go between Kyle’s legs. That big dick hanging down, unreal looking. Her fingertips touched at first, and she didn’t recoil. Then her grip gently closed on it mid-shaft, the gummy thing as thick as her own wrist.

      “Gross, you fucking guys,” she shouted and snapped her hand back.

      They all snickered and laughed, Mickey standing behind Heather so she wouldn’t run away.

      Heather hissed, “Don’t put fucking weird things in my hand...”

      “It’s not weird,” Mickey said, laughing.

      “What is it?”

      Mickey said, “Put your hand on it again.”

      Will rocked, swaying, his vision foggy, but at least the center-point was focused in a crystal-clear clarity; he could see his troubled girlfriend thinking all her friends were pranking her, putting something obviously not-a-dick in her hand. But it was a dick. A real one. A massive one.

      “What is it?” she said again timidly, submitting to them, getting giddy, almost like she was starting to believe it was a real penis she’d held.

      Mickey took her wrist and guided her to touch Kyle again. Kyle crossed his arms, moved a hand up to his mouth to stop himself from laughing. He watched this girl he didn’t even know put her hand on his dick again. She closed fingers around it, feeling it, squishing it. “What is it?”

      Mickey said, “You tell me.”

      A little giggly, her voice higher, she said, “What is it?”

      Now she joined in with her other hand, holding Kyle’s huge hanging dick in two hands, squeezing, exploring. “Oh my God,” she said, “what the heck is this…?”

      Well for fuck’s sake, Heather, it’s not my dick Will thought, as Heather didn’t stop exploring. Her mouth hung open, the corners tugged upward in a smile. Above the blindfold he could see her brow perplexed.

      “What the hell is...” she murmured, still fondling this huge penis. Will watched with rising tension his longtime girlfriend’s small familiar hands manipulate another man’s massive manhood. One hand went inside Kyle’s fly, gripped the testicles; she ran a hand up and down its length, touched the puckered foreskin with her index finger. “Holy, oh my gawd,” she said, like she suddenly discovered it was indeed a real live penis, quickly snatching her hands back and holding them up, palms facing them. Kyle’s dick nodded side to side.

      Heather hissed, “What the hell was that?...”

      They all snickered; Mickey took her shoulders, turned her around, and Will sidestepped, then wandered back from the lineup, hand out searching around like he was the one blindfolded, looking for the fucking director’s chair. He fell into it, shorts still around his ankles, his much smaller penis thrust up from his lap and absolutely throbbing. It streamed lubricant. When he looked down and saw it, he was embarrassed, ashamed.

      As Heather stepped out of the tent, the rest of the guys burst out laughing. Matt slapped Mickey on the back, laughing so hard his face burned red. Kyle laughed too, putting that horse dick back in his pants, zipping it up. “You guys are crazy,” he said, still the cool guy, the older dude, the cool ass outdoorsy river guide with the massive fucking penis. He stepped past Mickey and Matt, slapping them on the back, joining in on the fun. He looked around the dim tent space, caught Will’s eye. He said, “You good?”

      He nodded, seeing everybody looking at him, and now that the hilarity was over, a certain amount of regret and shame worked through them all. The prank was funny; it was funny to do that to Heather, Heather was always a good sport. They’d put a big dick in her hand. But it was like they all realized it now: that was kind of shitty to Will.

      Sully poked a finger toward him, gave a single nod of affirmation. “Good fucking sport, dude.” He sure was. None of the others would have let their girlfriend touch that thing.

      “I think I’m going to fucking throw up,” he said.

      They laughed. “That was fucking crazy,” they all agreed. Matt came over and helped Will stand. He pulled his shorts up, zipped and buttoned them. The girls were outside, talking low and hushed, laughing.

      As he stepped out into the early evening sunlight, he could clearly see his girlfriend’s mouth shaping the words So fucking huge, and his heart sank again. He should not have let that happen. Heather agreed to play the game, but just the sheer size of that thing had instantly changed the relationship. And it was irreversible, wasn’t it?
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      Kyle escorted the guys out of the tent, standing holding the flap open, letting each of them pass before coming out to join them. Now it was four girls and four boyfriends standing facing each other. All of them cheery-cheeked, all of them in raised spirits. Heather, however, was pale. The color had drained from her cheeks. Her eyes were wide. But she was still smiling. Will looked to her, their eyes met. She looked away. Fucking great.

      Kyle clapped his hands three times. “All right, ladies, let’s see some answers.”

      On torn scraps of brown paper that had wrapped the bread they’d snacked on almost immediately after paddling in this afternoon, they all held a sheet not much bigger than a playing card. From Kyle’s pack, a wax pencil had been volunteered for them to write down their answers.

      “In line, campers,” Kyle said, corralling them into two gender-sorted lines of four facing each other.

      The girls sorted themselves, rearranging so they went in the order they’d entered the tent. Kyle pointed to Emma first. She did a little dance, flipped her card around to reveal she’d written BOYFRIEND. She smirked at Mickey and he smiled in return.

      Kyle leaned to read what she’d written. “And the judges say...” Kyle said, dragging it out, waiting for the revelation. He did a golf swing, pointed at her, waited one more beat, said, “Emma, that was your boyfriend.”

      “Yeah, I know,” she said, clapped her hands, then raised a fist above her head in triumph. She stuck out her tongue at Mickey.

      “You really know your dicks,” Mickey said with mock marveling.

      “I know your dick, stupid,” she said, folding her arms.

      Kyle talked over them, keeping the momentum going. “All right, Rachel. You’re up next, let’s see your answer.”

      Rachel flipped her card around, and on it she’d written HOT DOG. They all laughed. It was a great joke. Will’s stomach was still sinking. Rachel said, “No, I’m kidding. That dick belonged to my boyfriend.”

      Matt pursed his lips, trying not to give anything away. With great flourish Kyle drew out his response again. “And that was… Rachel, that was your boyfriend.”

      “I know, I know,” she said, took a bow, touching her stomach, other hand holding the paper flapping up above her. She bowed left and bowed right.

      Kyle kept it moving. “Next we have...” He snapped his fingers, pointed at Megan. “Megan, we all want to know... Was that your boyfriend?...”

      Megan rolled her eyes, holding the blank side of her sheet of paper between pinched thumbs and fingers. “It’s so stupid, anyway. I didn’t even need to go in and feel a stupid dick. There’s no way one of you you would let the other one put their dick in our hand, so I said...” She flipped the card around. It read: BOYFRIEND.

      Kyle applauded. “Indeed, Megan, that was your boyfriend.”

      And now Will felt even stupider.

      Megan said, “I wrote fucking boyfriend on this before I even went in the tent. I’m not stupid…” But then she looked Heather’s way, their eyes met; Megan snapped her head back. She was sounding arrogant, and given Heather’s reaction, coming out of the tent and saying whatever she’d held was so fucking huge, that must mean Heather didn’t recognize it. And that must mean the boys put somebody else’s dick in Heather’s hand. Will had allowed another man to put their penis in his girlfriend’s hand. “Anyway, I told you,” Megan muttered, balled up her paper and tossed it in the fire.

      Kyle slow-clapped now, eyeing her, waiting her out. When she said no more, shoving her hands in the pouch of her sweatshirt and looking down, probably sorry she’d embarrassed her friend, Heather, Kyle continued. “And last we have… Heather. Heather, what did you say?”

      Heather rolled her eyes, and at once those paled cheeks bloomed sudden rosiness. She bit her lower lip, looked away. She hummed, said, “Well…”

      “Your answer is…?”

      Heather turned her paper around. The girls were just supposed to write BOYFRIEND or NOT MY BOYFRIEND. That was the rule. Sure, Megan had written HOT DOG, and it was funny, but the guys kinda broke the rules putting a non-penis in her hand, so they could let that one slip. But fucking Heather wrote: DEFINITELY NOT MY BOYFRIEND. She had underlined definitely. Way to rub it in.

      Will’s knees weakened again, and he swayed where he stood.

      Kyle leaned to read. “What does that say?”

      Heather said, “Definitely not my boyfriend. Definitely not.”

      All the girls cackled; they got close again, they weren’t supposed to talk, but the game was over now officially, and they whispered to each other.

      Mickey called over, “You sure that wasn’t Will?”

      Over her shoulder, laughing, Heather said, “Oh yeah, I’m really sure.” Then she began talking low with her gang of girlfriends. Megan clutched Heather’s forearm. They were all laughing at Heather’s retelling of what happened inside the cook tent.

      “Girls,” Kyle said, trying to get their attention again.

      The huddle loosened, and as Heather stepped back, she had her hands near her waist, spread out almost a foot apart, demonstrating to the other girls the size of the penis she’d handled inside the tent. They were all wide-eyed now, still laughing, but a sudden weirdness had seized them all. A big dick like that? Well, they all knew their boyfriends. It wasn’t their boyfriend. Who amongst the guys had this enormous penis? But they’d all looked at each other, all of them with the same shocked face. None of the boyfriends had that. That would mean…

      Will watched as the girls assembled their line again, all of them with their bare skinny legs and Teva sandals, their hair tied back in outdoorsy ponytails—their eyes all moved to Kyle. Yeah. Cool River Guide Kyle had just been outed as having a fucking enormous penis between his legs. Bad news, indeed.
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      Dinner was extravagant for outdoor cooking—some supplied bread, some cheese, sliced vegetables; the tour company had delivered three whole chickens to the campsite an hour before they’d come in and Kyle and Mickey took to skewering them and slow roasting them for hours over the campfire. A delicious dinner, but the company awkward. They made it through all right, keeping their conversation PG and definitely less boisterous, and it was in the tent, ready for bedtime, that Will finally let Heather have it.

      “So what the fuck was that?” He was mad, and this had been brewing for hours, since the wicked game of guess-a-dick.

      Heather was kneeling, folding back the flap of her sleeping bag. The tents were arranged in a loose crescent around the fire. Four individual tents, a couple in each, plus the main tent—where the dick touching had happened—where the river guide slept. The lantern was on, the light garish. Still, Heather looked beautiful. Thick, wavy, chestnut hair tied back, showing off the grace of her slender neck, and wearing a cotton tank top she liked to sleep in, plaid pajama shorts, legs and feet bare. She was hunched, one hand on her thigh, pretty bare feet folded up under her bottom. She looked over her shoulder at him, scowled, said, “What?” But he could see in her eyes she knew what he wanted to discuss.

      “You know what I’m saying.”

      She slumped, her head falling to one side. “What, Will?”

      “Jesus, you know...”

      “Do I? Just say it...”

      He grunted, said, “Definitely not my boyfriend?”

      “Whatever,” she said, dismissing him, aggravating him, sitting back with her butt in the flannel space of her open sleeping bag, hugging her knees now, feet on the satiny sleeping bag surface.

      “You wrote definitely not my boyfriend.”

      “Yeah, I did.”

      “How’s that make me feel?”

      “I don’t know, what does it mean to you?”

      “Definitely not my boyfriend?—think about it...”

      She rolled her eyes. “The game was stupid.”

      “Yeah, it was stupid,” he said. “It wasn’t my idea.”

      “It wasn’t my idea either, Will.”

      “I didn’t say it was your idea...”

      “Why are you coming after me?”

      “Because you wrote definitely not my boyfriend.”

      She scoffed, baffled. “Well, it definitely wasn’t my boyfriend...”

      “Keep your voice down,” he said quieter.

      She grumbled. “You keep your voice down.”

      “They can hear us,” he said.

      “Well then don’t come after me.”

      He sighed, rubbed his forehead. “You hurt my feelings.”

      She whispered hoarsely: “I wasn’t trying to hurt your feelings.”

      “Well you fucking hurt my feelings,” he said, both of them whispering but their voices beginning to rise.

      “Will, I wasn’t trying to hurt your feelings, come on.”

      “Why did you write Definitely not my boyfriend?”

      She looked at him, bewildered. She said, “Because it wasn’t you.”

      “Right, and why wasn’t it me?”

      “I just knew it wasn’t you.”

      He crossed his arms, sitting on his heels now, jaw set firm, angry eyes staring. “I saw it. I saw you touching it, saw your hands all over it.”

      She mimicked the anger in his expression, glowering in return. “Why did you put it in my hand?”

      “I didn’t put it in your hand...”

      “Why did you let whoever had that thing put it in my hand?”

      He groaned, mad but vacillating, capitulating. “The guys thought it would be funny.”

      “Good, go fucking yell at them, Will.”

      “They didn’t write down definitely not my boyfriend...”

      “You’re being such a jerk.”

      “Would you just admit my feelings got hurt?”

      “I’m not arguing with you. Yes, your feelings were hurt. I get it. I wasn’t trying to hurt your feelings. Think of it from my perspective...”

      “What’s your perspective?”

      “I went in there thinking I was going to feel your dick.”

      He zinged her, mad as hell. “Well, you definitely didn’t...”

      She recoiled. “You’re such an asshole right now...”

      “I’m not an asshole—admit I’m right...”

      “Stop demanding I do things.”

      “Just see it from my point of view.”

      “Will, I’m not arguing with you. But the game was supposed to be funny...”

      “Sure was hilarious, baby, fucking high-larious,” he said.

      “Come on, Will, you guys played a joke on me,” she spat, jabbing a thumb in her chest. “What am I supposed to do?”

      “I don’t know, consider my feelings?”

      She wiped her brow, eyes closed, at her wit’s end. “I’m sorry.”

      “See, was that hard?”

      She shook her head, unamused. “You’re such a sore winner.”

      “I’m not a sore winner,” he said.

      “You’re totally a sore winner. Okay, I’m sorry I hurt your feelings. I felt like a funny answer was expected of me so excuse me if—”

      “Your answer was really god damn hilarious...”

      She stuck her chin out. “Why isn’t it funny?”

      “Because, like, you’re saying to the other girls…”

      “Saying what? What am I saying?”

      “I don’t know. Like a million things.”

      “Like a million?—tell me like one or two...”

      “It’s like,” he said, and now he was in trouble, getting caught up in her argument like a fish caught in a net. “Well…”

      “A million things. Just two...”

      “Like…”

      “Come on...”

      He said, “Like that I’m... not like that...”

      “Like what?”

      “I don’t have one like that.”

      She scowled but with a smirk. “Whose was it?”

      “Never fucking mind.”

      “You guys are jerks.”

      He rubbed a hand through his hair, dropped both hands to his hips. “Okay, look, it’s like you’re saying... Number one, mine’s not that great, and number two—and it's intertwined with number one—mine is not that great, but his is great...”

      She groaned, rubbed her cheeks, pulled, made her eyeholes stretch. “I didn’t say that, I just said it wasn’t my boyfriend.”

      “Because I don’t have a big dick like that.”

      “What...?—you don’t.”

      His face snapped tight. “Fucking stab me harder, Heather.”

      “Jesus, you don’t, Will,” she said to the tent’s roof, throwing her hands up. “And why the fuck would you let somebody put their dick in my hand?”

      “That was the game, Heather.”

      “Such a stupid fucking game,” she grumbled.

      “Yeah, and you played it, you played it with both hands...”

      She slapped her thighs. “Fuck you, Will—you got me in that tent, you let me come in there and you let some other guy put his giant dick in my hand.”

      He snarled, “And you’d just love to know who it was, wouldn’t you?”

      “Holy fuck, Will,” she claimed to the top of the tent, growing more irritated, grabbing the back of her neck and rubbing it.

      “What?...”

      “Fucking never mind.”

      “Why are we fighting?”

      “You tell me—I was ready to go to bed, and you just come at me...”

      “You hurt my feelings.”

      “I said I’m sorry.”

      “I don’t know...”

      “Fuck, Will, I said I’m sorry and you’re not going to let it go? Where does that leave me?”

      He grumbled, “Probably wondering whose dick was in your hand,” tightened his crossed arms like he was cold.

      She shook her head, looking like she was going to bolt out of the tent at any second. She murmured, “I know whose it was.”

      “I’m sure you fucking do, I’m sure you and all your Chatty Cathy’s loved playing Dick Detective during dinner.”

      “Oh my God, you’re being so annoying right now.”

      “How do you think I felt seeing you holding that dick?”

      “You coulda put your dick in my hand, dude.”

      “The guys thought it would be funnier...”

      “It was funny,” she said, rolling her head on her neck. “Step back for a moment and stop being so sensitive.”

      “You’re mad at me because I’m too sensitive?”

      “Yeah.”

      “And you thought it was funny?”

      “I mean...”

      “You weren’t pissed off?”

      “No.”

      “And what if it wasn’t one of us?”

      “It wasn’t, right?”

      See, he said to himself. She did want to know. She really wanted to know. But he bit his tongue. There was some truth to the fact he was going after her, and there wasn’t much of it really her fault other than callously writing something that hurt his feelings. It was just splash-back; he owed her to pump the brakes on this fight.

      He said, “You understood that it could’ve been somebody else? Other than our friends...”

      “Yeah, you guys said that.”

      “So you did know?”

      She sighed, looked down. “Will, I’m sorry. Look, it was supposed to be a funny game. I didn’t want to do it, but the girls were doing it...”

      “I didn’t want to do it either.”

      She said, “But the guys were doing it...”

      “Yeah. And after they put that hot dog in Rachel’s hand, we wanted to get an even bigger laugh.”

      “So you put somebody else’s dick in my hand?”

      “Yeah.”

      “But you didn’t do it to Megan.”

      “Sully wouldn’t let us.”

      “But you let me hold it?”

      “I guess...”

      “Maybe you should apologize to me.”

      “For what?”

      “For doing that to me.”

      “You said you knew. We shouted out of the tent, said that it could be somebody else, you said you understood...”

      “I did.”

      “So what does it matter? Why was it my fault? Why would I apologize?”

      “Because you let him put his dick in my hand...”

      “We told you we might do that.”

      “Yeah, but his dick…” She let it hang.

      He stared at her, knowing how she intended to finish her sentence and somehow mad that she stopped. Mad she stopped because of the deep meaning of the words. “Was what, Heather?” he said, lowering his voice to a whisper again before they were overheard.

      She said, “His dick was like... that.”

      “Say it. Was like what?...”

      “Big like that.”

      “You really got a good feel of it.”

      She rolled her eyes up. “Oh my gosh, Will,” she said, “I didn’t think it was real.”

      “Once you did, your hands were all over it.”

      “Holy fuck, this is crazy—I’m going to sleep by the fire,” she said, beginning to scrounge her things, snatching at her sleeping bag.

      He clamped his mouth shut, jaw flexing, watching her roll up her sleeping bag, punch her hand into the center of a pillow and clutch it. She slapped it to her chest.

      He said, “It’s cold out there.”

      “I said I’ll sleep by the fire.”

      “Fine,” he said.

      He watched her zip the tent open with furious jerking movements, step her pretty leg out, turn around, zip the door closed averting steely eyes from his, her jaw flexing just like him.

      Great. A fight. That’s not what this trip was all about…
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      For almost an hour, Will lay on his side, fuming mad, iPod blasting music in his ears while he stared holes in the place where Heather should be sleeping. This trip was not about fighting. This trip was something else.

      Packed in his bag was the one-point-two carat, Princess-cut white gold engagement ring he’d brought along. Everybody knew about it except Heather. He was going to propose to her.

      The destination of this river trip was a craggy overlook high above the Big Snake, looking south toward Sudo and the green hills beyond. A picture-perfect place. Heather was going to say yes—there was no doubt about it—because they’d been together forever. Since Grade Nine, all through high school, all through university, even through grad school; right up to this very point, the first year of their adult-but-non-educational real grown-up lives.

      After an hour long hike up the backside of the crag, he would go down on one knee in front of all their friends (who also knew Heather and Will were destined to be together), present to her this perfect diamond ring. Heather would swoon; he would catch her. They would kiss. She would say Yes, baby. He would slip the ring on her slender finger. They would be forever-together. Rachel, Megan, and Emma would cry. Matty would take about a thousand pictures. Mickey and Sully would punch his arm and slap his back; one of them would have a surprise package of Cuban cigars or something, he was sure of it.

      But now this. A fucking ridiculous fight.

      But in the space of that hour, while he stared at the spot where Heather should be, some of that fire inside him quelled. Yeah, he was still mad. He would never shake the image of Heather’s small beautiful hands holding another man’s dick. Geez, the size of that god damn dick in her grip. But he was blaming only her. She had points. It was a dumb game, and he was ready to begin an adult life with her. So why was he so juvenile? Yes, all the guys thought it would be funny. Didn’t mean he had to let it happen. Sully sure didn’t let Megan anywhere near Kyle’s donkey dick. What was that weird dark part of him that was okay with it—that was curious? Yeah, let her touch it, it’ll be funny.

      But it would be crazy not to admit that there was pleasure there. God, when he’d fallen back into that director’s chair, pre-come had spewed from him. His heart had been racing. That was excitement. Pure nitrous heart-fuel excitement. There was horror there, tragedy, too; so much jealousy that it was bewildering. And yet it was arousing...

      He was probably more mad at himself than Heather.

      “Fuck sake,” he sighed, rolling to his back, thrashing open his sleeping bag. Plucked the buds out of his ears, turned off the music. He did owe her an apology. Fuck, she was right, and he hated when she was right. And she was always right. But he always also fought against it. It was gonna be a lifetime of that, the two of them butting heads, then him seeing the light.

      The front side of the tent flickered with the light of the fire. She should be here inside the tent with him. He would apologize. He sat up, zipped the sleeping bag open further and drew out his legs, paused. Voices outside. Low, hushed, a girl’s voice, a guy’s voice. The girl was Heather. Who was the guy? Now his heart was beating again, not going straight up into the red zone, but definitely winding its way up there. Kyle?

      Now he moved to the tent door, put his ear near the fabric to listen.

      It was Heather, talking low, laughing about something now. Then the guy’s voice. He couldn’t make out words. The river wasn’t churning fast, but it was flowing. The gurgling and eddying drowned out the shapes of their words, leaving only the indistinguishable dull humps of voices.

      Slow moving, he took the end of the zipper, dragged it as quietly as he could to open the tent door. He peered outside. Yep. Heather and Kyle. Big donkey dick Kyle. The two of them faced his way, their backs on a large heat-soaked rock, the flames from the fire shimmering on their faces. Heather still in her tank top, hair tied back, ponytail hanging down over her collar between her breasts. When she talked to Kyle, she would look at the fire, then look to him. Kyle was turned, his back to the rock but pivoted at the hips, one forearm draped over his knee. Would she see his bulge that way?

      Jesus, why would you even think that?

      Now his heart rate was picking up again, hateful drums building up in the background, his interior tribes growing restless. He started to swoon again, thinking of her with this other man. All the girls thought Kyle was kind of cute, but they all had boyfriends, and Kyle was a river guide. They were all postgrad, Megan just passed the bar. They were all going to be executives, they were all going to cushy white-collar jobs. Kyle was just this really cute, fit, capable older guy. Now suddenly he seemed more threatening. Things had taken a dark sexual turn.

      And you fucking allowed it to happen, Will old boy.

      “Shit,” he said. Should’ve just apologized. Why did he even go after her for what happened? Yeah, he got it, Heather was trying to be funny. It must have been shocking to be pranked like that, and she didn’t want to appear offended or a spoil sport, so she made a joke. It was practically expected of her. And she was right—the dick she felt was definitely one-hundred percent not her boyfriend.

      Now he even chuckled a little. It was kind of funny. He was being a shithead.

      Before the hurt burned in him any longer though, he stepped out of the tent, leaving it open behind him, made his way across the sandy beach to the fire pit.

      Kyle was talking low to her, Heather was nodding, her eyes wide and expressive, wet looking. Her cheeks were rosy again. Was she aroused by Kyle?

      Heather and Kyle startled when they detected him. Their eyes were blown out from being too close to the fire for so long, so they couldn’t see him in the dark. They squinted and watched, knowing someone was there but not who.

      He said, “Hey, it’s me...”
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      Heather and Kyle squinted and blinked, held up hands to shield the fire’s glare.

      Heather said, “Will?”

      “Yeah, it’s me,” he said.

      They dropped their hands, and Kyle scooted closer to Heather, but patting the spot next to him, saying, “Hey, Will, hey, dude, come sit by the fire…”

      “No,” he said, “I’m trying to sleep.”

      Heather said, “So go sleep.”

      “Why don’t you come to bed with me?”

      She drew up her knees and hugged them, her pillow between her back and the rock. “I’ll be in in a little bit.”

      He rubbed a hand through his hair, hating that Kyle was present. “Can we talk?”

      Heather looked around, and he could see she still had fight left in her. But she didn’t want to do it in front of Kyle. What had she been saying to Kyle for the last hour or so? What had she told him?

      She said, “I’ll come to bed in a bit.”

      There was a long silent moment and Will didn’t know what to say. Kyle filled it, saying, “It’s a nice night out, Will.” He jabbed a pointing finger up toward the sky, saying, “All the stars are out.”

      “You guys out stargazing?”

      Heather said, “We were just talking…”

      He hadn’t proposed anything else. Hadn’t insinuated anything more. Why did she want to clarify that they’d only been talking? The thought rolled over inside him: she’s thinking about more than talking…

      “That’s good,” he said, “you want to come into the tent and talk with me?”

      She played with her ponytail, poked her fingers through it watching them rake, contemplating.

      “Please...”

      Kyle touched her elbow, urging her to go.

      “Yeah, fine.”

      He watched her rise, seeing her long legs straightening, brushing bits of stones and sand off of her bare skin. Kyle was watching her bare legs too. Another terrible thought: she’d been out here for almost an hour. He’d had music blasting in his ears. Anything could’ve happened out here. Why was she defensive when he wasn’t insinuating anything? We were just talking. Just talking? Was she thinking about more than that? What if she had already done more than that? What if she’d asked Kyle to show her the thing she’d only explored with her hands…?

      While his somber girlfriend dusted her legs and straightened her top, Will tugged at the leg of his pajamas. He’d grown hard considering the possibility his girlfriend had been so turned on by Kyle and his donkey dick she was out here cheating on her boyfriend. The least arousing thing one could think of, yet here he was growing a full blown erection.

      “Thanks for the talk,” she said to Kyle.

      “Any time,” he said, and Heather put out a hand. Kyle took it, patted the back of it with the other. “See you in the morning,” he said, passing up her bundled bag and pillow.

      Heather gathered them against herself. “See you in the morning.”

      She came around the fire to join him, and while he wanted to take her hand, touch her maybe, he kept his arms at his side, watching her, stunned. She’d been having a heart to heart with Kyle? A good talk that obviously meant something to her? And all this after he’d let the guy put his huge dick in her hand. Way to go. Worst of all was now his own erection was not only at a hundred percent, it throbbed and buzzed and ached. His stomach had tightened, and a lustful tidal wave had raised high then crashed over him.

      Heather led the way to the tent, him a pace behind her. Her arms folded around her stuff; there was more to talk about, but now all he could think of was Heather being alone with Kyle. All the terrifying possibilities…

      He darted ahead of her before she made it to the tent, zipped it open and held the flap for her, one hand tugging down the front of his shirt to hide his intense arousal.
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      Once they were zipped back inside their tent, Will started the conversation in the worst way possible even though he knew better. “So what were you talking to Kyle about?” The words weren’t terrible, it was the venom in his tone.

      Heather sensed it right away, and while she’d entered the tent ready to listen, her switch was flipped, and now she was ready to fight again. “Jesus, Will, what do you think we were talking about?”

      “I don’t know, that’s why I’m asking.” Great, now they were fighting again.

      “We were just talking.”

      “Good for you.”

      “Stop being so jealous.” She tossed her things in the blank spot next to his sleeping bag.

      “I’m not jealous.”

      She faced him. “Then why are you so mad?”

      “Because you’re out there talking to another guy.”

      “What do you think’s going to happen?” Her arms were folded, brow lowered.

      He grumbled, scowled. “I don’t know...”

      “Oh, so you do think something’s going to happen?”

      He threw up his hands. “Jesus, how did we get here?” He’d gone out to bring her back in, looking to apologize—how did the conversation take such a wicked turn?

      “What, Will, you think I touched Kyle’s big dick and now I’ll open my legs for him?”

      He hissed, “Jesus, why would you even say that?”

      “What, Will, is that what you think?”

      “Fuck, Heather, why would you even say that? Don’t you know how that sounds to me?”

      “Because you’re jealous, and you keep coming after me.”

      He implored, “I went out there to apologize,” pronouncing the words by stabbing a finger toward where the fire would be outside the tent. “I went out to apologize because I wanted you to come back and sleep next to me.”

      “Well, you got your wish.” She huffed, flicked her head, ponytail slashing the air.

      “Great, Heather, is there another Heather out there, the one that’s my girlfriend? You look just like her, but this one’s being such a bitch right now.”

      Her head snapped back. “Hey, fuck you, Will, what the heck is wrong with you? I don’t even want to fight.”

      His voice raised. “Then why are you fighting?”

      “Because you’re acting like a jealous—”

      Her sentence was cut off by the sound of their tent’s zipper being run in a semicircle. The flap door opened, and now Kyle was stepping in, one of his long tanned legs setting down on the foot of Will’s sleeping bag.

      Will hissed, “What’s he doing here?” Instantly blaming Heather for Kyle’s arrival.

      Heather asked Kyle, “What’s going on?”

      Kyle was calm, smiling, but he held up his hands and shushed them. “Everybody can hear what you guys are saying,” he said in a whisper.

      “Shit,” Heather said, and hunched over. She went to her knees, arms still crossed. “You can hear us out there?”

      “I don’t know if you guys know this—these aren’t real walls,” Kyle said, running his fingertips against the inside wall of the nylon tent. “You can kinda hear what goes on inside a tent.”

      “Sorry,” Will said.

      “Hey, it’s okay,” Kyle said, but instead of backing out and leaving, he kneeled down next to Heather.

      Heather was comfortable, going from her knees down to her butt. She hugged her legs, looking at Kyle. That jealousy shimmered up through Will again, like heat off asphalt in the summer.

      “You guys shouldn’t fight,” Kyle whispered, turned, closed the flap again with a quick zip.

      Will said, “We’re not fighting.”

      “It sounds like you’re fighting,” Kyle said, still smiling.

      “We’re just working things out.”

      “You guys are such a cool couple, I don’t like to hear you guys mad at each other.”

      “We’re not mad,” Heather said.

      “I was trying to apologize,” Will said.

      “That’s good,” Kyle said. “Look, you know, you shouldn’t worry about that...”

      Heather looked from Kyle to Will then back to Kyle. “Worry about what?”

      “Will, I mean. Will shouldn’t worry...”

      Will said, “What should I not worry about?” His heart began to beat faster.

      Kyle said, “You shouldn’t think about it.”

      He said, “Think about what?”

      “The size of your penis...”
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      Now Will imitated Heather, hugging his knees like she did and drawing them up. He was mad, embarrassed, and so fucking aroused. Why would this guy say something so awful in front of his girlfriend? He said, “I’m not.”

      “Good, because it sounded like…”

      Will assured him. “I’m not. I don’t think about that.”

      Heather said to Kyle, “He’s mad.”

      Kyle said, “Mad at me?”

      Will said, “No…”

      “He’s mad at me for some reason,” Heather said.

      Kyle asked, “Because of that thing, because of the game we played?”

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” Will said.

      Kyle said, “You should talk about it, Will. You should work this out.”

      Heather said, “We were trying. But he keeps—”

      “I’m not keeping doing anything,” Will spat.

      “—he keeps coming after me,” she finished.

      Kyle said, “That’s cool, I get it.”

      Will said, “Get what?”

      “Yeah, it was funny and everything, but it’s kind of a dangerous trick to play...”

      Heather said, “Dangerous how?”

      “Well, feelings can get hurt.”

      Will said, “My feelings weren’t hurt.”

      They were all quiet, then Heather said, “His feelings were hurt.”

      “That’s okay,” Kyle said. “I’m sorry it went that way. It was just some goofing around.”

      “It was fine,” Will said.

      “I don’t think you think it was fine,” Heather said.

      Kyle said, “Will, you don’t have a small penis.”

      Will jolted. “I didn’t... who said... I didn’t say that. Who said that?”

      Heather’s eyes widened. Kyle put up hands in surrender, said, “If that’s what you’re worried about.”

      “I’m not worried about that.”

      “Good,” Kyle said, “because you shouldn’t. Penis size is comparative.”

      Heather chewed her lower lip, staying quiet now, watching from Kyle’s face to Will’s.

      Will said, “I do not even think about it.”

      “A penis is a penis, dude. It’s not big or little until you put it next to another one.”

      “I get it,” Will said drolly.

      “You might’ve had the smallest penis out of all your friends, but you know—”

      Heather interjected. “Will has the smallest penis?”

      “What the fuck, Kyle,” Will said, “no, I don’t.”

      “It’s not small. I’m just saying that out of all your friends, yours was the smallest. But that’s—you know, if I put you in a different room with different guys, you might have the biggest one...”

      Heather laughed, said to Kyle, “Unless you’re in it.”

      Will froze inside. Stomach dropping down right through his anus, plummeting at rocket speed to the earth’s molten core. “Fuck you, Heather,” he said.

      “Hey, hey,” Kyle said to Will, “don’t say that to her...”

      “Sorry,” Heather said, “I shouldn’t have said that.”

      Kyle said, “Don’t say mean things like that to her, dude.”

      “She just said that joke to you...”

      “Exactly. She was joking, Will.”

      “You don’t have to defend me,” Heather said. “I forget my jokes might have an impact on him.”

      “I’m sorry,” Will said to Heather, meaning it. “But you were doing that thing again.”

      Heather said, “Hurting your feelings.”

      Kyle said, “Yeah, maybe you hurt his feelings. You weren’t trying to, right?”

      “No. Absolutely not.”

      Will shook his head, snorted. “So I guess you know it was Kyle.”

      Heather said nothing, chewed the inside of her cheek.

      “Know it was me what?”

      “Whose penis she held.”

      Kyle nodded. “Oh.”

      More quiet. Uncomfortable. Awkward.

      Will shifted. “I don’t have the smallest penis.”

      “That’s what I’m saying. Those guys might be a little bit bigger, but not by much. You shouldn’t let it get to you.”

      He whined, “Who even said it was getting to me?”

      Heather said, “It’s getting to you, Will.”

      “No, it’s not,” he said, defensive, his voice riled up.

      Kyle reminded him, “We have to be quiet.”

      “Can I just talk to Heather now?”

      “Yeah, you should... It’s just…” He frowned, looked to Heather.

      Heather said, “I’m safe with Will. He’s not going to do anything, he’s not like that.”

      Will said, “What the hell’s going on here? Why would you even think that?”

      Heather said, “I think he thinks he needs to protect me.”

      “You don’t need to protect her, Kyle. We’ve been together a long time. We don’t even ever fight. Except for today.”

      “That’s cool,” Kyle said, showing his palms again. “How long you guys been together?”

      Heather said, “Eleven years.”

      “Shoot, that is a long time,” Kyle said.

      “We’ve been together a long time. Since before high school really.”

      “You guys only ever been with each other then?”

      “You mean dating?”

      Kyle said, “Dating, or anything…”

      Heather said, “Yeah.”

      “Wow,” Kyle said.

      Heather’s nose scrunched. “Is that bad?”

      Kyle said, “No, not bad at all. Sweet. And that’s what works for you guys.”

      “It works for us,” Will said.

      “Well, good, and hey, Heather…?”

      “What?”

      “You really cool with what happened inside that tent?”

      She looked down. “Yeah.”

      “She’s cool with it,” Will said in a grim sarcastic tone.

      Heather clucked her tongue.

      “Don’t go after her, Will.”

      “She’s fine with it. She said she’s fine with it.”

      Kyle said to Heather, “I figured you were a good sport. I was banking on it. Spent the last couple days with you on the river, and you’re really cool. You’re a lot of fun. But it would be real shitty of me if you weren’t expecting that inside the cook tent.”

      “I wasn’t expecting it.” Her eyes were still cast down, her fingers working together nervously.

      “She sure wasn’t,” Will said.

      Heather looked up to Kyle, said, “But it’s okay. Not bad or anything. I wasn’t expecting it to be... the way it was.”

      “No, she’s not mad at all,” Will said in his shitty tone again.

      Heather said, “Will, stop it.”

      Kyle said, “You’re really not mad at me or anything?”

      Heather said, “No.”

      “You knew that I might be in the mix of guys?”

      Heather nodded, ran her ponytail over her shoulder to hang behind her back. “Yeah, that’s what we thought. We thought you guys were going to do that even before you said it.”

      Kyle laughed. “You girls were talking out there...”

      “No, we weren’t.”

      “Then how did you know they might do that?”

      She smirked. “We were talking a little...”

      “I know, you guys were cheating.”

      Heather laughed. “We weren’t cheating.”

      “Bunch of talkers out there, sharing information...”

      “No way,” she said, “We honestly didn’t compare notes during the game. And, listen, I was okay with it, with you joining in. We thought the guys might get you to do that.”

      Will said, “You did? You thought that we would ask Kyle to do that?”

      “We thought it might happen.”

      “And you came in anyway?”

      Heather’s shoulders slumped; her mouth fell open. “Will, you have to stop, please. We were playing a game.”

      “I know, I know.” But still he grumbled and shook his head.

      Kyle agreed. “Will, you should let it go. It’s already done, you can’t punish her... Hey, how about you, were you really okay with me doing it?”

      Will bit his tongue, looked away.

      Heather said to Kyle, “Will said you could do that?”

      “Yeah, not at first, he was really reluctant. But then the guys were coaxing him and, yeah, he said I could do it.”

      Heather said, “See, Will?”

      “Fine, yes.”

      Kyle said, “Hey, it was cool, Will.”

      Will rolled his eyes. “Yeah, I’m really cool.”

      “No, really, dude. I was pretty impressed. None of those other guys would’ve done it.”

      He nodded. “They thought it was hilarious for me to do it, let my girlfriend...”

      Heather frowned. “Were they laughing at me?”

      Kyle said, “No, they weren’t. They thought it was funny. They only really thought it was funny because...”

      Will said, “They only thought it was funny because Kyle’s thing is...”

      Heather waited; he didn’t finish. She said, “So big?”

      “Hea-ther,” Will complained.

      “I finished your sentence.”

      “Yeah, you didn’t have to. I was letting it hang...”

      Kyle smirked. Then Heather did too, catching the joke. Letting it hang.

      “Jesus,” Will said. “It’s not funny...”

      “See,” Heather said to Kyle, “his feelings are hurt.”

      Kyle shrugged. “Well, Will, what you have isn’t small.”

      “Why do you keep saying that?”

      “Because I’m worried that you’re thinking about it, that’s why you’re mad at Heather.”

      “I’m not mad at Heather, I said that, and I’m not thinking about it, about being small. Well, fuck, I’m thinking about it now…”

      “His penis isn’t small,” Heather said.

      “No, it’s not,” Kyle agreed.

      Will looked up to his girlfriend. “Heather, I’m not small.”

      “I know,” she said, “I’m agreeing with you...”

      “They’re all different,” Kyle said, looking from Will to Heather, back to Will. “They’re all different, dude. Like I said, there’s not big and there’s not little. It’s only when you hold it up to another one.”

      “God, you guys are killing me,” Will said, letting his head nod forward and closing his eyes.

      Heather muttered, “None of the girls think any of you guys are big.”

      Will’s head came up, and he leveled eyes at her. She wasn’t even looking his way, just staring at the floor. “None of the girls think their boyfriends are big?” Shit, and Kyle clearly said he was the smallest among them...

      Heather looked up, knowing she was in trouble again. She said, “Will, come on. If we’re going to talk about this, we’re going to talk about it.”

      “I don’t want to talk about this,” he said.

      Kyle said. “You should. You really should, Will…”

      “Whether you want to or not,” Heather added.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          14

        

      

    

    
      He looked at them, both of them against him now. “You guys are ganging up on me.”

      “Hey,” Kyle said, “she’s supporting you. She wants to talk about this. It’s obviously weighing on you.”

      “It’s not weighing on me,” he said, practically whining.

      “You’re thinking about it,” Heather said.

      “I’m not thinking about it.”

      Heather said, “You’re being jealous. You’re mad at me even though I didn’t do anything wrong.”

      “I’m not mad at you,” he said.

      “Good.”

      Kyle said, “See, this is great. Look how you guys are calming down. Don’t you feel little bit better, Will?”

      “I’m not mad, Heather,” he said, ignoring Kyle and looking at his girlfriend.

      Heather said, “It made me feel really bad, the way you talked to me...”

      He grunted. “You made me feel bad too,” he said then corrected himself, taking a breath, saying calmly, “I mean, what happened made me feel bad.”

      “See,” Kyle said, “this is good…”

      Heather said, “Sorry. I didn’t know. But I see how you might get your feelings hurt.”

      “That’s all,” Will said, “thank you.”

      “We did it to her, Will, she was innocent.”

      He wanted to argue, wanted to say Heather came in the tent knowing it could be one of the other guys putting their dick in her hand, she even knew it could be Kyle. And that was pissing him off. Because he hadn’t been jealous before, not when Kyle was just their river guide and the girls made flirty little comments to each other, seeing Kyle with his shirt off, tanned and lean. And the guy was capable, knowing all about the outdoors and how to steer the canoes, navigate rapids. It was cute the way the girls acted. It all changed when Kyle unzipped his pants and pulled out that thing. Now he couldn’t stop thinking about Heather going in there unconcerned that their river guide might put his penis in her hand.

      But Heather changed the subject. Made it worse. She said, “It’s not the prank that’s bugging him. That’s not why I hurt his feelings.”

      “Why did you hurt his feelings?” Kyle asked, his tone open and honest.

      “He was mad because I wrote Definitely not my boyfriend on the paper.”

      Kyle said, “Yeah. You underlined definitely.”

      Will said, “See?”

      Heather looked down. “I was just trying to be funny.”

      Kyle asked, “Why did it hurt your feelings, Will?”

      Will opened his mouth like he would answer, closed it again. They waited. He said no more.

      Heather said, “Will thinks it meant like his wasn’t as good as the one I felt.”

      Will clucked his tongue, rolled his eyes.

      “No,” Kyle said, “Will, that’s good. You said that to her?”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      “That’s a real feeling. That’s how you really felt?”

      “It is,” he said, enjoying being supported.

      “Sorry,” Heather said.

      Kyle gripped her forearm, his large veiny hand going around her thin graceful wrist. “No, it’s nice that you would say that. But you shouldn’t be sorry.”

      “Why not?” Will asked.

      “Sorry that your feelings were hurt, sure. But you really think she did anything wrong?”

      “She made a joke at my expense.”

      “Weren’t we all doing that? Matt put a hot dog in Rachel’s hand.”

      “Yeah, and you put your thing in Heather’s.”

      “Right. Heather didn’t intend to hurt your feelings. It was a joke.”

      “I know,” he said.

      “So it’s nice that she would say sorry to you.”

      “It took her long enough.”

      Kyle said, “Will, now you’re hurting her.”

      “Sorry,” he said.

      “It’s okay,” Heather said.

      Kyle said to Heather, “So you’ve never been with anybody but Will?”

      “No,” she said.

      “And, Will, you’ve never been with anybody but Heather?”

      “Right,” he said.

      Kyle sat up, raising his eyebrows in contemplation. “That’s probably going to cause problems, maybe not, but given what happened tonight…”

      “It’s not going to cause problems,” Will murmured. Heather said nothing. He flicked his eyes up at her, saw her watching Kyle to see what he would say next. Now his heart was beating faster again.

      Heather said, “Cause problems how?”

      “Jealousy. Like when you came out, Will, you saw me talking to Heather by the fire, how did you feel?”

      He nodded. “Jealous.”

      “But you trust Heather.”

      “I trust her.”

      Kyle said, “But you don’t have a lot of experience.”

      “I have experience,” he said indignantly.

      “Yeah,” Kyle said. “With Heather. And Heather with you.”

      Heather seemed to see it. “So we get jealous when there’s the unknown.”

      “Right. Like how Will was upset when you wrote definitely and underlined it.”

      “Why’s that?” Will said, “what are you saying?”

      Kyle said, “Because you’re bothered that your girlfriend was exposed to something you didn’t like.”

      Heather asked, “What didn’t he like?”

      Kyle made a funny expression like he didn’t want to say.

      “What do you mean?” Will said, “because you’re...”

      “Big,” Heather said, finishing his sentence again. He let her get away with it this time.

      Kyle said, “And I’m saying that it’s no big deal. It’s only a big deal if you keep it inside and let it bother you.”

      Will said, “Isn’t every guy bothered by that?”

      “No, not every guy. Maybe every guy at first, but once you’ve been around...”

      “That’s easy for you to say,” Will said.

      “Will, I saw your penis. You’ve got nothing to be ashamed about.”

      “Why do you keep saying that? I never said I was ashamed...”

      “Then why are you so mad at Heather?”

      “Because…” He didn’t even know anymore.

      “Because,” Heather said, “I wrote definitely not my boyfriend.”

      “Right,” Will said, his lips slimming.

      “But she likes what you have, Will.” He asked Heather now, “You like what he has, right?”

      “Yeah,” she said, and that bothered Will for whatever reason, although what did he expect?—she was going to jump up and down and shout Yes, of course I do, of course, of course!

      He let that one go too.

      “So everything’s cool. Some guys dicks are bigger than others. Don’t be mad because your girlfriend knows that.”

      Heather said, “I knew that before…”

      “Yeah, but you said you were never with anyone else.”

      “No…”

      “And what did you think?...”

      Heather looked to Will.

      Kyle said, “No, you, Heather, what did you think?”

      “Of what?”

      “What did you think when you held mine?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          15

        

      

    

    
      A cramp pulled in Will’s stomach, and he hunched forward. He could feel himself streaming pre-come inside his pajamas right now. What the fuck was it about this that was making him so crazy?

      Heather looked to Kyle. “Oh. What did I think?”

      “When you held it.”

      “Oh,” Heather said, looking down, touching her collarbone.

      That male part of Will puffed up inside him, wanted to shove Kyle in the chest with both hands and tell him to get the fuck out of the tent. But he bit his tongue, dying to hear Heather’s answer.

      “I thought it was a prank,” she said.

      “But when you knew it wasn’t?...”

      She shrugged. “I dunno. Weird, I guess.”

      Will said, “Weird?”

      She looked his way. “Like funny.”

      Kyle said, “In your stomach?”

      She bit her lower lip, nodded. “Yeah. I felt funny in my stomach…” She rested a hand just above the waist of her pants. Will could see her cheeks had grown red again. Like the talk was exciting her.

      Kyle asked, “Did you like it?”

      “The feeling in my stomach?”

      “No. Did you like holding it?”

      “Your penis?” Her voice had gone so quiet she could barely be heard. Her eyebrows raised, the bloom in her cheeks deepened. “Yeah.” Her eyes flicked to Will; she looked down again. “I don’t know…”

      “It doesn’t mean you don’t like Will’s,” Kyle said

      A growing uncomfortable feeling worked through Will, right up his center, creeping up the back of his brain, tickling the inside of his skull. This was awful. This was terrible. But he wanted to hear what Heather thought.

      He cleared his throat, softly said, “You can tell him, Heather.”

      “See,” Kyle said, smiling. “That’s great, Will, that’s really cool. Look at this, you two are growing. An hour ago you were fighting, who knows how long it would be going on.”

      “We never fight,” Heather said.

      “Honesty is always the best path,” Kyle said.

      “You can tell him,” Will said, watching the girl he loved, resting his chin in the divot between his two knees.

      Heather’s eyes were wide, her eyes rolling around, flicking, nervous, but he could clearly see that she liked this. Maybe she had that strange feeling in her stomach again, God, maybe it was the same feeling that he had. He felt like Heather did. They were together in this.

      Will said, “It’s okay for you to say the truth.”

      “Will, seriously, that’s so... mature,” Kyle said.

      “You can tell him,” he said again

      She sniffed, said, “Yeah. I guess… I liked it.”

      “And that funny feeling in your stomach…”

      She said, “I didn’t like it, but I guess I did kind of like it. It was just so… weird.”

      “That’s not so bad, Will. Don’t you think?”

      “No,” he said, “that’s okay.”

      “And how did you feel?”

      “Me?”

      “How’d it make you feel seeing her holding my penis?”

      He sat straighter, his eyes wide too. He touched fingers over his racing heart. Then suddenly chuckled. “I guess I felt like her. Kind of funny in my stomach.”

      “See, you guys had the same feelings, but you’re resisting each other.” He held up two fists, Will noting how broad across they were, how pronounced the knuckles. He touched the heels together gently, said, “Two people clenched up, bumping against each other. Really, deep down, you guys are like this...” Then he wove his strong fingers together, clasped his hands. Shook them.

      “Yeah,” Heather agreed.

      Kyle said, “You guys felt the same.”

      “Yeah,” Will said.

      “Will, you got jealous.”

      “I did,” he said.

      “And there’s nothing to be jealous about, man. You got a great dick.”

      Heather chuckled.

      Will rolled his eyes.

      “No, seriously. I saw it. It’s great. Your girlfriend felt the same way you did. You’re jealous, maybe you’re mad at her, because, kind of, you’re mad at yourself, maybe. Mad that you felt funny. Mad probably that you’d let her do that, touch me, but also mad you didn’t stop it once it was happening.”

      Will’s eyes came up to Kyle, seeing him calm and confident. Somehow peering into his head, knowing what he was thinking.

      “I did, kind of.”

      “See?”

      Heather said, “You don’t have to be jealous.”

      Kyle encouraged her. “That’s great, Heather, that’s really great. Tell Will how you like what he’s got.”

      Heather eyed him, he stared back, feeling small and scrutinized. She’d been his everything for so long, and he’d taken her affection for granted. Heather slowly smiled, looking bashful yet lively. “I like it,” she said, making a sheepish face and rolling her eyes up to the tent’s ceiling.

      “Will,” Kyle said, like he was getting the ball rolling. “Take it out, show it to her, let her tell you what she likes about it…”

      “What?” He laughed. “No way…”

      “Go on,” Kyle said. “This is really good.”

      “I’m not taking my dick out.”

      “Why not? Heather is going to serenade it.”

      Heather laughed, covered her mouth with two hands. That got Will smiling.

      Kyle continued, “Come on. Chop, chop. You had no problems in the tent, you got your pants down fast—and, I’ve seen it, I’m pretty sure Heather’s seen it before...”

      Through her cupped hands, Heather giggled, said, “I’ve seen it.”

      “I don’t know,” Will said, worried now that if he did dare to do this thing that he would reveal to them that he was aroused.

      Kyle said, “Show it to her. Let her make you feel good about it...”

      Heather let her hands drop to her lap. She was smiling, all that lumpiness, that ugliness between them from earlier completely melted away. Here was the face of the girl that he loved. He smiled too. She said, “Do it. Take it out, I want to tell you…”

      Will was into it, but still timid. “Kyle, do you have to be here?”

      “Don’t be shy, Will, and we’re not done.”

      “This is like couples therapy,” Heather said.

      “I should go try to get my license,” Kyle said, and they all laughed.

      “Show it to me, Will,” Heather said again. “I want to see it...”
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      And now with his girlfriend sitting and watching, Kyle the big dick river guide next to her, Will tucked thumbs into his waistband, but then paused.

      They waited, then Kyle said, “It’s okay if it’s already hard.”

      Again, like Kyle was right inside him, walking through his insides with a flashlight lighting up all his dark corners.

      Heather said, “Show it to me.”

      “All right,” he said, lifted his butt up, hiked his pants down, covering up, getting them over his knees, then pausing again, still hiding what he had.

      “Lower your legs,” Kyle said.

      Slowly, he did; let his heels slide out toward Kyle and Heather, coming almost between them. He sucked in his stomach, held back his shirt, revealed himself. His penis was shining from the wet he’d produced. Fully one-hundred percent hard, it stuck upright, touching his own stomach.

      “There it is,” Kyle crooned. Heather smiled.

      Kyle said, “Tell him what you like, Heather.”

      She thought a moment, put on the spot. After a beat, she said, “It’s my favorite penis in the world.”

      Kyle asked her why. She thought again, said, “Because it makes me happy.” Will beamed.

      Kyle smiled, said, “Look at him, he likes that. Tell him some more.”

      Heather cocked her head, looking between his legs at the penis in her life. “It always makes me happy... I like to play with it, I like it when...” She winced, feeling bashful, but then continued. “Like it when it’s inside me.” Her voice had reduced to a whisper.

      “That’s so awesome,” Kyle said. “Isn’t it great to hear that, Will?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Look at it, Heather,” Kyle encouraged her. “Keep going.”

      Her eyes rose again, looked at his erection. “Lay back a little, Will,” Kyle said, “let her get a really good look at it.”

      Will eased back on his elbows, laying almost flat now.

      Kyle said to Heather, “Tell him all the best stuff. He needs to hear it.”

      She nibbled her lower lip. “It feels really good inside me,” she whispered, blushing deeper.

      “That’s good, Heather,” Kyle said, now stroking her forearm with a knuckle. “Will loves hearing that.”

      “Yeah, I love his penis…”

      “Does he have anything to be ashamed about?”

      “No.”

      “There are smaller penises out there.”

      “Right,” she said.

      “And bigger ones, too.”

      “Yes,” she said, looking down, moving her forearm out of his touch by stroking the opposite elbow with a hand.

      Kyle said, “So if he has nothing to be ashamed about, and you love what he has, his feelings are secure?”

      “Yes,” she said, smiling. It grew wide, faded, grew wide again, then faded.

      Will’s heartbeat drummed in his ears, an in-and-out whooshing sound, his ventricles harsh and erratic, jumping in his chest. The moment grew thin and quiet, tension building inside him. A sudden fear that it would be over like the clapping of hands, a quick Well, that was fun, alright I’m going to leave you guys, and he didn’t want that. He was speaking before he knew it. “But you liked his too?”

      Couldn’t believe the words were out. Heather was stung by his question at first, folding a little, her expression crumpling.

      “It’s okay,” Kyle said. “Remember we’re being honest.”

      She grunted. “Yes,” she said petulantly.

      “Hey, don’t say it like that,” Kyle said. “That’s emotion, that’s that friction again.” He lifted a hand to show her his large clenched fist.

      She nodded. “Yes,” she said again, this time more easily.

      “That’s okay,” Will reassured her, laying on his back naked and exposed.

      “Guys, look at this,” Kyle said happily, gesturing a hand back and forth between them. “Look what’s happening here...”

      And then it was like an idea suddenly occurred to Kyle. His eyebrows bounced, he sat straighter, sucked in his own stomach, hands coming to his middle and unzipping his fly.

      Heather shifted sideways, recoiling from Kyle, her eyes watching what his hands did, moving around under his overhanging T-shirt. “Hey,” she said, “what are you doing?”

      “It’s cool,” Kyle said. Will also asked him what he was doing. “You guys are growing, you’re learning about each other.”

      Kyle paused, hands stilled under his shirt. Heather looked to Will, and he looked from Kyle to her. Their eyes met. Heather didn’t look away. She bit her lower lip, their gaze still locked. Now she sucked her lower lip right into her mouth. She folded her arms up, tucked her hands into her armpits. She turned to Kyle. “Okay,” she said.
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      Will worked a hand over to rest on his stomach. His racing heartbeat had his vision shuddering. This wasn’t really happening, was it?

      Heather watched Kyle unzipping his shorts. Will didn’t know where to look. What would he rather see? Kyle’s dick coming out, or his girlfriend’s eyes watching Kyle’s dick come out? His eyes darted left and right, soaking it all in. Why did this feel so right? It was really, really so wrong…

      Kyle went to his knees, unbuttoned his shorts, pushed them down with his underwear. And there it was: that huge penis. And just like Will, Kyle’d grown during their talk. It aroused him, too. All of them were aroused…

      He pushed his shorts down to his knees, his T-shirt hanging down, covering up most of his dick, but that foreskin covered head swinging left and right, Heather definitely watching it.

      He sat down, pushed his shorts right off.

      Heather said, “What are you going to do?”

      Then Kyle was up on his knees again, pulling off his T-shirt. That monster dong swinging left and right, not fully hard, bent in a lazy downward arc, stiffly going from side to side. He slung off his shirt, tossed it to the tent’s corner. In this light, his skin looked dark and tanned, his muscles strong and sinewy. He sat on his heels, that long fat thing laying in the seam between his two pressed-together thighs. Big hands resting on his knees, he told Will, “Take your shirt off.”

      Heather’s eyes widened. But she didn’t stop this from happening. She was letting it all go on. She looked to Will, and he took it to mean she wanted him to do it. He did a sit up, pulled on his shirt, took it right off. Now he was naked except for his pajama pants around his ankles.

      “Lay back again,” Kyle said.

      Will complied, getting back on his elbows, feeling the pillow touching the center of his back. His vision still shook from his heartbeat, looking down his sleeping bag at his girlfriend, her eyes lowered to the thing in Kyle’s lap. Kyle rose to his knees again, Heather looking from his dick up to his face.

      She asked again, “What are you going to do?”

      Kyle said, “We’re going to confront some things. Going to make them go away...”

      Will said, “How?”

      “Open your legs a little,” Kyle said, grabbing one of Will’s ankles, tugging off the pajama leg over his foot. “Come on up here,” Kyle said to Heather now, indicating for her to go sit up where her sleeping bag should lay. On hands and knees, she moved up to Will’s waist.

      Kyle worked his knees between Will’s legs, then he got over him, leaning forward and putting his hands out on either side of Will’s shoulders, his face looming above. That huge dick fell against him, tapping his scrotum, the weight of it evident against the inside of us thigh.

      Will whispered, “What are you doing?”

      “We’re just going to get right down to it. Going to face your fears head on. Heather… Put our penises together…”
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      Will watched Heather’s gaze locked at that place between them, where his and Kyle’s penis were almost touching. Her eyes were wide, she looked almost stunned. She didn’t know what to say.

      Kyle said, “Line them up together, Heather.”

      “I don’t know,” she murmured.

      Kyle said to Will, “Would you like her to do that?”

      Will looked up to that handsome bearded face looming above his. He looked to Heather. “You can line them up,” he said, his voice sounding distant.

      Heather was still unsure, but her eyes stayed locked on their two dicks almost touching.

      Will said, “You can…”

      “Will has to get over this,” Kyle said in a low calm voice.

      That was the spurring Heather needed. Sure—she was doing this for a better good. She scooted forward until her knees touched Will’s hip. He watched her face, outwardly maybe seeming calm, but a turmoil of wild emotions inside.

      Heather’s hand slipped between their bodies, her nails tickling along his stomach. Kyle shifted, and Will could feel the weight of his large penis dragging across his scrotum.

      Heather whispered to him, “You sure?” But her eyes didn’t move to Will’s; they stayed glued to the two penises.

      “He’s sure,” Kyle said with the confidence Will wished he had.

      Heather’s hand slipped lower between them, the heel of her hand rubbing along Will’s scrotum. His testicles bunched up tighter. He looked down to see Kyle’s trim stomach, narrow hips, that crest of muscle—two lines at his hips pointing like arrows to the impressive thing that dangled between his legs. But it was unseen, hanging down between Will’s own legs, touching the inside of his thigh. Kyle had a nest of chestnut brown pubic hair that clung to the base of his penis, then grew to a thin patch, drawing a line up to his tight navel. Heather was seeing all of this, too...

      Will watched her hand seek out the other man’s penis. He watched her grip close around it, using only the first three fingers and a thumb, pulling it forward, the thing dragging up Will’s scrotum. He let out a moan, choked it off. Heather pulled Kyle’s huge penis up, let it drop to lay next to Will’s. Side by side, his looked like the junior version.

      Kyle said, “Put them belly to belly,” looking down with his chin tucked to his chest, watching what Heather did. Heather’s hand was shaking. She lifted again, the thing so enormous compared to Will’s. She rested Kyle’s on Will’s, belly to belly, their penises touching in a straight line, Kyle’s much longer and wider. She let out a breathy exhale, closed it off, licked her lips, wild eyes watching. There they were, two different penises. Her boyfriend’s. Their river guide’s. One huge. One small. Kyle said, “What do you think?”

      “I don’t know,” Will said.

      “How about you, Heather?”

      “I don’t know either,” she said then chuckled. She clenched her lower lip between her teeth, smiling, eyes still glued. Her hand was extended, cupped over the top of Kyle’s long penis, holding it in place over top of her boyfriend’s. Her boyfriend’s was eclipsed by it.

      Kyle said, “What does it look like?”

      “I don’t know what you mean,” she murmured.

      “Are they different?”

      “Yeah,” she whispered.

      “Tell me what you see, tell me how they’re different.”

      “Yours is…” Finally her eyes moved up Will’s body and met his gaze. It was like she’d broken a hypnotization.

      “Say it,” Will urged, again the voice coming from someone else even though it’d slipped between his lips.

      Heather looked down again, looked at the big penis dwarfing her boyfriend’s. She said, “Yours is... longer. And thicker...”

      “And what about Will’s?”

      “It’s... Shorter. Thinner…”

      “Is it small?”

      Will’s heart thudded, his vision blurred for a moment.

      Heather whispered, “Yeah.”

      Kyle said, “But it’s not.”

      Heather said, “It’s not?” Her eyes moved up to meet Kyle’s.

      “It’s a penis. It’s just a penis.”

      “Oh, right, no, I know...”

      “It’s not small,” Kyle said again.

      “Right,” Heather agreed, her other hand coming in now, maybe her shoulder getting sore; she slipped it palm side up underneath Will’s erection, and his legs began to shake. The intense pleasure that rifled through him was impossible to believe. Why on earth was he allowing this to happen?...

      No, he knew why. It felt so crazy good.

      But how would he allow the pleasure to overtake common sense?

      Maybe there was truth to Kyle’s words. Maybe there was some good in this…

      Kyle said, “And you still like Will’s?”

      She let out a quiet chuckle. “Of course…”

      Kyle looked down on him. “See, Will?”

      Heather was more expressive now. Emerging from that shocky look, her eyes more focused. She whispered, “Wow, Will, you are so hard right now.”

      “I know,” he chuckled, his stomach bouncing. Heather fondled him a little, her thumb stroking. “I don’t even know why...”

      And now Heather’s hand moved on Kyle’s. She said to him, “You’re not even really hard...”

      “I’m close,” Kyle said, chuckling too, his tight stomach bouncing. It made his larger penis slip against Will’s, and Will curled his toes. The pleasure was weird, bizarre. His wife cradling his erection, another man’s larger member resting on it, slipping over it. He looked down, couldn’t see his own penis. Saw his wife’s hands on them, one cupped underneath, the other one overtop of Kyle’s.

      Heather said, “You’re like almost twice as long...”

      “Am I?”

      Heather leaned sideways, cocked her head, closed one eye. She pressed them together tighter. “Yeah, like, seriously, like twice as long as Will.”

      Will whispered, “Really?” His mind reeled at the reality demonstrated in his wife’s hands.

      Heather added: “And you’re not even hard...”

      “I’m close,” Kyle said.

      Without even asking for permission, Heather began to stroke Kyle’s erection...
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      Heather’s grip moved toward the end of Kyle’s erection, her fingers purposely light and delicate on him, like she wanted to pleasure him, wanted him to get harder. And Kyle grew. Right before her eyes. She was timid with her touch, non-committal, lightly moving up and down, squeezing gently.

      Her eyebrows raised as she marveled seeing this already large penis grow larger. It swelled, not lengthening much, but definitely thickening. The shape of the cock head pushed out against the thin membranes of his foreskin. As the cock head swelled, the foreskin eased back, revealing the slit.

      “Oh my God,” Heather said, caressing the top of his penis with four fingers. “It’s so huge.”

      “Will?...”

      Will looked up to see Kyle looking at him from above again, shaggy hair falling forward and framing his handsome, bearded face. “Yeah?”

      “Feel it.”

      Feel it? Will looked down again, slowly moved his right hand up his own hipbone, slipping between them.

      “That’s it,” Kyle said, “it’s okay...”

      And he did want to know. Wanted to feel what Heather felt. Wanted to know the difference between him and a larger man…

      Heather backed her hand away, the happy expression diminished, her eyes gone wide again. He could see her pulse racing in a vein that ran up her thin neck. Her nipples pressed against her tank top, pushing out the cotton. Now it was like he was performing for Heather. Watched her eyes as he moved his hand over Kyle’s erection.

      He could feel the guy hard. Could feel the life pulsing underneath the hot surface, the excited blood rushing, making his huge penis straight and turgid.

      It was massive. He’d only ever touched his own, and this thing was way bigger than what he had. He imagined now how Heather felt when she put her hand on it. It wasn’t like what she was used to. And there was that sickness in his stomach again. The feeling of hurt and jealousy, but excitement as well. He closed his hand as best he could around it, brought his grip higher up, feeling near its collar, resting just below the swollen shape of his glans. His thumb touched the tip of his own penis; Kyle’s was over a man’s hand length longer.

      Kyle said, “Roll it back.”

      Without even thinking about it, Will gripped a little tighter, eased back the foreskin, watched that wrinkled skin contract, a bright shining pristine bulb of a cock head exposed. Its lone eye stared at him, then swelled wider as a stream of thick clear lubricant pulsed out of him. Kyle’s cock flexed in his grip. His heart raced. The lubricant rolled to touch the knuckle of his thumb. He bit his own lips, moved his grip up—letting the foreskin stay retracted—closing it again on the cock head, the thing so huge it practically filled his hand. He rolled a slippery fist on Kyle’s glans. Kyle made a hissing sound, Heather’s eyes went as wide as they would go, her lower lip clenched under her two front teeth. She couldn’t believe it either.

      Will’s stomach tightened, his legs shook.

      “Oh shit,” he whispered, let go of Kyle’s penis, his two hands formed into fists and thrust down next to his thighs.

      Kyle rolled his hips, the bellies of their cocks rubbing together. Heather stayed frozen watching.

      “Shit, shit, shit,” he hissed, clenching his teeth and squinting his eyes shut. It was too late. The pressure built, and as much as he tried to push it down, it rose up in a flux. His ass muscles clenched, his stomach went to a steely cable. His body hunched and seized; he opened his eyes to see his much smaller penis underneath Kyle’s huge one suddenly spurt forth a wet shower of clear semen. He jerked and bucked, complaining, “No, no, oh no,” as semen darted all over his belly in hot ropes, filling his navel. “Shoot, oh no,” he said.

      Kyle hissed, “Heather, hold him, pleasure him…”

      There was a beat of a moment where Heather was startled and didn’t know what to do. Then her hand swooped to grip him; she cradled the topside of his erection, jerked him quickly with her thumb against his frenulum. The pleasure exploded inside, and he thrust his hips up, his and Kyle’s scrotums mashing together.

      Kyle whispered, “That’s it, that’s okay, Will, it’s okay, let it out, buddy, let it go, let it all out, that’s it...”

      Will twisted and groaned, Heather’s hand doing electric things to him. He writhed more as it continued to come.

      “Shoot,” he hissed, so embarrassed—bottomlessly embarrassed—putting a forearm up to cover his eyes.

      Kyle soothed him. “Will, Will, that’s okay, no shame, no shame, buddy,” his hips still rolling, pumping the bellies of their cocks together, now made slippery. Heather drew in a hissing breath, still caressing him, and when Will opened his eyes, he could see that while she pleasured him, her fingertips also attempted to touch Kyle’s at the same time.

      “Oh my God,” she whispered, “oh my God…”

      “It’s okay, buddy,” Kyle said, “hey,” putting his weight onto one hand, and then with the other pulling Will’s forearm away. “Hey, open up. Open up...”

      “Sorry,” Will said, looking away from both of them.

      “Don’t be sorry, dude. Don’t be…”

      Heather still cradled his throbbing erection. Her hand was still now, not moving. She said, “It’s okay, Will, don’t be embarrassed, baby...”

      “I’m sorry,” he said again.

      “Will, buddy, don’t be sorry at all...”

      “I didn’t mean to do that.”

      “Hey, that’s right, you can’t help it.”

      “It’s so embarrassing,” he said.

      “No, man,” Kyle said, drawing a deep breath then letting it out. “You know how much I want to do that?”

      Heather chuckled, her thumbnail tracing along the side of Kyle’s penis. She said, “You do?”

      “Oh yeah, of course, what do you think?”

      Heather bit her lower lip again, looking at the two penises pressed together, her boyfriend’s shameful load growing cold on his stomach, this other man’s way bigger penis resting over top of his so she could barely see her boyfriend’s. She looked up to Kyle, whispered, “Do you want me to use my hand on you?”
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      Kyle thought a moment, face turned toward Heather, sandy brown hair hanging down over his forehead. He rubbed his chin against the muscle of his shoulder, thinking, his beard scratching his skin. His eyes flicked toward Will’s. “What do you think, Will?”

      He was frozen again, wondering. This guy looming above him, two strong arms spread out on either side, his hips pushed down against his, there dicks pressed together, his own legs open wide. How did he get out of this? How had he ended up like this in the first place, on his back, submitting? It was Kyle and Heather’s doing—all this talk about him facing his fears, fears he didn’t even know he had; up to yesterday he rarely thought anything about anybody else’s penis, or how his measured up. But these two sitting with him in the tent—his own fucking girlfriend—put it in his head, and now he was obsessing about it.

      He looked to Heather, his pretty long-time companion, the only girl he’d ever loved, the only girl he’d ever been with. In her eyes he could see her own arousal, could see that she was stimulated. If he ended this now, how would it seem to her? This confident guy she and her friends had been ogling coming into his tent, talking circles around him, getting him to lay on his back, putting his bigger dick over top of his. How do you come back from that? And worst of all: the mess he’d left on his stomach. If Heather were complicit, if Heather submitted in her own way, perhaps he could save face. Or was this all conjecture? Was it all rationalization? Because there was a sliver of truth at his core, and when he shifted, it made its presence known. He wanted her to. He wanted her to, not so he could blame her later, he wanted her to because it was arousing. Shame rose up, and he felt his cheeks redden. He bit the inside of his lip, nodded rapidly, averting his eyes.

      Kyle asked in a quiet voice, “You’re sure, Will?”

      He grunted an affirmation in his throat.

      Heather said to him, “Okay?...”

      He looked away from them, to his bundled things next to his sleeping bag. He said, “Okay. You can use your hand on him.”

      No more words were said between Kyle and Heather; Will’s ears focused, eager for any sounds, his eyes still turned away. Heather’s hand moved, the heel and her pinky knuckle bumping against the head of his penis. There was a soft sticky sound. She was jerking on Kyle.

      His eyes fluttered open, his head rolled back to rest on the pillow and he tucked his chin down. Sure enough, there was his girlfriend’s pretty hand wrapped around Kyle’s massive erection. She gripped him up near the top, slowly using the guy’s sticky foreskin to move up and down, giving him—another man—sexual pleasure she intended to provoke ejaculation.

      “Is that okay?” Heather asked

      “You’ve got a nice hand,” he said.

      “It feels good?”

      Kyle grunted yes and began to hump himself slowly through Heather’s grip as she jerked him.

      “Tell me what you like. I want to make you come...”

      “Your hand is perfect...”

      Heather whispered, “Your dick is so big...”

      Will watched, seeing Heather’s feminine grip being spread by this massive cock. The foreskin pulled and tugged; when their balls mashed together, Heather’s grip pushed down, and that swollen cock head bulged outward, the urethra looking right into Will’s soul. His heart rate picked up, and he found his own hips beginning to grind, liking the feel of his girlfriend’s hand bumping against him as she jerked another man’s bigger cock, liked the feel of the other guy’s much bigger cock mashing against his own, his bigger balls sticking against his smaller balls. His hands grabbed sleeping bag fabric, squeezed it tight. Heather continued to pleasure Kyle, her eyes watching her own hand, marveling at the size of the thing she held. Kyle’s own breath began to pick up, and Will looked up to see his hair hanging, the handsome guy chewing his lip, LED lantern light picking up highlights in his beard.

      When Will’s eyes met his, Kyle said, “You’re still hard...”

      He nodded.

      Now Kyle rocked his hips, rolling back and forth. Heather continued to stroke him, her grip going slick as he began to stream lubricant. Heather gasped at the slippery feel, her stroking stopping, hand coming up to gather as much of the slipperiness as she could, her thumb tracing the edges of the other man’s large cock head. Kyle stopped pumping; Heather caressed the shapes of his erect penis.

      Will looked up, Kyle was still watching him.

      “What?...”

      Kyle took Heather’s wrist and stilled her hand. Heather looked to his face, said, “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing’s wrong at all, guys, everything is just so right...”

      Heather chewed her lip, didn’t respond, wide eyes watching and waiting to see what he would say.

      “Doesn’t it feel right?”

      Will’s eyes watched Kyle looking at him, the question meant for him.

      He opened his mouth, didn’t answer.

      “Your dick is still rock hard,” Kyle said to him. “I’m hard too.”

      Heather looked between them, touched Will’s penis. He jolted, bucked, their dicks bouncing together. She chuckled, tried to hold both of them at the same time. She whispered, “You’re both so hard right now…”

      Kyle took a deep breath, eased himself back to sit on his heels, walking his hands down the sides of Will’s body. He sat there looking between them, looking from Will to Heather. Heather traced hair from her face, using the hand she just jerked him with, her fingers probably wet with his pre-come. Will stiffened further. Still laying prostrate, his legs open, this other man between them, his smaller penis exposed for them all to see. Kyle’s erection stuck up between his legs, no longer lazy and flopped against his leg, it was turgid, eager for satisfaction.

      Will said, “What is it?...”

      But he thought he already knew...
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      Kyle looked to Heather, said, “How are you feeling?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Are you cool?”

      “Yeah,” she said, looking down, then looking back up. “Do you want me to finish with my hand?”

      “I’m just thinking,” he said.

      Heather asked, “Thinking what?”

      “Look how hard Will is.”

      Heather’s eyes moved—almost reluctantly—between Will’s legs to see his arousal. “He is,” she whispered.

      Kyle drew in a long breath, let it out softly, like he was calming himself, stilling his mind. He said, “All this started with that spike of jealousy...”

      Will nodded. Heather said Yeah.

      Kyle said, “You guys are tight. You’ve been together a long time. Eleven years is so amazing...”

      “I know,” she whispered.

      “But there’s that not-knowing thing, that fear you guys have...”

      “Right,” she said.

      “There’s that inexperience. I know you guys have lots of experiences together, experiences with each other...”

      Will said, “We love each other.”

      Kyle contemplated for a beat, said, “What if you could get experience, right now. The three of us together, start pushing back at those things that close in on you. If you let those things bother you, that’s when you’re going to have troubles. Think of how bad you guys felt today. Heather, you hurt his feelings, and you had your feelings hurt, Will, and there was nothing to fear.”

      Neither of them said anything, nor looked at each other. He said, “A threesome with someone. Some exploration. And it’s the two of you together. It’s like you’re exploring together...”

      In Will’s periphery, he could see Heather nodding. He whispered to her: “Heather…?”

      Slowly, her head turned toward him and their eyes met. He could see the arousal of her nipples against her tank top. She whispered, “What do you think?”

      “Talk it out, guys,” Kyle said, watching patiently, erection hungry for their answer.

      Will worked himself up to sit, bringing his legs together and closing off his embarrassment. He put out a hand, Heather put hers in it. It was sticky from the thing she’d done with it. She wormed closer to him, put her other hand on his chest, scratched lightly at his sternum. “Will, baby, what do you think?”

      He was mesmerized looking in her beautiful eyes, disbelieving his Heather would even consider this. He asked, “What do you think?”

      She averted her eyes, looked down. Her hand slipped along the top of his thighs, into the V between his stomach and legs, seeking his erection. And he was powerless, lowering one leg, giving her access. When her hand went around him, his eyes rolled up with intense pleasure. She began to stroke his much smaller penis. She said, “Gosh, baby, you’re still so hard...”

      “I know,” he said

      “Do you want to do it?”

      “It’s up to you,” he said, feeling tricked into that answer.

      “You’re so hard,” she said again, stroking him, rolling pleasure through his mind, floating away common sense. Manipulating him. Was that what she was doing? He went down to his elbows again, feeling powerless to her. She got close, said, “Do you want to?”

      He couldn’t say yes—or could he? He said again, “Do you want to?”

      She was close enough to him now her cheek almost touched his shoulder. He waited, heart pounding...

      “Yeah, I want to,” she said, her hand moving quick and slippery now, his pre-come streaming from him. His heart thudded, his stomach dropped. It was the absolute worst answer—the one he didn’t want to hear. And yet, he wanted to hear it. “You do?” A measure of hurt pinched his voice.

      “Can we do it?” she said, stroking him a little faster.

      “The three of us together?”

      She said, “The three of us, but it’s you and me together, exploring, like Kyle said…”

      He chewed his lower lip, eyes wild, sensible thought being obliterated by what his girlfriend did with her hand; at his feet, the other man waiting for an answer...

      “Okay,” he whispered.
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      Kyle scooted forward, obviously pleased by the answer. His smile glinted wide in his thick beard. “That’s great, Will, that’s so great…” He got close so his knees were touching Heather’s. He put a hand to cup her elbow. She looked at him timidly at first, then began to smile. She folded her arms, let him touch her elbow, then played with her hair nervously.

      In a quiet voice, she whispered, “What do we do?”

      “We just start,” he said, looking at Heather. “You know, see how it goes...”

      “Okay.”

      Kyle said, “It’s going to be all about you.”

      “Me?”

      “Will and I are going to give you every kind of pleasure imaginable.”

      Right before Will’s eyes, he could see Heather’s skin tighten to goose flesh. The fine silky hair on her forearms stood up. If she weren’t hiding her chest, he was sure those nipples would be like bolts against the fabric.

      “It’s all about Heather now,” Kyle said, his hand on her elbow moving down to touch her hip.

      “That sounds nice,” Heather said, and chuckled.

      “I bet it does,” Kyle said, getting closer to her. “The first thing I want, Heather...?…”

      “Is what?”

      “I want to see your body.”

      Heather’s folded arms tightened. She bit her lower lip.

      He said, “Will you show it to me?”

      “Yeah,” she said, but made no move to uncover.

      Kyle stroked her arm now, his big hand going up from her shoulder to her elbow. “I’ve been watching you the last couple days out on the river.”

      She whispered, “You have?”

      “Sure,” he said. “Not ogling you or anything, just admiring. With respect,” he said, looking over to Will. Will closed his legs again, hid away his smaller erection. It throbbed and ached between his thighs.

      She said, “Oh yeah?”

      Kyle said, “Of course,” then with both hands he touched the narrow of her waist. Heather sat straighter, arms still folded, spine straight, stomach sucked in. She was smiling but bashful.

      He said, “You have a beautiful body. Would you show it to me?”

      She bit her lip as she smiled wider, relaxing her arms, and Kyle began to work her shirt upward. He said, “When you were out by the fire tonight, I could tell you weren’t wearing a bra.”

      “You could?”

      “Uh-huh,” he said, slinking the fabric up her body, revealing her tight middle, her tank top turning inside out.

      She said, “You were looking?”

      “Is that okay?”

      Instead of an answer, Heather gasped; the T-shirt pulled up to reveal her breasts, then bunched up at her collar, Heather raising out her elbows to lift her arms. Kyle lifted the shirt higher, eyes glued to her breasts; they swayed gently from side to side, her pink-brown nipples hard as rocks.

      “Oh my God,” Kyle he said, “your breasts are amazing…”

      Then the shirt was up and off, taking Heather’s ponytail out with it. The shirt was tossed to the tent floor behind her. She folded her arms up again, a natural reaction, hiding her breasts away, squashing their large pillowy shapes against her forearms.

      With a sly smirk, he said, “You’re not gonna let me see them?” He took her wrists, opened her arms, revealed them again. Heather’s cheeks blazed. “What an incredible body you have, Heather. God, Will, you’re so lucky.”

      “I am,” he croaked.

      Kyle said, “I had no idea...”

      She asked, “No idea what?”

      “You would look this good naked.”

      There, her skin was going all goosebumps again. She shivered, her nipples tightening further, protruding from her breasts, a field of bumps around their raised shapes.

      Kyle touched her shoulders, let his hands drift slowly down, their large masculine shape looking rough and strong against Heather’s feminine softness. Heather drew in a long breath, her mouth hanging open. He cupped them, lifted them, her nipples against the palms of his hands. He asked her, “Were you watching me?”

      “Yeah,” she said in a timid, quiet voice, nodding.

      “You were?” he asked, coddling her.

      “I did. I was watching.”

      “When?” He lifted her breasts, let them drop, squeezed her nipples with the insides of his thumbs. She gasped, arched her back and presented them further to him, eager for his touch.

      She said, “When you were… chopping wood yesterday...”

      “You watched me then?”

      “With your shirt off,” she continued, smiling a little.

      He smiled too. “You were watching me?” Caressing.

      “I love your body,” she said, Will’s stomach tightening. He grimaced.

      “You like my body? What else?”

      Heather was mesmerized, this handsome guy with his strong hands on her breasts, his huge erection thrust up from between his legs; her exposed, boyfriend next to her allowing it all to happen…

      She whispered, “I like your eyes… You have really nice eyes…”

      Their faces came close together, Heather’s eyes closing, their mouths looking to connect. Will’s hands tightened to fists; he was frozen to the spot. Not wanting this to happen, letting it happen, letting the hurt and jealousy wash through him, sick dark pools swirling in his corners...

      They kissed. Soft and gentle, their mouths touching each other, Kyle’s lips pressing harder, Heather’s soft plump shapes flattening against his. Their mouths cupped, their jaws worked. Heather gave Kyle her tongue.

      But then Kyle stopped, pulled back, a silvery string of spit connecting their lips for a second. “You have a beautiful mouth,” he said. “I wanted to kiss you for a couple days now.”

      Heather nodded, sucked her own lips.

      He kept her eyes locked, his hands moving down from her breasts to her stomach. Heather stiffened straight again, sucked in her stomach. Kyle tucked the two first fingers of each hand down the front of her elastic waistband. Heather was reluctant for a second. She covered his hands as if to stop him. And in Will there was a sudden disappointment. An urge to dart forward and convince her to continue. But Heather’s hesitation was only momentary. She caressed Kyle’s wrists now as he worked the fingers to the outside of her hips. He tugged downward and Heather rolled back, put her hands behind her and lifted her rump off the tent floor, perfect breasts swaying on her chest. Kyle pulled her shorts and panties downward, Heather demure, keeping her legs together, letting her knees rotate to one side as he pulled them down then over her knees and ankles. Now all three of them were naked...
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      As Heather rolled back to get close to Kyle again, Will made his move. He got to his knees, his small dick thrusted out, hungry for Heather’s touch again. Heather rose to her knees, as did Kyle, his long dick going across her hip, Heather’s hand gripping it. Kyle took her neck in two hands and kissed her mouth again. Heather gasped with passion. Will prodded her stomach with the point of his arousal, cupped a breast, squeezed it, then his hand dipped low between her legs. Her thatch was matted with her dew. His girlfriend more aroused than he’d ever felt before in their eleven years together. When he sunk two fingers inside her, they passed easily into her hot wet core.

      He whispered near her ear, “You’re so wet, Heather.”

      She gasped again, no way to deny the way she felt.

      “I’ve never felt you so wet ever...”

      She sighed, trembled; he plunged in an out of her, amazed at her lubrication.

      He said, “You want him inside you?”

      “Yeah,” she gasped, nodded. One hand clutched his forearm, the other stroked Kyle’s big dick.

      “You do?”

      “I do...”

      “We don’t have any condoms.” Thud. His own dumb words hitting him now; he was the wet blanket. His own words disappointed him. Was he content to let this occur or not?

      Heather chewed her lip, eyes fluttering, coming out of the dream state she’d flown off to while he fingered her and she handled a sexy man’s tremendous manhood.

      She looked to Kyle. “Do we need them?”

      “You on the pill?”

      She nodded.

      He smiled. “I trust you. You trust me?”

      She looked down to what she held in her grip. Stroked him. Light reflected a shine on the wet of his lubricated cock head. She rolled the foreskin up and over, pondered. “Let’s keep going...”

      Kyle kissed her neck, Will took her mouth. The rapid breathing resumed, his girlfriend right back to where she was a moment ago before her buzzkill boyfriend threw sand in their grease.

      Kyle kept kissing while she jerked him and Will fingered her. He kissed her cheek, her chin, her neck. Will untied her ponytail with his free hand, let her chestnut hair hang in luscious waves. The whole while, he humped his smaller penis against her side.

      Heather moaned, her other hand beginning to caress Kyle’s body. She smoothed her hand on his chest while he still sucked on her neck. She said, “I want you so bad...”

      Kyle drew back from her collar so he could look in her eyes. She was urgent, hissing, “No more foreplay, please…”

      “I like it when you can’t take it.”

      “I can’t,” she said.

      Will’s heart pounded, thrusting his fingers in and out of her opening.

      Kyle looked her in the eyes, said, “I like to hear you beg.”

      “Please,” she whispered.

      “Lay back then,” he said, and Heather complied. Her knees went out, and she fell clumsily to her rump, her hands pulling on Kyle’s arms, wanting him on top of her. Kyle followed, walking on his knees, his cock thrust straight out, so stiff it bobbed left and right, curled slightly upward.

      “I’m so hard for you right now,” he said.

      Heather moaned with anticipation, squirming until her head was on Will’s pillow. Will moved aside, staying with her, trying to touch her body, touching her breasts and her stomach, slipping his middle finger along her opening.

      Kyle said to Will, “Lay your head on her stomach, put your ear on her belly button.”

      He did what he was told, curling next to his girlfriend and resting his head on her. Heather played with his hair, scratched his scalp; he was looking down between her open legs, her knees up. Coming toward them was Kyle’s massive, threatening erection, wagging as he knee-walked closer. Heather’s breaths rushed in his ear. “My God,” she whispered, seeing it coming (wondering what it would feel like, he figured), “oh wow, oh my God…”

      The tall River Guide got in place, angled his dick down to stroke against her mound. The belly of his cock scratched against her pubic hair; he pushed against her, his cock head coming to Will’s face. He said, “Get me wet for her.”

      Heather scratched at his scalp. Will said, “Do what?”

      Kyle said, “Use your mouth, get me wet...”

      He repeated: “With my mouth?”

      “Tell him, Heather,” Kyle said, “tell him what we want...”

      Heather caressed his neck, whispering, “Get him wet for me,” her voice tightened by lust and fear and curiosity.

      Kyle asked her: “Get what wet? Tell him...”

      Heather scratched Will’s scalp. “Get his cock wet for me, baby...”

      He asked again: “With my mouth?” He couldn’t do that, could he?

      But now Kyle was leaning forward, pushing that huge cock toward him. It touched his lips, and he opened his mouth. It pushed past his lips, over his tongue. It was hot, smooth, and slick. It pulsed slick, briny fluid; the foreskin retracted. When Kyle withdrew, it pulled closed, the gummy skin stuck on his lips. Kyle pushed it in his mouth again. “That’s it,” Kyle said, “get my cock wet for Heather...”

      Heather guided his hand, taking his wrist, and he gripped near the base of Kyle’s erection to steady it. He sucked on the end, not taking him deep, but wetting his glans with a flattened out tongue. Kyle pulsed more lubricant in his mouth. He gagged; continued wetting. Heather helped, using Will’s saliva to stroke Kyle, both of them using their hand on him now.

      “Please,” Heather whispered overhead.

      Kyle drew back, let his cock slip along through her thatch of pubic hair again, said, “Help guide me into her, put me inside your beautiful girlfriend.”

      Will gripped him, leaned forward to watch. He held Kyle’s massive dick with three fingers and a thumb, stroked it up and down his girlfriend’s opening. Heather squirmed, writhing underneath him. Her knees worked in and out, and she raised her heels up Kyle’s thighs, ready to accept him.

      Will placed the swollen cock head in Heather’s nest of loosened wet membranes; Kyle eased forward. He pushed a little inside her, but it popped up then, and bounced against her pubic patch. Heather made a sound of complaint, groaning.

      “Please,” she said again, and now Will pushed down with his thumb as Kyle drove forward more earnestly. The huge glans disappeared inside her, the first inch thereafter sinking into Heather’s body. Heather cried out a bright sound of lustful joy...
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      Will wormed his way up Heather’s hot body, slunk himself until he was embracing her side, wanting to hold her while she was penetrated by another man. He hugged an arm around her middle, kissed her cheek. Her arm worked underneath his neck, the whole while gasping Oh wow, and So big, and grunting.

      When they were together, ready, Kyle pushed deeper. Heather arched her back, complained. “Oh, so big, so big, you’re so big...”

      But when Kyle withdrew, she squealed, “Back in, back in,” her voice firm and demanding. Kyle smiled, pushed himself a little deeper. And this time he got over her, arms out on either side of them, his forearm against Will’s back. He was over Heather in the way he’d been over Will. Will knew what Heather would be seeing looking up at his handsome bearded face.

      Kyle said, “You okay?”

      “Yeah,” she whispered, “it hurts a little.”

      “It won’t,” he said, “we’ll take our time...”

      Will watched Kyle’s stomach muscles flexing and thighs twitching as he shimmied his hips slowly from side to side, working himself inside her carefully. Heather’s pussy made wet crackling sounds as Kyle’s cock wedged deeper.

      “That’s good,” Heather sighed, “so good...”

      Kyle asked: “Does it hurt?”

      “It feels so good,” she gasped, thrusting her chin to the tent’s roof.

      Will humped his erection against his girlfriend’s hip, caressed her neck while Kyle went deeper. Heather took it, raising her knees up now, then putting her heels behind Kyle’s buttocks. “Yeah,” she said, “more…”

      Kyle lowered to her mouth, and when Heather sensed him near, her eyes opened and she kissed him, hooking an arm around his neck, knocking Will’s hand out of the way. He returned it to fondle her breast. Kyle lowered, pushed deeper. “Oh God,” she cried out, “oh God, it’s so fucking big...”

      And then Kyle began to fuck her, slow and graceful. Will backed away, Kyle moving his arm to allow it, lowering down now to embrace Heather, holding her tight while he fucked her deeper than she’d ever had it. Will sat by their side, watching. Watching Kyle’s butt go up and down, rolling around, giving Heather intense pleasure. Her cries built, shrieks and gasps; encouragement. She swore. Fuck, oh fuck, and then there were the congratulatory You feel so goods, the complimentary Your cock is so big, so fucking big. All shouted out to the inside of the tent. And as Kyle had reminded them: tents weren’t the same as walls. Their friends could probably hear everything that was happening.

      He lowered a leg, gripped his erection, gently stroked himself. Stroking while watching another man pound hot pleasure into the girlfriend he loved. Heather’s nails drew lines on Kyle’s back, over and over, making hash marks on his shoulder blades. She bit at his neck, then bucked. It had been only five minutes of good hard fucking and she was coming. She cried out, groaned to a croak. Her thighs tightened on Kyle, her arms hooked around his back, her hands gone to trembling fists. Will got close, near her face, saw her eyes squinted to slits, her brow furrowed, her face in a contorted snarl, lips peeled back showing bared teeth. He stroked her hair while she came. She let out a loud choking sound, head thrown back in the pillow. Then she was pumping back. Thrusting her hips against Kyle, eager for more.

      But her lover wouldn’t give it to her. Arching his back, drawing up his hips, his round muscular ass rolling away. Heather scooted for deeper penetration, made sounds of complaint. Kyle kissed her neck, bit her collar.

      “More, more,” she said.

      Kyle kissed her neck still, raised over her. “Don’t forget Will.”

      She looked at Kyle, stunned for a second, then her eyes darted Will’s away. She reached for him, he held her hand. “Baby,” she said.

      “We’re having a threesome,” he said, the words hanging dumb in the air.

      “We are,” she said and smiled. “We are…”

      “Don’t forget Will,” Kyle reminded her.

      “I won’t forget you,” she said to him, eyes glossy, cheeks rosy.

      Kyle said, “Sit up in the pillows there, Will.”

      Will sat up, scooted sideways, and Kyle guided Heather to roll over, get on her hands and knees. She straddled Will’s lap, and Will took her face—her perfect fucking face—in two hands and kissed her mouth. Kyle caressed her back, stroked her narrow waist, spanked her ass. Heather liked being spanked. Gasping in his mouth, smiling, groaning. She wiggled her hips. Kyle spanked her again, slapping first her right cheek then her left. Would their friends hear that, too?

      Kyle said, “Suck his cock, Heather.”

      Heather kissed his chest, and he stroked her hair as she worked lower. Her mouth went over him, began to bob. She took him all the way. Heather wouldn’t be able to take Kyle all the way. And while his girlfriend sucked him, that’s what he fantasized about. Her mouth going up and down on him, he pictured in his mind’s eye his beloved Heather between Kyle’s legs, her head bobbing up and down, two hands on that huge dick.

      Kyle kissed Heather’s lower back, kissed her ass, sitting back on his heels, fingering her, kissing her ass cheeks.

      When Will was close to coming, Kyle interrupted, “You two sixty-nine.”

      Heather sighed, rose up, wiped spilling drool from her lower lip with the back of her wrist. She looked over her shoulder at Kyle who drew a circle in the air like helicopter blades. He said, “You on the bottom, Will—lay down on your back, put your head toward me.”

      Heather panted, her hanging breasts swaying back and forth, Will slipping down, then doing an awkward break-dance move, rolling around on his tailbone, Heather lifting a knee so he could get his head underneath her. She squeezed his balls, and he cried out then kissed the inside of her thigh. With his eyes rolled up, he could see Kyle’s huge dick above him. Kyle squeezed Heather’s ass, massaged her lower back.

      “Sixty-nine, you guys,” Kyle said.

      Heather sucked him. He kissed his way higher up her thigh, and Kyle guided Heather’s knees to go wider, lowering her pussy near Will’s mouth. He suckled on her, could feel her hot coppery wetness. She’d been fucked here by another man. Another man’s huge pole had reamed his girlfriend’s tight little opening. Fissures invisible to the eye had been stretched, his poor girl’s sex membranes never pushed to the limit like this before. His tongue worked in and out, and he sucked on her slipperiness. Heather pleasured him with her mouth, her hand on his balls. They’d sixty-nined once before in their life—that was in the first year of college when things had got wild between them. All those hormones racing in their first year of college together. But it had been a long time since they’d engaged in such kinky play. Heather was a quick learner, jumping right back in and knowing what to do. Probably eager to perform for her well-hung lover. But Will was reaping the benefits, and that he would enjoy.

      He closed his thighs around her ears to stop her from going too fast. Didn’t want to come just yet. Then Kyle’s knees were inching closer, coming near his temples. He opened his eyes, and in the gap of light between Heather’s haunch and Kyle’s body, he could see now that huge penis pushing toward him. The dorsal side stroked along Heather’s opening, the glans pushing downward toward his mouth. He accepted it, took Kyle in his mouth again, sucked on the huge cock head.

      “That’s it, Will,” Kyle said, then curling over Heather’s back. Kyle said to Heather, “Tell him to suck my balls.”

      “Oh shit,” Heather gasped, aroused. She jerked Will furiously suddenly, like she’d been revved up, her sex motor finding a brand-new gear. “Oh shit,” she gasped again, somehow turned on by the idea of her boyfriend sucking her lover’s hanging sack. Will had to close his legs again to prevent her speedy hand from making him come too soon.

      Heather said, “Suck his balls, Will...”

      “While I fuck you,” Kyle whispered near Heather’s ear. Heather groaned again, a long feline sound that made Will’s stomach tighten. He closed his legs completely so she wouldn’t make him spill over just yet.

      “Suck his balls,” she panted, gyrating, “suck his big balls while he fucks me, baby...”
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      With the belly of Kyle’s huge cock resting on his palm, Will guided that plump cock head into Heather’s opening just inches above his face. Heather’s mouth was between his legs, her breath coming quick across the wetness on his scrotum. He eased his penis out of her grasp, pinched it between hip and thigh. Heather’s nails dug into his legs as Kyle slowly pushed back inside her. She let out a guttural sound—one of eagerness and satisfaction. Right above his face, Will watched another man’s wide meaty pole disappear inside the pink almond slit of his girlfriend’s opening. She took him deep, and Kyle’s hanging testicles dragged from Will’s hairline down his forehead, resting on the bridge of his nose and in the cup of one eye. He craned his neck, sought them with his lips. Kyle waited, inches deep inside Heather, and Will pulled one of them into his mouth, feeling the skin drag on his lips, then the large testicle shape ballooning into his mouth.

      “That’s it,” Kyle urged. “Good, Will.”

      Heather asked, “Is he doing it?”

      “He’s sucking my balls,” Kyle said, easing into her deeper, curled almost on top of her.

      Heather made another lustful sound; did she like her boyfriend doing this? Everything was unknown. Nothing was right. Yet everything was right.

      Will took the other testicle now, too big for them both to go together, he alternated, and Kyle gradually began to fuck Heather. Will watched above him, taking any opportunity to suck one of Kyle’s balls into his mouth again. He licked, watched. The balls swung. The huge penis pounded. Heather gasped and squealed, wiggled her hips as she was fucked doggy-style above him.

      He lay like that, ashamed and embarrassed, effortlessly humiliated by another man. But completely in love with it. Submitting to it. Surrendering to jealousy and shame. Sexualizing it. His sack tightened, the urge to ejaculate coming on strong. He squeezed his legs together, Heather’s breath enough to send off his rockets right now. He closed his legs, and Heather hugged them as another man fucked her good.

      Again she was crying out. God! Your Dick! So fucking big! Fuck me, Kyle! Kyle! Oh fuck, Kyle… If there had been any doubt in their friends’ minds over what was happening in Will and Heather’s tent, it was now confirmed that their dear friend Heather was fucking another man. They would know why. Yeah, Kyle was hot, but this had all been kicked off when they played a funny little prank putting Kyle’s oversized dick in Heather’s hand while she wore a blindfold.
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      For almost an hour, Kyle fucked Heather. Fast, slow, hard, sometimes even soft. There were times when they coupled like romantic lovers. Their mouths locked, Kyle over top of her, Heather’s ankles intertwined behind Kyle’s ass. She complimented Kyle endlessly. Told him how amazing his dick was, told him frequently how good he made her feel. He did her doggy-style, missionary, even had her on her stomach once, flat, her butt turned up, one leg shot out to the side. Will had made out with her then. Kissed her mouth while Kyle fucked her. Wondered if their friends could even sleep through this. Heather’s cries were wild and loud. Tomorrow’s trouble of explaining this to them was thin and watery compared to the ecstasy he felt in the immediate reality. He had to keep his dick away from Heather. One touch and he would be off. His stomach ached, his balls felt like expanded balloons ready to burst. He wanted to come so bad. But knew when he did, the shame would be overwhelming. So, instead he watched, kept himself from spilling over as best he could, pleasured Heather when he had a chance.

      Heather climbed on top of Kyle. Got over him now, Kyle up with his head on Will’s pillow. Heather straddled him, reached behind, gripped his cock and angled it inside her, palming him, squeezing his balls as he went deep. She fucked him that way. Kyle prostrate and immobile—walking dildos, the girls had called guys. That’s what Kyle was now, a living breathing big ass dildo for his girlfriend to hump. And Heather bounced on his pleasure until she came.

      She came twice like that. Will had been keeping count. Eight times total now. Maybe even nine, but he was being reserved. There was one orgasm that might’ve been two, but he counted it only as one. It was just one long one. Heather had never had sex like this before. He was happy for her while his heart and his stomach hurt like crazy.

      He got behind her, kissed her back, working down to her tailbone. She rolled her hips forward, arched her back, humped Kyle, swinging from side to side while she did. He worked down lower, his tongue slipping her crack, seeking to do something wild. He kissed around her anus, teasing at her sphincter while Kyle’s huge cock filled her up. He kissed where they met, kissed where she was stretched. When he poked his tongue into her tight little back hole, Heather burst off again. She cried out, moaned, bucked, pushed back for more pleasure on her anus.

      He claimed that orgasm. That one was his.

      But now the urge was too much, the case of blue balls he had greater than any in his life. If he didn’t come in minutes, he could cause serious damage; he balled a fist and pressed it into his stomach, careful not to touch his penis. “Fuck,” he grunted, snorting.

      As Heather recovered from yet another orgasm—number nine for sure—she looked over her shoulder. Her hair hung in wet tangles. She had sweated her hair to dampness. Kyle’s hair clung to his forehead, his beard glistened with sweat. Both their bodies were hot and sticky. The tent had gone humid from lusty exhalation. He was sure if he touched the inside walls they would be slick with dew. The room was thick with the smell of Heather’s worn out pussy.

      “You okay?” she said, the question coming in two breathy gasps.

      “Stomach hurts,” he said.

      Kyle nodded, then took Heather by the waist, guided her to lay on her back. He rolled over, letting Heather down carefully next to him. He pushed a pillow underneath her head, got over top of her. He went inside again, Heather’s membranes so loosened up now she could accommodate him easily. He slid inside her deep, kissed her mouth, she caressed his back. Before he began stroking, just giving her two or three inches, he stopped, looked in her eyes. “I’m going to come,” he said.

      She nodded, whispered, “You can come inside me. I want you to...”

      He kissed her mouth, went deep again, began to roll his hips. Will sat on a hip, clutched a fist over his heart, feeling its pounding beat under his knuckles. Kyle pumped and pumped into her, and as his breaths came quicker, he pushed himself up, his knees going out wide, taking Heather’s knees under his elbows. Now Will could see where Kyle’s huge cock was going inside her. Heather’s stomach heaved in and out. Sweat glistened on her skin. Her breasts rolled around in mesmerizing circles, the tips dotted with the hard humps of her nipples. She hissed, “Yes, oh yes, oh come for me, come...”

      Long snorts drew through Kyle’s nostrils as he grew closer and closer to ejaculating.

      “Yes, yes, do it,” Heather urged, her voice high and tight and thin, her brow knit and furrowed. “Come inside me,” she demanded.

      Kyle pulled back, fucking her still but only giving her the first two inches of his cock, that huge head like a bulb inside her, its coronal ridge flipping her pussy lips in and out, then he roared, bucked and grunted, his stomach pulled in tight and hard, showing off his abs for a moment.

      “Mm, ah, fuck,” he grunted, the veins rising up his forearms and into his biceps and across his shoulders.

      Heather grunted, crooned, “Oh, I feel it, ah, I can feel it,” arching her back, her long neck craning, chin pointing upward. “God, you’re coming...”

      Kyle gripped his dick, angled it higher, the head of his cock pulling out of her but staying between her nested folds. Semen pulsed from his tip and into her pubic hair. He smeared it around in circles, put his cock inside again, pulled out, fell back, his cock swinging to one side, slapping against his thigh and sticking there with Heather’s wet. “Ah, wow, ha, fuck,” he said again, looking at Heather’s open legs, pushing his big hands through his hair to sweep it off his handsome face. He flicked his hands then, and there was a scattering of wet against the sleeping bag’s fabric. “Oh my God,” he gasped, “holy fuck, Heather, you’re so hot...”

      “Yeah,” Heather panted, one hand lazily stroking around her own navel, her eyes rolled back in her head with bewilderment. Had she come again?

      While Kyle still breathed heavy, he squeezed Heather’s thin knees, and the two guys looked at where she'd been fucked. Her pink slit had been stretched and pulled, worked out to its lifetime limits. And in that seam a white pearl swelled. Proof that Kyle ejaculated inside her. His come swelled from her opening and began to drizzle down toward her anus. Before he knew what he was doing, Will was kissing his way down the inside of his girlfriend’s thigh...
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      Lower and lower, working toward her center, Will’s kisses grew long and succulent. He bit the flesh on Heather’s inner thigh until her moans were quavering. He kissed that inner tendon that lined down the inside of her leg and disappeared next to her vulva. The scratch of her pubic hair worked against his nose. His nostrils flooded with the smell of Kyle’s briny load.

      He was reluctant now, nibbling at the soft padded flesh near her slit. Heather grabbed handfuls of his hair, Kyle’s big hand closed around the back of his neck, gently massaged him.

      And now he kissed her there. Kissed her where another man had defiled her. But was it defiling when there was so much pleasure? This was a threesome. It was three of them together. Two men working to pleasure one woman: Heather. And Heather had been pleasured. And she wanted this; he could feel her excited tension in the way she clutched his hair. Desperate to feel his tongue in that place where another man had been. Another man had claimed her. Claimed her good. The sex they’d had, and the sounds she made, made him think her life had changed in that moment. So he closed his mouth over her opening. Suckled her commissure, the tip of his tongue dipping in the slickness of her opened petals, the hump of his tongue pressing her clitoris. Her thighs quickly closed against his ears. Kyle rubbed his back. Heather pulled his hair. She came again.

      “Your turn, your turn,” Kyle whispered, patting him on the ribs. And he got up, so intimidated. Seeing this familiar girl who he’d spent so long with. So many nights in bed together, so many romantic times just the two of them between the sheets. Only now she was changed. He could see it in her eyes. She looked up at him and knew what to expect. Knew what sex with Will was like. But she accepted him, holding out her hands, her legs open, wanting him to put himself inside her.

      He fell over her, one quick hunch of his stomach stabbed his small penis up inside her. There was no resistance. He gushed into her. Kyle’s semen flooded around his smaller girth, ran down his testicles. He pushed himself harder, their hip bones grinding. He could barely feel her. Kyle still rubbed his back.

      He whispered to Heather, “Can you feel me?”

      She groaned, humped against him. “Kind of,” she said and chuckled. Her stomach bounced against his. His balls tugged tight, went up inside his body, began to propel lust through his reproductive systems.

      “Fuck,” he grunted, starting to pound into her. Eager to feel any kind of resistance. But she’d been loosened. She would snap back, she would recover, but right now he wasn’t the lover she needed. This was just accommodating her good sport of a boyfriend. Will had been kind enough to allow her pleasure between her legs times-ten, and now she was being a good supportive girlfriend, letting him pump out his meager load inside her. It took five thrusts and then he was crashing his hipbones against hers, growling and grunting, snorting through his nostrils as she caressed his shoulders, ran her fingers through his hair.

      She whispered, “That’s it, baby, put it inside me…”

      He groaned and squeezed his eyes shut, collapsed against her.

      “I feel you, I do, I can feel you inside me,” she whispered soothingly, but also unconvincingly. If he could barely feel her, she could barely feel him.

      Kyle rubbed at his lower back while he still leaked in the shallow depths of his girlfriend’s canal. “There, buddy,” he said, “that’s it, give her all you’ve got...”
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      After Will came, he slept. Everything in him was heavy, enervated; he dragged himself off Heather, collapsed next to her. He watched her as she recovered as well, laying on her back, chest going up and down, nipples still hard. She smoothed her hair, chuckled, looked to Kyle. Will’s eyes grew heavy as Kyle sidled up next to her. Heather in the middle, two men sandwiched on either side. She was attentive to Kyle. Touching his neck, her hand between her legs and teasing at herself.

      In Heather’s past, at his very best, sex with Will had lasted fifteen minutes, twenty minutes tops. Her first time with another man she’d been propelled to swoon-worthy heights, blasted off into the clouds. Big dick sex that had her orgasming over and over for almost an hour. And when her lover was done, her boyfriend rolled on top of her, stabbed his little prick inside her, gave her a small handful of pumps and popped his cork...

      Yet somehow, there was a satisfaction in Will seeing Heather so pleasured. Her satisfaction was his satisfaction. He liked to see her taken to the places Kyle took her. There was a stiffness in him, lots of jealousy, but maybe Kyle had been right. Because that sick stabbing feeling he’d felt earlier was lessened. They’d done this thing together. Boyfriend and girlfriend. Girlfriend shared. They would endure.

      He laced his fingers through hers, tucked her hand under his cheek, felt himself beginning to nod off.

      Kyle kissed Heather…
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      Cold gray dawn snapped him awake. He was alone. Alone in the tent. The river rushed; wind blew in the trees and rustled the leaves. It was a new day. But he was alone.

      He eased up on an elbow, looked around the tent. No Kyle. No Heather. Outside there were the sounds of clanking, metal on a pan, that hollow cooking sound, somebody stirring something. No voices though. Just quiet under the songs of nature.

      When he pulled back the sleeping bag, he saw the stains from last night. Saw where Kyle’s semen had seeped out of Heather, slipped between her butt cheeks and collected on the flannel of his sleeping bag. But during the night, after he’d slept, Heather had unfurled her sleeping bag. It was laid out now next to him. Instead of closing herself inside it, it would seem she slept on it unzipped and opened, covered with blankets. Her and Kyle. There were new stains. They’d made love again, her and Kyle, and her boyfriend had slept right through it at her side.

      A swirling dark snake slunk through his insides, frightening him. He pulled on underwear, shorts and a shirt, slipped his feet into sandals. Tent unzipped, he stepped outside.

      What a scene.

      All his friends were gathered around the fire. Three guys, three girls. They’d heard him unzip; no one looked up except Mickey. Mickey’s chin rose, their eyes met for a moment, and he looked down quickly.

      The loud sex noises they made last night...

      Last night he’d considered the sounds tomorrow’s problem—only now it was tomorrow. Shit. How much had they heard?...

      But panning to the right, was the sight that washed away all of that worry. Dwarfed it. Crushed his heart.

      Kyle stood at a grill propped up on a stand. He was cooking breakfast. He wore shorts, no shoes, no top. He was bare chested. Clung to his back was Heather, her cheek against his shoulder blade, her hands slipped inside his front pockets. His back was laced in red with Heather’s claw marks. Across the shoulder blades, his shoulders, and down his arms. The tattoos of a man who delivered an astounding fucking. A signal to all their friends of their river guide’s prowess.

      All their friends had seen it. Those noises last night that they’d heard were propelled by what they all knew was Kyle’s extra-large penis. And it had been inside Heather. And Heather now looked smitten by the sex delivered to her by their manly river guide. All playing out for their friends to see.

      His knees weakened, and he dipped, fell, embarrassed, making it look like he’d stumbled in the sand, getting up on one knee, then rising to stand again. He took two steps toward them, Heather’s face turned to the river, not seeing him. Kyle’s profile, face turned down, not looking his way. Oblivious to the pain they caused...

      At the fire, Megan peeked up; she looked angry. She glowered, saw him, made a wriggling, pained look, lowered her face again, spooned granola into her mouth. Embarrassed for him. Ashamed for him.

      Will turned, slunk back into the tent and hid out until it was time to board the canoes.
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      The morning got worse. Once breakfast was done, and the sounds of preparation for travel began, Will emerged from the tent. No one would look his way, and no one was talking to Heather. No one was talking to Kyle. Kyle worked wordlessly, getting the canoes prepped, and Heather helped him. The friends talked amongst themselves; Matt looked his way, gave a solemn nod, looked away.

      He packed his things, brought them to the canoe he’d been using for the last three days. He tossed his stuff inside as his friends loaded their own canoes. As they began to board their canoes, pushing them out into the water, Heather stayed with Kyle.

      Will made his way down the sandy beach, finally approaching them. He said, “What’s going on?”

      “Nothing,” Heather said, looking down.

      He said, “Can we get going now?”

      Kyle said, “You okay this morning, buddy?”

      “Fine,” he said. Then, hands in pockets, he looked out at the canoes nosing out to the calm water, their friends wanting to get on with it. “I guess everyone’s mad.”

      Kyle looked out at the canoes in the water now, said, “I think we kept them up.”

      Yeah, and Heather clinging to you all morning didn’t make things better. “Heather…?”

      She wouldn’t look at him. Face turned down, she said, “I’m going to go with Kyle...”

      He hadn’t heard correctly. “Can we go now?”

      She looked up, but away. She said, “I’m just gonna go with Kyle today. Is that okay?”

      Kyle grimaced but didn’t dissuade her.

      Will stared at Heather’s profile, the face he’d known for so long, that long tendon that ran from her ear and disappeared down the collar of her shirt. He was stunned. Emptied. Someone had pulled that prank where they loaded his full drawer upside down into his desk, he pulled it out and everything just fell on the floor. He looked to Kyle; his eyes were compassionate, but he said nothing to help.

      Heather said, “Just today.”

      Will turned around, walked away. Got in his and Heather’s canoe, pushed it out by himself. Fuck her. Fuck her to fuck.

      Kyle and Heather boarded the river guide’s canoe, he pushed it out, and they went off together. Will hung back. Total ruination, total torture. The shame he felt was enormous. Kyle had just stolen his girl in front of all their friends. And all their friends knew why. Knew everything that Kyle had to offer.

      Four canoes filed behind Kyle’s as he headed down river. His friends saw Heather with Kyle and all exchanged shocked but grim glances.

      Will hung back where no one could see his face…
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      When they stopped at lunch at a picturesque beach in the crook of a river bend, Will hung back in his canoe while the others paddled ashore. He’d loomed behind all morning. Matt had looked to him one time with forlorn sympathy, but no one had approached him to talk. They were mad about what they’d endured last night, mad at what they’d been made to hear. None of them knew how to deal with it. He fumed the whole way down the river; for hours he’d cursed Heather, his jaw clenched so tight his teeth and jaw and temples ached.

      With this phone out he checked GPS, saw the bend in the river where they were, saw there was a hike out to a country road not far from the town of Greenwald. He pushed ashore, everyone disembarking, Heather helping to pull Kyle’s canoe onto drier shore.

      He dragged his own canoe up, Matt coming to give him a hand but saying nothing. Then they stood there, hands on hips, everyone milling around, uncomfortable, Kyle unloading a cooler from his canoe. Heather watched, her lips sucked in her mouth, her face tight and worried.

      Matt looked his way, down at the ground between their feet, waiting to hear what he had to say.

      Will said, “There’s a path here goes out to the road. I’m gonna bail.”

      Matt looked up. “Don’t do that, Will.”

      “I just want to go. I can’t stay here another minute.”

      “Fuck this, man. Just stay…”

      “There’s no way,” he said.

      Matt looked over his shoulder—his girlfriend Rachel giving him a questioning How’s it going? look. Heather knelt next to the open cooler helping Kyle unpack some lunch items.

      “She can’t be serious,” Matt sighed, shaking his head, turning back. “This is fucking crazy, Will. What about what you were going to do?”

      The proposal. “That’s off.”

      Matt nodded, mouth set firm, looking at the sand again. “Want me to walk with you?”

      “It’s not far. I can do it on my own. Say bye to everybody…” And he wheeled around and hiked before he got emotional. Matt called after him softly but he kept on, headed to the tree-line. Matt let him go. Rachel must have joined him, because he heard her say to Matt, “Where’s Will going?”

      Rachel called after him once, but he waved over his shoulder and entered the bush.

      He waited for Heather to come running up and join him, pull him back, apologize and say for him to stay. But a half-mile up the rocky bush trail he knew he was on his own.
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      It was a grim ride home. In the hamlet of Greenwald he was able to arrange a cab to come drive him out to the interstate where he could catch a bus.

      When they’d arrived for the trip, two cars had parked at the trip’s endpoint in the town of Sudo, everybody loading into the remaining two cars and driving north to the starting point. An hourlong Greyhound took him north to where he’d parked his old Volvo. He’d checked his phone one last time. No messages. And he wouldn’t send one. Fuck her.

      Even though it was a three-hour drive home to his and Heather’s apartment, it went by in a moment. Pulling onto his street, he couldn’t even remember making any of the turns; his mind had been empty the whole time.

      Lost as he was, it was incredible he’d even managed to find his way home.
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      Two days later, he sent Heather the first text.

      
        
        Will: where are u?

      

      

      It went unanswered. Then he was regretful that he’d sent it. Why had he done that? Just let her go.

      Later that day Mickey called him.

      “Hey, buddy. How you doing? You okay?”

      Will’s voice in a dead monotone: “I’m great, how’s it going?”

      Mickey exhaled long. It was hard for him to call, and Will had to respect that he’d done it. He tried to picture calling one of the guys if their girl had shamed them the way Heather had done. Mickey said, “Heather, man, I don’t know what to tell you...”

      He asked, “Where are you?”

      “Just got home. We bailed. Just like you. Yesterday, we hiked out, me and Emma. Fuck her, man.”

      “Where’s Heather?”

      “Still on the trip. Far as we know.”

      “She’s with Kyle?”

      “She’s a fucking cunt, Will.”

      The word hurt him. “No, don’t say that.”

      And from near Mickey, he could hear Emma’s voice. “Don’t call her that, Mickey.”

      Will said, “Is that Emma?”

      Now he could hear Emma say, “Hey, Will,” flowery soft and soothing, a singsong voice trying to quell what she knew must be the most horrible and humiliating thing for a person to endure.

      “Hey, Emma,” he said quietly.

      “Well, whatever,” Mickey said. “She’s a coldhearted bitch, I think I can say that all right...”
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      No more messages were sent to Heather, and he was glad his resolve stayed strong. Because despite his ability to manage discipline and not reach out to the person who would hurt him so deeply, his insides were roiling and churning, twisting with psychic pain like he’d never endured before. The third day without her was when he broke down finally.

      He cried. He cried a lot. That emptiness that had enveloped him on the way home was a gift that he didn’t appreciate until the pain hit him so fucking hard. He cried for hours. He threw a framed picture of them together as a couple against the wall where it smashed all the glass. He vacuumed it up. Cried some more. Didn’t eat. Went thirty-two hours unable to put food in his mouth. He emptied her drawers, dragged her stuff out of the closet, looking to pack her things in trash bags, throw them out the window of their apartment. If she ever came home, she would see her rain-soaked belongings all over the front entrance. All their neighbors would know: Heather was a cheating bitch.

      But instead, he gathered up her clothes and belongings into a bundle in their bedroom, fell against it and cried himself to sleep.

      When he woke, it was two in the morning. He snatched up a pair of her panties, bundled them to his face and breathed deep. He missed her so much. He missed her so, so much. They were best friends. Lovers. How could she do this to him? Pants pulled off, he tugged on a pair of her panties, his dick managing to fit inside the small front triangle without peeping out. He lay in her pile of clothes, grew hard while he thought of what she looked like being fucked by Kyle. He jerked off. Did it slow, drawing out those awful sickly moments where another man did things to his girlfriend that he could never do. When he came, he did it inside her panties.

      The next day, Sully sent him a text.

      
        
        Sully: back home

      

      

      
        
        Sully: hope you’re good Will

      

      

      
        
        Will: u bail?

      

      

      
        
        Sully: fuck that bitch

      

      

      
        
        Will: where is she?

      

      

      
        
        Sully: me and the girls and Matty bailed. took the last car out of Sudo I don’t even know how she’s going to get home

      

      

      
        
        Will: she still with Kyle?

      

      

      
        
        Sully: yeah that guy’s getting fucking fired Emma wrote a letter to the company

      

      

      
        
        Will: they’re still on the river?

      

      

      
        
        Sully: she stayed with him

      

      

      He let the text hang, never responded.

      Later, he put on a clean pair of Heather’s panties. He’d soiled three of them now. Went to their desktop computer and booted it up. He opened the joint bank account, went down to their shared credit card and opened their history.

      An hour ago, Heather booked a single room with a king-size bed in the Sudo Motel. Booked it for three days.
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      On the fifth day after he’d abandoned the river trip, he headed out in public for the first time. Apartment keys in hand, proper clothes put on, clean things for once, he boarded the elevator and pressed L for lobby, waited for the doors to close. The elevator descended. He was headed to Mama Lucia’s, looking to get himself a real meal. He’d lost four pounds since he’d come back. He’d tightened to an extra notch on his belt. Not eating, and when he did eat, it was junk. He felt sallow, empty, sick and diseased. In his darkest moments, it was like he could still feel the head of Kyle’s cock in his mouth. Sometimes it would snap him out of sleep, bolting upright and gasping for breath. He shook his head, the images coming back, him putting his mouth on Kyle, trying to pluck one of the guy’s balls into his mouth as he rammed that thing inside Heather. Some threesome.

      The elevator doors opened and Heather stood waiting.

      He gasped an audible inward hissing of air; jolted where he stood, the sight so unexpected—hurtful and yet joyous, aggravating, bewildering, rage inducing...

      In the second the electric tension zipped through him, a hundredfold responses to her visage lashed through him. Snatching her, embracing her, kicking her in the stomach, punching her in the face. Spitting on her, calling her a whore...

      He did nothing. Stood there immobile. Heather’s eyes snapped open seeing him. The sight of her boyfriend as unexpected to her as she was to him. Her lips pursed, she squinted her eyes, tucked her chin down. Her knees dipped, and she almost fell forward. The elevator doors made to close, and he pushed out a forearm to keep them open. He looked at her. The girl he knew so well. Shorts and a fleece zip-up, hair pulled back. She’d showered. Of course she had. She’d been off the river for three days, fucking Kyle all over that king-size bed in the Sudo Motel. Of course the room would have a shower. A hot shower. She got herself all cleaned up. Kyle probably soaped her body all up and down...

      The anger rolled up, somersaulted, faltered, fell flat.

      His jaw trembled, and his eyes filled with tears. Heather’s chin dimpled, a tear fell down her cheek. Slowly her face turned up to meet his again. She hunched her shoulders up, flinching, expecting like she should be struck. He’d never harmed her in her life before this, and he never, ever, ever would.

      When her eyes met his again, she collapsed. Her knees gave way, and she burst into sobs. She fell before him, clutched her face in her hands and bellowed deep woeful sobs in the lobby of their apartment building. He fell on his knees in front of her, took her in his arms, clutched her as tight to his body as he could.
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      The audacity was astounding—at least that’s what a cynical person would think. But he knew Heather for a long time. He wanted her to return. As bold as he’d been in the days without her, telling her to fuck herself to fuck forever, the truth was now that she was in his clutch he would never let her go again. It wasn’t audacity. It took strength for Heather to return to his door. No human being who did what she did could think that it was a good idea to return. The fact that she did showed she still cared. If she didn’t care, she would go home to her mom and dad, text him she would come by sometime when he wasn’t there, pick up her things if he wouldn’t mind arranging them in boxes and bags for her. Not audacity. She still cared.

      He held her in his arms while the elevator ascended to their floor, her heavy travel bag clutched in his grip behind her back. She cried into his chest.

      He had to help her to their apartment, walking her down the hall and holding her hand. She cried so much she couldn’t see. She stumbled the way she did blindfolded in the cook tent, the day he let another man put his penis in her hand.

      Once in the apartment, she collapsed immediately. Fell to her knees on their foyer floor and cried into her hands. He tossed her bag aside, kneeled behind her and held her.

      She sobbed, “How could I do that?”

      He shushed her, soothed her.

      “How could I do that to you, Will?”

      “I know, I know...” He rubbed circles on her back.

      “How could I do that and you don’t hate me?”

      “I hate you,” he said but still soothed her, arms holding her narrow body, his chin in the crook of her neck, smelling her hair.

      “You should hate me, Will,” she spat. “What the fuck is wrong with me?”

      “It’s okay. It’s okay…”

      “It’s not okay,” she cried, her sobs accelerating suddenly, her stomach tightening, lurching forward out of his grip. She fell, put her forehead against the floor then collapsed on her side. He embraced her, spooned behind her and let her cry.

      “I still love you,” he said.

      “That’s impossible,” she whispered.

      “I do,” he said. “I fucking hate you so much, but I’ll never stop loving you...”
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      Heather cried it out while he held her. When she was drained, her body weight leaning heavy against him, he rubbed her back again.

      “You want to lay down?”

      “Yeah,” she said, her voice a sob, thick and sad.

      “Come on,” he said, “come with me,” rising, taking her hands and helping her to stand.

      Down the hall, he guided her, a hand on the small of her back, her staggering drunkenly next to him, breathing through her mouth because her crying had swelled her nostrils. Into the bedroom they went, and he guided her toward their bed. But he’d forgotten that he’d pulled everything she owned out of the drawers and out of the closet, threw them in a spark-joyless heap in the center of their room.

      When Heather saw the pile, she dove toward it, collapsing, sobbing anew. “Oh my God,” she wailed. “Oh my God, you’re kicking me out? Please, baby, please, don’t kick me out,” she babbled, hugged her things against herself. “I’m sorry, Will, I’m sorry, I swear, please, baby, don’t leave me...”

      “I’m not leaving you,” he sighed, rubbed his forehead, still mad, but crushed seeing her so devastated and hurting. They’d been everything to each other for so long.

      “Don’t kick me out, please, okay...?” Her face turned toward him now, her eyes bloodshot, wide and wet, lips thick from crying, her cheeks stained with tears.

      He dropped, cupped two hands around her neck, said, “I’m not, Heather. I was going to...”

      “Baby,” she sighed, “I deserve it...” She gathered some winter sweaters, hugging them over her breasts. “I deserve it. I really do. But I swear to you, I’m so sorry...”

      “It’s okay,” he said, “come on, let’s lay on the bed...”

      “You’re not kicking me out?”

      “No,” he said, holding out a helping hand.

      “You’re not?” she said, worried that he was jesting.

      “Come on, Heather,” he said and wagged his hand.

      “Are you serious?” she blubbered.

      He took her hand and pulled her up to stand, guided her toward the bed.

      And discovered another thing he forgot about.

      Scattered over the unmade sheet-tossed bed where he’d spent most of his time over the last five days was an array of her colorful panties. Hot red, robin’s egg blue, cotton candy pink... Probably five pair that he’d put on and masturbated into. “Shit,” he hissed.

      Heather saw them, dove onto the bed, snatched them to herself like they were twenty-dollar bills blowing around in a breeze. “Oh baby, I’m so sorry...”

      She gathered up her panties, fell onto the bed, rolled to her side and curled into a fetal position with her underwear clutched against her chest.

      He lay next to her, curled up behind her like a spoon. He hooked an arm around her, looking to hug her, but wanting to get the awful evidence out of her grip. He put his hand over top of hers. She had a clutch on the panties.

      “I’m not kicking you out,” he said.

      “You should,” she said, “but please, please, I’ll do anything...”

      “I’m not,” he said, pushing an index finger through her grip, trying to pry her hands off the evidence-crusted panties. She released her grip, and he took some of the panties, pulled them away. Heather tried to pass them to him, but noticed something awry. His heart sank as she opened up a crumpled ball of cotton obviously streaked with a crusty patch of semen. His heart pounded, and shame blossomed red on his cheeks.

      “What’s this?” she asked thickly.

      He was silent for a long moment, mind racing for a suitable answer. He provided: “I missed you...”

      She let one go, took more from him, opened up three of them to see his dried load against the cotton. She began to cry.

      “Sorry,” he said, “I’m so sorry, I just missed you so much, my heart hurt. I’ll buy you new ones...”

      “I’m not crying because of that,” she said and rolled toward him. They were face-to-face, and he rubbed her shoulder, kissed her forehead, ashamed and embarrassed but hopefully forgiven.

      She whispered, “I must’ve hurt you so bad.”

      “You don’t even know.”

      She looked at the balled panty in her hand, and he knew her mind tried to comprehend how he would put on her undergarments and then masturbate into them. He was profoundly embarrassed.

      But Heather showed him no shame. “I’m so sorry I did that to you, Will.”

      He plucked her underwear out of her hand and tossed it away. Reached behind her, flicked them all to the floor. “You have no idea how you hurt me.”

      “I have an idea,” she said softly.

      “No. Maybe you have the tiniest idea, but you can’t know hurt like that.”

      “No, I can’t,” she agreed, looked down between them. He kissed her forehead again, right on her sweet hairline at the small chestnut widow’s peak.

      “I can’t believe I did it,” she said.

      “You want to work it out?”

      “I can’t even hope for that,” she murmured, squirming to be closer to him.

      He slipped an arm underneath her neck, wrapped his arm around her, the other one going to the small of her back pulling her close. “There’s hope,” he said.
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      Together, embraced on the bed, they napped in the afternoon. Heather slept restlessly. He did as well, awake or at least semi-awake more than he was asleep. But the feel of his Heather in his arms had him breathing deep relief. It was unbelievable. The fact that she returned to him was an unbelievable gift.

      Around three, he caressed her hair, asked her if she’d eaten. She shook her head no.

      He left her on the bed, went to the kitchen. When she’d arrived, he’d been on his way out. The first time in days he would go out in public, feeling he had the strength. Now with Heather back, his legs were stronger. But the idea of going out to pick up food frightened him. When he returned with an armload of eats, would he find the apartment empty again? Heather filled with shame, running off to her parents. Heather filled with lust, on the first bus down to Sudo, hoping she could reunite with her big dick lover. Or would he come home and find out he dreamt the whole thing? Heather’s return was just a fantasy, something he conjured in his mind, the apartment was empty, he was alone, and Heather was still getting fucked by Kyle on a distant king-size bed.

      He ordered pizza. It came twenty minutes later. Heather washed her face in the bathroom, brushed her hair. She came out to the kitchen, looking timid, both hands stuffed in the front pockets of her shorts. He pushed out the chair opposite him at the table with his toe. She sat. They ate together. When they were done, and he’d washed the plates in the sink and put away the leftovers, he asked her if she needed anything.

      “You’re so amazing,” she said.

      “I’m just glad you’re home,” he said.

      “Will, why did I do that?”

      “I have no idea. I don’t know how you could do that to me.”

      She looked down at her bare feet. “I wasn’t even myself.”

      “I hope not. I’d hate to think that was the real you.”

      “Can you ever forgive me?” She looked at him with innocent eyes, desperate for forgiveness.

      “I don’t know,” he said, “but I think we can work it out.”

      “Really? Do you really think we can?”

      “I love you, you know.”

      “Will,” she said, “do you know how much I love you?” Her features tightened as tears threatened to burst.

      “No,” he said coldly.

      She was offended but understood his answer. She darted from the kitchen chair to where he stood at the sink, embraced him, fell against him, her clinging weight bringing both of them down to the kitchen floor where they sat and hugged. “Will, I won’t beg for your forgiveness because I don’t even deserve it, but I want you to know that I do love you.”

      He chewed on his lip, gripped her by the hair, pulled her face back so he could look in her eyes.

      “I’m so sorry,” she said.

      He still chewed his lip.

      She said, “What are you thinking? Tell me, please...”

      “I’m not gay, you understand?”

      She frowned. “What we did?”

      “I don’t like guys.”

      She said, “I know…”

      “Those things I did, I did them for you.”

      “I know that, Will,” she said. “I never thought anything else.”

      “You sure?”

      “Will, I’ve known you forever.”

      “I’ve known you forever too, but you sure surprised me.”

      That wounded her. She crumpled, couldn’t even form a defense. He stroked her neck, rubbed his thumb on her jawline. He said, “I worried that that was why you left me.”

      She started to cry again.

      “I worried that I’d lost your respect. I worried that when I did those things with Kyle, you didn’t know why I did them. Maybe you thought I failed you in bed, failed you because all this time I was gay and it just took a night with... him... to find myself.”

      “You thought that? You thought that’s why I left? No way, baby, oh no. I lost your respect, I’m the bad one. It’s all me, all me, none of this is on you. I don’t know what happened to me. I wasn’t even myself...”

      “I thought a million awful things when you were gone. I worried so much... I thought it was me...”

      “It’s not you.”

      “I thought it was those things I did with Kyle, I thought it might be... might be the size of my penis...”

      “It’s not,” she said, but her words were constricted. Doubt worked at him. It was the first time since her return he thought she might be lying or at least concealing a fuller truth.

      “Am I enough for you?”

      “You’re everything,” she said earnestly, “you really are. If you only knew how much my heart is breaking for what I did...”

      “If you only knew how much you broke my heart.”

      She looked up at him again, caressed his cheek. “I’m lowlife nothing trash for what I did, I can’t even imagine what it was like you here alone in this apartment, and you were thinking it was your fault...”

      “I did,” he said, holding her wrist.

      “Sorry, Will, I don’t know what happened, I don’t know how I’m even here in this apartment with you now and that you can even stand to put your arms around me I’m such dirt...”

      “You’re not dirt. I’ve got you, I love you...”

      She hid her face in his shoulder. “And I did it in front of all our friends...”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      “What must they think of me?”

      “They’re not big fans.”

      “You talked to them?” Her head fell forward, her hot cheek against his neck. She cried into his shoulder.

      He rubbed her back, said, “Yeah, they’re not too happy...”

      “I embarrassed you so bad,” she sobbed.

      “I know,” he said. Her hot breath against his skin and the reliving of that humiliation had his heart beating fast and strong in his chest. His cock had grown hard now, and he couldn’t believe it. But it came with a weird happiness. With Heather in his arms, the two of them sitting on the kitchen floor, they were complete again. The idea of her with Kyle was awful, but it came with odd stimulation. The humiliation brought by their friends’ knowledge of Heather’s transgression did the craziest things to him. For the first time in five days since she’d been gone, he felt an exciting electric spark inside him.

      He whispered, “You want to go to the bedroom?”
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      Back in the bedroom, he sat Heather down at the foot of the bed and kneeled between her open legs. She smiled softly at him, warmly. She pulled up her shirt and tossed it aside. Sat there in just a bra and her shorts. He caressed her knees, undid the first two buttons of his shirt and stopped.

      She frowned, asked him, “Are you okay to do this?”

      “Tell me what happened,” he said.

      “I don’t even know...”

      “No, I mean literally what happened. When did you come to your senses?”

      “Oh,” she said, looking away and down.

      “Heather, I was in our bank account. I saw our card. I know you rented a room...”

      Her face crumpled again, sadness returning. “I’m so bad,” she whimpered.

      “You are,” he said. “Tell me about it...”

      She sighed, chewed her plump wet lower lip. “We got off the river,” she said and looked up. Her shoulders slumped. “I can’t tell you this, Will.”

      “You have to.”

      Eyebrows pinched, she exhaled, knowing he was right. “I just wanted more.”

      “You didn’t get enough on the river?”

      She sniffled, sobbed once. “Sorry...”

      “Tell me,” he said.

      “We got off the river, we were in Sudo, everybody was gone and I didn’t even care. The cars weren’t there. Mickey, Emma, Rachel, Matt, Sully, Megan... all gone. It was just me and Kyle and I didn’t even care,” she said and punched her legs with both fists.

      “And so you got a room with him?”

      “Yeah,” she said, “I had to figure out how I was going to get home. I needed to rest, to think...”

      “Kyle went with you?”

      She nodded.

      “You guys were in that hotel room for a couple days?”

      “Yeah,” she said, her face scrunching closed, clasping her hands at her crotch and leaning forward. A tear fell from her eye and landed on his wrist.

      He stroked her waist, said, “Keep going, Heather.”

      “We stayed in the room...”

      “And you fucked him?”

      She nodded, squeezed out another tear.

      His stomach squeezed. “When did you decide to come home?”

      “Yesterday,” she said, her voice garbled with the tears of sadness in her throat.

      “What happened?”

      “I woke up, and it was gone. The feelings... Whatever I thought was there was gone.”

      “Between you and Kyle?”

      She nodded. “I missed you so bad. Missed you so, so bad...”

      He rose up on his knees, hugged her. His erection pressed the edge of the mattress. His heart bloomed in his chest. “Tell me…”

      “I was empty. So empty without you. I looked at Kyle laying in bed and I didn’t even know who he was. I don’t even know him at all. All those days together and he was a stranger to me. I got scared, like, scared at what I’d done. I just went to the bathroom and started hitting myself, saying What are you doing, what are you doing? Hitting myself, and hitting,” she said, thumping him on the back now to imitate what she’d done. He shushed her, smoothed hands on her back.

      “It all came crashing down, Will. Everything we did, it wasn’t the same...”

      “You and me?”

      “No,” she said, “me and Kyle.”

      “It wasn’t the same as what?”

      “It wasn’t the same without you.”

      “Then why did you leave me?”

      “I have no idea what I’m doing, Will, I told you that—I don’t even know what happened. Who am I?”

      “You’re still my Heather,” he said, hugged her tighter.

      “My God, baby,” she said and hugged him. She kissed his neck and his heart swelled too big for his rib cage. She said, “God, Will, you’re so strong I can’t believe it. You’re so incredibly strong. How could I ever leave you?”

      He rose higher on his knees, got over top of her on the bed, kissed her mouth. This mouth that had been kissed by Kyle for five days. He knew she’d sucked his cock too. That big cock had been in this mouth that he tongued right now. The guy had definitely come in Heather’s mouth. There was no doubt about it. He didn’t even need to ask.

      He pushed his erection between Heather’s legs, ground his cotton bulge against her cotton crotch. She felt him, ran her hands over his back and kissed him in return. She unbuttoned his shirt, and he slipped a hand behind her, unsnapped her bra. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she gasped.

      “I need you so bad, Heather.”

      “I need you too, Will.”

      They undid their pants, wild eyes staring at each other; he got off the bed, dropped his trousers.

      Then it was the two of their naked bodies pressed together, awkwardly shimmying up the bed till their heads were on the pillows. He held her against him, kissed her forever.

      It was Heather who wanted him first. She opened her legs, her hand coming between them, finding his dick—his smaller dick—and guiding it to her opening. He pushed himself inside her, completely on top of her, and Heather embraced his neck and hooked her ankles behind his thighs.

      Just like she’d done with Kyle. Big dick Kyle.

      His Heather was changed. Could she even feel him?

      How many times had she fucked Kyle in that hotel room? How many times had she fucked him on the river? They’d drifted right past the special spot—Heather and Kyle in a canoe slipping below the crag where he’d intended to get down on one knee…

      “Fuck,” he grunted and withdrew from her.

      “Baby, come on,” she said, “please... Don’t stop, please don’t stop...”

      “I just can’t, Heather...”

      “Baby, please,” she said, her eyes pleading with him. “Please make love to me...”

      “You’ve been with Kyle.”

      “Don’t talk about him,” she said. “Don’t even think about him.”

      He folded his hands in his lap, his smaller penis beginning to lose its hardness; he looked down.

      The truth was he couldn’t not talk about Kyle. It was all he wanted to talk about. It was all he could think about.

      Heather scrambled to sit, getting cross-legged across from him; she leaned, kissed his neck, kissed his chest. And then her mouth was on his cock, slipping up and down, wanting him hard again.

      He looked down at her familiar hair swaying in his lap as her head worked up and down. Sucking on his small cock.

      He pulled her up to sit, looked in her eyes but couldn’t say what he wanted. She knew there was trouble, and she touched his face. “Tell me what you want,” she whispered.

      He got over her again; she lay back, eager to accept him. He slipped inside her, told her what he wanted.
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      “You want that?”

      He said, “Please, Heather…”

      She looked in his eyes, caressed his face and his neck. She said, “Fuck me with your little dick.”

      His heart riled. Blood surged through him. She could feel it. Her eyes widened.

      “Fuck me with your tiny little dick,” she said more firmly, eyes studying his. He thrusted into her; she gasped. “I can hardly feel it now,” she said, watching, biting her lip, hooking arms around him.

      “That’s it, baby,” he told her.

      She asked him: “Are you all the way in, baby?”

      He bit her neck, she scratched his back. He fucked her good. She said dirty things in his ear. He encouraged her for more.

      “You can’t fuck me like Kyle did...”

      He groaned. She sought his eyes. Their gaze met. She looked for approval “Okay?”

      “Yes,” he hissed, pumping into her.

      “Fuck me with your little pencil dick, Will, get off inside me...”

      “God, oh God,” he panted, pulse racing, pleasure swirling. “Are you thinking of him?”

      Her head went back into the pillow and she closed her eyes. “Dreaming of his big man cock, Will, wishing it was fucking me now instead of your thumb dick...”

      “Fuck, Heather, oh fuck...”

      “You sure?” her eyes were on his, pleading, wanting to please him, wet and shiny, but a measure of bliss on her features. She clutched his hair at the back of his head, caressed him.

      “So sure, Heather, God, tell me...”

      She grew bolder. “You going to put your little load in me?”

      “Yeah...”

      “Squirt those teeny grapes inside me?”

      He nodded, cried in lusty pain. The bed squeaked and rocked; Heather’s breasts rolled in perfect circles on her chest in rhythm to his thrusting.

      Pressure built up inside him to insane levels. Her arms went around him lovingly, and he kissed her neck and her chest as he pushed in and out of her. “Tell me more...”

      She whispered near his ear, “Did you have the smallest dick out of all the guys?”

      “Yeah...”

      She stroked fingers through his hair. “Who had the biggest?”

      “Ah, it was—”

      “Let me guess, baby...”

      “Who?”

      She gasped, “Mickey?”

      “Yeah. Mmm, oh God. How’d you know?”

      “His bulge.”

      “You look?”

      “Uh-huh, fuck me faster, baby...”

      “I’m gonna come, Heather, oh fuck, it’s huge, Heather, oh wow, oh...”

      She hugged his head. “Kyle fucked me so good, Will, good and so deep, baby...”

      He gritted his teeth, snorted, raised up, stared into her eyes.

      She showed him woe and a desire to please him. “Fucked me with that big horse cock...”

      “That’s it...”

      Squeak, squeak, squeak...

      “I’ve never been fucked like that, Will...”

      “Never?”

      “I took every inch he had...”

      “You’re so bad...”

      “You’ve got half the dick he had...”

      “Oh fuck, Heather...”

      “You should have seen his cock on top of your little penis...”

      “It was so big,” he grunted.

      “It felt so good inside me...”

      He grunted, incredible pleasure seizing him.

      She said, “Did you suck that big cock, get him wet for me?”

      “Ah, fuck...”

      “That was so hot, baby—did you suck his big balls?…”

      “I did...”

      “So heavy, so full of come...”

      “Mm, ah... He came inside you...”

      “He came inside me a dozen times, Will, he filled me up with his sperm...”

      And with that, she tucked two fingers into her soft mouth, sucked them, withdrew them, glistening with her spit. With both hands, she clutched his ass cheeks while he fucked her hard enough to get the headboard knocking. Those two wet fingers slithered between his cheeks, the middle finger prodding to find his anus, inserting, sliding into him. At that moment, the bewildering proof his Heather had been transformed overtook him. Kyle had taught her that. Fucking her with his big dick, he’d told this other guy’s girlfriend to stick a finger in his ass...

      Will bellowed, snorted like a bull as he came inside her.

      Heather sighed, her face relaxing with calmness and happiness, feeling him go off inside her. And it was like a circuit closed. They had reunited. His shame was open, she accepted him. And what she’d done was now forgiven.

      He fell on top of her, she hugged him. He fell asleep still inside her.
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      Much needed sleep enveloped him for a few hours. Heather stroking his hair woke him. She was looking in his eyes; she kissed his forehead. He groaned, shifted. While he’d slept, Heather had pulled up the sheets to cover them. He got the impression she’d never left the bed.

      First thing she said: “I can do that for you.”

      He groaned, “Do what?”

      “I can say dirty things.”

      He hid his face, embarrassed again at the things that turned him on. “Okay,” he said into the pillow.

      “No, really, Will, I’ll do anything for you.”

      He turned to regard her. “You’d do anything?”

      “I’ll never stop saying I’m sorry. You don’t have to forgive me, but I swear to you I’m not going to stop loving you.”

      “Would you do anything?”

      “Anything,” she said. Their eyes connected. And somehow there was truth there, passing between them like invisible waves, like radiation. The way she said it he somehow understood that she got it. He hadn’t said a word, but somehow she knew what he wanted. If he asked her to, they would do it again. Maybe even with Kyle. As long as she stayed with him. What transpired was terrible. A learning lesson for both of them. And he felt like Heather learned her lesson. She wouldn’t do that to him again.

      He smiled.

      “What?”

      “Can you grab my phone?”

      She frowned.

      “I thought you’d do anything.”

      She chuckled and having him joke with her got her eyes rimmed with happy tears. “Where is it?”

      “My shorts pocket. Floor, bottom of the bed.”

      “Yeah,” she said, “sure,” wiping an errant tear away and crawling down to the foot of the bed. He watched her thin and perfect body on their bed, totally naked. She’d been naked with another man just yesterday morning. Climbing around on a king-size bed with another man. He picked up her foot and played with it while she leaned off the bed and brought up his shorts. He tickled her foot and got her jumping, yelling, and laughing.

      “Come up here,” he said.

      She smiled, slithered her way to join him, his phone in her hand.

      He opened the screen, swiped the camera, held it above him and her for a picture.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Selfie. Put your face next to mine.”

      “What? Will, we have sex face. Your cheeks are still all red.”

      “That’s why I want to take the picture. Cheek against mine, please...”

      She complied; his screen loomed with their two faces squashed together. They both indeed had sex faces. Hair tangled and clinging, cheeks still bright with blush even hours later. Heather smiled happily. He took the picture, brought the phone down and thumbed through apps.

      “What are you doing now?” She curled next to him, watching his phone.

      “Posting it.”

      “Posting it? Will, it looks like we’re in bed fucking. You can tell we’re naked.”

      “I want all our friends to know you’re home where you’re supposed to be...”

      “Oh my God,” she moaned, thumped her forehead against his shoulder. “I’m never going to live this down.”

      “...And I reclaimed you. I need everyone to know that.”

      She kissed his shoulder, rested her chin on it, both of them staring at the screen held up in his hand, looking at their posted photo. He’d captioned it: Heather’s home.

      They waited and nothing happened. She sighed; a heaviness fell on her. Photos of them together usually prompted a half dozen likes in the first few minutes. Word of Heather’s astounding betrayal and humiliation of Will had spread.

      He rolled to his side, looked in her eyes. They stared at each other a long time saying nothing; the sun shifted on the wall, getting ready to descend for the evening.

      “I guess everyone’s going to talk,” she said, and he could see the tears wanting to return.

      “My love is all that matters.”

      She said, “I don’t deserve you.”

      “Want me to cheer you up?”

      “Yeah.” She huffed, chin dimpled, brow sad and heavy.

      He rose from the bed and crossed the room, opened the top drawer of his dresser. When he turned, he said, “Can you sit at the edge of the bed?”

      She nodded, got up, gathered sheets to cover her nakedness, inched to sit at the foot of the bed, her toes touching the floor.

      “First time I saw you, Heather, I knew I was in trouble. Eleven years later and I can’t imagine a minute without you in my life and in my heart. The last five days prove that. No matter what. No matter what, Heather…”

      “Will, you’re too good for me...”

      He got between her legs, down on one knee. A velvet box was presented to her. Her eyes lowered; he flipped the clamshell lid. Her face lit with the sparkles reflected off one-point-two carats in a Princess cut.

      “Heather, baby, I need to know. Will you please marry me?...”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Afterword

        

      

    

    
      Visit my website to get the latest info, sneak peeks at upcoming stories, and even a free story or two down the road!

      

      
        
        licoricebooks.com

      

      

    

  

cover.jpeg
Will's
girlfriend
Heather can’t

keep her hands
off their River
Guide...

)







