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We got on 30 in the morning and she had her feet up on the dash of a company car.

I'm a commercial claims adjuster for a regional carrier. When a warehouse floods or a strip mall burns, I'm the guy who shows up two days later and figures out what it cost. I usually put twenty-five or thirty thousand miles on a car a year doing it. The car's a gray Malibu with a dent in the rear quarter I didn't put there and have now filled out paperwork about twice. So four hours up 30 was a Friday I wasn't spending under a sprinkler head with a flashlight in my teeth.

Erin had a gas station sandwich open on her lap and half of it gone already.

"You want this?" she said, holding it up without looking over, still going through the folder on her knees. "It's turkey. There's some kind of sauce on it and I don't actually know what it is."

"No, I'm okay."

"It's just cold, that's all." She turned a page. "Okay, so there's a thing tonight in a tent, which is drinks, and then there's a dinner in the field house tomorrow with an actual seating plan. They've put us at eleven."

"Can you move, or are you stuck with it?"

"I don't think so, no. And it doesn't say who else is on it," she said, pushing the folder into the door pocket and putting her head back on the rest. "It'll be Shannon Pike. Shannon will have personally made phone calls to make sure it's Shannon."

"How many people is this, roughly?"

"Four hundred? Something like that." She lifted a foot and rubbed the arch of it with her thumb.

"And how many of them am I going to have to remember?"

"Three." She laughed at that in a car with the windows up. "You'll be totally fine. Everybody there wants to talk about their kids."

I asked her whether the hotel had its own lot, because I like that answered before I'm in a town I don't know, and she said she was fairly sure it did.

My phone went about an hour in and I put it on speaker on my knee, because Erin was back in the folder and I wasn't going to hold a phone against my ear for four hours.

It was Ray Enderle, who works out of the same office and has never once called about the thing he actually called about.

"You get out to that storage place on Route 9?"

"Wednesday morning."

"Okay. So." I heard him swallow whatever he was eating. "He's telling me now the roof's new."

"He decked a couple units in the spring, I've seen those. The rest of it's original."

"Right, but he's real sure about it."

"Has he got paper?"

"He's got a guy," Ray said.

"The guy's his brother-in-law."

"There you go."

I told him to quit asking the owner and go pull the permit off the borough instead, because the borough keeps them and a brother-in-law doesn't. Ray said it back to me while he wrote it down. After that he talked for a while about his knee, which he's getting done in October. Then about the surgeon, who apparently does hips all morning and knees after lunch and doesn't care to be asked which he'd rather be doing.

"He sounds nice," Erin said, when I'd hung up.

"He is nice. He's the slowest man alive."

We've been married six years. She's a charge nurse on the cardiac floor at County, three twelves a week, and she's better at that job than I am at mine by a distance that really doesn't bother me. We've got a house on Dolan Street with a yard that needs more than I give it. No kids yet. We're going to, and every so often one of us says so out loud, and then neither of us does anything about it for another year.

We met at my cousin Robbie's cookout. She'd come with a girl from work and she didn't know anybody there. She spent the afternoon talking to Robbie's mother about a hip replacement. Everybody else was drunk.

I decided she'd had a serious life. That she'd probably always been that way, and had a boyfriend behind her, and had come out the other side of it steady. I don't know what I based that on. She was the only adult in the yard, and I was standing by the cooler, and I eventually asked her if she wanted a beer. She said she'd take a beer.

Ten years out of a small college up north, and the school sends a booklet with a schedule in it.
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Lockhart has a quad and a downtown. There's a bank and a bar and a coffee place that still has the old hardware sign hanging over the door. Then it's houses, and then it's fields. The Ridgeway Inn sits off the quad on the corner, brick, a green awning, and a lot behind it that fills up by noon.

Every street around there was parked solid, like a high school football game. So I finally put the Malibu on a residential street a ways back, in front of a house with a wheelchair ramp built out over the porch steps and a hand-lettered sign staked in the yard about a lost cat. A man two doors up was running a chainsaw on a limb that had come down across somebody's driveway, and another man stood down in the driveway telling him exactly where to cut it.

I carried both bags in and Erin carried the garment bag, and I was already sweating through my shirt when we got to the door.

A woman screamed in the lobby before it had even shut behind us.

"ERIN DOYLE."

She came across the carpet at a dead run. Short, blonde, a green dress, a plastic cup already in one hand. She got her arms right around my wife and lifted her about an inch off the floor. The two of them squealed at each other and the woman behind the desk looked up.

"Shannon Pike," Erin said into her hair. "Oh my God."

"I've been down here a while, because I knew you'd be early. You are always early…" Shannon let go, held her by the shoulders, looked at her, and then looked past her at me. "And this is him."

"Greg, this is Shannon."

"Oh, you poor man." She said it to me, straight out, and quickly pressed a hand against my chest. "You have no idea."

I laughed.

"Okay, so, Bo has strep, which he got from Wren, who I'm pretty sure got it off a petting zoo, the little shit," Shannon said, and got a phone out and started going through it while she talked. "So my mother has both of them until Sunday and I am really not getting sober again until Sunday. Where'd you park?"

"Up on…" I turned around and pointed at the door. "There's a street with a church on it."

"Yeah, don't. They tow on Saturdays for the farmers market." She found what she was after on the phone and held it up at Erin without explaining it. "Put it behind the Rite Aid. Everybody does it, they couldn't care less. Look. Look at her."

They looked at a picture of her sister's baby for a while. Shannon suddenly had to go meet the class-gift people. She told us both about it twice, separately, and hugged Erin again on the way out.
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The breakfast room was off the lobby behind a folding door, and they'd obviously run out of space, because there were extra tables in the hallway outside it. By the stairs there was a glass case of bowling trophies that had nothing to do with the hotel. A card taped inside said the town league had apparently kept them there since the gym closed. Somebody had set a plastic plant on top of it.

Across from that a door was propped open on a function room with the folding wall pushed halfway back, and a man in a Ridgeway polo was working steadily along a row of chairs with a rag, doing the seat and then the underside of the seat. There was a bare cake table pushed against the wall. A sign on a stand by the door said WELCOME VANDEGRIFT AND ORTH and had an arrow on it pointing at the wall. He finished the row and started the next one.

Room 214 had a chair and a window onto the back of a loading dock. The ice machine was at the end of the hall and it ran all afternoon.

Erin got out of the car clothes and stood over by the window going through the garment bag. I sat on the end of the bed with my shoes off and watched her.

My wife is five eight. She's got light brown hair that comes to her shoulders, up in a clip for work and down all weekend. Gray-blue eyes, and a mouth that goes crooked on one side when she's concentrating. She has a full chest. Big, heavy tits with real weight low in them, and she was standing there in a plain black bra she buys at the outlet place off the highway. Her waist goes in sharp underneath them and comes back out again. Strong legs, thick through the thigh. A good ass, round and high and firm across the top. There was a white line across her hip where the elastic sits.

She reached back and undid the bra and dropped it on the bed. Her tits came down. There were pink marks on her shoulders and under each tit from wearing it all the way up. Her nipples are big and dark, and they were soft. She pushed her underwear down and stepped out of it one foot at a time. The hair on her pussy is dark and she keeps it cut short.

She got a hanger down and held a dress against herself and frowned at the mirror. Nothing on, and the curtain open.

She had two dresses on the hangers. One of them I'd seen at her cousin's wedding, navy, sleeves. The other one I'd never seen her wear anywhere. It was black and it stopped a good way above her knee and it was cut low in the front.

She got clean underwear out of her case, put the black bra back on, and put on the second dress. Her tits sat right up out of the top of it, and she turned around and asked me to do the hook. I did it, and she said thanks, and went to find her shoes.

"Do you want to eat before, or are we doing whatever's in the tent?" she said, sitting down on the bed to work the strap on one shoe. "Because it'll be pretzels. It's a tent."

"I had half a sandwich."

"You had a quarter of a sandwich." She got that one on and started on the other. The dress rode up her thigh, and she left it where it was. "We'll get food after, there's supposed to be a place down by the bank that does a burger."

"You nervous at all?"

"About what?" she said, looking up at me. "No. Shannon's going to cry at some point and I'll probably end up holding her purse. That's the weekend."

The welcome envelope was on the dresser with a map in it and drink tickets and granola bars and a printed list of everybody who'd registered. She dug her name tag out and peeled the backing off it. I picked mine up, and mine said GUEST.

Hers said ERIN DOYLE.

I hadn't seen that name written down in a long time.
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Four years ago the water heater went in the middle of the night and put an inch of water across the hall. The plumber couldn't come until the afternoon. So I hauled everything out of the hall closet and stood it in the front room. The vacuum, a box of Christmas lights, coats nobody wears, and a shoebox with a rubber band around it that had gone soft with age.

I thought it was photos of her family. I opened it.

They were Polaroids, the square kind with the white strip along the bottom, and two of them had a month and a year written on the back in pen. They were all from the same night. A room with a bad ceiling, and a couch with a brown pattern on it. Plastic cups on the arm of the couch, and a poster on the wall behind for a band I'd never heard of.

She's on the couch in all of them. Her hair's longer and lighter, and her top is pushed up over her tits so both of them are out. She's got her head tipped back and she's laughing at whoever's out of frame. She's in a short denim skirt with one leg folded up under her.

There are hands on her. In two of the pictures they're Black. One flat on her waist with the fingers spread out on her stomach, and one up under her arm with her tit held in it, her nipple out over the top of his fingers. In the third one there's a tall Black guy half out of the frame on the left, most of him cut off, with his mouth on the side of her neck and his eyes shut. She's turned in against him in that one and her knees have gone apart and the skirt's up on her thighs. In the fourth one a man's arm is across the lens and you can't see anything.

In the last one she's looking dead into the camera. Somebody's hand is still on her tit. The skirt's up over her hips and her underwear is white and it's pulled over to one side, and you can see her pussy. She knows exactly what's in the shot, and she's enjoying herself.

I put them on the kitchen table and she came down in her scrubs and looked at them.

"Oh, wow," she said. "God."

"So these were in the closet."

"They'd have gone in there when we moved, then." She picked up the top one, the one with the arm across it, and turned it over. "It was like a couple times. It was college."

She took her coffee off the counter. "Can you put all that back before the guy gets here, it's a fire hazard out there."

She went to get dressed for work. I put the coats back in the closet and the shoebox on the shelf where it had been. I never asked her again.
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We walked down to the quad with her heels in a bag because of the sidewalks, and the town was people our age in good clothes all going the same way.

I was thinking about the last picture.

I've thought about that picture pretty regularly ever since and I've never told her that.

There was a night that winter when she was on shift and I took the box down off the shelf and brought that one out to the front room with me. I stood it up against the remote on the coffee table. I had my jeans open and my cock in my hand and I worked it slowly so it would last, and I was still looking at her face when I came into a paper towel.

Some guy took it. He was standing three feet away with a camera in his hand while some other man held my wife's tit, and she looked up out of that couch and smiled at him.

My dick was hard and I had to move it over with my wrist. Why that one?

She stopped at the corner of the quad to get her shoes out of the bag. She held on to my shoulder to do it, one foot and then the other. Then she took my arm and we went in under the edge of it. Every man at the first table turned around.


2




Dale Trotta had me on mileage inside five minutes.

"They've got us at fifty-eight cents," he said, holding his beer against his chest with both hands because there was nowhere in that tent to set anything down. "Which is under the federal number. And when I brought that up, what I got back was that the federal number is a guideline."

"It is, technically."

"Okay. Great. Thank you." He tipped the bottle at me. "That's about word for word what my regional told me. But I'm the guy actually doing the miles, right? And I'm the guy eating it."

I told him to keep the log anyway. Every trip, dates and odometer. The log is the only thing worth anything the day it actually gets argued about, and a cap and a rate aren't the same thing. Dale got his phone out and typed it into a note, slowly, with one thumb.

"See, this is exactly what I'm saying." He turned his shoulder toward me and away from the rest of the room. "What is it you do again?"

"Commercial claims."

"Right. So you'd know."

He was a big guy in a gray polo with the collar going soft, our age, a wedding ring sunk into the finger a little. Surgical devices. Hospitals. His daughter had gone into an emergency room with a peanut in her. He walked me through it, the drive and the epi pen and hours in a hallway. Then, eventually, what the hallway cost. I asked him questions about it because I actually wanted to know.

"And the hell of it is she's twelve and she reads the packet," he said. "She's better at it than we are. It was somebody else's cookie."

The tent sat on the grass at the low end of the quad with the sides rolled up, a folding table at the back for a bar and a girl from the college pouring. A kid's soccer goal was still up on the far side and nobody had thought to move it.

The girl pouring was a sophomore the college had apparently put on for the weekend. She'd been handed a list of who had the drink tickets and who was paying, and no way to tell those people apart, so she asked everybody. A guy off the maintenance crew came down twice about the generator behind the tent and left it running both times. The second time he brought a folded square of cardboard down the hill with him and wedged it under one corner of it.

I was having a nice time, which surprised me. I'd figured on standing behind my wife all night being introduced to people. Instead I had a beer and a conversation and a place to stand.

Erin was a few feet away with Marisa Kang, who I'd been told about in the car. Small and dark and better dressed than anybody in that tent. I'd noticed her before I knew who she was. Dentist. Her own practice out past the airport, four chairs, and a divorce.

"Oh, it was easy," Marisa was saying. "It's the most boring thing that's ever happened to me. We had the same lawyer for about a week, which apparently you're not supposed to do."

"How'd that go?"

"She got embarrassed and quit, which was probably fair." Marisa looked into her cup. "The dog's the only part I'd take back."

"Marisa."

"The dog's nine, so he's got three years in him, maybe. I'm not going to court over that, and he'd have gone for it." She shrugged. "Anyway. The rest of it I barely noticed."

It was an easy thing to stand next to.

Pete Ahern came over, red in the face from the heat with his shirt stuck to him at the back. Pete owns two car washes and couldn't have been happier about anything in his life. He got into touchless versus soft-cloth, and which one people say they want and which one they actually pull into. His eyes kept going to Erin while he told me. I kept him talking.

"Then you've got brushes," he said. "And some jackass regularly puts a ladder rack through a set of them." He pointed the bottle at Erin. "She knows this. I told her at a wedding."

"Steph's wedding," Erin said, "and now I can't go through a car wash without thinking about it."

"And you should definitely be going touchless anyway with a gray car."

A woman I didn't get the name of came in quickly and got both hands on Erin's shoulders.

"Okay, but do you remember," she said, "do you remember the night we all⁠—"

"I remember all of it." Erin turned around inside her hands and hugged her properly, both arms, a good long one. "How's Aaron? Somebody said he's out at the hospital now."

A heavy-shouldered woman in a yellow cardigan got hold of her arm after that, and they went off into their own thing about a set of stairs and a mother in Ohio who wouldn't move. Kate Ruane. It was on her committee lanyard.

I was figuring out where the bar line ended when I heard her say it.

"Do you ever hear from Nate?"

"No. God, no, not in years," Erin said. "Is she still in the house? Because she shouldn't be in that house, Kate."

"She won't leave it."

"She'll die in that house."

They went at the stairs, and finally a woman with a clipboard pulled Kate Ruane away toward the committee table. Erin came back over and asked me if I'd eaten anything, which I hadn't.

The welcome envelope had two drink tickets in it. After that it was cash, and there was no machine on that side of the quad. I had eleven dollars in my wallet and I'd been rationing it since we walked in.

A guy from her class told me the campus had gone downhill, then asked me what year I'd graduated. I said I hadn't gone here. He said sorry, man, and drifted off like I'd told him something private.

Russ Colby had brought a folding chair in from his car and set it up by the pole. Gray and thin, with his belt up high. Water department. His wife's mother had moved into their basement in the spring and was still there.

"Blue truck out front, that's mine," he said. "Guy in Erie sold it to me with the odometer already rolled over."

"Rolled over or rolled back?"

"Is there a difference?"

"One of them's legal."

"Huh." He looked out toward the parking lot. "It was on the paperwork somewhere, I think… I'd have to look. Tailgate's rusted through underneath where you can't see it, too. He knew. Course he knew. I'll weld a plate on it myself before I pay a shop to do it."

He wanted somebody to tell him it was a good truck, the way people want you to tell them their car isn't a total. I told him it was probably a good truck.

Donna Kirsch came through holding a paper plate with nothing on it. Tall, freckled, her hair up off her neck with a pen through it. She does the road hours for her father's driving school out of Meadville, which means she spends practically her whole working week in the passenger seat of a Corolla with a second brake pedal down on her side of the floor.

"And I stomp it in my own car," she said. "At lights. All the time. My husband won't get in with me anymore, he goes and sits in the back."

She'd had a kid stall it on a hill in June and sit there and cry with a line of traffic behind him. Another one put a wheel up over a curb outside a bank and kept right on going.

"So what do you do?" she said. "Do you tell them right there?"

"I'd probably tell them."

"You'd think." She turned the plate over and looked at the bottom of it. "You save it for the lot, though. Tell a kid that while he's driving and you'll be walking home."

Somebody wanted her over by the bar, and she went, and she took the empty plate with her.

Shannon Pike found us with a plastic wine glass in each hand, the stem screwed into the base, and she'd put one of hers in crooked so it leaned.

"Okay, I have news," she said, handing Erin the leaning one and not letting go until she had hold of it. "The class gift is a bench. That's what we bought."

"Is it nice?"

"It's got a plaque." She drank half of hers. "Wendy wanted a scholarship, and I love her, I do, but she's never raised ten grand for anything in her life."

"How much did you get to?"

"Four," Shannon said, taking hold of my arm without looking at me. "Greg. Seriously. Tell her it's fine."

"It's fine."

"Thank you. I'm so tired." She took the leaning glass back from Erin and drank that one too. "And now there's a shit-ton of thank-you cards to write, and that's obviously me as well."

She cried after that, over the bench or not over the bench. Erin held both glasses and said her whole name twice into the side of her head. Then Shannon was finished and wanted to know where the food was.

Dale came back through with two beers and gave me one without being asked. He stood there for a moment with his eyes going over the crowd.

"You're a lucky man," he said. "I've known Erin since freshman year."

He kept looking at me after he said it. He went back to his regional, who'd finally landed on sixty-two cents that morning.

There was a corkboard on an easel by the middle pole with photographs pinned all over it. Somebody had printed them off a computer and cut them apart roughly with scissors. Dorm rooms. A tailgate in the snow. People up on a porch roof. A girl asleep in a laundry basket. The committee had hung a marker on a string beside it so you could write your name on the back if you were in one, and there were names on them already, in different hands.

Erin worked along it with her cup down at her side, saying names under her breath. She laughed quietly at somebody's hair. Then she stopped, and laughed, the loud one, and went up on her toes. She took a photograph down off its pin.

"No," she said. "Nope. Nobody needs to see that one."

"Let me see it." Shannon had her hand out. "Erin. Hand it here."

"It's going in my purse."

"Put it back on the board."

"Too late." The clasp was already shut and she was still laughing when she said it.

People at the easel laughed too, because somebody's wife was being funny about a picture of herself, and then Pete started in about the porch roof and everybody turned around to that instead.

I didn't ask to see it.

She got the purse strap back up on her shoulder and went on down the board. She was pink up the neck and across the collarbones. It was warm in there, so that's probably all it was.

"Greg," Erin said, putting a hand on my back. "Would you go find out if that food's a real thing or if it's a rumor? Shannon's going to eat the tablecloth."

I went and found out. It was pretzels, in two bowls, one already gone. I came back across the grass holding a napkin of them carefully out ahead of me.

The guy was on her by then.

Thicker through the middle, in a polo with a bottling company's name stitched over the chest. Todd Winkler. He'd been ahead of them and his wife was over by the far pole with a group of women, and I know both of those things because he told me immediately, then turned straight back to mine.

He was standing close enough that she'd had to angle herself slightly to keep her drink out of it. He was telling her about a professor who died in the spring, and she laughed when she was supposed to.

Partway through his own story he'd stopped looking at her face, or that's what it looked like to me. He was looking at the front of that dress. It was cut low to start with and had worked lower since the room. Her black bra was showing along the top edge on the near side, and there was more of both tits above the bra than in the cups, and the line between them ran down under the fabric.

"I'll grab drinks," I said.

Nobody had asked me to. Erin said she didn't need one yet and I was already walking.

The line at the folding table was long. I stood at the back of it, and from back there I had the angle on it.

He had his shoulder turned in on my beautiful wife the same way Dale had turned his in on me. She had one hand up holding her hair off the back of her neck, because it was warm under all that canvas, and it put her chest out and her arm across her body. He was taller than her, and from up there he had the whole front of her, down past the bra. When she turned to say something to Marisa he went down the rest of her, the waist and the hips and her ass in that dress. Then he came back up quickly before she turned around again. She'd been laughing at him a while.

He was picturing it. Out on the grass with a beer in his hand and his own wife right behind him, he had my wife down on her back with her legs open and that dress shoved up around her waist and his cock in her. I knew it because that is exactly where I'd have put her.

There I was holding a beer I didn't want, a napkin of pretzels in the other hand and my dick going hard in my pants at an alumni reception on a Friday night, because some man in a polo shirt was getting a free look at my wife's tits. Could anybody tell? I should have been angry. There was a man in a Home Depot parking lot two summers ago who got maybe two seconds of a look at her, and I can still tell you what he was driving. This was nothing like that. I wanted Todd Winkler to keep going. I wanted him to get a better look than he was getting, and I stood in a beer line and let him have her.

God.

Erin took the beer out of my hand and drank a third of it and said the heat under there was killing her.

We left at ten thirty with the tent still loud behind us. She stopped at the edge of the grass and took her shoes off and carried them hooked on two fingers. We walked slowly up the middle of the street, because there was no traffic.

She talked all the way up the street. Shannon's kids, the bench, whether Marisa was actually fine about the dog or was doing a thing. I said yeah in the right places and asked her about the dog.

The Ridgeway's awning was lit green from underneath and there were people out front smoking who weren't guests.

By the time we got to it I'd decided I was going to ask her who Nate was.
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Itold her I was going down the hall for ice.

"We don't need ice, though."

"And there's no water in here either."

"There's ice in the little fridge," she said, sitting on the end of the bed with one leg up under her, working at the strap on a shoe. "Under the freezer part. It's in a tray."

"That's literally four cubes."

"Fine," she said, working the other shoe off. "Get ice."

The bucket in the closet had no liner in it. I wasn't going back down to the desk at eleven at night to ask for one, so I took it like that, out in my socks. The machine ran while I stood in front of it. What came out was a single piece, a lump about the size of a brick, and I had to break it up against the inside of the bucket with the heel of my hand. Somebody two doors down had a TV up loud enough to hear through the door, a game show with the audience going.

I stood there a while after it was finally full.
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She had the bathroom light on and both lamps off, and she'd hung the black dress on the chair. She was at the sink in her bra and underwear getting her makeup off with a pad of cotton.

"I'm not doing the campus tour," she said, pressing gently at the corner of one eye. "It's at ten. Nobody's really going to notice if we're not there."

I put the bucket on the dresser.

"Dale gave me his card, by the way," I said.

"Of course he did," she laughed. "Dale Trotta has probably given his card to every single person he has ever stood next to."

"He wants me to look at his mileage thing."

"Are you going to?"

"It's barely any work, and what he's losing is basically a vacation." I sat down on the bed. "Who's Nate?"

She had the cotton pad in her hand still and she went on with it, along under her eye, twice.

"Nate Bishop?"

"I don't know," I said. "That woman asked you about him, the one with the mother in Ohio."

"Kate Ruane," she said, dropping the pad in the little trash can under the sink. "God. Nate Bishop. He was in my year. He rowed."

"Was he any good?"

"I have no idea," she said, turning the faucet off. "They were out at that boathouse at like five in the morning every day of their lives, so, probably? You'd see them in the dining hall eating four dinners."

"Were you friends, or…"

"Everybody was friends," she said, coming out of the bathroom and drying her hands on a towel, and she dropped it on the chair on top of the dress. "Here. Have a look at this for me."

She turned around and lifted her hair up off her neck with both hands.

"There's a thing on my left shoulder blade," she said. "And I seriously can't get at it in the mirror."

I went over and looked. There was a red line under her bra strap where it had been sitting on her all night, and a small raised spot beside it. That was it.

"It's probably just a pimple."

"Then why can I feel it when I lie on that side?"

"Because you've had a strap cutting into you all night."

"Yeah, well," she said, and kept her hair up. "It hurts."

My lovely wife, standing in the middle of a rented room with a bucket of ice going soft on the dresser behind us. I pressed on it with my thumb. I spread my hand on her back instead, and she tipped her head forward.
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I ran both hands up her sides. The mirror over the dresser had both of us in it, her chest coming up out of that black bra, her stomach and her underwear and my hands going up over her ribs. My own face over her shoulder.

I unhooked the bra and pushed the straps down her arms and it came off in my hand. Her tits came down a little with nothing under them, and her nipples were stiff before I touched them. I put a hand over each one and squeezed. Then I took one nipple between finger and thumb and pulled on it slowly. She hissed through her teeth and pushed her ass back into me.

"Yeah, no," she said. "That goes straight down. My nipples have been like that all week."

My cock was hard and she was leaning right on it.

I put my hand down the front of her underwear and she was soaked. Two fingers slid straight into her with nothing in the way at all. She opened her legs for me and I worked her clit with my thumb. She wasn't looking at me in the mirror. She was looking down at my forearm and where it went in.

"Okay," she said. "Okay. Don't do anything else."

I kept my hand where it was and let her do the rest. She reached back and got hold of my hip and worked herself on my hand in a short movement that barely showed. She was open enough that a third finger went in easily beside the other two, and she was running down the heel of my hand and off my wrist. Her breathing came apart on her, which usually only happens right at the end. Her knuckles had gone white.

I had her underwear down over her ass and she stepped out of them quickly. She turned around and put her mouth on mine. She had hold of my cock through my pants and squeezed it, and I groaned into her mouth.

I hadn't been that hard in months.

"I want to suck your cock," she said.

She sat back down on the bed. I pushed my pants and shorts down past my knees. She worked the skin up and down firmly a few times before she put it in her mouth.

She took most of it and used her hand on the rest, tight, turning her fist at the top of every stroke. Her cheeks pulled in. She was quiet except for her breathing through her nose and a wet click in her throat whenever it went deep, and every so often she'd come off it and spit on it and put it back in. Her other hand came up under my balls and held them.

"You like sucking it?" I said.

She hummed around it and pushed her face down.

"Hang on." She sat back with her hand still working me and wiped her mouth. There was spit on her chin and down her wrist. "Okay."

She took me again and went faster than she had been. I had to hold on to the headboard to stay standing, and I stood over her breathing like an idiot, watching the top of her head move. Then it started aching up behind my balls, which for me is usually about four strokes of warning, and she gave me four more. My hand went under her jaw and I pulled it out of her mouth. There was a string off her bottom lip that broke onto her chest, and I waited there for it to come back down.

"Don't go easy, though," she said. "I want to still be feeling it tomorrow."

"Get back up there," I said.

She went up the bed on her hands and knees and turned over. The sheet came with her and I had to pull it out from under her leg. She lay there while I pushed my pants the rest of the way off, which took longer than it should have because they were around one ankle over a sock. The ice shifted and dropped in on itself. Then I came up over her and she put her heels flat on the mattress and let her knees fall open. I looked at her like that in the light out of the bathroom. Then I went in. She was open and hot and my cock went the whole way in with one push.

"Oh, fuck," she said.

I hooked her legs up over my arms and fucked her hard immediately, no working up to it. The bed took it.

Nate. He rowed.

That was everything I had on him. A name and a boathouse, and I was inside my wife on a Friday night fucking her like I was twenty-six years old.

Her pussy was hotter than I remembered, and tighter with her legs up like that, and every time I came back she clenched on the head of my cock and I had to push through that again. There was a smack out of her every time I came all the way back down, and I was wet with her right down to my balls. I had her by the hips in both hands. Her hands went up over her head and took the pillow. She moaned on every stroke, and each one went up high and thin. The bed knocked the wall. Her face was sideways on the pillow, her eyes open. I was down in her as far as I could get and she was stretched tight around me.

"You're going to make me cum like this. I can feel your cock up in my stomach," she said.

"How are you this fucking wet?" I asked her.

"I don't know." She had to wait out the next stroke. "It's been like that all night, kind of. I had to go and dry my pussy off in the bathroom at the tent."

I quit moving with all of it up inside her. I could see it. Her in that black dress, in a stall at the back of the tent, with her hand up under the skirt. A whole party of people out on the grass who had known her before I ever did. And me out there with a cup in each hand. Everything down my back locked up. Then I went again, harder than what I'd been doing.

I put my weight forward onto her legs and the bed came off the wall and moved on the carpet instead. My forearms were slipping on the backs of her thighs. I looked down at my cock going into her and her pussy coming back out around it, and there was sweat off me dropping on her stomach.

"They can probably hear you fucking me out in the hall," she said.

Then there was another man in the room with the two of us. Tall, off to one side, no face on him, and someone else's grip on her hips instead of mine. Where did he come from? I fucked her harder.

He didn't go. I had my eyes open and he had his cock in her, going where I was going, and she was moaning up at him and not at me. The mirror had him in it too, off past my own shoulder. My wife bent up double underneath somebody else with her mouth open.

Jesus.

I went short and quick and quit breathing. Her hand closed on my wrist.

"Don't pull out," she said. "Stay in me."

He was the one she said it to.

I held her down hard against me and came all the way up inside her, and I could feel her pussy pulling on my cock.

When I came out of her I noticed my cum running out onto the sheet.
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She got up eventually and went into the bathroom and I heard the faucet. She came back out with the plastic glass off the counter, and she fished ice out of the bucket with her fingers and stood there drinking it, naked, in the light from the doorway.

"Well," she said.

I was on my back with my arm over my face.

"There's ice," I said.

"There's ice." She finished the water and put the glass on the nightstand, then got in and pulled the sheet up. She turned the lamp off on her side and lay down with her back to me. She pulled my arm over her and held on to my hand.

Erin was asleep in about ten minutes. The machine down the hall kicked on twice while I lay there.

I was working on the third picture. The one I don't usually go to, where the guy is mostly outside the shot with his face down in her neck. I have never once been able to put a face on him.
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Idid Dale Trotta's numbers at seven thirty on Saturday morning, downstairs at the little desk in the lobby where they keep the courtesy coffee.

It took twenty minutes. I wrote it out on hotel paper and put his name on the front, and I left it at the desk with the kid who'd been on all night.

The kid had an hour left on his shift. He had a laptop open on the counter next to the register with some kind of accounting class running on it, and he'd get a page or so down that and then somebody would immediately want a luggage cart. The alumni were fine, he said. It was the wedding coming in Sunday he was really worried about, because they'd already been asking about doing the rehearsal out in the lobby, and nobody had told the manager yet, and he wasn't going to be the one.

I went and moved the car, because Shannon had obviously been right about that street. There was a guy in an orange vest putting cones out and trucks backed in with produce on them. The nearest one had its doors open and two women were steadily unloading flats of tomatoes onto a folding table while a third one stood off to the side arguing with somebody on the phone about a scale. The guy in the vest wanted them all nose-in and they were going in whichever way they'd arrived. He'd clearly had this out before and was going to keep having it.

I put the Malibu behind the Rite Aid and walked back up through the middle of it. A woman selling honey out of a cooler told me she'd lost two hives over the winter and still didn't know why, and that the man she buys queens off has gone up on her again.

Erin was sitting on the bed in a T-shirt when I came back up, eating one of the granola bars out of the welcome envelope.

"So there's a market," I said.

"Mm," she said, pushing her hair out of her face with one hand. Her eyes were barely open. "That's a Saturday thing. Did you move it?"

"It's behind the Rite Aid."

"Good," she said, peeling the wrapper down off what was left of it. "Because I'm really not doing that today. If they towed us I would just live here."

We went out later and did the campus ourselves, and it cost nothing.

Lockhart in the daylight is a lot of grass. She showed me the dorm she'd been in freshman year, brown brick with a fire escape down one side, and told me exactly which window. Shannon had put a mini fridge under her own bed and blown the breaker on her floor. There's a library with steps wide enough to sit on, and everybody was sitting on them. The science building had a stone bench outside with a class year cut into the back of it, and she put her hand on that going past and kept walking.

"Which one was the dining hall?"

"The green roof," she said, stopping to get a good look at it. "It's a gym now, apparently. That is so depressing. Hold this."

She gave me her coffee and went up and tried the side door. It was locked, and she came back and took it off me again.

She'd lived in that dorm at eighteen. Four hundred people in her class, half of them men near enough, and she was here four years. Some number of those men has had my wife's mouth on his cock, and I stood on the grass holding a coffee going cold and worked at the number for a while.

Two guys on the library steps stopped talking while she went past. One of them was older, in a quarter-zip. He went slowly from her back straight down over her ass and her legs and stayed there. She had jeans on, and they're not tight jeans, and it obviously didn't matter. He came up and found me looking at him, and he took his time turning around to his friend.

There was a lunch in the tent and we did an hour of it. A woman from the committee introduced Erin to her husband and then kept hold of that husband's elbow for the entire conversation. A guy came over with a kid on his shoulders and talked to her. Somebody's wife asked me what I did for a living twice and never asked Erin one thing.

We got back to the room and Erin slept for an hour and I watched most of a college football game with the sound almost off.

It was two teams I have no opinion about at all, in a stadium with whole rows empty behind one end zone. The home team went for it on fourth down twice in the first half and didn't get it either time, and the second time their coach came out onto the numbers after an official who walked away from him. There was a kicker who kept taking his helmet off and putting it back on. They cut to a woman in the stands in a poncho. Then the same ad for a truck came on that had already come on twice.
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The field house had round tables and a stage at the end with a DJ on it who was too loud from the first song and stayed that way all night. They'd put the tables close enough together that the chairs backed into each other, and I had a chair back in my kidney every time anyone behind me got up, which was constantly.

Erin wore the navy one, with the sleeves. It's tight through the hips and it comes to just over her knee. She'd had her hair down all weekend and it had gotten bigger.

Table eleven was us, Shannon, Pete Ahern and Marisa Kang, just the way Shannon had arranged it, plus a couple named Ferris who left after the salad and never came back. There was chicken with a sauce on it and a green bean thing. Shannon had clearly started early.

"Okay, I'm going to say this once," she said, and put both hands down on the cloth on either side of her plate. "I did not do the food. The food was Wendy."

"Nobody's even noticed, Shannon."

"It's really not fine, Erin," Shannon sighed, and pulled the plate closer to have another look at it. "And I get to hear about it for the rest of my damn life, because Wendy will absolutely make sure of it."

Pete had already finished his and started on the bread. He was telling Marisa about a pressure washer he'd bought for the house and used exactly one time, and Marisa was patiently letting him.

Shannon came halfway up out of her chair and shouted a name over the tables.

He came over with a beer. Big guy, six three, wide through the shoulders, and he had a good shirt on with the sleeves rolled once. He badly needed a haircut. Shannon hugged him and said a full sentence into his chest that I didn't catch.

I knew him before she let go of him.

I knew the side of his face and I knew his mouth, and I'd never heard the man's name before Friday night.

"Nate, this is Greg. Erin's husband." Shannon had a hand on each of us. "Greg, Nate."

"Good to meet you," I said, and stood up, and shook his hand.

"You too."

He shook Erin's hand as well. I watched that. Pete pulled a chair off the next table and dragged it in. Nate sat down between Pete and Marisa, across the round from me.

He asked me what I did, and then he asked me more about it, and they were real questions.

"And is it still standing when you get there, or…"

"Depends what happened to it," I said, turning my beer around on the cloth. "With a fire you get a shell and a lot of water damage nobody's counted yet. A flood's actually worse to price, because everything looks completely fine and it isn't. I did a supermarket in March that looked untouched and the number came out at two hundred grand."

"Huh," he said, nodding at it like he was actually going to remember it. "See, I'd have said the fire was the expensive one."

"Everybody says that."

He was a physical therapist at the college two towns over. Mostly knees, he said, and then said it was basically all knees. He told me about a kid who'd rowed on a stress fracture and never mentioned it to anybody, and what it finally cost the kid. I said that sounded about right for somebody who gets up at five in the morning to go sit in a boat. He laughed at that.

I liked him.
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Pete came back from the bar with beers held against his chest.

"Is this the Foster Street crowd or what," he said, putting them down one at a time.

"Not even close," Shannon said, and took the one nearest her. "They're all in Denver now."

"Erin lived in that house."

"So did Nate," she said, getting the wine bottle up and going around the table with it whether anybody wanted it or not. "You two were together like two years."

Marisa kept eating.

Shannon put the bottle down and said oh, and looked at me. Then it was over and she was after the butter.

"We didn't live together," Erin said. "He stayed over."

She went back to her plate and cut a piece off it. Marisa asked whether the field house had always had that ceiling, and it had. The DJ was playing something you'd hear at a wedding.

I was at a round table with a plate in front of me finding out who my wife had been.

The two of them got going after that, at each other and not at us, over the corner of the table, with Pete and Marisa off on their own thing. Shannon had gone to another table entirely.

Names I didn't have. A guy named Cody who owed everybody money and then got a job at a bank, and a car that would only start downhill. A stove nobody could figure out how to turn off, so they cooked on it in shifts all winter and left it burning otherwise.

I followed maybe half of it. It was all first names and one address, and I laughed where they laughed. Twice I put a question in to keep myself in it, and both times it came back answered and they went straight on. I ate the green beans.

Then a summer where a group of them drove out to a marina on the weekends, because Steph knew a guy on the fuel dock who'd let them sit on the boats and drink until it got light.

"And Steph put his shoes in the water," Nate said.

"She did, and she obviously had plenty of help." Erin laughed before she got the rest of it out. "Which I'm not going into."

"You held the other shoe."

"I held the other shoe."

"And then you went back out to the boat, didn't you?"

"Mm-hm."

She took a drink and put the glass down.

"Sorry. The other one." I heard myself doing it. "Was that a girl, or…"

"With anything, really," Nate said.

He'd been reaching for his beer when he said it, and he stopped about halfway.

Then he looked up at me.

I have no idea what my face was doing. I had a bottle in my hand and I didn't put it down.

"That was — I mean, that was college," he said, slower, and put the glass down. "Everybody was, kind of. It was a big house."

"Sure."

"A lot of stuff went on in that house back then." He stopped and looked around the table. "I don't know."

Erin had her chin on her hand and she was watching the DJ.

Then she reached across and put her hand on Nate's forearm, on the roll of his sleeve.

"You've gone all careful," she said.

"I have."

"Don't."

She took her hand back and got her glass. Pete asked Nate about the boathouse, and it went on to something else. I sat there with my heart going and my dick moving in my pants, because my wife had touched a man's arm.
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The DJ had eventually gotten onto the slow ones and half the tables were up dancing. There was a line at the bar the length of the wall. Erin had her arm along the back of my chair and her hand on my shoulder, same as she does in a car.

I went around the room.

Dale Trotta first, with his jacket off and his sleeves pushed up. I put her on her knees on a hotel carpet in front of him with his belt open and his cock out in her hand, working it, and then her mouth on it, taking it as far down as she could and her lipstick coming off on him and her free hand up flat on his thigh, looking up at him so he'd have to keep looking back. His hand settling on her head and staying there, and her letting him. Dale telling me about it afterward in that much detail, the same as he'd told me about the hallway and the peanut.

Pete, still working on the bread. I bent her over the end of a bed with that navy dress shoved up over her hips and her underwear down her thighs, and Pete holding her by the waist and fucking her and talking right through it, because Pete tells you everything whether it's about brushes or not. Her tits out of that dress and swinging under her with it.

A guy at the bar I hadn't been introduced to. Tall, going gray at the sides, jacket still on. I sent her out behind that building with him, the reunion the other side of a wall, down on her knees in the dark and sucking him off with his fist gathered up in her hair. Her free hand around the base of his cock, her mouth loud and wet, him holding her head still at the end so he could push up into her throat, and her purse still on her shoulder with the strap sliding down her arm.

My cock was pressed up against the inside of my pants and throbbing. Would she swallow it for him?

The guy at the DJ table with the laptop. Her on top of him in a chair with the dress rucked up to her stomach and her hands flat on his chest, riding his cock slowly at first and then quickly, wet enough to hear over the music, and his hands up underneath her on her ass pulling her down onto it. His eyes down between the two of them the whole time, and the chair going back on its legs and coming down again.

My cock jumped at that one.

And in all of them I skipped the start of it. What I wanted was the part fifteen minutes in, where she's stopped being careful. Her hair wrecked and her makeup gone and her hand back around somebody's wrist to hold him where she wants him. Her mouth open. Her pussy soaking a hotel sheet under her and her not thinking about me at all, and then some other man's cum in her.

Every man in that room, one after another, and every one of them hearing her moan go high and thin at the end of it. I did all of it with my wife's hand on my shoulder.

I was hard in a folding chair at a banquet table, hard enough that it ached. I'd shaken the man's hand an hour before and I'd liked him, and I still liked him. I pulled my chair in tight under the table. I hadn't had to do that since I was about nineteen.

"You want another?" Erin said, tipping my bottle toward her with one finger to see what was in it.

"I'm okay."

"You've been sitting there with that." She took her finger off it and it rocked and settled. "Are you all right?"

"Yeah. It's warm in here."

My stunning wife was telling Shannon Pike for the third time that the chicken had been completely fine.
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The lights came up around eleven and people immediately started standing up and stacking chairs against the wall like it was a school.

"Are you staying over, or driving?" Marisa asked him. She had her purse open on the table and her keys already out of it.

"Driving," Nate said, and finished what was in his glass. "I'm about forty minutes out. It's nothing."

Shannon came back to hug everybody and tell Erin about Sunday. Pete pushed a bottle of red at us that nobody had opened, and Marisa finally left with a woman from another table.

We finished up out on the concrete apron in front of the field house, in the dark, and it had gotten really cold.

"There's a bar on Third," Nate said, getting his jacket on one arm at a time. "It was Murphy's, and it's something else now, but it's still there."

"A bar's too loud," Erin said, getting the bottle up under her arm. "I've been shouting all day and I've got no voice left at all."

"Our room's fine," I said.

It went about three seconds. Nate looked at Erin, and Erin looked down at the bottle under her arm.

"Yeah, no, I…" She got her chin up and found me. "That'd be — yeah. That'd be nice, actually. We've got this, and there's cups in the bathroom."

Then she turned around to him.

"Come back with us."

"I don't — yeah, I don't know, that's probably not a great idea," he said, and he had his keys in his hand already and he wasn't looking at either of us. "It's a long drive."

"Please."

"Erin—"

"It's one drink and then I'm going to bed, Nate Bishop."

She said it into the middle of a parking lot with her arms folded over the bottle and her chin down in her collar.

He stood there and had a look at his keys.

"Okay," he said.

We went up the street the three of us, him on her other side. Erin was walking faster than both of us. At the corner she went off the curb without waiting on the light and we came after her.
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The bottle Pete pushed on us on the way out had a real cork in it.

I went through the desk drawer, which had a Bible in it and a laundry bag and nothing else. Then the little drawer under the TV, which had nothing at all. In the end I pushed the cork through with the handle of my toothbrush, standing over the bathroom sink with the bottle held between my knees, and it went all at once and put about a shot of it up my wrist.

"There you go," Nate said.

"Well, it's in the wine now."

"That's all right," he said, taking his jacket off the chair and putting it over his knee. "It's more or less how it's supposed to go anyway. You've got a cork floating around in there is all, and it won't hurt anybody."

There were three plastic cups on the bathroom counter, two of them still in the wrapper. I unwrapped them and poured. The cork came down against the neck about every third pour and I had to stop and let it float back.

Room 214 has one chair. Erin took the bed, with her shoes off and pushed underneath it. Nate had the chair. I sat down against the dresser with my knees up, which suited me.

"There's a chair down the hall by the machine."

"It's actually bolted to the wall."

"How do you know that?"

"I tried to move it last night," I said, and set my cup down beside me. "I'm fine here."
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It was a good hour.

Nate got engaged three years ago and it ended eleven months later. He told us about it badly, out of order, the way people tell you about a wreck, the ending first and then the road.

"We bought a house," he said. "That was before we'd even picked a date."

"Where is she now?"

"Cleveland. Her sister's out there. She's good. We're both good about it." He turned the cup around in his hands. "Dana. Everybody likes Dana. That's the worst kind."

She had her legs folded up under her on the bed and she kept taking her hair off her neck and putting it back.

"Is your mom still in the house with the—" She stopped and turned her hand over. "The porch that was coming off it."

"Still in it. Porch is still coming off it. She absolutely won't let anybody near it." He was smiling at his shoe. "She asks about you, by the way."

"Tell her I said hi," Erin said.

"Is Boyce still going?"

"Boyce is eighty-one," Nate said. "Still teaching. There's a Tuesday night section he won't give up."

"He gave everybody a C," Erin said.

"Everybody. I've never met a person who got anything else off that man. They put a dinner on for him in the spring and he came in the door, stood there, and went home."

"You're driving back out on 30 tonight?" I said.

"The other way on it. It's fine unless the quarry trucks are on it." He'd been back in the same apartment since the house sold, and he kept meaning to buy something again and kept not doing it. His landlord had put a furnace in over the winter without mentioning it was a three-day job, so he'd slept on his mother's couch in January with the television going all night.

Erin told him about a man on her floor in June who kept trying to get up and go move his car. On the third day his daughter came in and said there was no car. He'd sold it in the spring. She told it slowly and she didn't put a punchline on it. Nate laughed anyway.

She had another one about somebody up on telemetry who argued with her half a morning about a parking meter downtown, and about who exactly was going to go down there and feed it. His wife sat through all of that with her coat still on.

Shannon got a mention. Erin said she was next door and would be up at seven tomorrow like nothing had happened, because she always is.

"Okay, here's a question," Nate said. "The field house floods. River comes up. Who eats that?"

"Nobody eats it, because nobody insures a field house properly."

"Come on."

"No, I'm serious." I had my cup up on my knee and I was pointing at him with it. "A school buys a single policy for the campus and then puts a wood floor at the bottom of a grade. I'd bet the car on the drains under it."

"So who pays for the floor?"

"They do. I did a church hall a couple years ago that went exactly the same way. Everything those people owned was down there in cardboard, forty years of quilting stuff, and the policy paid out on the building and about nine hundred dollars of contents."

"Huh," Nate said.

"Anyway," I said.

"No, go on," Erin said. "He asked you."

I'd been sitting with my knees up for twenty minutes by then and I'd sat down that way on purpose. Nothing had happened. A man I liked was in a chair asking me who pays for a flooded floor, and my wife was on a bed in a navy dress. I was hard behind my own knees and had been for a while.
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She poured a third one for everybody and sat back down.

"So what's the wildest thing you two ever did?"

I said it into the gap. I'd been holding it in my mouth for an hour without knowing it.

Erin looked at me over her cup and left it there.

"Oh, man," Nate groaned, putting a hand over his mouth and taking it off again. "I don't know if that's really mine to tell."

"It probably is," Erin said.

She sat there, and he waited about four seconds.

"Okay. The laundry room in Kepler," he said. "Her building. There's a folding table down the middle and no lock on that door at all, and there were people in there. They weren't in the room with us, but they were twenty feet away, folding."

"It was one girl."

"There were two."

"There was Steph," she said, laughing into her cup.

"Fine," Nate said, scratching his jaw. "One and a half. Anyway, I've got my hand over her mouth by the end of it and she's got my dick out, and then we're fucking on that table and the machine finishes its cycle and the whole room goes quiet. And she does not stop. I cum right there with her hand on the back of my neck, and there's a girl at the far end of that table with a basket."

"You had a sock in the door."

"I did, yeah. That was my only good idea in college."

They both went at that for a minute. I drank most of a cup of Pete Ahern's red wine.

"See, I bet you did worse than that," I said.

"We really did not," she laughed.

"You did," I said. She had her head tipped over and her mouth had gone crooked on one side. "She's pretty vanilla, honestly. I always assumed she always had been."

Nate laughed. One syllable, and it was out of him before he had a hand on it, and he put his hand up straight after. "Sorry."

Erin laughed too. She got about half of it out and caught the rest and swallowed it. I heard it from the dresser.

Nate set his cup down by his foot.

"Vanilla," he said.

He said it once, flat, and then he looked over at her.

"Don't," Erin said.

"I didn't say anything."

"You're going to."

"I'm going to ask you something," he said, and he sat forward. "Has he ever heard about the room at the top of the stairs?"

"No."

"Okay. That's what I thought."

I said what room. Nate had a look at Erin's face first, and she looked back at him and drank some of her wine.

"Cody's room," she said. "It was Cody's room and nobody actually slept in it. It was the only door in that house that shut properly." She said it flat, exactly the same as she'd said he stayed over at the table.

"There was a thing about who had it Fridays," Nate said.

"There was a list."

"Right, on the door," Nate said. "Somebody had a Sharpie for it."

"And you were never on that— " She started it again. "You weren't on that list, Nate Bishop."

"I was in April."

"For a week," she said, and put her cup down on the nightstand. "One week, in April."

"All right," Nate said. "I'll give you the Friday, then. I came back to that house about eleven and she was already up there with the door open, sitting up on that bed with her jeans off and somebody's beer, and she had me stand in the doorway and take my clothes off while she watched me do it. Slowly, too. Then she took hold of my belt and pulled me in and sucked my cock right there with that door standing open, and when I went to push it shut she took her mouth off me and said leave it. Then she got up on me and fucked me herself with her tits in my face, and she wouldn't let me cum until she'd got there twice. I couldn't really walk right at practice Sunday."

"Yeah," Erin said, and she put her feet down off the bed. "That's… that's about how that went."

She had gone red across the chest above that dress, and she was leaving it alone.

He asked who'd been in the house that winter and she named four people, and two of them I'd heard before.

"And the night with the bet," Nate said. "In the spring."

"God." She put a hand up over her eyes and took it down again. "That wasn't… okay, that was the same weekend as the⁠—"

"It was."

"Then yes. I did that. And I'd have done it sober, so."

"She's giving you the short version," Nate said. He said it to me and not to her, and there was nothing on his face at all.

"Yeah," I said.

"You and him, or."

"Not always."

Nate reached down for his cup and took a while about it.

"Just the house, or," I said. "Guys from the house, I mean, or⁠—"

"I don't know," Erin said. "It was sort of a whole… yeah."

She was looking at the window while she said it, and the curtain was open and there's a light out there on a pole.

"The stove," Nate said. "Did you tell him about the stove?"

"He's heard it. He's heard that, yeah."

"Okay. Well, it's a really good story."

And then we were on the winter, and cooking in shifts.
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I went around and refilled everybody.

She's not a nervous person. I have seen her put a line into a man's chest with two people shouting at her. She took a cup of wine from me and it went about an inch to the left before she got hold of it with the other hand. She kept her eyes down while she did it, and I could plainly see her breathing from where I stood.

I sat back down.

"You're on the floor," Erin said to me, out of nothing. "You've been down on that floor all night, and I'm—" She had a drink on the end of that and looked at the bathroom door.

Nate had gotten onto the boathouse, about the river being low that year, and he had a hand out doing the shape of the bank. On the way down he put it on my wife's calf.

It sat there about two seconds while he calmly went on with the sentence about the river. Then he heard himself, or he saw where his hand was, and he took it back quickly and put it on his own knee. He started a different sentence instead.

I sat there and put him up those stairs with her. Twenty-two years old, getting out of her jeans in front of a man because she liked doing it, and then her mouth full of his cock, and then her up on top of him running the whole thing.

"You don't have to do that," I said.

I said it in the voice I use to tell a man his log is worth keeping either way. Nate looked at me for a good while. He slowly put his forearms down on his knees and left them there.

"Greg."

"Yeah."

"It's Nate, Greg," she said. "It's Nate."

I picked the bottle up and leaned over. I topped his cup up, and then my own.

I let it go by.

"Erin. What's going on with your shoulder?"

"What, my shoulder?"

"Your right. You were rolling it all through dinner."

"Oh." She stopped doing it, which is how I found out she'd been doing it. "It's work. It's fine."

She started to sit up and he immediately put a hand out.

"Don't get up, I'm not doing anything to it," he said. "Which side do you carry on?"

"That side."

"Yeah. It won't be the shoulder, it'll be underneath it. It usually is." He reached over and pressed two fingers firmly into her arm just under the sleeve. "There."

"Ow. Okay."

He sat back, and he put his hand on her leg above the knee this time.

She moved the leg. About an inch, slowly, and I couldn't tell if that was her getting out from under his hand or just her moving. He took it off her and asked whether we were driving back Sunday or Monday.

"Sunday. She's on Tuesday."

She finally got up and pulled the curtain across the window. That window looks at a loading dock and a brick wall.

"I'm going to jump in the shower," she said. She went in and pushed the door most of the way shut, and the water came on.

It ran about four minutes. She came out with her hair dry and her earrings still in. She left the bathroom light on and the door open.

She said the lamp was too bright and turned off the one on my side of the bed. So there was the one by the chair and the light coming out of the bathroom door and that was it. She stood there a second with her hand on the switch.

"Shannon's next door."

"You already said that, yeah."

"Did I."

She had her arms folded and she stayed by the lamp.

"You're going to be sitting right there," she said.

"I am."

"I'm not getting on that bed," she said.

Nate had his cup halfway up. He put it carefully back down on his knee.

"Okay," he said.

"I mean it. That's the one thing. That headboard goes straight through the wall to her. I can hear her television going right now."

Out in the hall two women laughed loudly all the way to the elevator. She looked over at me before she moved.

Then she came around the bed and sat down on the carpet. Not on the mattress. On the carpet, with her back against the front of Nate's chair and her legs straight out and the dress pulled down over her knees. She took her cup off the nightstand on the way and had a drink and set it by her hip.

There was a whole bed six inches behind her.

Goddamn.

My pretty wife had spent half the night telling a man things she has never told me.

Nate started talking again a minute later, and he was talking to me. He asked about the run down 30 and what a company car costs to keep on the road, and I answered both. I don't know what I said. The entire time he was doing it his hand left the chair and came down onto her.

It went into her hair first, at the back, up underneath it at the neck, and then it stayed. She let her head go back against his knee and shut her eyes.

He took a handful of it at the roots and closed his fingers until her head was back as far as it would go, and she let him have it. Then she pushed up into his palm looking for more of the same.

Her mouth was open and she wasn't closing it, and then she gasped, quietly, at a man's fingers moving around in her hair.

I had a hard-on that ached.

I wanted that dress off her shoulders. I wanted her tits out of it. His hand up under the navy, finding out how soaked she already was, because she was. She'd been flushed and breathing wrong for an hour.

I sat there watching another man work his fingers around under my wife's hair. Four hours ago I shook that hand.

I reached down and squeezed my cock through my pants, once, and then I put that hand back down. It had been leaking into my underwear.

How much of this had she already wanted before we walked up here?

She whined through her nose and cut most of it off. Her chest was damp above the neckline.

"Erin," he said. "Will you sit forward for me?"

She sat forward off his knee. He brought his other hand down flat over her collarbone, above the neckline, and held it there, and kept the hair in his fist. That hand covered most of her, fingers up under her jaw and the heel of it down on her tits. She stayed exactly where he'd put her. Her breathing had gone high and shallow under it.

"Can I put my hand in there?"

She looked down at it. She had a fistful of her own dress and she held onto it.

"I don't even know how to⁠—"

Then she hooked two fingers into the neckline and pulled it out and open, away from her tits. She turned her face away from me while she was doing it.

His hand went in under the dress and onto her tit. My wife put her own hand down over his and held it where it was. My gut went sour.

I could see in past her own knuckles. He'd shoved her bra down and her tit was out of it and sitting in his palm, the whole weight of it, his fingers spread wide underneath and his thumb up on her nipple. He's got a big hand and he didn't have all of that tit in it. When he shut his fingers her nipple came up hard between two of his knuckles.

"I'd forgotten what your tits were like," he said. "She used to cum just from this, Greg. Nothing else going on at all."

He had that nipple between two fingers and rolled it slowly. She let it out as a moan this time, low and long. Her other tit was down inside the bra with nothing on it. The navy was pulled out of shape over the back of his hand.

The dress had ridden up off her knees while he did that, rucked underneath her where she had her heels pulled in and her knees squeezed shut, and she was rocking, an inch at a time, pushing her pussy down onto her own heel with the navy caught in between.

"Your other hand," Nate said. "You can use it, you know."

Her own hand was down between her legs now. It was pressed over her pussy through the dress, not stroking, just held hard with the wrist bent in, and she was riding the heel of that hand as much as her foot. I was low enough to be looking straight at it. The dress had come up past the tops of her thighs on that side. Her underwear was right in front of me, soaked through and gone dark and stuck to her. I had the whole shape of her pussy in the wet fabric. The lips of it, and the slit up the middle where the cotton had been pulled into her, and the little rise of her clit at the top. There was a shine of sweat down the inside of her thighs, and she grunted at the bottom of every push.

He had a hard cock up the front of those pants right behind her head and he hadn't touched it once all night. My own cock was shoved sideways in my pants.

He moved his hand over onto her other tit, pushed that side of the bra down as well, and got the nipple between his fingers, and she took a breath in through her teeth. He pulled her head back on the fist of hair at the same time, and her throat came up bare, and she cried out, and she left it out there. Her back came off that chair and both her tits came up, one of them still in his hand.

She was panting through her mouth now.

"Greg." Nate said it quietly, and he didn't take his hand out of her dress to say it. "You say so and I'm out that door. I mean that."

"You can't see it from up there," I said. "Her nipples have been hard through that dress since you put your hand in her hair, and she's been working her pussy against her own legs. She's not far off cumming, either."

Then she opened her eyes and looked straight at me.
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She looked at me for a long time with his hand still in her hair, and eventually I got up.

Six feet is two steps. I crossed and knelt down beside her and laid my hand on her stomach through the dress. Her eyes closed when I did it. Nate watched me from the chair. So I reached across and put mine over his, on her tit, inside that dress.

He turned his hand under mine and carried on with what he'd been doing.

I brought her forward by the shoulders into the middle of the room. She held her weight back nearly the whole way and I had to keep pulling.

The navy zips from up between her shoulder blades. I moved her hair aside and took it down slowly, right to the small of her back. My hands were actually shaking doing it, and I have had that dress off her plenty of times.

She worked her arms out of the sleeves herself. Then she held the front of it up against her chest with both hands and stopped, and sat there on the floor of the Ridgeway Inn breathing hard.

"Don't say anything," she said. "Either of you. Just — don't. I'll get up and go sit in the bathroom, I will."

Then she let go.

It came down into her lap, and she lifted an inch off the floor so I could pull it out from under her and put it aside. The black bra was still on her, shoved down under both tits where he'd left it, and there were two red lines up her sides from the dress. Her stomach was soft and pale under her ribs with a line pressed across it from sitting. Her arms had gone up in goosebumps, though the room was really warm.

Nate had it unhooked with one hand. I took the straps down off her arms and it went on the floor and she still didn't look up. Her nipples were up hard and dark and standing right out. He laid his palm over one and took the weight, barely moving.

I laid her flat on her back and pulled her underwear off her legs. She lifted her hips up an inch to let me.

She was smooth, near enough, with a little dark hair left high up. Her thighs were shut. I laid a hand on the inside of one and opened her up. She was wet all the way down already and shining with it in the light off the lamp.

"You're soaked," I said.

She put one arm up over her face.

I got my mouth on her. She was hot and slick on my tongue and I could taste her. I sucked her clit and worked two fingers into her. My chin was wet inside of ten seconds and my fingers were squelching in her every time I drew them back. My forearm went across her hip to hold her down and stuck to her where the sweat was. Nate was off the chair by then, down at her head, his hands over both her tits, working them from underneath. My spare hand went up under his, onto the far one, the two of us on her at once, and his knuckles moved against the back of my hand.

She said my name.

"Greg."

I lifted off her and got my fist in her hair. She turned her face in against my wrist and groaned into it, and I have never heard that out of her at home. She put her head back down and I went back to work on her.

She came about a minute later. Her thighs came in hard on my head and I hooked a hand behind one knee and held her open. She went up in pitch and then it cut out of her. She came up flat and hard against my mouth. Her stomach locked under Nate's arm. Her heels slipped and caught and slipped again either side of me. She clenched down on my fingers in waves, four or five of them. I didn't stop after and she yelped and immediately tried to shut her legs. Nate held her tits down flat while she did it.

He was up on his feet before she was completely finished. His shirt came over his head without the buttons undone. His pants and his shorts came down together and he stepped out of them.

Holy shit.

He was hard already and his cock stood out from him thick and dark and heavy. It was longer than mine by a good deal and thicker than that, with a wide blunt head and a vein standing up it. He was shaved down at the base. His balls hung low and loose underneath, and it moved when he moved.

Erin had come up on one elbow. She looked right at it for about two seconds. Her breathing had gone quick and shallow.

I felt sick for about a second.

"I want to see you try that cock," I said at her ear.

She let a breath out through her mouth. "Okay," she said. "Okay. Just for a second. I'm not…"

She didn't finish it. She came up onto her knees in front of him with her hair loose, and I knelt in behind her and gathered it into my fist. Both her hands came out and closed around his cock, one above the other, and her fingers didn't meet. There was a half inch of daylight between her fingertips and her thumb on the top hand, more on the bottom one. Her hands were pale right through to the knuckle where she held him. He was dark brown all down the shaft, darker again at the head where the skin changed over and went smooth and tight. There was more of him standing above her top fist than she had hold of.

"Her hands are shaking, Greg," Nate said, over the top of her head, evenly, the way you'd tell a guy his tire was low. "She can't get them around it. Look where her fingers are on my cock."

She had to move both hands down the shaft to get her mouth anywhere near him. Then she put her lips over the head and opened up and took his cock.

"Suck him," I said at her ear. "Get it wet."

She had maybe an inch of him in when it caught her. She came off coughing with her eyes streaming and sat back on her heels with a hand over her mouth, looking at the carpet. His cock stood there wet to about the middle and shining under the lamp and it hadn't gone down at all.

"That's the back of her throat," Nate said to me. "My cock comes up on it and then it goes off it again. Give her a minute."

"You're all right," he said down at her. "Take the top of it and leave the rest alone. You're not taking all of my cock tonight and I'm not asking you to. And you don't have to go near my balls at all."

His hand came down onto her head, and after a few seconds she finally went forward onto his cock on her own.

She couldn't get much of him in. Whatever she used to be able to do with him, she couldn't do it now. She managed two inches past the head and stopped, and pulled off, and went in again, and stopped, and her jaw was open as far as it goes. Her top lip had gone white where it stretched around his cock. She breathed in quickly through her nose between goes and it came back out of her ragged. There was spit running freely down onto her hands and down his balls, and a long string of it swinging off her chin. I held her hair clear of her face so I could watch her mouth work on that cock and so he could watch it too.

"Is that as far as she goes?" I said.

Nate looked down at her, and then over at me. "About," he said. "There's four inches of cock down there she hasn't been near. You can feel her jaw shaking on it."

"Watch where she stops," he said. "Same spot every time, right under the head."

She went back at it, sucking hard at what she could get, and his cock slapped wet against her chin every time she came back up off it, easily the loudest thing in the room. She got down under him and sucked his balls, one and then the other. Her hand kept working his cock steadily, and she moaned around them. There was sweat coming down his stomach.

"She's got both my balls in her mouth now," Nate said. "Look what her hand's doing on my cock while she does it. Nobody asked her for that."

My wife is sucking another man's cock two feet from my face.

My other hand went over her ass and up between her thighs from behind. I had two fingers up in her pussy and she rocked herself back onto them and kept sucking. I could hear my fingers going in her underneath what her mouth was doing. She was hot inside and swollen and there was enough coming out of her to run down into my palm. Her shoulders were down and her ass was up and her forearms were braced on his thighs, shaking with the weight she had on them. Her clit was up hard when my thumb came over it and she immediately shoved herself back harder when I left it there.

"She's pretty much running down her own leg back here," I said.

"She was doing that on my hand too," Nate said. "Keep your fingers up her pussy. Her mouth goes tighter on my dick when you do that."

By then his cock was leaking and it was on her lips. Her hands kept going on him, both of them, out of time with her mouth.

"That's off my cock on her lip," Nate said. "She hasn't wiped it once."

My own cock had been aching in my pants half the night. I worked my belt open one-handed, eventually, and it took me two tries. I pulled myself out and came up behind her with the head of my cock up against her pussy and my hand on her hip. My wife was grunting around Nate's dick. I was slick off her in a second and she pushed her hips back against my cock without coming off him.

Then I stopped.

I realized I didn't want to be inside her. I wanted to watch him fuck her.

"Keep going," I said.

I put myself away and got up off the carpet and sat down in the chair. Nobody had turned that lamp off all night and the room was lit up like a kitchen at eleven o'clock.

Her ass was up in the air a yard from my knees, her thighs apart and wet down the inside, and her cheek went hollow each time she pulled back on his cock.

My face was wet from her and I could smell her on it the whole time I sat there.

The ice machine kicked on down the hall and ran a while and quit. A car door went out on the loading dock.

My shoes were under the dresser where I'd kicked them off around eleven, and my bag was on the rack by the closet with the strap hanging down off it, and there was a laminated card standing up on the desk. The Ridgeway doesn't do room service. The card is for a place two doors up that will bring you a sandwich until ten, with a photograph of the sandwich on it.

Somebody came along the hall on a phone, still talking, and the voice went past our door and away toward the stairs.

The front of my pants was wet through about the size of a quarter where I'd had myself against her, and it had gone cold sitting down. I opened my belt again and took my cock out. I worked it, already slick off her and off me. My shirt was still buttoned and gone through under both arms and sticking when I moved.

"Don't come off him for me," I said. "I like your mouth on that cock. I'm really not saying it to be nice. I've got my dick out over here."

Her eyes came off him once and found my hand going, and she carried on sucking his cock while she looked.

Nate obviously saw it too, and after a bit he said, flatly, "There's tissues in the bathroom, Greg."

"Yeah," I said. "Thanks."

"I want her pussy," he said.

Nate put a hand under her jaw and lifted her mouth off his cock, and she went where the hand took her. He laid her down slowly on the carpet in the middle of the room. He pushed her thighs roughly open with his forearms and put his mouth on her.

That had been me on that floor forty minutes earlier. I was watching it now with my cock in my hand. It jumped in my fist when his mouth went on her.

He went at her slowly at first with the flat of his tongue, long and heavy, from underneath and all the way up. He did that six times in a row. Her knees fell out. Her pussy was pink and swollen and hanging open. Her hips kept coming up at him. Then he quit going slow. His mouth went right down onto her clit and he sucked hard at it, and she was suddenly loud and wet under him, and her heels came off the floor and dug in again.

He put two fingers in her and turned them. I watched her stretch around his knuckles and close behind them and take them again easily. He got his other arm across her hips. His forearm went slick where it lay on her. She got a hand down into his hair and pushed.

"Is her pussy as wet as it was for me?" I said.

He didn't come off her to answer it. He got his free hand up onto her tit and worked at her, then lifted his chin an inch.

"She's opened right up," he said, at me, not at her. "You could get three fingers up her right now, easy."

She came a lot harder the second time. Her back came up off the floor, and she wailed, loud enough that I thought about the hallway. Her hands went down on the floor either side of her and pushed her up into his mouth. His fingers never came out of her. It ran through her twice more. When he came up off her his chin was wet to the jaw.

"Her pussy is still going," he said to me. "It'll do that on its own for another minute and there's nobody touching her." He turned his hand over and held it up so I could see it. "That's all off her pussy. That's not spit."

He brought her up onto her knees by the arm.

"Put your hands on your legs and leave them there," he said. "If you want off my cock you take yourself off it. I'm not going to hold you down on it. But you're not doing the work from here. I am, and you're taking my cock the way I give it to you."

He put himself back between her lips.

"Hold still," he said.

She held still.

He took a good hold of her head from behind with his fingers spread wide, and he started working himself into her mouth on his own count, deeper than she had been taking him. She let him. She gagged badly on the third one and didn't pull off. What came up out of her went down his shaft and onto his balls. He held her there and used her mouth. The only thing moving on her was her throat. Her fingers were dug into her own legs.

"You can see my cock going down her throat," he said, without turning around. "Under her jaw there. Every one of them. You've had her a lot longer than me, Greg. She's got most of my cock in there now. Does her jaw give out on her, or can I keep going?"

"I don't know," I said. "She's never had to."

"Okay," he said, and he kept going.

She pushed his hip back with the flat of her hand and came away from him, sitting down on her heels, wiping her chin with her wrist. His cock came off her lips wet to the base. A string of spit hung down onto her chest.

"Sit back," she said.

He went back a half-step and sat on the arm of the chair beside me. She came after him quickly and took his cock back in her mouth. Her hair went across my knee when she went down on him. I had gone forward with my elbows on my knees.

She worked his cock her own way now. She had one shoulder braced against his thigh and she used it. She pushed her face down onto his cock off that shoulder, and where she'd stopped dead at two inches before she was going past it now, and past it again, until her top lip was down below her hands. There was a wet click at the bottom of each one. She'd come up off his cock and lick the shaft flat-tongued from her fist right up to the head, then take it again, and her hand was going in time with her mouth now instead of against it. The spit came off her chin and down over her tits and kept running. His balls were pulled up tight against him and wet where her chin kept hitting them.

Her jaw was probably hurting by then. He'd started grunting on the out-breath, low, which hadn't been there before, and she went after it.

"What's she doing now?" I said.

"She's swallowing on it," Nate said. "Every time she gets my cock down there. That's on purpose, Greg. Somebody taught her that."

She took her mouth off him and looked over at me with her hand still going on his cock.

"You know I do that to you," she said, and went back down on him.

There were marks pressed into both her knees, red and deep. She had her own hand between her legs and the wrist was going hard, two fingers up in her own pussy and her thumb working on her clit. My cock was wet enough to soak my whole hand and I kept going anyway.

"Erin," he groaned, and put a hand down on her shoulder. "Erin, I'm going to cum."

"Not yet," she said.

She fed his cock back in and slowed everything down.

When she finally let his cock go she stayed down there working it with her hand, looking up at his face. It was shining wet above her fist and it jumped whenever she squeezed.

Nate reached down and took her by the jaw, and she let him turn her head up.

"Get up on that bed," he said.

And she got up off her knees and went and did it, and I stayed where I was.
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"Come down here to me," Nate said.

She came down the bed on her back with her heels dragging on the sheet and stopped with her hips at the edge of the bed. He stood in between her knees and got a hand under each one and pushed her legs wide open. From the chair I had her ass right on the lip of that mattress and her pussy open and wet and shining under the lamp.

He took hold of himself and worked the head of his cock slowly up and down her without going anywhere. She pushed her hips up off the bed at him.

"I've wanted your cock in me for hours," she said. "I've had my mouth on it and my hands on it and I still haven't had it where I want it. Put it in."

Then he put it in her and she came up off the mattress.

Her shoulders came up first. Her hand went down on his stomach and stopped him there, and she held him like that with her arm locked out. I don't think she knew she'd done it.

"Wait."

He held still where he was.

"Give me a… hang on." She had her eyes shut and her chin down on her chest and she pulled air in through her mouth in short gasps. "Okay. Go slow. Slow."

He went in slowly. He had a third of himself inside her, and he took that in an inch and let it come back out and then took it further, and it ran that way for a while. The locked arm went soft. Her mouth hung open and her forehead had creased right up. She got her hand down onto her own clit and worked at it while he fed the rest of himself into her. On one stroke she whimpered and put her other hand over her face.

"Deeper," she said.

I watched him go into my wife by inches until her hand slid off his stomach and dropped.

Fuck.

He got it all in and stopped completely and let her have a second with it. She eventually found her breath and hooked her legs around behind his thighs. Then he really started to move.

My cock had been out most of the time I'd been in that chair and it hurt. I had my fist around it, and I made myself let go.

He fucked her standing like that, her heels crossed behind him, one big hand open on her belly to hold her where he wanted her. Every stroke went in to the root. His hips slapped steadily down on the backs of her thighs, and underneath that she was grunting, flat and open-mouthed. Shannon Pike was on the other side of that wall.

Her tits went with it. Up her chest and back down on every single stroke, heavy and loose, rolling out sideways when he changed his angle. Her nipples were dark and stiff. She reached back and got both hands into her own hair and left her chest wide open to the two of us.

"God, that's… okay." She went back to working herself with her fingers. "Okay. That's it. Fuck, just like that. Don't change anything. Same speed, same spot, and let me do the rest, I know what I'm doing."

Nate had his teeth together and he was breathing out hard through his nose.

Her hands came down out of her hair and onto his forearms and held on tightly up near the elbow. She doesn't do that with me.

She got gradually wetter the longer it ran, up out of nothing into a wet smack under the slap of his hips, louder in the end than the bed.

"Does her pussy feel the same?" I said, to him more than to her.

"Don't answer that," Erin said with her eyes shut, and laughed into her own hand. The laugh turned over halfway and came out as a groan.

He started hitting her harder. His breathing had come out of his nose and into his mouth. Sweat came off his chest onto her, up under the collarbone, and ran down.
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She pushed up onto her elbows and put a hand on his hip.

"On your back." She swung her legs around out of his way to let him past. "Go on, lie back. I'll do it myself for a bit. I want to sit down on that and find out what I'm actually dealing with."

He climbed on and lay back, and she got over him and carefully reached under herself and put his cock in, and she sat all the way down on it with her mouth open. I watched the whole of that cock go up into her pussy in one drop. She stayed there with her thighs shaking, up on her knees over him, her hands braced on his chest and her hair down around her face.

She started to work, forward and back, grinding down hard at the bottom of every one. All of her was in it, the thighs and the stomach and her ass rolling heavily down onto him. He came up under her and took a nipple in his mouth, and she held his head on it.

"Yeah," she said. "Harder than that. Bite it."

She really rode him after that. She came down onto his cock wet and hard every time, and she groaned on the breath out, low down in her throat. Each one broke in the middle. Cum and spit were smeared down the inside of both her thighs and it caught the light every time she lifted off him.

I wanted to hear her say his name.

"Are you going to cum on his cock?" I said.

She nodded at me and kept going.

She got there like that. She rose right up over the top of him and shook, then went flat down onto his chest with her face in his shoulder, and he grabbed her ass in both hands and kept driving his cock up into her.

When she lifted her head she looked for me.

"Greg."

"Yeah," I said.

"Come sit on the end."

I came out of that chair and sat down on the corner of the bed, two feet from where they were joined. I had myself in my hand the whole way across that room.

She held my eyes and rolled her hips.

"Ask me something," she said.

Nothing would come out of me for a second. She waited, moving on him, with her hair stuck flat to the side of her face where the sweat had it.

"Was it like this?" I said. "Back then."

"Yeah."

"All of that, or⁠—"

"All of it." She got a breath in. "Every weekend, basically."

"Doing this."

"Doing this and worse than this." She sat up straighter on his cock and put both hands back on his thighs behind her and opened herself right out. She was looking at me and not at him. "God, I love black cock."

"How much of it," I said.

From two feet away her hips were tipped up and her pussy was open at me. The bottom third of his cock was out of her, wet through, and her lips were pulled right down the shaft with her weight on them. Her own wet had run down him into his hair and onto his balls. She still had two fingers down on her own clit, working it quickly.

"As much of it as I could get off anyone who had one."

I said her name.

"That's all I ever wanted," she said. "And I'm going to want it again when we get home. You know that, right? I'm not going to get in the car tomorrow and be different about it."

She got off him. She came forward on her hands and knees and took hold of his cock at the base. It came up out of her pussy shining the whole length, and she sucked it. Her own wet came off onto her chin and she left it there. Her top lip went past her own hand twice. The third time she moved the hand and took him further than that, and I heard her sharply pull air in through her nose. He laid a hand gently on the back of her neck and just left it there.

She brought him out of her mouth and held him upright. She looked at me.

"That's my pussy all over his cock," she said, and took him back in.

The air conditioner under the window came on and pushed the curtain out an inch and settled back. The strip of hallway light under the door hadn't changed all night.

"Now fuck me," she said.

Nate easily turned her over onto her back and came up over her. She lifted her legs out of his way and put her arms above her head.

He went into her hard.

From where I sat I saw the whole of his cock go in on the first push, soaked, and her ass came up to take it.
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He came up onto his hands. Her knees went up and out, and his cock started coming down into her pussy from above instead of straight through her. The bed started knocking.

"Look at his cock in me," she said. "Greg. Get off there and down on the floor. I want your face close enough to feel it, not up where you are."

I went down on my knees at the side of the bed and got my face in close to where his cock went into her. My knees landed on the carpet hers had been on an hour earlier. My own cock was out and wet. I took my hand off it and put the hand flat on the mattress, because I wasn't going to last otherwise.

Was I going to cum just off this?

Another man's cock slid out of my wife shining and went straight back into her. She was stretched white and open around the base of his cock. Her clit was swollen up out of her and her whole body shoved an inch up the bed on every stroke. Her pussy was soaked and so was the bed under her ass, in a dark ring. Her thighs were wet to the knee. His balls swung up and hit her.

Every pull dragged her lips out along his cock and let them roll back in when he came forward. His hips clapped down on her. Her pussy sucked at him under that, and there was wet coming off the two of them onto my face.

His cock had been inside her longer than I have ever lasted in eight years.

"You see how much of that cock is in me?"

"I can."

"Say it, then."

"He's got the whole thing in you."

"He has." She barely got the words out, in pieces, on the strokes. "He's had that cock in my mouth and he's had it in my pussy and I can still hardly take it."

"How wet is she," I said.

"She's soaking that bed," Nate said, down at me, without changing anything he was doing. "It's coming off my cock and off her pussy. She's been like this since before I turned her over. You're going to cum just kneeling there, aren't you."

Her pussy had hold of his cock a foot from my face. Mine was up off my thigh with wet running on the head, and I sat back on my heels and got my breathing down.

"Can you feel her pussy doing that?" I said.

"All the way down," he said. "That pussy will squeeze right along the cock and then let go of it."

"All of it," Erin said. "Come on, give me the rest of it. I want to feel this cock tomorrow."

He came up on his toes and put his weight behind the next one, and she cried out into her own arm.

"There. That's every inch of that cock in your wife, Greg."

"I can see it."

"I know you can." She got two fingers back onto her clit. "Stay right down there. Don't you move off my pussy."

His hand slid off her hip and up her side and settled across the front of her throat. She put her chin down onto it. Her knees went wider, wider than he'd had them. He came right out of her on one and had to quickly put his cock back in with his hand. There was wet all down his thighs and her ass. His out-breath was landing on top of her grunt now, and her pussy was loud under both of them.

She rolled her head over on the pillow to get at me. Her chest and her throat had come up red.

"Greg, I can feel it up in my stomach," she said. "I'm so full of cock I can't even talk right."

I put my hand around her ankle where it was crossed over his ass. I took it back.

"Hold on to me," Nate said into her hair. He worked a hand down between them and his thumb onto her clit and moved it. She jerked up under him at that and swore.

"Oh, fuck, Greg. There. Right there⁠—"

His thumb stayed on her clit and he kept the cock in her to the head and worked it there.

He got hold of her chin and turned her face where he wanted it and kissed her. She came up into that with a fistful of his hair, and her mouth was open under his, and she was moaning it straight into him while he fucked her.

She stopped meeting him while he had her mouth. Her hips went slack and she took his cock flat for eight or ten strokes, and then she was suddenly coming up at him again harder than before.

"Fuck me," she moaned into it. "Just fuck me."

She was getting close again. I could tell. He took a tit in one hand and got up onto the other and gave it to her flat out. She went over hard. Her back arched off the mattress. Her mouth opened and stayed open for three or four seconds, and then she groaned, and it climbed on her until it was nearly a scream, and her heels lost their grip and her legs shook out straight. Her pussy pulled on his cock the whole way through it, and he stayed down in her and let it happen.

She wasn't with us. Her eyes were open and aimed at the ceiling. Maybe that's what it looks like from the side.

Her hand came off the pillow and out sideways to me, palm up and already wet. She held it there until I finally took it.

My wonderful wife took hold of my hand with Nate's cock buried in her to the balls.

She took it hard enough to hurt. Her nails went in, and I had to put my other arm down straight on the mattress because she was really pulling, and I could feel my own pulse going in the fingers she had. Her grip let off and came back on his count, so I was getting his cock through her, one squeeze to a stroke. My cock was leaking onto my own thigh and I couldn't get a hand to it.

"Now the other thing," she said.

"What," I said.

"You know exactly what." Her fingers closed down hard on mine. "Out loud, for me. Go on. I'm not doing it for you. You want it, so ask him for it in words, with me right here listening."

"I want him to cum in you."

Her eyes closed and her chin came up and she said God. Nate's rhythm broke for the first time.

"You heard my husband," she said.

"All right," he said. "I'm close anyway. Her pussy won't leave my cock alone. I've been holding it back since she climbed on me and I'm not going to be able to do it much longer."

His cock was coming out of her wet to the balls on every pull now.

He got his forearm in under her shoulders and gathered her up against his chest, and the strokes got shorter and quicker and buried the cock completely on every one. The headboard was banging into the wall. She was gone underneath him, her arms around his back, saying yes into his neck again and again.

"Do it," she said. "Do it in me. Right up in my pussy, come on⁠—"

"Greg," Nate said. "I'm going to cum in her."

Then he came in her. He drove down and held himself and grunted once, down in his chest, and I saw his balls draw up tight against her while he emptied out, and her hand clamped on mine and stayed clamped. His hips kept giving small pushes for a while after he'd finished. He stayed inside her, up on his elbows, and the two of them just breathed at each other.

She still had my hand. "When he gets out of me," she said, "you're getting straight in it, Greg. You're getting in that pussy with his cum still up in me, and I want it deep enough that you're pushing it back in."

He came away from her a minute later and I watched his cum run out after him, thick and white, down onto the cover. Her pussy stayed open where he'd been. It closed up slowly and it didn't close right up, and it was red inside. The ring in that cover had spread out past both her hips, and the cold edge of the wet was up against my forearm. There were marks on the outside of her hip where his hand had been.

His cock was still most of the way hard and wet from her. He was up on his knees between her legs.
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Nate got off the bed and found one shoe under the chair. He stood there in the room holding it, turning around, hunting the other one.

"It's under the desk," Erin said. She sat up and pulled the corner of the cover across her lap. "Behind you. There."

"Sure enough."

"You're okay to drive?"

"Yeah, I'm fine." He got his belt done up and reached for his jacket. "It's forty minutes and it's 30 pretty much the entire way, and there's nobody on it at four in the morning. I've driven it half asleep before now. I'll probably be home before it gets light."

"Text me when you're in."

"I don't have your number."

"Oh. No, you don't." She laughed at that, and then said the number out to him twice off the top of her head while he stood at the end of a wrecked bed putting it in his phone. "Okay. Don't crash, then."

My stomach dropped like it does when you open a file and the number in it is worse than the guy told you on the phone. I came up off my knees and got my pants done up.

One of the plastic cups had gone over at some point and what was left in it had soaked into the carpet by the leg of the dresser, in a stain a good foot across. Red goes into a light loop pile like that and stays in it. A hotel that size probably gets a room carpet replaced for four hundred dollars. The lamp shade was sitting crooked where somebody's foot had caught the cord, and there was a wet mark on the desk where the bottle had been standing all night.

Nate shook hands with me at the door and said it had been good to finally meet me, and I told him to watch the deer on 30.

"Take care, Greg."

Then the door shut, the little brass catch went over behind him, and I turned around.
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She looked at me and pulled the cover off her legs.

She was slick from the knee up on both legs, and there was a run of his cum gone tacky on the inside of her left knee and a fresh one still moving on the right, and her pussy was still full of him.

I kicked out of my pants. My cock had been hard practically all night and I hadn't finished once, and it had stopped being a good feeling a long way back.

She went back on the pillows and took her knees up. I put my cock against her pussy and pushed and there was nothing to push against. I went in to the root in one go, and it slapped going in, and I felt what he had left in her come back out around my cock and run down over my balls. She has never felt like that on me, hot the whole way up and slack and no grip in her anywhere.

I was taking her back, and I was doing it on top of his.

I had her by the shoulder and a fistful of the sheet in my other hand and fucked her as hard as I physically could. The first time I pulled back my cock was wet to the base and white in the hair and up the shaft. My knees slid in the wet and I had to plant them wider. Her legs were shaking before I went in and they went on shaking. She had both hands up in my hair, and then one came down onto my ass and dragged me in. She was moaning into my neck with her mouth open.

I was landing on her wet and flat, my balls sliding on her ass, and the bed frame was creaking under us.

I pulled out and she was already turning over. She came up on her knees with her face down and reached back and held her own ass open. I went back in from there and watched my own cock go into her. It was loud going in from that angle and she gasped nearly every time.

She had her face turned into the pillow and her arms folded up under her chest, and every time I came down she pushed back up into it. There was more of him coming out of her the harder I did it. The backs of her thighs were wet with it and so was I.

My fist went into her hair at the crown and brought her head up off the pillow.

I came in about a minute, four or five hard ones that hurt going out of me. I held myself down in her and felt it go, up into a pussy that already had his in it, and my cock went on twitching after there was nothing left. I stayed down on her with my face in her hair, and she put a hand on the back of my head.
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We checked out at nine on Sunday. Nate was down in the lobby with a coffee, waiting on somebody, in a different shirt and freshly shaved.

"Morning," he said, and got up out of the chair. "You heading straight off?"

"Pretty much," Erin said, getting her bag onto her shoulder. "It's about four hours."

"It's usually not bad if you go early."

"That's what we did Friday," I said. I set the bags down and handed the kid at the desk both key cards, and I asked him whether we were square on the room. He looked at a screen and said we were.

The breakfast room off the lobby had a waffle iron on a cart with the instructions taped up beside it in a plastic sleeve, and a man in a windbreaker was working through them a line at a time with his son standing next to him. He got it wrong and it smoked. A woman in a Ridgeway polo came over and popped the plate open. She scraped it out and reset the timer for him. Then she stayed and did the next one with him so he'd have it. There was a television up in the corner with the sound off, showing the weather for somewhere south of us.

There were four people waiting at the desk behind me by then and he was out there on his own. The first of them had a folder of receipts open on the counter and wanted a printed folio for his company, and the printer quit halfway down the page. The kid went through a door in the back wall to find more paper, and he apologized to everybody in order on the way past. A woman over by the stairs sat down on her suitcase and got her phone out.

Shannon came out of the breakfast room with a plate in her hand and got both arms around Erin and hung on. She told her about Bo's strep, and about Wendy and the thank-you cards.

"Oh, and Marisa's getting married in October," she said, going backward toward the elevator. "The dentist. It's a really big thing. A whole weekend, apparently, and she's got a shuttle bus from the hotel and everything. Everybody's going. She'll email you."

"She won't."

"She will," Shannon said, and pointed at her with the plate. "Drive safe. I love you."

Nate said take it easy, and Erin said the same back to him.

We carried the bags the block and a half to the Rite Aid lot, which was down to us and a pickup with a ladder rack on it. There was a flyer under my wiper for a car wash out by the highway. I got the garment bag laid flat across the back seat and moved a box of files into the trunk to do it. Erin ran the seat back and turned the vent away from her face.

The way out to the highway went past a church, a fire hall and a middle school, all of it inside one speed zone, and there was a man out front of the fire hall in a folding chair with a hand-lettered sign for a chicken barbecue that didn't start until noon. He had the lot coned off already. Erin waved at him and he waved back. We picked up 30 on the far side of the school.

We stopped once for gas outside Kenton. She went in and came back with two waters and a bag of pretzels that was mostly air. There was roadwork after that, one lane for a good stretch, and a guy in an orange vest sat at the head of it on a cooler with the flag across his lap. A van ahead of us had a little boy up in the back window making faces at the traffic. Erin put the radio on and rode a station down into static somewhere past the county line. After that it's the part of 30 that runs flat and straight with corn on both sides of it and a sign every few miles for a place that sells sheds.

An hour and a half down the road her phone went in her lap. She picked it up and read it. Then she put it face down on her thigh and looked out the windshield at the road.

"Where do you want to stop?" she said.
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There's a novella of mine called 'Home Improvements' that you won't find on Amazon. It's yours for nothing, here:

https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/019fa8f8-caf2-763d-acc3-c1b49cacbff7

Same as the rest of them, and every bit as filthy. It puts you on my mailing list while you're there, which is where I say what's coming next.


A NOTE TO THE READER


Thank you for reading all the way to the end. I'll assume you didn't skip straight here, and if you did, go back, you missed the best bits.

I'll keep this short. If you enjoyed the book, the single most helpful thing you can do is leave a review on the product page, even if it's only a star rating and a line. Books like mine don't get put in the shop window, reviews are how new readers find them, and every single one makes a difference.

If this was your first book of mine, there are more, all on Amazon Kindle and Kindle Unlimited.

Thanks again. It really is appreciated.

Jack
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