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      iPad open on the dining room table, Grace sat on a creaky chair, one foot up on the seat, hugging her knee and playing with her toes. There was a glass of wine placed next to the iPad, her second Merlot of the evening; on the iPad’s screen, Reggie talked to her from 10,000 miles away saying, “Michael got off okay?”

      “He did,” Grace said, talking about their eleven-year-old son who’d departed earlier in the evening on a week-long ski-and-history field trip in Québec City. Michael’d been a little scared, leaving home and Mommy for the first time, but he’d hidden it.

      Reggie said, “That’s my boy.”

      Reggie’s face was practically illegible, and it had nothing to do with cameras or pixels or transnational communications. Her husband had grown a thick stubbly beard, and his neck had been blackened by soot. There were bags under his eyes, and they were watery, half-lidded. He’d just come off a twelve-hour shift, fighting bushfires in Australia. When the offer to travel’d come to him—a regional firefighter who also worked for a private airfield here in their rural town—Reggie’d jumped at it. Two months work, almost $30,000, airfare, accommodations, all covered. Not that it was a vacation anyway despite being in sunny Australia. It was all work.

      Reggie was rubbing his face again saying, “Sorry I’m not more lively.”

      “Twelve-hour shift,” she said, rubbing at her toes again.

      She hadn’t talked to Reggie in three days, but there wasn’t much ground to cover—not much had changed in that time. He’d been fighting fires, she’d been doing the same-old same-old. But now Reggie asked, “How’s my brother?”

      “He’s fine,” she sighed.

      “Mostly keeping to his room?”

      “He is.”

      “Maybe he’ll come around,” Reggie said, looking off to the side again and scratching his coarse stubble, the microphone picking up the harsh whisking sound.

      She said, “I don’t think he’s feeling well.”

      “What makes you think that?”

      “He told me.”

      Reggie chuckled at his wife’s perplexing understatement.

      “I mean, he won’t tell me what’s wrong,” she said, “he’s not feeling well. He didn’t go to school today or yesterday.”

      “What’s going on with him?”

      “I don’t know,” she said shrugging. “He was fine, at least I thought so . . . Came with me and Michael to drop Michael off at the bus.”

      “They still getting along?”

      “Like peas in a pod.”

      Reggie said, “Maybe he misses Michael.”

      “No, that’s not it—he missed the two days of school already.”

      “Oh yeah, right,” Reggie said, forcing his eyebrows to raise. His eyes had got sleepy again

      “I think it’s a stomach thing. He’s hardly eating.”

      “Do you think he should go see the doctor?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Does he have a fever?”

      What—like me take his temperature? I’m not his mother . . .”

      “He’s my little brother, Gracie, he’s never been away from home before . . .”

      Reggie’s brother, Adam, was half Reggie’s age. Reggie at thirty-six now, Adam at eighteen and in his first year of college. The town where they lived was small, not even 10,000 population, rural, but had a pretty good private college. It was where Adam wanted to go, and Adam and Reggie’s mom agreed to give them $400 a month, room and board, for Adam to stay with his brother. It was cheaper than going to the dorms, and since Adam was the shy sensitive type, it shielded him from the complexities of jumping out of his house and into the mayhem of a first year dorm. While Adam was eighteen, he wasn’t your normal gregarious and outgoing young man. Which was weird, because he was a tall good-looking boy. Very clean-cut and well mannered, smart too. But he’d been sheltered. Reggie’s own dad died when Reggie was ten, and Reggie’s mom remarried. The man she married she met at church, a church which she joined to help overcome the grief of losing her first husband. She hadn’t been religious to begin with, but only went there to seek solace. The man she met there was devout. And it meant that Adam’s much younger half-brother Adam was also devout. And while he was shy, he was still a young man, and she had the distinct notion since moving here Adam had developed a crush on her even though she was also almost twice his age at thirty-five.

      She asked Reggie: “How much time you have off?”

      Reggie said, “Eight hours, then I got to do twelve on again.”

      “You should sleep.”

      “Soon as I hang up, it’s lights out.”

      “Still going okay there, babe?”

      “Right as rain, Gracie.”

      “I love you,” she said.

      His lashes fluttered, and he forced his eyes open again. “I love you too, Grace.”

      “You go to sleep, I don’t want you tired when you’re out there in the bush.”

      “Yeah,” he said, sitting upright, rubbing his face again.

      “Get some sleep, baby.”

      “I’ll talk to you in a couple days,” he said.

      She blew him a kiss, then he gave her a lackluster one in return. They laughed at his own inability to do the simple task of forming his lips in a kissing shape. “Love you,” he said again chuckling, then closing off the call.

      She downed the remainder of her wine glass, figured she better go check on Adam.

      

      Adam was in his bedroom laying on his side with his back to the door. It’d been left ajar, just an inch gap, and she pushed it open with her first two knuckles, peering into the room now. “Hey, Adam, how are you feeling?”

      “I’m fine,” he said without turning around.

      “Your stomach cramps go away?”

      “Not really,” he mumbled.

      She slipped into his bedroom—what used to be their guest bedroom—a plainly decorated space now spotted with their young houseguest’s things. He was neat and tidy, all the clothing he packed hanging in rows in the closet, other items folded and put in the dresser drawers. There was a small table that Adam used as a desk, and on it he’d stacked his textbooks, his laptop left open but the screen blank. His book bag was placed at the table’s leg, his light jacket hanging over the back of a chair.

      She approached the bed, rubbing her arm as she got closer, now feeling a little worried for him. If there was something wrong, they only had the regional rural hospital. It was fine unless you had a real emergency. Then they would have to fly you out on a helicopter to one of the major cities. So if his stomach cramps were something like appendicitis, it could become a dangerous ordeal. She said, “Can you tell me how bad your stomach’s hurting?”

      “I’m fine,” he said.

      “Serious, Adam, you’ve got to tell me the truth.”

      “My stomach aches,” he said quietly.

      She sat down now on his bed and he still didn’t turn to face her. “Can you tell me where?”

      “Just my stomach,” he said.

      “Is it more on your right side, more on your left side?”

      “Just all over. Don’t worry, I’m fine . . .”

      “I don’t know, Adam,” she said, “you’ve had the stomachache for two days now. I think we should go see the doctor.”

      “I don’t want to see a doctor.”

      They may only be half brothers, but it seemed Adam felt the same way Reggie did about healthcare.

      “I think we should go, Adam. I can drive you there, I’ll even go in with you . . .”

      “I don’t want that.”

      “Adam,” she said, “your mom would kill me if you have appendicitis and I let you lay in bed.”

      “It’s not appendicitis.”

      “How do you know?”

      “It’s just not.”

      “Would you do it for me then? I don’t want your mom to get mad at me. You like me, right?”

      “Yeah.”

      “So don’t get me in trouble. Come on, we’ll go out. Walking around might help you, you’ve been moping around the house for two days.”

      “Can I just stay here?”

      “The doctors don’t make house calls, sweetheart.”

      “I don’t want to go out.”

      “Would you roll over and look at me, please?”

      He sighed heavily, dramatically, and rolled over—not facing her but looking straight up at the ceiling. He kept his knees pointed away from her, his hips facing the window. He really was a good-looking young man, with thick chestnut hair brushed back from his face, a square but delicate jaw that was cleanly shaved (which you just never saw anymore), and pouting lips. If he weren’t so shy, he’d have the girls at the college falling over themselves.

      She said, “If I feel your stomach will you tell me where it hurts?”

      Adam put his hands over his stomach. He lay there on the bed that he’d made up after sleeping this morning, in his button-up shirt tucked into khaki pants. “It’s not my stomach.”

      “But it’s in your stomach area?”

      He rolled his eyes and tried to look away; she reached over and touched his neck and it made him jump. “Face me,” she said.

      He turned his face toward hers but wouldn’t meet her eyes. He said, “It’s not my stomach, okay?”

      “Is it down in your hips? Is it more toward your chest?”

      “It’s under my stomach.”

      “I don’t know what that is. Maybe your bladder? Have you been going to the bathroom okay?”

      “Yes,” he said, irritated.

      “Well, sorry—if you don’t want to go to the doctor you have to answer some questions for me.”

      “I’m going to the bathroom fine.”

      “So is it sharp, the pain? Or more dull?”

      “I told you it just aches.”

      “Does it ache when you move, or is it just always aching?”

      “Always aching. Real bad.”

      “And it’s under your stomach?”

      Adam’s face looked sad now, and he practically pleaded: “Can we just . . . Can we just . . . It’s personal . . .”

      “Personal?” And then it occurred to her. “Oh, okay. Well maybe we should go to the doctor then”

      “I don’t want to go.”

      “Can you be more specific? About the pain . . .”

      “No . . .”

      She cursed his closed-off mentality. Michael at eleven was far more forthcoming, even if the problem was, as Adam described, personal. She waited a beat, looking up at the ceiling, then said, “Is it your genitals?”

      Adam winced, turned his face away.

      “Sorry, but tell me . . . Is it your balls?”

      He didn’t answer, face turned away and staring out the window, but as she watched impatiently waiting for an answer, at last he nodded.

      “It is? It’s your . . . Sorry, your testicles?”

      He said, “Yeah . . .”
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      At least she knew why Adam was so secretive now. She said, “That’s okay, Adam. You don’t have to be embarrassed. It’s not your fault or anything.”

      “I know,” he said

      “Do you know why they hurt?” She waited, then he shook his head no again. “Did anybody . . . did anybody hurt you there? Were you playing sports or something, did somebody kick you?”

      “No.”

      “Okay, all right. Well . . . don’t worry about it.” But now she was beginning to worry. There were plenty of reasons a guy’s testicles could hurt, and a couple of them were worthy of an emergency room visit. Testicular torsion—something she read about since she needed to be prepared raising a young boy whose father was often away fighting fires in remote locations, often months long at a time, holidays even, leaving her alone at Christmas. But a guy Adam’s age could also have a tumor. That could make an ache. So those two things could be quite the emergency. Quick action might be needed. The torsion could end up strangling one of his testicles, and he could lose it . . .

      So she tested a less scary route: “You keep yourself really clean there?”

      “Grace,” Adam said, indignant, still not looking at her.

      “No, I know. Just asking. If you get bacteria, you know, in the hole, you can get prostatitis. Your brother had it once—don’t tell him I told you—wearing the same gear for days on end out in the bush, and it made him ache too.”

      “Really?”

      “Yeah, it was a long time ago. Gosh, yeah, he would’ve been twenty-five. We were only married a couple years.”

      “Maybe it’s that,” he said.

      She said, “But then we need to go to the doctor, Adam. You should get antibiotics, okay?” Now she patted his arm. “It’s an infection.”

      He looked at her hand where it touched him just above his elbow, and then bit his lower lip. He said, “I don’t have to go to the doctor.”

      “You should though . . .”

      “It’s not those . . . it’s not what you’re saying . . .”

      She studied Adam’s profile, him looking away from her, out the window, seeing the anxiousness in him. It occurred to her all of a sudden. Of course. This all began because he was away from home, was in his first year of school, there were all these young freshman girls all over the place, a good handful of them pretty horned up probably if she remembered college right, then the guy comes home to see his sister-in-law around the house, a woman but also not that old, and not unattractive, she’d been told. Adam needed to get laid.

      “Okay,” she said, “I think I get it.”

      “No, you don’t,” he said.

      “Would you believe if I said I think I do get it?”

      “No.”

      “It’s okay, you can talk to me about this kind of stuff.”

      “I don’t want to.”

      “Has it happened before, the ache?”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      “And you can make it go away?”

      “It goes away,” he said.

      Now it occurred to her, maybe Adam had never been laid. It was outrageous, because he was a good-looking kid, and tall. Sure he was shy, but he was sweet—wasn’t there a bold enough girl out there at this college looking to take advantage of him? The kid was fresh meat.

      She said, “You talking to girls at school?”

      He didn’t like the question, huddled up tighter on the bed.

      “You don’t?”

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

      She looked around a bit, looked back at him, agitated, frustrated, curled on her guest room bed. “And this goes away on its own?”

      He nodded his head. It wasn’t confirming her suspicion, and she was still in the mood to take him to the doctor, but if she could get the low down here, she would leave him alone. She said, “Can I ask you a question?”

      “What?”

      “Now, it’s no big deal, it might sound like a big deal but it’s not . . . Actually, I’ll tell you something first. When I went to college, I’d never had sex before. I was a virgin.”

      He didn’t recoil from her statement. And though he still wouldn’t face her, it looked like he was considering her words.

      “So it’s okay if you’re a virgin. If you are . . .”

      He moved his mouth around, and she could see his demeanor change. Like he wanted to open up to her. Now she felt safe that he wasn’t in need of a doctor. Her husband’s brother had a monumental case of blue balls.

      Adam faced her, looking up into her eyes. “You were a virgin?”

      “I was. And you know I didn’t end up losing my virginity until, gosh, the end of first year.”

      Adam said, “With Reggie?”

      Her wistful expression faded, now she gave him a look of guilt. Well, she’d opened herself up to that one. “We can both have our secrets.”

      Adam considered what that meant and knowing he was religious she felt a little shameful. Not about the act of premarital sex, but just being judged by this kid that she thought was otherwise sweet. He probably thought less of her now. And that was probably the source of Adam’s problem—he probably had a restrictive view of sex. At family functions, Reggie’s stepfather, Adam’s biological father, was proudly devout. Abstinence was something he talked about somewhere along the way. It was weird, because Reggie’s stepfather was the only father she knew for her husband. The guy hadn’t been around to raise Reggie, though, and she thought now how it did sometimes feel strange that her husband’s parents were so religious but Reggie wasn’t. Of course, he was grown up and out of the house by the time he was eighteen. She said to Adam, “You said that it usually goes away on its own?”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      Which she thought was weird. “Does it go on for days?”

      He shook his head no. “Half a day. Sometimes a day.”

      “Does it . . . happen in your sleep?”

      Adam’s eyes widened, and she realized she’d embarrassed him. She’d just insinuated that he had wet dreams. But she had a point she was getting to, something that she feared might be true . . . 

      While Adam was surprised by her statement, he wasn’t frightened away. He bit his lip still, then nodded.

      “But you do know you can make it go away without waiting to sleep on it?”

      Adam shook his head no.

      “No, you don’t know that?”

      “I don’t do that,” he said.

      “You’ve missed two days of school, you’re miserable . . .”

      “I don’t do that.”

      “That’s fine, Adam, I’m not going to tell you what to do. But I want you to know, there’s nothing wrong with doing it. In fact, sometimes it’s a necessity. If you don’t get relief in your sleep, this could go on for a long time. You’re older now, you’re a man. Men don’t usually find that relief while they’re sleeping, if you know what I mean . . .”

      “They don’t?” He turned his face up to hers, features pinched with worry.

      “No,” she said, “that stops after a while.”

      “Oh,” he said, looking forlorn.

      “So you’ve never done anything to yourself?”

      “No way,” he said, “I could never do that . . .”

      

      Now they were in a dilemma. As his sister-in-law this was a weird place to be. And given the fact she was technically his nanny now, and he was so (for lack of a better word) immature, there was a maternal sort of link between them. And she didn’t want that. She said, “I think you should probably learn how to do it.”

      “I don’t want to do that,” he said.

      It was a sin, she figured he thought. But she wouldn’t chase him down on that. She said, “Do you want to lie around this room with a stomachache? So many things you could do this weekend. And what about school on Monday?”

      “I’m keeping up on my homework.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with doing it, Adam. Every guy I know does it. Your brother does it . . .”

      “Does he?”

      “I wish he was here,” she said.

      “Does he do it?”

      “Sure he does. I know he does.”

      “Does he tell you?”

      “I’ve seen him do it.”

      Adam looked like she slapped him in the face. Mouth hanging open, eyes wide. “You’ve seen him?”

      “You’re in college now, Adam. You’re going to find out that a lot of things you didn’t think were okay aren’t too bad at all.”

      “I don’t know,” he said.

      “Your brother is away from me for months at a time, out fighting bush fires who knows where. What do you think he does when he’s away from me?”

      “He doesn’t abstain?”

      She cackled. “Reggie?” She laughed again, then covered her mouth, Adam not thinking it was as funny as she did.

      She said, “Hey, look, when you wake up in the mornings after . . . you know, it happens while you’re sleeping . . . Don’t you feel better?”

      “I feel ashamed.”

      “But your stomachache is gone?”

      Reluctant: “Uh-huh.”

      She said, “And do you know how to do it?”

      “Do what?”

      “Make it happen.”

      He shook his head no.

      “Have you ever seen videos online?”

      “Gross, no,” he said, disgusted.

      So showing him porn seemed out of the question. “You want me to tell you how?”

      He shook his head no.

      “You can look it up.”

      “No,” he said.

      “Adam, you’re exasperating,” she laughed, ran hair back from her face. She was smiling when she looked down at him again, caught him ogling her. She smiled softly, tenderly, cocking her head and giving him a bashful sort of expression. It was encouragement, her feminine wiles utilized to make him do the things she wanted him to do so she could stop worrying about it.

      “Just do it,” she said.

      “I can’t,” he said, and he eased himself to sit upright with his back to her, putting his feet on the floor.

      “You want me to go? I can leave you to it.”

      “No, Grace,” he said, “I don’t want to do that.”

      “Adam,” she said exasperated, looking up at the ceiling.

      He looked over his shoulder at her said, “Would you stay a little while with me? Talk to me . . .”

      “Sure,” she said, kind of touched.

      He waited a moment, then said, “Can you look away for a second?”

      “Yeah,” she said, then turned her head away to look down the foot of the bed toward his desk and at his blank laptop. Adam got up in her periphery, turned around, and she could tell he was hunched over. This whole time sitting here with her he’d had an erection, and it made her have to stifle a giggle. He lifted up the top cover of his bedding and then got underneath it. He lay on his back, but kept his knees up to hide his bulge, she figured. He said, “There are so many girls at school . . .”

      “And you don’t talk to them?”

      “I don’t know. I’m shy . . .”

      “That’s okay. You’ll find the right one. You might find some wrong ones too, and that’s okay as well.”

      “Oh wow,” Adam said and made a funny face.

      She said, “You should have fun at college, Adam. Make friends, some of them could even be girls . . .”

      Adam said, “They hardly wear anything.”

      “The girls at school?”

      “Short skirts, Grace, and like high shirts that show off their stomach . . .”

      “And your high school had a dress code.”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      “You’ve never gone on a date?”

      He shook his head.

      “And never kissed a girl, I guess.”

      “Is that bad?”

      “No. That’s good.”

      “Is it?”

      She shrugged. “If it’s what you want.”

      Adam frowned, his face in fierce study. He said, “I want to.”

      “Kiss girls?”

      He nodded. “Really, really bad sometimes.”

      No wonder the guys balls hurt so much . . .
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      There was still a little humor nibbling at her, a dark part of herself seeing the twisted yet amusing side of this. This young man with so much burden on his shoulders, so much relief just a moment away—if he could abandon all these parameters he’d set for himself, he’d be relieved. She was sure Adam believed the barriers were to make his life better, but she saw it the other way, making his life miserable. She said, “Would you do me a favor?”

      “What is it?”

      “Are you going to stay relaxed?”

      “Stay relaxed?” He said, “I’m not relaxed at all.”

      “There’s nothing for you to be uptight about.”

      “What was the favor?”

      She prepared herself to make the odd request: “Would you open your pants up? . . . But stay under the sheets.”

      He looked up at her again, showing her that shocked face. Fuck, and he was such a good-looking guy too, like he could play a really cute young Spider-Man—if Spider-Man was over six feet tall. Boyish, perfect skin, plump raspberry lips, big chestnut-gold eyes. She said, “Trust me.”

      “I don’t know,” he said, but she could see his hands were already moving under the bedcover. This was good, but she couldn’t stay here long. The only thing that was allowing Adam’s hands to move right now was his male brain obeying her feminine voice. Adam had a crush on her; he’d do anything she said.

      His hands fumbled around, eyes blazing on her still, the clinking of his belt buckle now and the drawing down of his zipper under the bed cover.

      “Push your pants down,” she commanded.

      He complied, and she liked it. Now he lay there with his pants pushed down, but his knees still up. She could hear change clinking in his pockets. She said, “Put your hand on it.”

      “But . . . I don’t want to do that.”

      “I told you to put your hand on it.”

      Again, he obeyed her. His elbow poked out at the bedding as he reached between his legs.

      “Are you holding it?”

      He nodded his chin almost imperceptibly.

      “And you know what to do?”

      He shook his head no.

      “You just move your hand up and down. Okay? Can I leave you to it?”

      “No,” he said, “don’t go.”

      “I’m not going to stay here,” she said, “not while you do that . . .”

      “I’m not doing that,” he said, brought both his hands out so they lay on top of the cover.

      “You have to,” she said, reaching down and taking his wrist. She guided his hand underneath the bed cover and he let her, his eyes watching her face the whole time. She fed his arm under the bedding, between his legs, pushing at his wrist then his forearm then his elbow. She said, “Do you know how to move your hand on it?”

      He shook his head no again, eyes still quivering on her face.

      “You don’t know how to go up and down?”

      He didn’t answer, and now she put her hand under the bed cover, touching his forearm, sliding her palm down to his wrist, feeling the cotton of his shirt and then the warmth of his skin, the back of his hand against her palm. His palm was closed around his erection. She gripped him, her thumb in the webbing between his thumb and forefinger, her pinky clawed around the heel of his hand, careful not to touch his penis. She pushed his hand downward, just a little, and guided it back up again. “Like that,” she said, doing it again, guiding his hand to stroke down his length, guiding it back up again. Her upper lip felt a little damp, and her breaths were coming a little heavy. When she spoke again, her whisper was husky enough to surprise her. She said, “Can you do it on your own?”

      His hand stilled, and he stared at her face. She looked in his eyes, smiled a little for him, wanting him to know it was okay. His hand slipped out from under hers, his eyes never leaving hers, both his hands resting on top of the covers again up on his chest. He said, “I’m not supposed to do that.”

      “It’s so easy,” she said, staring in his golden eyes, her hand still under the bedding, resting on the flat of his bare stomach, in the hollow just above the point of his hip bone. She said, “It’s so easy, Adam, and it’ll feel so good . . .”

      “I’m not supposed to do it on my own,” he said.

      Now she licked her lips, watching his face. Adam licked his own lips, his breath coming short and quick. He wouldn’t touch it, but he was dying for it to be touched. She could see the rapid pulse flitting in the vein that ran up his neck. She inched her hand closer, Adam’s mouth fell open a little wider, his eyes dazing, almost rolling up. She moved closer still, her thumb sliding along his hard young stomach. She would show him how to do it and then leave him alone to finish . . . She ran her fingernails along his skin, her hand lifting the bed cover, and then dropping to close on his erection.

      “Oh my God,” she said, “oh my God . . .”

      “What?”

      “You have the hugest dick . . .”

      And it was true, her husband’s brother had the biggest whopper she’d ever been with. It was like hot fleshy steel, throbbing against her palm. She could feel the eagerness pulsing through him, feel the desperation. “You are huge,” she said again in awe, stroking down until she felt the sag of his testicles against her pinky finger, drawing her hand up the impossible length to caress the pronounced bulb shape of his glans. “Oh my God,” she said, still bewildered.

      The act of stroking upward produced a sputter of pre-come that she could feel pooling around her grip where it connected her brother-in-law’s massive cock . . .

      

      Adam whimpered at her touch, his back arching, knees lowering, legs dropping onto the mattress so he lay flat but bowed as if in agony. And it was a kind of agony, she supposed.

      With the incredible amount of pre-come Adam’d spewed, she began to stroke him, amazed at the girth he had, even up at his tip; the head of his cock was massive. She whispered, “Just stroke it like this, it gets wet, slippery, and then you move your hand up and down, make a ring around it, some guys like it soft, some guys like it firm . . . Do you like it soft?—I’m going really light . . .”

      “Oh no, oh no,” Adam whispered, his head writhing in the pillow.

      “Did you know you have a huge dick?”

      Adam shook his head no, grimaced, his eyes shut off, his cock flexing in her hand, already huge but now bulging with imminent desire.

      “You have nothing to be shy about, Adam, girls are going to go crazy for this . . .”

      Her grip left his cock to lift her hand and raise the bed cover so she could get a look at the thing her husband’s little brother had. As soon as her touch had left his manhood, Adam gulped air. She paused a moment, letting him breathe while she admired his erection. He was hard in a way only eighteen-year-old boys can be. The thing was ramrod hard, straight as an arrow. Remarkably straight; not even a slight bow to it. And so long it looked odd between his legs. While he was tall, Adam was slight; athletic though, not frail. On his narrow build, such a huge cock looked as big as her forearm. The outside light was dim and indigo, but not yet full dark. The table lamp on his desk was on. His cock glistened with the wet of his pre-come. And even as she regarded it she could fresh streams pulsing from his tip in time with his heartbeat. The rivulet ran over the lip of his cock head, down his shaft where it ended in a growing sticky tangle amongst his pubic hair. Even his balls were large—and now it occurred to her that they must be close to bursting. They were the source of his discomfort, a young man who wasn’t ever ejaculating, and now his balls looked as big as two hard-boiled eggs hugged up tight in his scrotum.

      When she gripped his cock again, he mumbled a pained sound of pleasure. She stroked him with the lightest featheriest touch, noncommittal now. Adam began to huff, his stomach bowing in and out. His hands had turned to fists on his chest, and his jaw muscles trembled.

      “Do you get it now,” she said, still lightly stroking, “you know how to do it?”

      He gasped, exhaled inward a choking chuffing sound, his teeth chattering.

      “Do you get it? . . . Hey, you okay?”

      Adam’s whole body tightened, seized, and it was too late. She’d stroked him maybe ten times in total, and though it made sense he would be ready so quick, she was still caught off guard.

      “Oh,” she said, letting his dick go—dropping it like it was hot—her hand whisking far away, tucking up at the side of her neck, careful to keep Adam’s slickness out of her hair.

      But as Adam began to buck, humping hips up in the air, his big brown glistening cock, straight as a spear, bouncing and flopping on his stomach, she didn’t want to wreck the orgasm for him. Instinct had her reaching out, grabbing him at the cock head, and jerking him fast and furious. In two seconds he was grunting and gulping air, and then it spurted from him. The first stream darting out quick, making a slick sound as it escaped the tightness of his urethra. It landed up on his chest, a little up on his chin. She jerked her head away, but more semen was coming. He let out a long steady uninterrupted stream that hosed out of him and drew zigzags onto his stomach and chest. And then he was pulsing and flexing in her grip, and she was squeezing and swirling. The tip of his cock spat and sputtered, shooting out darts of cum that went all over the bed, all over him, and even her, twice getting her on the cheek, two separate times but hitting almost the exact same spot each time.

      “Oh my God,” she laughed, “oh, it’s still coming . . .” And it was, Adam writhing on the bed, his butt up off the mattress, his hard young cock flexing in her hand, and her marveling at this amazing thing her handsome young brother-in-law had between his legs.

      She stroked a little, squeezed; it still kept coming, pulsing from him in thick white streams.

      When it was finally done, Adam bellowed inward for air, desperate to breathe again. “Oh no,” he shouted in lamentation, covered his face with his hands.

      She chuckled, stroked him a little wanting him to know it was okay. But his huge dick was young and spent, and slippery and sensitive, and her touch made him draw up his knees protectively; he rolled his hips away to pull his dick out of her hand.

      “Hey,” she said, “it’s okay.”

      “Don’t laugh at me,” he said.

      “I’m not laughing at all, sorry,” she said softly, “that was . . . Incredible . . .”

      “I can’t believe I did that.”

      “It’s okay, I’m not mad . . . don’t be mad at me . . .”

      “I can’t believe that happened . . .”

      “Adam, it’s okay,” she said, soothing him. “Are you mad at me? . . . I didn’t mean for that to happen. Not with me here, anyway . . .”

      “I didn’t want it to happen either.” His voice seemed tightened by fear or shame, his tone verging on a whine.

      “It happened, and it’s okay,” she said, “it’s natural.”

      He rolled over onto his stomach like he wanted to hide his arousal from her. But he was covered in semen, and he realized that now, feeling the cold against his skin. “No way,” he said like he was disgusted, lifting off the bed, standing beside it for a moment. His pants fell to his ankles, his massive dick pronounced from between his narrow hips like a flexing forearm with a clenched fist.

      “Adam,” she said again, “you don’t have to be shy about anything,” watching that thing he had wagging back and forth.

      He caught her looking, held it in both hands and turned away. “I’m so sorry, Grace, I’m so sorry . . .”

      “It’s fine,” she said, “I mean it, don’t worry . . . go get cleaned up. I’ll strip your bed . . .”

      Adam dipped, yanked up his pants and ran out of the bedroom with his cock flopped up against his stomach, his shirttails parted around its thickness. She heard him close himself in the bathroom as she pulled the sheets and bed covers off his bed.
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        * * *

      

      Caught in an odd purgatory somewhere between guilt and good humor, Grace watched TV on the big flat screen in the family room with the blinds closed. Another glass of wine on the go, poured from a fresh bottle, it was a full hour of The Voice gone by before she heard movement upstairs.

      While it was nothing but biology that transpired between them, and the exchange had obviously been weird and lines had been crossed, she’d been watching TV and hoping this wouldn’t become a big deal. It would be hard to tell because Adam could be very sensitive about his sexuality. Probably not the kind of guy to laugh off what happened. So she tensed as she heard his footsteps come creaking down from the second floor to the main floor.

      She heard him moving around in the kitchen for a while, giving her the impression he was killing time before he would come into the family room—if he came in at all.

      But he did, shuffling from the kitchen to loom in the doorway. She paused her show and looked at him. He said, “Do you want anything from the kitchen?”

      This was a good sign. She said, “I think I got everything,” and looked at her wine bottle. “You want to come watch TV?”

      He said he would but instead of coming in the family room he disappeared; she heard the fridge door opening, the cupboards, ice clinking in a glass. He returned to the family room with a tall glass of ice water and came around the L-shaped couch and sat on the very farthest point from her, his arm on the curled over leather rest. She would leave him alone.

      She resumed her show, sipped her wine, but secretly watched Adam’s profile as he regarded the television, obviously the show’s content not registering at all with him, his gaze vacant.

      She said, “Your stomachache go away?”

      He nibbled on his lower lip, and without looking at her nodded his head rapidly a few times.

      She said that was good and still watched his profile. She said, “You’re okay?” Keeping her fingers crossed.

      He nodded again.

      She left him alone about it, both of them watching TV wordlessly for an hour. When Adam’s glass of water was drained, he told her he was going to go to bed. She told him good night and listened to him climbing the stairs and then closing the bedroom door.
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      The next morning she awoke to find herself alone in the house. No husband, no son, no handsome brother-in-law. Adam had left her a note on the kitchen counter saying he’d gone to the library. Wouldn’t be home till later, his note said. It was a relief to not have to share space with him in the awkwardness of what had happened early last evening. Watching TV with him had seemed to smooth things over, but she still wondered how he would think in the light of day. Would he tell Reggie? Or, Christ, what if he told his mom?

      She shuddered at the thought, shame washing up anew. But there was no way Adam would tell his mother, he was way too shy for that. Plus, she hoped he would be on her team now.

      In the afternoon, her neighbor Connie came by for a visit. They went out walking in the woods together, Connie going on about all the work that got piled on her for their small town’s food drive for the under-privileged program, Grace doing her best to insinuate that was what you got when you volunteered. Volunteering wasn’t just about showing your face, she told Connie, they usually gave you a whole bunch of stuff to follow up on. At the trail’s halfway point they turned around, their shadows cast out ahead of them now. Connie asked her how Adam was doing. She said he was good, and couldn’t wipe the craziest smile off her face. Connie said, “What’s so funny?”

      “Nothing,” she said, correcting herself.

      Connie insisted she be told what was so funny.

      “Nothing . . . it’s personal. His business.”

      “But you think it’s funny?”

      “All I’ll say, is if this kid could get his head out of his own ass he’d have all the girls at that college eating out of his hand.”

      Connie laughed, hooked her arm through Grace’s and hugged her close while they walked the beaten forest path. She said, “Do tell . . .”
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        * * *

      

      Almost a full twenty-four hours after the erotic incident in Adam’s bedroom, she realized she might be the one that wasn’t okay. Here was all this worry about Adam’s sexuality, worried how the events of last evening might affect him in the long term, and yet she was the one locked in her bathroom, masturbating with two fingers inside herself, her other hand holding her vibrating toothbrush against her clit. There were bad thoughts that came, terrible ones. Thinking about an eighteen-year-old man fully naked, a good-looking pure young man with golden eyes, a perfect mouth, and a big perfect dick . . . 

      When she came, she put a towel in her mouth, because though she was sure Adam wasn’t home yet, she would be mortified if she’d been overheard.
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        * * *

      

      The first week Adam had come to stay with them at the end of August—Reggie was home, Michael was home, her and three boys at her kitchen table—she’d prepared tacos. Adam’d never eaten tacos before, he said, and went crazy over them, eating five. Since she wanted him happy, she spent the later part of the afternoon preparing his new favorite meal again. Seasoned ground beef simmering in the pot, she stood in the kitchen, head cocking as she heard the front door open. Adam was home, and now she would be able to gauge how the young man felt a day after their sexual weirdness. He emerged under the archway of the kitchen entrance, leaning against it, rubbing one arm, face down-turned and sullen. Not a good sign. She smiled, said in a sing-song, “Taco night, just for you . . .”

      And now that sullen expression lightened, and he actually smiled—or at least half his mouth did.

      She said, “You like tacos, right? You and me, taco night?”

      “Sounds good,” he said, lurching off the doorframe and lumbering into the kitchen to lean heavily on the counter near her. He’d ridden the bicycle into town, dressed nice even on a Sunday and doing homework: Button-up shirt and cotton khaki pants, his right pant leg tucked into one sock so he wouldn’t get it snagged on the bike’s chain. She said, “When do you think you’ll be ready-to-eat? Do want to get cleaned up?”

      “Whenever it’s ready,” he said, “whatever suits you, Grace.”

      “We’ll play it by ear then. Hey, how was the library? You get all your work caught up?”

      “I did.”

      “And you’ll be back to school tomorrow, right?” This was a roundabout way to approach his alleviated stomach pains—or more accurately his case of blue balls . . .

      “I’ll be at school tomorrow,” he said.

      “Everything’s back to normal, then?”

      “I think so.”

      “I hope everything’s back to normal,” she said, facing him now.

      “That’s the way I want things to be.”

      “Me too,” she said.

      “Good.”

      She smiled. He smiled too.

      She said, “So you and I are friends?”

      “We are,” he said

      “That makes me happy,” she said, then stooped, squatting down before him, tugging on his pant leg just under his kneecap, using her fingers to pry out the pant leg hem from inside his sock. When she stood, she saw Adam’s eyes had widened. The act of stooping had put her face between his legs, and she’d just touched his knees and ankle. He was affected. She laughed.

      Adam didn’t know how to take her laugh and she watched as his Adam’s apple went up and down, Adam swallowing uncomfortably. She said, “You can talk to me. If you want to talk about anything . . . we’re friends, right?”

      “We are . . .”

      “I’m glad,” she said.

      He made an uncomfortable sound in his throat, then said, “When you and Reggie met . . .”

      “You’re going to jump right into it,” she said, smiling and trying to show him good humor, not discouraging him from his line of questioning but rather encouraging it by being impish.

      “Yeah,” he said, rubbing at his scalp just above his ear.

      He looked shy again, and it really suited him. She said, “Go on . . .”

      “When you met Reggie, you made it sound like you might not have been . . .”

      “A virgin?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I’ll tell you one thing for sure, Reggie wasn’t.”

      “He wasn’t?”

      “No way. Your brother’s a fun-loving guy, everybody loves Reggie. Everybody at school loved Reggie . . .”

      “Even other girls?”

      She raised an eyebrow. “You sound incredulous.”

      “Sorry,” he said.

      “I didn’t mean it bad. It was just a statement. Yes, when I met Reggie, I wasn’t a virgin. Reggie wasn’t either.”

      “And he wasn’t upset about that?”

      “You mean that he wasn’t my first?”

      “Yeah.”

      “No. I wasn’t upset either. I worried about his past, sure, I’m not that jealous but I’m still a human being . . . But I was happy that Reggie knew what else was out there so that when he was with me he knew how right I was.”

      “Because you’d been with other guys?”

      “Right. And he’d been with other girls, too. When we were with each other it was honest and real, do you know what I’m saying?”

      His posture sagged. “That’s not what anybody says to me.”

      “I’m not going to change your mind on anything, Adam, but I know that the way things worked out for Reggie and me was for the best. If I’d stayed with the first guy I ever had sex with, I wouldn’t be a happy woman now.”

      “How do you know?”

      “I know the guy I slept with. He’s not a good guy.”

      “Do you still talk to him?”

      “What?—Oh no. But I know who he is.”

      “So you don’t think premarital sex is bad?”

      “You know I don’t.”

      “Okay . . .” Adam looked unconvinced but curious.

      “You don’t want to think it’s bad either, do you?”

      “I don’t know what to think anymore.”

      “It’s okay if you want to date girls, Adam. You’re a decent guy. You should go out on some dates, get to know some girls. You’ll feel more confident, you’ll be happy . . . or not—some of these girls might make you crazy . . .” She laughed. It was true, love didn’t always lead to sunshine, sometimes it led to darkness and rainstorms. “Just be careful out there and be honorable.”

      “Everybody at school seems light years beyond me.”

      “They’re not. They just act that way.”

      “Do you really think so?”

      “They’re wearing short skirts and showing off their tummies because they’re as insecure as you are. You show it in a different way than them. But I can guarantee you ninety-five percent of those girls’re just as twisted up inside as you are, laying in bed at night with stomachaches.”

      He frowned. “Not the girls . . .”

      She laughed. “Well, not your kind of stomachaches. But girls get stomachaches too.”

      “They do?”

      “Of course they do. Get out there, you’ll see. Talk to me anytime . . .”

      Now he chewed the inside of his cheek, and his gaze drifted away from her again. His mind was going into strange territory again and he didn’t want her peeping into the windows of his soul and seeing the weird shit going through his brain.

      She said, “Fire away, Adam. You want to know something, just ask . . .”

      He inhaled, held it, let it out. “The thing that happened last night . . . You said . . .”

      When he paused too long she said, “You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want.”

      “I don’t mind. I haven’t stopped . . . I haven’t stopped thinking about it all day.”

      “Don’t be upset.”

      “I’m not upset,” he said. “Last night you said . . .” He faltered, changed his mind, pursed his lips, frowned and tucked his hand under his chin, his finger stroking at his lower lip.

      “I said what?”

      Quietly: “About my thing . . .”

      “What about it?”

      “You said it was . . .”

      “Said it was what?”

      “Good.” His voice was barely audible.

      “Yes,” she said, reassuring him. “If there’s one thing you don’t need to worry about, it’s that.”

      “Are you just saying that?”

      She huffed a small laugh. “Adam, look at me . . .” She waited for his eyes to meet hers. “Right now, I bet there’s a girl at the college dying to meet you. I can guarantee you that thing hanging between your legs is going to be all she ever thinks about once she sees it.”

      Adam’s eyes went wide, and he sucked at his own lips for a moment, clamping down on them with his teeth. His Adam’s apple went up and down again.

      “You didn’t know that about yourself? You never look at other guys’s? Like not in the locker room or anything?”

      He shook his head no, making a frightened face at the idea of checking out other guys’s dicks.

      “I guarantee you, you’re never going to disappoint a woman. In fact, some of them will get down and worship what you’ve got . . .”

      The color drained from his face, the poor guy trying to picture her characterization of women worshiping at his feet, blanching like it was too much pressure. Girls worshipping his penis was part joke, but not completely untrue, depending on the girls he met. It wouldn’t be likely a girl would think what Adam had was no big deal. It was a big deal. But she didn’t want to burden him right now with the notion that it was more than just size, a man also had to know what he was doing with it.

      She said, “I mean, I don’t know what to tell you, Adam, if you’ve got questions I can answer them . . . But if you’ve been worried about your size, you’ve been wasting your time. You’re way on the other end of the scale. Way on the other end . . .”

      “Really?”

      “You’ve never measured it? Checked it out online . . . ?”

      “Oh no,” he said, mortified at the thought.

      “Well that could’ve allayed a lot of your fears, Adam. I can tell you if you put a ruler on that thing, looked it up online, you’d strut out of this house tomorrow, march into that school with a whole bunch more confidence . . .”

      He seemed wowed by what she said, then faltered again. He said, “Am I bigger than Reggie?”

      She made a funny face, feeling weird about the question. The guy wanted to know, so she admitted, “You’re a lot bigger than your brother.”

      “And he’s a grown up . . .”

      “Adam, you are a grown up. You’re eighteen. You’re at college—a college man now . . .”

      “Wow,” he said, eyes dazed and looking downward.

      Her gaze drifted as well and settled on his crotch. All the talk about sex and size had aroused Adam. The front of his khaki trousers had bowed out as he’d grown larger inside his underwear. Adam caught her looking and was embarrassed again. “Oh gosh,” he said, “oh no,” and he covered up his bulge with both hands, beginning to walk backward.

      “Don’t be embarrassed,” she said.

      “I’m so sorry,” he said again, walking backward.

      “Adam, it’s okay . . .”

      Adam was gone, doing a one-eighty and hustling out of the kitchen and up the stairs to his bedroom with his hands between his legs.

      “Not this shit again,” she sighed then laughed. She shut off the oven and headed upstairs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          5

        

      

    

    
      Adam was in his bedroom, tonight less defensive about her intrusion and more apologetic. He saw her coming in, standing by his desk with his hands on his bulge saying, “Grace, I’m so sorry, I hate this keeps happening . . .”

      “It’s natural, Adam, you know it is—shouldn’t I see it as a compliment?”

      She’d meant it light-hearted but Adam took it seriously and was wounded she’d thought she was the source of his arousal—but that really would be a compliment. “Grace, I swear, I’m not trying to get you to—”

      She put up a hand to stop him, tut-tutting him, coming into the room. Adam slumped, hunched over and slung himself to sit on the bed, back to her and looking out the window. She came right around the bed and sat with him at his side. “Does it happen around girls at school, too?”

      He nodded. It must be hard, as he said, to feel so less worldly than all those people around you. It was the kind of thing that could lay a damaging network of scars across your psyche, and Adam was too good a guy to be crushed like that.

      She asked, “Would you like to be more confident with girls?”

      “Of course I would. That’s all I want . . .”

      “You just need some experience.”

      “I’m so afraid to get experience, I can’t even talk to a girl without saying something stupid, or getting tongue tied, or having this happen . . .” This last part he said angrily, jutting his chin down between his legs and uncovering his hands from the pronounced bulge in his pants.

      “Don’t sweat it, Adam, the more you sweat it, the worse it wears on you . . .”

      He grumbled and covered his arousal again; one of his knees bounced up and down with anxiety. She lay a hand over it to calm him, and it worked, the unsteady shaking of his leg ceasing.

      “You’re going to have to take matters into your own hand, Adam, if you ever want to get any peace. It’s the first step. If you’re always pent up, your brain is just plain operating at a bad frequency.”

      “That’s a euphemism, taking matters in my own hand?”

      She nodded.

      He huffed one simple little chuckle, and it relaxed her. It seemed to relax him too, and now he sat more loose, breathing quietly and looking at the floor. She reached to his lap and drew away one of his hands, then pushed at the other to reveal his manhood stretching against the cotton. Their eyes met, and even she didn’t know what she intended by revealing his arousal, but now her own breaths were coming slow and heavy, and she recalled her Jill session in the bathroom where she’d jacked herself with an electric toothbrush. She’d been thinking of Adam and his long lean and pristine body, his youth, his lips, his eyes, his thrilling manhood.

      She said, “If you don’t get release, you’ll never think straight.”

      “Is that why I’m . . .”

      “Uptight?”

      “Am I?”

      “You’re a shy boy. Man, sorry. But you don’t want girls thinking you’re too awkward.”

      “I don’t see how . . . taking matters into my own hand . . . is going to make me a more confident person.”

      “You’ll think a lot more clearly when it’s done.”

      He could see her point, nodding now, absently looking down between his own legs where an impressive bulge humped out his crotch and curling down the inside of a pant leg.

      She whispered, “Do you want me to show you again?”

      His face tightened, and he got sheepish, his plump mouth pursing thin. “Oh, no, no, you can’t . . .”

      “You don’t want me to do it for you?” What was she even saying?

      Adam shook his head and instead of relief, or a reprieve from her own statement, instead she felt disappointment. “Okay.”

      “It’s not right, Grace,” Adam said, looking her way, big gold-brown eyes quivering on hers. “You’re my brother’s wife.”

      “I know,” she said. “I just want to help you. You have so much to offer, and I hate to think of you getting bowled under a wave when all you have to do is start kicking and moving your arms, swim with the flow, you know?”

      “That’s what I want,” Adam said, morose and overwhelmed, like the act of going with the flow was beyond him.

      “I can show you how.”

      He chewed his cheek, stared at the floor.

      She rested her hand on his thigh and he moved his eyes to watch what she did. He didn’t say no. So she swept her hand a little higher till her thumb touched his hip, then she met his gaze. His head dipped closer, and she got the feeling he would kiss her—but they both stilled, mouths apart, lips open but coming no nearer. Her hand roamed between his legs and over the generous hump of man flesh behind the fly of his cotton chinos. He made a small whimper at the feel of her palm caressing him. She said, “You can barely fit inside those pants when you get hard, huh?”

      He nodded, eyes watching her mouth now like he wanted eagerly to kiss her.

      She whispered, “Let’s get it out of your pants—it feels better when it’s out, doesn’t it?”

      He nodded again, and she bumped his shoulder, began working his fly but needed to bend and use two hands to get it down. She slipped her hand inside the open fly and caressed his cock over his underwear, a thinner sheet now between her palm and the naked skin of his manhood. “You’re stretching out your underwear.”

      “I know,” he said with a light chuckle.

      “That must be really uncomfortable.”

      “It is.”

      Now she undid his belt while she looked in his eyes. She thumbed open his button and spread wide the fly of his pants. Thumb tucked into the front waistband of his under shorts she hoisted them down to expose his manhood. The thing had grown large, but was trapped still, stuck stiffening downward against the inside of his thigh, the tip poking into the mattress. “You have an incredible cock,” she whispered, and her words made Adam tremble.

      With his underwear still tugged down, she used her other hand to wrangle his big fleshy member out of his pants. It immediately sent out a long drool of pre-come onto the floor before nodding to the side then hoisting upward to poke out straight and long from his open fly. More pre-come pumped out of his hole and ran a thick wet line down the underbelly, staining the outside of his underwear where it now cut across his scrotum.

      “That’s got to feel better.”

      Adam made an appreciative groan, but his brow was furrowed with regret. They both wanted this to happen, but that didn’t change how taboo it was. She tickled at his cock’s belly with the pads of her fingers, getting them slick before running them up under the thing’s chin. Now more pre-come pulsed from him, almost enough to look propelled, as like an orgasm; a clear burbling fountain from his urethra. She said, “Did you try it for yourself last night?”

      “I’m not supposed to do—ah . . .”

      She’d extinguished his words by circling her grip lightly on his cock just below the flared ridge of his cock head. She began to run it up and down in feathery strokes. “Would it make you more confident if I did it instead of you?”

      “Use your hand?”

      “Like last night.”

      “I don’t know,” Adam said, face clouding with trouble.

      She stroked his cock to convince him, studying his face for a reaction. He grimaced, tortured by incredible pleasure.

      “I can’t make you.”

      “You’re not making me.”

      “I’m so ashamed.”

      “Why?”

      “I need my sister-in-law to make my bad thoughts go away.” He held her wrist and stopped her stroking, bent forward, his face scrunched tight.

      “You don’t want me to?”

      “Of course I do—I want you to so bad . . .”

      He pushed with his feet to scoot up into the middle of the bed, pushing her hand off his cock and sitting hunched up at the pillows. And there was that disappointment now. And shame too. She’d just tried to jerk off her husband’s brother, telling herself it was a kindness. She said, “I want to do it. Does that make a difference?”

      He looked up, eyes watery. “You do?”

      “I want to do it.”

      “You want to do that to me? Why?”

      “I like that it brings you pleasure. I like that it brings you relief.”

      He nodded then hid his face in his big good-looking hands and she feared she’d lost him. She touched his ankle and when he looked at her from between the protection of his hands, she said, “I want to put it in my mouth . . .”
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      Now Adam was frozen, eyes bugging out at her from behind his hands. He couldn’t answer, and she knew the reason why. He wanted to put his cock in her mouth. So before rationality could seize either of them she was getting up onto his bed on her knees, rising above him. With a hand on his shoulder she guided him to lay back, and he didn’t resist her one bit. It was all over for Adam’s resistance and all it took was upping the ante one notch from a hand job to a blow job. The fact a hand job was even on the table was a wild impossibility, and it was like once you were bad a little there wasn’t a difference if you were bad a lot . . .

      But Adam’s twisted sexuality was turning her on in ways she couldn’t even understand. The way he was messed up and constricted lit her fires. He was a beautiful young man, and he had a huge cock that had never been touched. She wanted it, but hated that she wanted it.

      As Adam’s back pressed against the pillows, he stiffened with reluctance again. “But, Grace . . .”

      “It’s okay,” she said softly, reassuringly. On her knees at his side, she got close to his ear, said, “Don’t you think if you were a guy who’s had a blow job, you might feel a little more confident?”

      “Yeah,” he gasped.

      “Just relax, okay?”

      “But . . .”

      She straddled him now, the points of both her knees on either side of his thighs, her face raised up over him, his hands planted behind and under the pillows, looking up at her with noticeable fear in his eyes.

      “You trust me?” She began to unbutton his shirt.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I want you to be comfortable,” she said, still unbuttoning, halfway down now, disappointed to see the white cotton shirt underneath his button down instead of his young smooth skin. When the shirt was unbuttoned, she pulled the T-shirt, untucked it, said, “Lift your arms for me . . .”

      “But, Grace,” he protested, his mind operating his mouth, but his young man’s sex drive in control of his arms, raising them up over his head so she could strip the shirts away.

      Now he was topless, and she studied his supple flawless skin. She touched his shoulders, watched his nipples harden. His cock was still thrust up between them, and that river of clear semen still streamed from him, staining the light blue of his undershorts a dark blue. His resistance was futile. She said, “Lay back on the pillows for me, I want to take your pants off . . .”

      “Take my pants off?” he said, incredulous, but still laying back in the pillows.

      There wasn’t an ounce of fat on his young body; the long lean muscles pressed against the skin, his deltoids, his biceps, all perfectly formed. Laid back and stretched out, the muscles of his slender abdomen showed. She didn’t know what more to admire, the big hard cock that lay on his belly, or the muscles. She tried to take it all in, her heart pounding now. “You’re so incredible,” she told him.

      “Am I?” he said, his voice soft and timid.

      She dipped her hands under the waistband of his pants and underwear, began to pull them down. Adam resisted at first, but it was all show. He dug his heels into the mattress, lifted his butt off the bed so she could get the pants down, and she stepped back with them, putting a foot on the floor, pulling the pants free and tossing them away. Adam watched for her reaction seeing his naked body. Her eyes went over him, and she breathed heavily through her mouth, taking in a perfect male specimen. His long legs, his lean muscle, those big innocent young man eyes, his cock huge and hard and eager, the veins pulsing along its turgid length, and his big balls, so desperate for release, so filled with urgent male need . . .

      Knees on the bed again, she walked until she straddled his thighs and he looked at her with that measurement of fear again, worried about what would happen next, but whatever it was wanting it desperately.

      Raising and tightening her ponytail, she said, “This will give you confidence . . .”

      He nodded once, and she knee-walked her way back from him, getting her hands flat on the mattress on either side of his hips and kissed his chest, his sternum, working her way lower, Adam falling back onto the pillows again, surrendering his virgin masculinity to his brother’s dirty wife.

      She kissed the muscle of his stomach, feeling the hardness of his cock against her neck and her cheek, her hand coming up now to grip it. There was a cool against her skin from where it touched her, his semen wetting her. Above, she heard him say, “Oh don’t, Grace, all that stuff coming out . . .”

      She looked up his young body and smiled, saw the worry in him, like maybe he was embarrassed because he figured she didn’t realize all his semen was leaking out. She gave the middle of his shaft a gentle squeeze, encouraged more pre-come out from him, and with her eyes on his darted her tongue out and swept it all up then closed her mouth over the head of his cock.

      His reaction excited her. His eyes rolled up and his head fell back in the pillows; he groaned a long masculine sound then closed his arms over his face to hide himself away. Guilty at how good it felt, probably.

      She gripped him in two hands, kept her mouth over him now, closed her eyes and bobbed up and down. Adam’s cock was enormous, filling her mouth, the flared swoop of his cock head rippling against her pallet as the tip of him poked at the back of her throat. She sucked him for a while, amazed at how impossibly hard an eighteen-year-old man could be. She squeezed his balls, and he pulsed in her mouth again. He was already close.

      She pulled her mouth off, said, “Your cock is so big, Adam, I don’t have enough hands for it.”

      He couldn’t even look at her, squirming underneath her, her two hands jerking up and down, more semen flowing from him.

      “Whoa, Grace,” he said, his pink mouth working under the muscle of his forearm where it crossed at his nose.

      She said, “Are you going to tell me when you’re ready to come?”

      He made an uncomfortable and awkward complaint. A muffled sound against the skin of his forearm. He bit his own flesh.

      She said, “Just warn me, okay? I saw how much came out last night and I don’t want that going off in my mouth unless I’m ready for it…” smiling at the dirtiness of her own words, knowing she was twisting and turning at this guy’s insides. She even squeezed his balls in time with her words saying, “You’ve got so much juice inside here,” then put her mouth over him.

      It was almost instantly he alerted her. “Oh Grace, oh no, oh Grace, it’s going to . . . that thing’s going to . . . it’s . . .”

      She touched his hip and smoothed the muscle of his thigh, letting him know she heard. She was prepared. She bobbed her head up and down, her other hand squeezing his shaft, the hand that stroked his thigh dipping down between his legs to cradle his extra-large scrotum. She squeezed his balls, sucked on him hard.

      The massive thing flexed, spreading against her teeth and pushing her jaw wider. He ejaculated in her mouth, the force of it like a squirt gun, the first pulse tapping hard against the back of her throat, and she stroked and made encouraging sounds, humming, “Mm-huh, mm-huh,” moving her head up and down as it continued to squirt. And just like last night, the volume of semen was enormous. With the tip of his cock at the back of her throat, pulsing and pulsing, she drank; drank and drank like from a warm fountain, worried that it wasn’t going to stop before she had to take a good breath. Adam thrashed on the bed, made all sorts of erratic sounds—sounds of pleasure, but sounds of complaint, telling her to stop, but then his hand touching the back of her head to keep it in place. He apologized, saying, “Mm, mm-sorry,” then muttering wild sounds of pleasure again.

      It went on and on, his orgasm lasting minutes, his semen pulsing from him the whole time. She swallowed it all, and even when he was done and spent, and gasping in the sheets, his face covered by his arms again, she held his big cock in her mouth. At last she pulled her lips up the length she could fit in her mouth, making him blurt against the flesh of his arm from the tickle. She cradled his heavy cock in one hand, rubbed its belly with the other palm. She smiled then, licked her lips, came to lay at his side, tugging at his arm so he would show her his handsome face.
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      When she got his arms clear of his face, Adam still wouldn’t look at her. She touched the point of her index finger to his pouted out lower lip and caressed it. “Hey,” she said.

      “Mm, no,” he mumbled.

      She asked him, “How was that?”

      “It was awful,” he said.

      She pursed her lips, said, “No one’s ever said that before.”

      “Sorry,” he said.

      “You didn’t like it?”

      “No,” he whimpered.

      “Look at me,” she said, tapping on his lip again. When he opened his eyes, she smiled seeing a certain ardor there for her. She said, “Tell me the truth. What did you think?”

      Their eyes stayed connected, and she watched as his brain struggled to form a response. At last he said, “It was . . . incredible . . .”

      “That’s more like it,” she said, tucking her hands under her cheek now, both of them laying on the bed on their sides facing each other with their heads on the pillow. “I thought it was pretty incredible too.”

      “But you . . . It went in your mouth . . .”

      “It did.”

      “Isn’t that . . . don’t you hate me for that?”

      “Hate you?” She slipped a hand out, caressed his lower lip with her thumb now, her fingers bracing his wide chin. “No. I loved it, Adam.”

      “How could you love that?”

      “Why would you say that?”

      “Isn’t it . . . gross?”

      “Wow,” she said, “no, not gross at all. The opposite of gross . . .”

      “I can’t believe you would do that . . . do that for me . . .”

      “Yeah, I did it for you.”

      “But I shouldn’t have . . . done that in your mouth.”

      “Finished?”

      “Yes.”

      “Didn’t it feel good to come into my mouth?”

      “All I could think was you must be hating me.”

      She laughed lightly, patted his cheek, then squeezed his cheeks and made his lips pooch. “You’re sweet. Don’t get in your head that girls don’t like that. Some do, some don’t. I do.”

      “I just feel so ashamed.”

      “You have to get out of that cycle, Adam. Sex can be a lot of fun. It can be a great part of your life, but if you come at it at a funny angle, it can wreck you.”

      “You didn’t think it was gross?”

      “I asked you to do it. If I didn’t want it in my mouth, I could’ve turned away. I could’ve spat it out. But I didn’t, I swallowed it. It was a lot. I swallowed it all . . .”

      Adam grimaced, but at least now he didn’t look away.

      She said, “So now, Adam, my good friend, you are a young man with a little experience under his belt. You are a young man who’s had a blow job.”

      He drew his lower lip under a canine as his brow lowered. He frowned with concentration.

      “Do you feel more confident?”

      “I don’t know . . .”

      “You should.”

      “Am I still a virgin?”

      “Don’t worry about that,” she said, cupping his cheek again, looking into his eyes. “At least you know what to expect. When you talk to girls now, you won’t feel so overwhelmed, I hope.”

      “I probably will.”

      “So I wasted my time?”

      Though she was joking, he showed her a horrified expression. “Oh no, no. Grace, I . . .”

      “Relax, I’m only kidding. I enjoyed it.”

      “You really enjoyed doing it?”

      “Very much.”

      “I can’t believe that.”

      “You know I can prove it?”

      “How?”

      “Can I show you?”

      “Okay,” he said, nestling into his spot in the bed, getting comfortable. She held the front of her shirt where it crossed at her hip, unbuttoned it then, pulled up her T-shirt to show her stomach, higher still, revealing the lavender of her bra. She said to Adam, “Put your finger on the edge of my bra and peel it back.”

      His face showed protest yet he obeyed. His hand trembled near her exposed breast, finger tucked under the satiny fabric paused a moment then pulled the fabric downward. The hardened bud of her nipple was revealed; right before Adam’s eyes it hardened further. She said, “See?”

      “What does it mean,” he said, “you’re . . . aroused?”

      “That’s from sucking you off. I mean it . . .”

      “Girls like doing that to a guy?”

      “Some do,” she said, “some don’t. What do you want?”

      He smiled to one side, giving her a sly look. He said softly, “I’d like a girl that did.”

      “You liked it, right?” she said, lowering her shirt again. She said, “Don’t worry, Adam. I loved it. It really turned me on . . .”

      “I guess . . . I just didn’t expect that.”

      “Look at you,” she said, smirking now, looking between his legs. Adam was lying on his side, completely naked. A moment a go, his huge cock had lay half hard and heavy on the bedding between them, but now it was rigid and straight again, thrust up between them and poking at her belt. She said, “You liked to see my nipple?”

      He nodded.

      “You’ve never seen a woman naked?”

      He shook his head no again.

      “I have more proof I liked having your dick in my mouth. You want to see?”

      He smiled, nodded.

      With her face still toward his, she rolled her hips so her stomach faced the ceiling. She undid her belt, drew down the zipper, pushed her pants down to her ankles then kicked them off. Adam’s eyes widened, laying in bed next to a beautiful woman taking her clothes off. She sat up, drew off her button-up shirt and T-shirt, lay back down next to him in just a bra and panties. She said, “Put your hand around me, behind my back.” He looked nervous, but complied. His hand touched the center of her back and she said, “Can you take off my bra?”

      That nervousness changed to horror. She said, “Take your time. Figure it out. This is good for you to learn.”

      He had to hug her a little closer, his hand fumbling and tugging at her bra. He said, “Can I use two hands?”

      “You can,” she said, lifting up on an elbow. Now her husband’s brother put both arms around her, and she was pressed to his naked chest, his throbbing cock slick and wet and hot against her bare belly. She nibbled her lip and looked in his eyes as he finally manipulated the clasp on her bra and unhooked it. He helped her take the straps off and now she showed him her naked breasts. She held them together with both hands, said, “Look how hard my nipples are . . .”

      Adam stared at them in awe and she told him, “You can put them in your mouth . . .”

      His eyes flicked to hers for a moment, and then he lowered his mouth to her right nipple, drew it in and ran his tongue over its shape. She said, “That feels amazing.”

      She let him do the other one, listening to his breathing grow deeper and lustier. Now she lay on her back, said, “Give me your hand.” He did, and she took his wrist in both her hands and pressed his palm to her stomach, then guided it fingers-first under the front of her panties.

      “Oh my gosh,” Adam whispered. His finger slipped through the roughness of her pubic patch and she parted her thighs for him.

      “Am I wet?” she asked him, smiling.

      He nodded.

      “It got me so wet when you came in my mouth,” she said and she watched his throbbing cock pulse a fresh pre-come stream from the cleft in the tip. “You can put your finger inside me,” she said, “if you want.”

      “Where?” he said, and she felt his two middle fingers prodding through her slick furled flesh. Her hand slipped under her panties to join him, and she guided his middle finger where it needed to be, raised her knees a little and pushed him inside her. “Oh gosh, oh my gosh,” he moaned as he put a finger inside his first woman. Now as he pushed it in and out of her, going a little too delicate, but she loved it, she put her hand on his cock.

      She said, “I got so wet having you in my mouth, you know why I get wet? You know why a woman gets wet?”

      “I think so . . .”

      She said, “You want to see what it looks like? . . .”

      

      Adam helped her remove her panties, and she kept her thighs together, her two hands covering her pubic patch. Adam sat on a hip, eyes trembling, mouth hanging open, lips wet, eager to see what a woman had between her thighs. She said, “You want to see it?”

      He nodded rapidly. She raised her hands away and let her legs part. Adam’s eyes grew dazed, and his head nodded forward. This was too much sexual information being revealed to him all at once. She said, “Put your finger in me again.”

      He complied, touching her pubic hair, tracing the shapes of her mound first before inserting his finger inside her again. Laying with her legs open for this handsome young man had turned her on wildly. She watched his face as he studied how his finger went inside her body. She said, “Gosh, I really am wet, aren’t I? Can you use two fingers?”

      He looked at her briefly like she was crazy, licked his lips, returned his gaze between her legs. He put two fingers inside her and she moaned and writhed for him. “It feels so good,” she said, and rested her hand on the inside of his thigh very close to his erection. She said, “I can’t believe how wet I am . . .”

      “You’re so wet,” he said dumbly.

      “You know why a woman gets wet?”

      He’d earlier said he thought so, but now offered nothing, afraid he’d be wrong.

      She said, “Because she wants something inside her . . .”

      She watched his Adam’s apple go up and down as he swallowed.

      “Something big . . .” She laughed, pushed her breasts together, saying, “Look how horny I am. My nipples are aching . . .”

      Between Adam’s legs, his cock was completely restored to 100% rigidity. That monstrous too-large thing sticking up between his legs. She reached for it, her hand going over the inside of his thigh, Adam pushing his fingers in and out of her, mesmerized by the way they disappeared up inside his brother’s wife. And feeling her hand reaching, he leaned closer, letting her grip him. She grabbed his cock near the end, finding it slippery and stroking him. She said, “You want to put it inside me? . . .”

      

      Adam’s fingers stopped but remained inside her. “I . . . I can’t . . .”

      “But I want you to so bad,” she said in a kittenish mewl.

      “But, Grace . . .”

      “Don’t you want to?”

      Adam fell over top of her, eyes wild but lost. He gripped her face, his hips centering over hers, his legs clumsy, kneeing her as he got on top of her. She grabbed his cheeks, brought his face close for a kiss. He was clumsy at first, mouthing on her, but the shape of his lips were plump and perfect; she held his face steady, pushed her tongue in his mouth. He groaned at the feel, his hips flexed and she could feel semen dribbling onto her sternum. She let his cheek go, gripped his cock and jerked it lightly. “Put it inside me? . . .”

      “Yeah,” he grunted, “I don’t know . . . Don’t know how . . .”

      “Go down a little,” she said, and when he did, she brought a knee out, held a hand against his chest, brought the other leg out. Now his knees were between her legs, her ankles resting on his hips. She said, “God, I want your big dick so bad,” looking in his eyes, tracing fingers through his hairline.

      “Grace, oh Grace . . .”

      Now she gripped his cock, guided him farther back, hooked her ankles against his buttocks. She angled him to her core, and he whispered, “Wait . . . Wait . . . I can’t . . . Babies . . .”

      She smiled, looked in his eyes. “Don’t you worry about that, not possible, baby, okay? I’m telling you now you can put all your stuff inside me, every last drop. You want that?”

      Adam’s eyes fluttered, the pupils rolling upward for a second, and she angled her hips, tilting her pelvis upward for him saying now, “Push it into me, push it in . . .”

      Adam did what she told him, arching his back, spearing his length inside her halfway.

      “Oh shit, oh, so big, so big,” she said, “slow, slow, slow . . .”

      “Sorry,” he said.

      “You feel so good,” she told him, and now she dug her fingernails into his back. “Nice and slow, okay? You’re really big . . .”

      “Sorry,” he said again.

      “It’s good, it’s so good, baby, this is good . . . You be careful with girls . . . Take your time with them, okay?”

      “Yeah,” he said, slowing down but still eager to be deeper inside her. “This okay?”

      “Perfect, Adam, perfect. God, you are perfect.”

      He made soft whimpering sounds the deeper he got. She mimicked him, making little soft sounds of pain and pleasure, and when he was deep, she hooked her feet around his back. “In and out now, nice and slow . . .”

      Adam drew back, pushed in again. She said, “How does it feel?”

      “Amazing,” he said, “Grace, you are so amazing . . .”

      “Tell me . . .”

      “You feel so good, I can’t believe how good it feels . . .”

      “You feel so good, baby,” she said, tracing nails on his back and hugging herself to him. “A little faster, a little faster . . .”

      Adam pumped up and down, clumsy, awkward, just figuring it out. But God the pleasure was crazy. He filled her up, pushed all her corners out; and so deep. Touching parts of her that hadn’t been touched in a long time . . . And he wasn’t even all the way in . . . 

      “Nice and slow,” she said, “that’s it, let me lead you for a moment . . .” She began to swivel her hips, gripped one hand on his ass, hooked an arm around his back, humped her stomach against his stomach and began rolling her pelvis in back-and-forth seesaw, drawing S shapes. “Oh God,” she gasped, “oh God, you’re so big, wow, you feel so good . . .”

      “Oh no, oh no, Grace, oh, oh . . .”

      She knew it wouldn’t take long, but didn’t expect it quite so abrupt. “Yeah?”

      “Oh no, mm, I can’t believe it,” he said.

      “Go, go, go,” she said, humping against him, slapping his back. “Fuck me, fuck me hard and fast . . .”

      Adam moved spasmodically, pulling back, lunging deep, pulling back, driving deeper still. When she cried out so close to her orgasm, it was too late. She could feel his cock flexing inside her. Could feel the bulging ripples in it, feel the pulsing wetness filling her up. “That’s it,” she cooed near his ear, “I feel it, it feels so good . . .”

      “Sorry, Grace, sorry,” he grunted near her ear.

      “It’s great, it’s great, keep going, enjoy it, everything is perfect . . .”

      Now he growled, pumped himself into her while he was still ejaculating and she thrust her head back in the pillows, so close but not quite there. He stopped finally, his weight collapsing on her. He breathed against her body, she put her feet flat on the mattress and stroked the back of his head. She whispered, “Keep it inside me, okay?”

      His chin nodded against her shoulder.

      “Look at me,” she said.

      He got up on his elbows, but she had to tug his face by his chin to get his eyes on hers. She said, “You’re beautiful. That was incredible.”

      “Was it?”

      “Incredible,” she said again. “You’re amazing . . .”

      “But shouldn’t it last . . . longer?”

      “We’re just getting started,” she said, and jutted her chin up toward him. His eyes went wide again, but he took her lips. She pushed her tongue in his mouth, caressed his back. As he sucked on her neck, she whispered in his ear. “You’re so good in bed, your dick is so amazing, we’re going to do this all night . . . Do you think you can do it all night?”

      He made animal sounds in his throat, bit at her neck. And inside her, she could feel that huge column of flesh filling with blood again, beginning to throb against her slick walls.

      “Yeah,” she said, “we’re going to go all night . . .”
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      That night she showed him all the ways to make her come. The second time they had penetrative sex, Adam stayed hard longer. She gripped herself to him, told him what to do, guided him through an enormous orgasm. The wrong kind—which was always the best kind. It brought a sick feeling to her stomach, but she was addicted.

      Once she’d come twice, she fucked Adam with him on top, her underneath, getting him to ejaculate inside her again. They laughed, put on robes, went downstairs and ate their tacos together. Then in the shower, she let him explore every inch of her body with his fingertips and palms, the whole time her eighteen-year-old lover with a throbbing hard-on flopping between them. She washed him with soap and water, spending extra time on his balls and manhood.

      They went to bed together, and she got on top. Sitting cowgirl on him, she rode him to another huge orgasm. Five times they did it that night. One more time in the morning. Then Adam had to go to school.

      She slept in in the morning, went into work late but feeling pretty damn good. When she got home that night, she made dinner and waited.

      They skipped dinner again, Adam coming through the door fast, eager to know if they would have a replay of the previous night. She was more eager than him, meeting him at the kitchen archway and kissing him and grabbing him between his legs over his pants. They had sex in the living room. They had sex in the family room. They ate.

      Tuesday it happened again.

      All week they fucked and ate and slept in the same bed together.

      The closer they got to Friday, the more forlorn she became. Thursday night, she gave Adam a blow job that lasted an hour. With his come still on her lips she lay beside him in her bed, saying, “Michael comes home tomorrow. We won’t be able to do this anymore . . .”

      And though Adam knew she was right, she could see heartbreak in his eyes. She was the first woman he had sex with. She would be forever in his mind. Though Adam wasn’t her first, that week together would cement him forever in her heart too.

      They held hands, fell asleep.

      In the morning they showered together, she went to work, he went to school.

      That evening, they drove together to pick up Michael from his bus at the school, coming home from a week in Québec City. They said nothing the whole car trip, both of them feeling heavy. But when Michael arrived, they forced their spirits to be cheery, and by the time they got home, they were acting like nothing had happened.
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        * * *

      

      Monday, everything returned to normal. Michael and her having breakfast together in the morning, Adam heading off to college. Adam would come home at night and he’d play video games with Michael. She tried not to think about their time together, but sometimes just watching him from the kitchen, him sitting in the living room, made her wish they were in bed together again. She longed to feel him inside her. Longed to put her hands on his body.

      The following Friday, Adam met a girl. He kept his eyes away from hers at first, but couldn’t help telling Michael about it. Michael had a girlfriend too, and even though they were separated by about seven years in gradations of maturity, they still shared a certain love-lost puppy dog brotherhood. Michael let it slip to her, and her heart clinched.

      A week later, Adam got her alone to break the bad news to her. They were alone in the family room, Michael asleep in his bed, and Adam said to her, “I met a girl at college. Her name is Bethany, and she’s a Freshman too.”

      She smiled through the hurt and told him she already knew. He got sheepish, looked away. She caressed his cheek and said she was very happy for him.

      “It’s getting serious with her.”

      “Serious how?”

      “We used our hands on each other,” he said but couldn’t look at her.

      “I really am happy for you,” she said, held his big hand in both of hers and gave him a manufactured smiley face. “I really am.”
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        * * *

      

      The night before Reggie was coming home, Adam had Bethany over for dinner. It was Bethany, Adam, Michael, and her at the dining room table. Taco night again, though her heart wasn’t in it anymore. Adam doted on Bethany. And Bethany was a sweetheart. A very pretty but demure young college woman who barely rose her voice above a whisper. She had bright blue eyes and a mane of strawberry blonde hair that hung to the middle of her back in tight curls. Michael went to Trevor’s house to play video games. Adam took Bethany to his bedroom. She Skyped Reggie, arranging their travel plans. At ten o’clock, she heard the passionate cries of Bethany being introduced to Adam’s huge cock. The poor young girl panted and wailed behind the bedroom door. It went on for an hour and a half with only a few breaks between sessions. Grace drank wine, went to bed.
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        * * *

      

      Reggie came home to Pearson on the late-night flight, touching down at two in the morning to a deserted airport. Grace was waiting for him. In terminal A, Concourse B, she stood with hands in pockets waiting for the sight of her husband to come into the baggage claim carousel arena. At last, there he was, her handsome husband, standing a half-head taller than anybody else, sporting a full beard now. He’d been away for three and a half months and she missed him terribly. Nothing new, it was their lifestyle.

      When he emerged finally from the gate, passing through the sliding glass doors, he dropped his bag when he saw her and slumped.

      Tears rimmed her eyes, and she gave him the biggest smile she could manage.

      “Get over here,” he said, and took a step toward her. They met two strides from his suitcase and he hugged her. Her bear of a husband holding her in his big arms, hugging her so tight both her feet came off the tiled concourse floor.

      “I missed you so much,” he said in her ear, growling and hugging her even tighter until she couldn't breathe. She kissed his stubbly neck, cupped his ears and kissed his mouth long and lasting.

      “I thought about you every day, Reggie, baby . . .”

      

      In the parking garage outside the terminal, they sat in the car, clicking seatbelts together. Reggie knew something was wrong. He could sense it in her. He put his hand on the key to turn the ignition, stopped, let both his hands come to his lap.

      His low rumble of a voice: “Grace, is something wrong?”

      She nodded, looking out the windshield. They were alone in the darkened garage, rows and rows of empty vehicles under fluorescent lights in this concrete tomb.

      “How bad is it?”

      “Really bad,” she said, locking her fingers together and winding her thumbs around each other.

      “What happened?”

      “I was . . . I did something terrible . . .”

      Reggie sighed then, crossed his arms, uncrossed them. His big hands squeezed his big thighs.

      He said, “We’re going to do this now?”

      “You need to know.”

      “Hit me,” he said, slapping his thighs.

      “It’s really bad,” she warned him.

      Now he turned to her. She could see his eyes studying her face, those big black circles practically glowering at her. She didn’t shrink. “The worst,” she whispered.

      Reggie’s features sagged. “Don’t tell me my brother . . .”

      She nodded. “Yeah . . .”

      “Oh my God, Grace, are you fucking kidding me?” He clutched the sides of his head. “Are you fucking kidding me, Grace?”

      “Sorry.”

      “My own brother? . . .”

      “I told you I’m sorry.”

      “I told you not to.”

      “I wasn’t going to . . .”

      “My brother? . . . Gracie . . .” He faced her, staring, eyes wide and electric.

      “I know,” she said looking away. “Sorry.”

      “The one thing I told you.”

      “I don’t know why you married me.”

      “I don’t know either,” he said. “My own brother . . .”

      “Yeah, well . . .”

      “I’m so fucking hard right now,” he said.

      “Well, look,” she said, throwing her hands up, “I wasn’t going to, but that stomachache he had turned out to be a case of blue balls.”

      “Shit,” he said, rubbing his brow, pinching the bridge of his nose. “You’re so terrible.”

      “I’m the worst.”

      He turned and scowled, then lunged at her, grabbed her neck. “You are such a slut . . .”

      “I can’t help myself,” she said smiling.

      He kissed her hard and hungry; she grabbed his massive wrist with both hands. She missed him so much. When their mouths came apart she said, “And he’s got the biggest cock I’ve ever seen . . .”

      “Fuck, Gracie,” he said, fumbling to undo her seatbelt. “Come on,” he said now, backing out the front door, slamming it close, heading to the back. There was no way her big firefighter husband could fit between the seats, but she could, slipping quick between driver side and passenger side to tumble in the back bench. Reggie lumbered into the back seat, slammed the door behind him, and he was over her fast. “You’re going to tell me,” he said biting her neck.

      “He was all backed up, Reggie . . . a virgin . . .”

      He growled, “You took my brother’s virginity?”

      She groaned, “It was so good . . .”

      “God damn,” Reggie said, undoing his belt buckle with one hand as she pulled up on her skirt. She wore no underwear in preparation.

      “Are you going to fuck me?”

      “I’m going to fuck you so hard, Gracie.”

      She smiled, looking up into his eyes, giving her husband her innocent face. “I was just trying to help him out at first,” she said, “then I saw the thing he had between his legs . . .”

      He said, “My little brother?” stabbing his cock home, sliding right inside her, a perfect fit.

      She gasped. “Go hard,” she said, “go really hard,” and hugged his big neck. As Reggie fucked her hard, his massive weight shaking and groaning the suspension on the Cherokee, she nibbled his earlobe and whispered the dirty things he loved to hear. “I was just being good at first, Reggie, I swear, helping him out, used my hand a little, Christ, Reggie, I’m not kidding, he’s got the biggest cock I’ve ever seen . . .”

      He growled, “Oh Gracie . . .”

      “He didn’t know how to use it, but, Reggie, I taught him, taught him everything I know . . .”

      “Gracie, you’re the worst—fuck, I love you so much . . .”

      “I love you,” she said, hooking an arm around him tighter. “The week Michael was away, Reg, we fucked five times a day, every day—he fucked me so good, so deep . . .”

      Reggie growled as he came, filling her up with three-and a half months of pent up lust. It felt so good to feel his bear of a body in her arms, to feel his cock inside her, to feel his come . . .

      He lay over her panting and heaving. She kissed his beard and his neck.

      It took a minute before he slipped himself from inside her, tucked his fat cock back into his underwear and sat down. She felt his seed slipping from her, dirtying the inside of her skirt. She straightened it, sat next to him, both of them breathing deeply.

      He said, “That’s some seriously fucked up shit, Grace.”

      “Yeah.”

      “I told you not to do that.”

      “I was good for a long time.”

      “What, like four weeks?”

      “Then you went away. You know what happens when you leave me all alone.”

      Reggie chuckled, swiped his hair back from his face. “What the fuck am I going to say when I see him?”

      “That’s up to you.”

      “Jesus, Grace, you’re a piece of work.”

      “You love it.”

      “Yeah, but this time? . . .”

      She huffed a little laugh. “Uh-oh,” she said, “Am I really in trouble?”

      “Hey,” he said, getting her to look at him. “Yeah, you kind of are in trouble. What were you thinking?”

      “He practically started it. Teasing me, saying how he’s got blue balls, gosh, what am I going to do?”

      “Fucking give the guy a porno and leave him alone. He’s a college guy, he can figure it out . . .”

      “Well, he just took the advanced course.”

      Now Reggie laughed harder. “Maybe you could get a job at the college. Help out all the young guys like Adam.”

      “Oh shit,” she said, smiling and marveling at the idea. “That would be crazy . . .”

      “Like a professor.”

      “Or a doctor.”

      “Doctor of fucked up shit.”

      She thumped his barrel chest with the heel of her hand. “I’m not fucked up, you’re fucked up.”

      “We’re fucked up together,” he said. He put his arm around her back and she slid against him. He kissed the top of her head.

      “All right,” she said, “can we go home?—Hey, you eat on the plane?”

      “We can stop at a Wendy’s on the way home.”

      “I’ve got leftovers at home,” she said, rubbing her hand on his flannel chest.

      “When I get home, Grace, I’m not sitting down at that kitchen table . . .”

      “Oh yeah—where you taking me?”

      “I’m not done with you by a long shot.”

      “I booked tomorrow off work. The next day too.”

      “You’re in so much trouble and you don’t even know it.” He chuckled, and she bounced on his chest. Now she was in the mood again.

      “Good,” she said, rising, straddling his lap, her knees on either side of his thighs. She held his bearded face in her hands and kissed him. “I hope you pay lots of attention to my bottom.”

      “Yup. You’ll be red. I see nipple clamps in your future too.”

      “I promise I’ll be good, Reggie, please don’t hurt me, I’m so awful sorry I fucked your brother . . .” She ground her hips against him, reached behind and batted her skirt away, felt the rough scratch of his denim against her pussy.

      “It’s too late, baby,” he said, pecked her lips. “You bring this on yourself.”

      Now she found the belly of her husband’s cock, laying up on his stomach in the open fly of his jeans, and rubbed her pussy on the cotton hump of it. “I sure hope you don’t put that fat dick in my ass . . .”

      “That’s exactly what I’m going to do, Gracie, you did what I told you not to. You’re very bad.”

      She humped his returning hardness. “Telling me not to fuck your brother, saying it’s the last thing I should do, you were practically telling me I should do it.”

      “I wasn’t,” he said, slipping a huge hand under her skirt, caressing her sopping pink folds.

      She said, “I thought you might be.”

      “You wanted it to be that way.”

      “He’s eighteen, handsome, sweet, God, and a monster cock, Reg, no joke.”

      “You got me so bad, Grace. My stomach is twisted right now. You’re a filthy animal.”

      “I know.”

      Looking in her eyes, he aimed his cock, steel hard again, pushed it against her anus, and let her sink on it halfway deep.

      “Oh God, oh wow,” she sighed.

      “Did he fuck this ass?”

      She shook her head no, squeezed the humps of his shoulders, winced as he inched deeper. “It’s only yours . . .”

      

      Reg had been home for half an hour and both her holes were filled with his seed. It was the way they both wanted it. She stepped out of the back bench, too sore and leaking to climb through the seats again, and they met each other in the front, kissing one more time before they buckled up and Reggie started the Cherokee.

      As Reg wound the truck down the corkscrew garage exit, she puffed a handful of tissues out of the box kept in the console. Reg paid the ticket with the credit card while she tried putting the semen-soaked tissues in his face, Reggie batting her hand away while she laughed.

      On the highway he asked her, “You’re serious about Adam’s dick?”

      “Uh-huh. I probably could have kept my hands off him, but the guy has to have a nine-incher.”

      “Holy shit.”

      “I wish I put a ruler on it, but every time we got together we just went straight to fucking. He is insatiable. Five times a night, Reg, every night, that’s not a lie.” She tapped the nav on the dash and ran a search for a Wendy’s. She could use a small Frosty too.

      “Fuck, you have to stop, I’m getting hard again.”

      “I could suck you off while you drive.”

      “I’d rather not get pulled over tonight, Grace, I just want to get you home.”

      “You going to put a show on for your brother?”

      “You’re going to make all kinds of noises, yes.”

      “Hey, Adam has a girlfriend now.”

      “Really?”

      “I told you I helped him. Poor girl, Reg, you should have heard her up in his bedroom, talk about noises.”

      Reggie laughed, said, “He can’t have girls over when Michael’s home, if that’s the case.”

      “I agree.”

      That heavy feeling came over her, and she knew she had to tell her husband everything. “Hey, Reg? When Adam got a girlfriend, and I made them dinner and everything, it . . .”

      “It what?”

      “It hurt. Hurt my feelings. I think . . . I think I had some feelings for him.”

      Reg’s hand gripped her wrist, and she looked down to see his familiar fingers curled over her. He said, “Don’t do this to me again.”

      “I’m telling you because I have to be honest.”

      “I can’t do feelings, Grace. I can’t go through that again.”

      “I’ll never hurt you again, I swear, Reggie, I told you that.” She collected his hand and brought it to her mouth, gently kissed the knuckles. “I love you so much, Reggie, but, baby, please . . .”

      “Anything, Grace . . .”

      “Maybe you could stay home for a while, like, six months, please . . .”

      His head turned her way, his eyes gleaming wet, a smile breaking his new shaggy beard, soaring her heart. “I’d do anything for you, Grace . . .”
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