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The dive bar was down a part of town no one ever went. Sketchy didn

 
’

 
t begin to describe it. Flickering fluorescent lights lit up the sporadic smoke shops, payday loan outlets, and liquor stores. The map on my phone kept taking me deeper and deeper into the vacant lots, out-of-order traffic lights and dudes hanging around street corners. Towering old victorian mansions sagged down the side streets.





I parked my car right out front of the place — the only car parked for blocks. If it wasn

 
’

 
t such a shit beater worth less than the quartertank of gas in its tank, I might as well have considered it gone by the time I came back. I left the door unlocked — why get a window smashed?





The address was right — it was the only place with sound and light spilling out. A guy and a girl stumbled out through the double doors and down the single step both of them hanging off each other or holding each other up, it wasn

 
’

 
t clear. I stepped aside to let them pass.



I was 21 at the time, a history student at the university clear on the other side of town, and a wannabe writer, hungry for real-world experiences. My girlfriend Lola, also 21, was at the same school, a design student in the arts wing with a hunger for experiences of her own. And she was somewhere inside the decrepit run-down blues joint, if I had the right place.

I stiffened my spine, I swallowed hard, and I pushed the door open. Only it was a pull door and I ended up struggling against some guy on the other side who had more force, and stepped out, looked down on me from high up his lanky tall frame, and considered me not worth it, and walked on. I pulled the door and stepped inside.

I might as well have gone through the back of a closet into a different world. It was a bar and recognizable enough as such, only it was crammed body against body, all of them more skin than clothes, and pressed together in one seething, writhing mass. A pit of snakes is what came to mind. It felt like I walked into a post-apocalyptic move. The music was too loud to talk, the floor too bouncing to not be pulled into dancing involuntarily too, and the reek of tobacco and beer and liquor was strong as a morgue.



The music wasn

 
’

 
t live, though, and there was no stage. Nor was there any famous blues guy, or Lola for that matter, not that I could see in the indeterminate light flowing around and through the tossing mass of humanity. A server emerged from within the wall of sweating bodies, took one look at me, must have noticed I didn

 
’

 
t belong, and pointed over the heads of the undulating mass to a narrow set of stairs up to a tiny narrow door half way up the dark far wall. She nodded at me for reassurance. That, apparently is where I wanted to go.





I made my way pushing and bouncing toward the passage feeling like an unmoored boat lost on a storming sea and looked over my shoulder back toward the door I came in unsure if I was prepared for what was up the steps. But I said I wanted real experiences, didn

 
’

 
t I. I pushed on through the thick sweat and beating noise.





I had to climb the ancient worn-round wooden stairs sideways it was so narrow. I edged the door open and ducked my head down — and I wasn

 
’

 
t particularly tall. I stepped through and was immediately met with a hand the size of my head pressing palm-first into my chest from above. The rest of the steps went up to a higher floor. I looked up and a man took a long look at me before nudging his head. I passed some kind of inspection and proceeded up.





When I emerged onto the upper floor I found myself in an equally dark room but considerably less crowded. There were tables, chairs, and people clustered at them, but not at all of them. It was a half-capacity crowd. There was the stage, lit blue, and there on a single chair, a single chrome microphone stand in front of his face, cradling the supposedly famous electric guitar like a baby in his lap, was the guy, the famous blues musician — Jerome somebody or other. And there was Lola too — at a table by herself toward the side, but alone, not with her friends like she said she

 
’

 
d be.





AT home, Lola rolled her eyes at me for not knowing anything about the guy.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s authentique,” she lifted her chin at me at the place we were drinking with friends. Her girlfriend

 
’

 
s laughed and clinked their glasses at that.

 
“

 
The real thing, not like the posers around here,” she said, keeping he eyes on mine across the table. They all laughed more.





We talked a lot about real world versus fake world, Lola and I, always imagining there was some real world out there that was somehow not what we were inside of.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s got to feel,” she said,

 
“

 
not just make you feel. That

 
’

 
s the egocentric or narcissistic neo-colonialism, cultural colonialism, that screen that keeps shielded us from the real.”





She was increasingly anxious and itchy to find something behind the screen,

 
“

 
out there!” she would nearly scream. She loved James Dean movies, or at least the idea of James Dean movies, and Jackson Pollock art, if not the idea of it. Anything from the 50s — “before the screen was lowered.” Blues music fit her idea of what was real from before “the invasion of the derivative,” she called it, the analog world before the advent of the digital, or as she would say, “the descent of the digital.” She studied the architects and the movie directors and the advertising agencies and the art auction catalogs. But mostly it was the music she fell sway under, and in particular, the blues. Live blues recordings were everything to her and we tramped through thrift shops and yard sales in the

 
‘

 
burbs hunting down vinyl. The junkier and dirtier the blues, the better.



Then this Jerome guy, word went around in some subreddit she joined, was going to be dropping by town and rumor had it, he had his guitar and might play half a set here or there, but finding him was going to be a challenge. I never saw her so excited. It was her ultimate Easter egg hunt.



She thought she solved it and I guess she did. There he was, or at least a guy matching the poster she had on the living room wall of the tiny old three-store walk up her and I rented together. And there she was, bopping her head to his rhythm. I didn

 
’

 
t want to disturb her so I slinked into a seat at the back of the bar and just watched. I wanted to use the experience to learn more about her. A lot of our friends talked about having to

 
“

 
go out there” to find it, this thing they were all looking for, but they seldom meant leaving their screen. I had to hand it to Lola — she really meant getting out there, including to real places like that neither me nor anyone we knew would ever go to, or even knew existed. And she went alone.





Once I was inside, the place felt safe enough. It was dark blue inside from the lighting, so dark I didn

 
’

 
t need to duck down or hide, she would never have seen me. Still, she was wearing her aviator sunglasses. She looked like something out of a movie too, with her short bob-cut straw-blonde hair and halter-style over-sized sequined dress she found in a collection given away in a box curbside by someone who must have been a showroom performer. With her black leather jacket, she was the epitome of cool. She didn

 
’

 
t go to art school just to learn art, she was determined to live the artist lifestyle, and because she was all about authenticity, she had to make her style her own. And she did that.





The guy finished and the room erupted, or at least the 10 or 12 people in there clapped enthusiastically, whistled, and slapped their tables. It was apparently

 
“

 
his” place, where he always came home to, and they were used to him in there. No one in the hood was a stranger to him either, so his appearance was no big thing to them. Nobody seemed overly wild to see him, in fact, other than Lola. He looked around appreciatively, nodding at people the way you do when you know them but appreciate them anyway. I thought to myself, “Huh, some fan base.”





But he stopped his rotating head when he got to Lola. She stood out being the only blonde in the place. She was also easily the youngest in there. But I think she was also, besides me, unseen in the back, the only person he didn

 
’

 
t know.





He pushed up from his chair, put his guitar in the stand beside him, and came down off the stage, directly to Lola

 
’

 
s table. That made it awkward for me, already up myself and halfway across the floor. I turned around and slinked back to my stool. The guy guarding the door watched me through sunglasses of his own, and I thought I saw him smirk. She and I were the only strangers in there. He must have known we were somehow related. And seeing me abort my walk across the floor when the great Jerome something or other sat at her table made him laugh at me.





No matter. It wasn

 
’

 
t anything I wasn

 
’

 
t used to.



Lola sat back trying to exude her confidence, letting her leather jacket drape over the back of her chair and her small round shoulders to lift up. But she crossed her thin arms over her small chest and crossed her legs under the table. I could see the bottom edge of he dress had floated up to nearly the top of her thighs. She looked so tiny next to the big man. She contrasted with him in so many ways.



Jerome reclined in his chair and draped his massive arm over the back of her chair. She didn

 
’

 
t seem to mind the invasion of her space, not like she normally would in any other situation. She took her glasses off and was unable, it appeared, to stop smiling. Every time he looked away to slowly scan the room, she swung her interested face to his and stared at him. And when he looked back at her, she darted her glance to her lap, to the far wall, to her drink, anywhere but his eyes.



She laughed at everything he said. She leaned close when he beckoned with his curling finger. And when he placed his massive and muscled hand over her bare back — the dress dipped almost down to where the curve of her ass sets out — she drew closer to him. I sipped my drink hard and gripped my glass when I saw her lean over close to him and whisper something of her own into his ear. I also saw, barely visible under the table, that she placed her hand on his thigh. And that she pinched him.



My heart began to pound and my throat began to constrict. I get the thing with real experiences “out there.” More than any of her friends, I understood it and I supported it. But seeing what shape it could take was a challenge to me. I knew I had to let her do whatever she determined she had to do, but watching her little fingers twist the fabric of the man

 
’

 
s pants under the table was too much.





I turned away and hid my face when she suddenly spun around and got up. She went the other way though — down a dark hallway so narrow I didn

 
’

 
t see it before, running beside the stage. I saw the bathroom signs above the hallway and nodded to myself.

 
“

 
Easy Dillon,” I said to myself. I forced my shoulders down and made my breath deep and slow. There was no need to get paranoid and worked up.



After a few moments, the big guy also causally pushed up, picked up his guitar on stage and laid it into his case, closed it, and carried it down the same hallway. I saw him distinctly turn and look back over his shoulder as he disappeared into the shadows of the hallway.

I glanced at the doorman who I caught looking at me — I knew because he was spinning away. I curled myself over my drink down low to the bar and made myself as invisible as possible. A few minutes passed before I saw three guys come out of the shadows of the hallway and begin to set up on stage.



More time passed and still Lola had not come back from the bathroom. I glanced at her table. She had taken her jacket with her and the man

 
’

 
s drink, as well as Lola

 
’

 
s, had already been cleared from the table. I was upset for her — I knew she she wasn’t done and I was going to wait for her to come back before telling the server she obviously hadn

 
’

 
t left. But more time passed and still no Lola came back out.





The guy at the door kept glancing and looking away from me. The band got set up and began playing. I don

 
’

 
t know how long Lola had been gone but I had the feeling the guy at the door was watching me the whole time. I tested him by suddenly getting up and going straight down the hallway too, to the bathroom. Sure enough, he had moved across the floor away from the stairs to watch where I went. I came back out and went back to my stool. Still no Lola.





More people came through the tiny door and up the steps and I used the distraction to quickly make my way back to the washrooms. That

 
’

 
s when I noticed another narrow stair case, just past the two washroom doors.





I looked over my shoulder and caught sight of the doorman who was talking and laughing and slapping the backs of the new arrivals — he obviously knew them — and he had forgotten about me. I stepped up the worn wooden stairs and pressed my back hard to the wall. There was a door at the top, sideways to the steps around a tight bend at the top, and dim light poured out. I got to the top and tried to control my breathing and my heart rate. It felt all over like the kind of place I could die in, and never be found. I certainly didn

 
’

 
t tell anyone where I was going.



I darted my face around the edge for a quick special forces type glimpse and then absorbed what I registered on my eyes back in the safety of the shadows along the wall of the narrow staircase. What I saw shook me from my neck to my tailbone.

It was the backstage room. Instruments and empty cases were strewn around, signed headshots  were all over the walls, there was a fridge and table and counter and a bar. There were half-drunk beers on the main table and chairs pulled out and left in disarray. Only one chair was occupied and I saw it from the side. It was the Jerome guy. And Lola was sitting in his lap dangling her legs between his huge thighs with her arms around his massive neck like it was some sort of twisted anti-Santa visit.



Her jacket was off again and hung from the back of his chair. In her short and tight sequined dress sparkling in the dim Christmas lights that filled the place, she looked utterly sexual. She was laughing and tugging her hair and swinging her legs telling him things, I couldn

 
’

 
t tell what. His hand was on her bare back, his other hand, I noticed, when I peeked around again, was wrapped around her bare thigh.



Neither of them were facing the doorway where I cowered and I was able to peek around and stare without being noticed. My face was at about floor level, the steps were so steep. I had watched before when Lola flirted with guys at parties. I knew she loved dipping herself in front of them to catch them glancing down her top to her perfectly round small breasts. She loved teasing and using words in double entendres to make guys wonder what she was really saying. I went along with it because it was Lola, she was fun like that at parties, and everybody loved her. She was slinky and sensual and she lived like a real artist, taking chances and being experimental in everything.



But this was something else. I ducked but edged my face back out when she got off his lap. But that was only to reach her arm out to hold his hand and pretend, under exaggerated effort, to haul him up from his chair, both of them laughing, he pretending it was far harder than it was to stand up, and she lead him over to the couch I just noticed in the darker part of the room against the wall. The band below played rhythmically and the crying guitar filled the space. Lola pulled up a leg to fold and sit on, and beckoned for Jerome to sit beside her. Her dress hiked up further, showing her whole bare leg. It was too much. She wasn

 
’

 
t just meeting the guy, she wasn

 
’

 
t just hanging out. More was happening than I was ever prepared for.





When he sat down she barley let him settle against the back of the couch before she leaned forward, wrapped her arms around his neck and planted her beautiful, small face in front of his. I could only see the back of her blonde head but it twisted slowly back and forth into his. Jerome

 
’

 
s one big hand rode up her bare back and under her blonde hair to grab the whole back of her head and that

 
’

 
s when I realized, when I knew it must be, that she was necking with him. His other hand traveled down her body, over her dress, and cupped her ass entirely in his massive palm.



The bass drum made the floor bounce it was so heavy below. The stench of sweat, sex, and beer stung my nostrils. The dim points of light hanging chaotically across the ceiling of the greenroom gave warped impressions of the height, depth, and width of the space. My girlfriend arched her body and snaked her limbs around his as they kissed. Her hand moved over his chest and down his stomach, and his hands covered her head, and her back, and her ass.

She writhed against him, even as his huge fingers found the tiny zipper at the bottom of the dip of the back of her dress. She pushed and contorted on him in time with the beat filling the room from the below the floor up through the couch and the walls, making the tiny beads of light vibrate.



She merely shrugged and the tiny straps of her thin dress fell from the orbs of her shoulders and slackened over her biceps. She cradled his face in her hands and slid a bare leg over his lap. The bottom of her dress rode up to her hips even as the top of her dress fell down from her chest. She hadn

 
’

 
t worn a bra and her small, shapely breasts, young and upward, pressed lightly into his shirt. Still she moved on him in time to the music, even as the back of her head swam and ducked throughout the long, slow kiss.



Her body, now naked entirely but for the dress like a stretch of fabric pulled and tightened in a bunch around her waist, looked tiny and vulnerable against the mass that Jerome was, still sitting, relaxed, at ease in the couch with that toy in his lap. His huge hands and massive fingers played in her hair, he touched her back, touched her nipples, and wrapped them possessively around her waist. She stretched up and pulled the dress off her body and sank back down against him. When his fingers touched the waist of her pretty black panties, she quickly rolled off him, kicked her thin legs in the air, and slid them up and off. She flung herself back into his lap, clenching her knees into his hips and her chest into his face.



I couldn

 
’

 
t move and I couldn

 
’

 
t speak, both because it would be dangerous for me to appear where I was at that moment, but also because I was paralyzed by the vision of my girlfriend stripping herself naked for him, torquing and undulating in the huge man

 
’

 
s lap, writhing on him in time with the music in a vision both horrifying to me, as her boyfriend, and pornographic as a lover of voyeuristic clips.



His hands looked too big on her tiny breakable body, and his lap looked massive under her slim hips and legs. Her arms busied and her hands worked at something down below between them. My breath failed and my limbs quaked. I was unable to keep my eyes focused through the beat and the tiny points of light and my girlfriend getting it on with the big man. She slipped down like water from his lap and poured herself onto her knees between his legs. Her pretty head, short blonde hair and thin neck, began to bob in his lap and her fingers spread out over his stomach and chest, reaching up even to his mouth, to press fingers inside his lips.

If there was any doubt that my girlfriend was sucking him off, she laid those to rest when she crawled back up into his lap. She tugged on his cock like it was an object she craved to hold, like something she needed in her more than wanted, like an object of lust incarnate. And in that light, it glistened from the saliva from her mouth.



Though it looked impossible, though her body seemed the wrong thing to go on his, she straddled him, she lifted up on him, and I could see her little long fingers grip him between her legs, and steady him, steer him, and let go of him when her pussy lips, clearly visible to my adjusted eyes, fit tightly over him. She draped her arms around his neck and folded her knees to sink her hips. She kissed him hard as her pussy lips dragged down wet and hot, as I well knew, over the length of the man

 
’

 
s rigid cock.





I watched, I forced myself to watch in fact, with my chin bouncing on the dive-bar greenroom floor as my slim, young and hot artsy girlfriend, naked and exposed, fucked the big blues man on the warm-up couch. She stuck her ass out and curved her spine and drove him deeper inside her. She uncurled and rose up and let her lips nearly come untouched from the head of his cock, before, grinning, chuckling, and kissing, she plunged back down again. His hands, so huge on her body, wrapped around her back, covered her small chest, and owned her. She cried out and squealed and draped her head over his shoulder as she settled into a nice, slow, rocking fuck, her toes curling backward where her little feet wrapped around his thighs. It didn

 
’

 
t look possible for a cock like that to go in a pussy like hers. I guess lubrication solves most problems.





I heard the music stop and people cheering below and someone on the microphone say they

 
’

 
d be back down for the second set soon. It sounded a lot more crowded below, but also, the band was coming up behind me. Trapped I had nowhere to go but up.





Lola and Jerome were still so enraptured with each other they didn

 
’

 
t notice me in the room darting glances around everywhere for a place to hide. Behind the bar was a small door and I dove through it to find myself cramped between several large metal canisters of draft beer and sweating hoses going every which way. I curled my fingers around the edge of the door and pulled it closed on my folded up legs and prayed nobody ran out of beer below.





I could see through the seems around the edges of the door that Lola was still naked in Jerome

 
’

 
s lap. She was struggling to get off of him, laughing and squealing, even as the band was clomping loudly up the steps. The guys came bursting  in sweating and calling in loud voices, grabbing beers from the fridge and towels from a large hamper. Lola collapsed hard into Jeromes chest trying to hide her face and squeezing her body hard against his. I noticed he made himself decent, pulling out of her and pulling up his fly. The band sat around the kitchen-like table.





Jerome got up and came to the table to join them — even as tiny Lola hung from his neck with her legs and arms wrapped around his body. They didn

 
’

 
t seem to notice or didn

 
’

 
t want to draw attention to what he carried. He sat down and she remained on his lap, naked, hiding, as tight to him as a shirt.





Jerome turned to her where she pressed her head tightly down into his neck and he said something private in her ear. She grinned against him and shook her head

 
“

 
No,” but he smiled too, and he chuckled, and she began to chuckle as well. He said something again and she lifted her face and looked over her shoulder at the other men.





They remained talking loudly and slamming their beer bottles. The guy nearest nodded at her.

 
“

 
Hello sweetheart,” he said, and Jerome said something again close into her ear and she let go of him. With one arm Jerome lifted her around the side of the table and with all her limbs hanging freely, she was passed to the next man.





He took her and brought her to his chest like you would a baby or a kitten. He stroked her and she loosened up on him, pressing her nakedness against his sweat. He looked at Jerome and they exchanged dirty glances before the second guy reached down between his legs. I couldn

 
’

 
t see down there but Lola draped her chin over his shoulder, adjusted herself, and lifted up. She looked over her shoulder at Jerome and I knew she had taken his cock in her when I saw the expression on her face go from sheepish grinning to open-mouthed gasping.



She undulated on him, moving her back like waves breaking on a shore. Her little ass bucked in and spread out, and she stretched her arms out in front of her and pressed her forehead into his so they could both look down and watch his cock go in and come out of her already slick and reddened pussy.



The guy beside him, the drummer, laughed and nodded at Jerome. He stood up behind the guy and undid his fly. He pressed the head of his cock at my Lola

 
’

 
s face and she instinctively opened her mouth even before she opened her eyes, and he pushed his cock in her willing, open, and welcoming mouth.



They all began laughing and the second man lifted her from his lap, puling his cock out of her, and laying her on the table between all the men. She rolled around between them and their hands touched her everywhere. She leaned her head over the edge lying on her back and the drummer penetrated her to the throat so deeply, I could see the bulge of his cock in her throat.

Another man rolled her on her stomach and pulled her legs apart like she was a chicken, and standing, he entered her, deeply and slowly. They were all gentle, but they were all insistent. All four men fucked her mouth and pussy. The drummer pushed the other guys away and began to ejaculate over her tiny naked body. She just writhed in it and laughed and covered herself as best she could with her arms and legs all swimming in the air. The other two men came on her as well.



Then it was Jerome

 
’

 
s turn. He took her ankles in his hands and rolled her on to her stomach. She lifted herself on her elbows and rolled her head far back. With his huge hands wrapped around her small thighs, he spread her and he entered her again. This time he was not slow or gentle. I thought he was going to break her. He rammed her so hard, her whole body jolted over the table and she hung onto the edges with her knuckles turning white. The other men came on her body and face and hair and breasts and stomach, but Jerome came inside her pussy.



My Lola screamed, but it was not from pain.

The band went back down to play their second set and Jerome, I guess as much a gentlemen as there was there, helped her wipe herself up, but it was a lost cause. He helped her dress and did up the zipper on the back of her dress and guided her fragile body back downstairs.



I crept down after them and saw her go into the girls

 
’

 
washroom. I took the chance to slip past the doors, through the hallway, and into the club. Jerome was at the bar with his back to the band. The band was delivering a great deal of music. And the place was so full, I could barely move through it. I found the steps and the tiny door, but the doorman waved me aside. He pointed to the side of the room — there was a larger door there. I made my way to it and found, when I came out, a line up behind a velvet rope all the way down the side, and above me a lit-up sign with the name of the band, and Jerome

 
’

 
s name too, all lit up. Of course I recognized the name of the band, who wouldn

 
’

 
t?



I went quickly around the corner to the much quieter street where my car was parked. I u-turned and stopped to stare again at the utterly different look of everything from the side, compared to the wrong way I had at first come in. I saw Jerome come out and flag a waiting taxi down. He put my Lola inside and pushed a bunch of cash through the window for the driver before slapping the top of the car. When the crowd in the line-up outside recognized him, they all cheered. I drove away watching him sign autographs and pose for selfies.

I beat Lola home.



“

 
You have a good night with your friends?” I tested her.



She just hung her leather jacket and turned to face me.



“

 
Music good?”



She tilted her head sideways at me.



“

 
What

 
’

 
s up? Something wrong?” I narrowed my eyes at her unable to read her.





She curled her lips between her teeth.

 
“

 
Um,” she began.

 
“

 
I saw you there.”





I looked down and grinned.

 
“

 
Okay, busted. I had to check out the music.”





“

 
No,” she stayed serious.

 
“

 
I mean, upstairs.”





I swallowed and grit my teeth.

 
“

 
What do you mean?” I tried to deflect.





“

 
I saw you, upstairs, in the greenroom.”





I don

 
’

 
t know why I was the one feeling busted. But I was.

 
“

 
I honestly don

 
’

 
t know what you mean.” I was scrambling.





“

 
You watched me.”





“

 
It was too dark.”





“

 
But you didn

 
’

 
t stop me or do anything.”





“

 
In a place like that? And get killed?”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s not the reason, though, is it.”





“

 
Lola, what are you saying? You were the one doing things!”





“

 
And there

 
’

 
s a reason you did nothing.”



She folded her arms and nailed me with her eyes.



“

 
I was too afraid!”





“

 
I

 
’

 
m pretty sure that

 
’

 
s not it.”





“

 
Well what the fuck do you think then? What was it, then, according to you?”





She reached behind herself and unzipped her dress, not for the first time that night exposing her tiny, slim body. She had no bra and now no panties on either.

 
“

 
You liked watching me being taken by him, by all the guys, didn’t you.”





I swallowed hard.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s insane, are you kidding me?”





She dropped her dress and stepped toward me in her heeled sandals.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay if you did.”





“

 
As if! You

 
’

 
re crazy. I couldn

 
’

 
t stop it, what was I even doing there?”





“

 
Right?” she said, stepping between my legs.

 
“

 
You knew what you would see if you went up there.”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s crazy!” I tried to recoil from her but she knelt on the edge of the couch and pinned me.





“

 
You loved watching your little Lola get fucked by so many powerful men.”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s fucked, that

 
’

 
s crazy, you

 
’

 
re insane, I

 
’

 
d never.”





She licked my lips and she undid my pants.

 
“

 
But you were so hard watching them fuck my pretty little body.”





“

 
I wasn

 
’

 
t!”





She gripped my cock in her cool small hand.

 
“

 
Yes you were,” she whispered softly in my ear.

 
“

 
Just like you are now.”





She was right about that. I was aching I was so hard. And she was right about the rest of it too.

 
“

 
I wasn

 
’

 
t,” I tried again meekly.





She pressed the head of my cock against her pussy lips and she rotated her hips, sucking me into her pussy.

 
“

 
I was so turned on,” she said against my ear.





My mind swam and my eyes closed.

 
“

 
I wasn

 
’

 
t,” I said one more time.





But Lola sank down on me and ground her hips against mine, pressing and humping.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay,” she said softly.

 
“

 
Just say it.”





And I no longer was able to deny her.

 
“

 
I loved it,” I said.

 
“

 
It was incredible.”





She bucked hard against me and licked her wide, wet tongue up the whole of the side of my face. I grabbed her cute little body and I began to rock her from below. I fucked my Lola, didn’t I. Not like she

 
’

 
d been fucked earlier that night, that may be. But I was last man in . . . .



“Yes,” she whispered through a grin into my ear.







Books By This Author





Billionaire in a Biker Bar






I secretly made my wife’s fantasy come true




I Gave My Wife a Cowboy






A first time voyeur cuckold satisfies his wife’s fantasy




My Wife and the Writer






A first time voyeur cuckold secretly indulges his wife’s fantasy

cover.jpeg





