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Wife For a Night

 

Dylan Chase

 

I

 

I came home early. My office closed — some leak in the pipes. My

wife, a nurse, often slept when I was at work, depending on the week. I

always had to sneak in quietly.

 

I was in the kitchen just standing there wondering what to do with my

bonus in time when I heard a faint high pitched cry. It wasn’t the cat, she

was on the floor looking up at me with the same look I was giving her. It

occurred to me my wife might be “massaging.” I got instantly hard at the

thought. I bought her a little battery toy a year ago. We used it together, but

I wanted her to use it alone too. She hadn’t yet, or so I believed.

 

We had come to really enjoy her massaging herself in front of me. It was

doubly dirty for her. Wouldn’t she be pleasantly surprised to open her eyes

and find me yanking myself at the foot of our bed watching her come, I

thought.

 

With a mischievous smile, I carefully crept up the stairs, unbuttoning on

the way. I could hear more voiced moans and her breath inhaling sharply

and catching. She was really getting into it, I thought. I was naked and

already stiff as a rod as I crept down the hallway barely able to contain my

glee. Our bedroom door happened to be cracked open just enough to let me

check her scene out before slipping inside.

 

I paused against the wall outside a moment to enjoy her sharp and

broken breath a moment longer. She sounded so aroused. I could here the

faint mushing sounds of what had to be her fingers inside her. I had to press

my palm against my mouth to keep from giggling. She’d be embarrassed when I came in, but it sounded like she was also wet beyond belief, judging

by the sound of things. Her excitement sounded higher than I’d ever heard

it. It sounded like she was edging herself, getting right up there and not

letting herself go. There was no motor sound either. I thought that was

interesting: she was exploring new ways of getting off. Usually, she was

pretty methodical about it, getting it over with sooner than later. I liked the

sound of her teasing herself. I was getting hotter and harder than ever.

 

I treated myself to a peek before going in. I could see through the crack

in the door her reflection in our dresser mirror. I could see her hair all over

our pillows. Her head was thrust back and her eyes were closed. Her back

was arched and her breasts were heaving. She seemed to be in a sustained

state of near-orgasm. It was amazing to watch and something I’d never seen

in her before. All I could think was, “Wow!” I couldn’t get the huge smile

off my face.

 

The mirror gave me no more. But it did show me something initially

confusing. Two things, to be exact. Both her hands were outstretched to her

sides and twisting in the sheets. She gasped and moaned harder than ever.

Her upper body was thrashing. My stupid mind got stuck on the two hands

and could not make the leap. I pushed the door an inch with my face still

smiling like an idiot. I couldn’t make out what I was seeing at first. It was

like those cargo cults on remote islands unable to see the ship right up

against their beach. The picture is clear as day in my mind to this moment.

And yet I stared with my brain racing to all sorts of implausible notions of

what was staring me in the face.

 

A black man’s hands were on her taut, flexing belly. And a big bald

black head was slowly gyrating between my wife’s creamy raised thighs.

My heart pounded out of my chest to the point I feared heart attack.

 

I leaned back against the wall. My legs felt like rubber. I couldn’t

believe what I saw. I could feel blood drain from my head and my vision

darken. I could hear my wife’s breath draw in with shorter gasps and even

stopping. Her voice crept out above her gasps and rose ever higher in pitch,

ever more surprised-sounding with each suck.

I peeked through the door again. Her hands were pushing his head down

harder between her legs. She rubbed all over his smooth head like it was

some kind of ball of pleasure. She sounded like she was on the verge, and

yet the man just held her there for longer and longer.

 

I didn’t know what to do, or even what I was supposed to do. A real

man would charge in there, I thought, pull the guy off, yell, storm around.

Maybe pack bags and leave. End it then and there. But this man, trembling

in the hallway outside his own bedroom? He began to stroke himself

leaning against the wall listening to his wife lose control and come on the

mouth of some dude having her in his own bed. It was more than I could

bear and I ejaculated into my other hand.

 

I crept down the stairs and used my underpants laying there to wipe

myself off. The living room was directly beneath our bedroom. I carried a

chair quietly and stood on it to get my ear on a glass I held up against the

ceiling.

 

Things had evidently progressed. I could clearly hear rhythmic bed

sounds even without the glass against the ceiling. And my wife wasn’t

trying to stifle her voice anymore. She was moaning and groaning out loud

with each of that man’s thrusts into her. I didn’t need even to be in the

living room to hear it. I could here her through the vents, coming down the

stairwell, in the kitchen. Her  high-pitched repeated “Oh!”s filled my skull.

I had never heard her experience pleasure like that.

 

It kept rising in frequency, in pitch, and in volume. Then it stopped. I

leapt up and began to make for the back door. But then I heard her laugh.

And then I heard her moan again. The bed began bumping again and I heard

more high pitched gasps. It was a change of position only.

 

All through the house I crept. She sounded guttural, like an animal. I

snuck back upstairs. The door was still open just enough. I could see in the

mirror that she was riding him. Her whole lower body slammed hard

against him. His hands covered her tiny breasts so completely, his huge fingers wrapped around to her back. I watched them slide up and down

from her butt to her neck. She slithered and writhed on him with whispered

shrieks.

 

I couldn’t take it anymore. I slipped out of the house and back into my

car on the street. I drove to the nearby brew pub. I sat there amidst all the

laughing, loud talking people and screens and games and loud rap unable to

get my wife’s incredible sounds out of my head.

 

About two hours later, about the time I’d normally get home, I drove up.

Everything looked the same. If I was supposed to make my big scene, I

wasn’t ready to do it just then. Why not wait till I had things set to go the

way I wanted them to? And I didn’t know yet what way I wanted them to

go. Make her move out? Claim my freedom and take off for a downtown

apartment and change my life entirely?

 

I came in the door. I made myself as loud as possible this time. I wasn’t

ready for a confrontation. My wife, Oni, came floating down the stairs in

her bathrobe just as light and graceful as ever. “Hi honey,” she chirped, with

the slightest wipe of her hand across my waist and the lightest brush of her

lips against my cheek. Her long black hair was up in a towel. She had just

showered. Of course.

 

Oni is a petite Asian. Everything about her is small. Her feet, her nose,

all her features. She had small, beautifully shaped breasts. She loved

dressing up in ways that showed off her fitness.

 

“Just getting up,” she murmured. When we married three years earlier,

she said I was her only one — after I convinced her that things done with

hands only didn’t count. So I dropped from third to first in her mind with

that realization. She sought clarification about things done with the mouth,

but I didn’t pursue it. She was already uptight about sex. I had to persuade

her, after we married, to explore non-missionary positions. She loved me

going down on her — it was a revelation she said, when I finally convinced

her to try. But she didn’t like it all the time. “It’s dirty,” she said.

I wondered if the guy was in the house or if he’d taken off. I didn’t see a

car out front, but then he’d park it elsewhere most likely. She was still

tentative about giving me blowjobs, not about the desire though. She was

all over that. She wondered about the quality, and if she could learn to do it

for me better. That’s what she said prevented her from giving them to me

very often.

 

She was your classic anime character. Small, quiet, nervous,

inexperienced, wanting to please, and able to take small steps when the

excitement pushed her out of her comfort zone.

 

“Going for a shower,” I said to her. She only “mm”ed. There was no

alarm. The guy was almost certainly not up there hiding. I went into our

bedroom. The bed was a swirled up mess of pillows and sheets. She didn’t

even try to straighten things. I wondered how many times I’d come home in

the past to her “just getting up,” and finding the bed like that. Could it be

that this happened more than once? The fact it happened at all gave me an

entirely different wife than the one I kissed on the lips that morning.

 

I could hear her messing around in the kitchen. I pulled the blanket back

and looked at the sheet. Just in the last two hours, my wife was fucking a

man right here. I was revolted. Correction: I tried to make myself feel

revolted. In fact, and against my urges, I was wildly turned on. I put my

face into the sheet and smelled. I inhaled it. It was wet in spots. Her? Him?

 

I went back to the hallway where I stood paralyzed earlier. The sound of

her coming on his tongue filled my head. I grew so hard, I went to the

shower, got under the hot rain, and jerked myself off again. I wasn’t sure

how I felt. This totally new woman downstairs was the opposite to the one I

knew as my wife for three years. I knew I was supposed to be raging in

anger. But in reality, all I felt was intensely turned on. These were

confusing times.

 

Everything had changed, yet everything stayed the same. We ate on

stools at the counter talking about our schedules. I was strictly 9-to-5, M-F. She was going to be 8 at night to 8 in the morning two more days. Then 4

days off before going back on the 8 AM to 8 PM slot.

 

We had a couple of hours before she needed to get going. I must have

been giving off vibes. She said, “Somebody is getting some ideas I think,”

and she laughed.

 

Inside, I was stunned that she would get suggestive with me after what I

had just witnessed. But she persisted.

 

“Baby want some attention,” she cooed to me in that coy, big droopy

eye  way she does when what she is trying to say is, she wants some of that

attention. But was it a guilty conscience? She stepped off her stool and

threw her hair over her face. Step 2: she knows that’s another thing she can

do to guarantee I’m going to put down what I’m doing. She can never come

right out and suggest what she wants. She always has to make it me who

wants it, as if she is only doing her duty.

 

I knew the signs of her being horny. But this time, I knew she had just

had some black man’s cock rammed into her just a couple hours before. I

wasn’t sure what to make of it. But when she began untying her robe, I

forgot what I was thinking. She has the hottest little body this side of the

solar system. Tiny and rounded, every part of her tanned skin cried out for

touching, feeling, kissing, licking.

 

That’s when I noticed her tuft of black hair down there was gone. My

eyes popped out. She noticed what I was seeing and giggled innocently and

bashfully. She covered herself with her hands. “I shaved for you, honey! I

forgot to tell you!” She sucked in her bottom lip.

 

I went to my knees. I knew she lied. She didn’t shave for me, she shaved

for the black guy. And yet, here I was, beckoning her to step closer so I

could put my nose right against her bald pubis. I licked her. She was already

very wet. Her labia are usually retracted until after we make love. Then they

protrude noticeably. This time, they were hanging worn out and loose. I

began licking the pussy of my freshly fucked wife. No doubt the cock she came on that afternoon was considerably bigger than what I give her on my

best day.

 

She took me upstairs by the hand. She laid on the bed, right where she

had been just two hours earlier. I entered her. She didn’t gasp. She didn’t

cry out. I rolled off and urged her to ride me. She giggled like it was a new

idea or something experimental. She got on me and bent all the way over to

get her head on the pillow beside mine. She silently moved only a little

while I pumped up into her. When I came into her, she got off and smiled

politely, slipping off to the bathroom to clean up. “I’ll wash the sheets

later,” she called, as if that was me who made them a mess.

 

II

 

The next day at work was murder. What was she doing all afternoon?

Driving home was difficult. My heart pounded, even though there was no

chance I’d find anything this time, coming home at my expected hour.

 

I came in to find her again in bathrobe with her hair up in a towel,

drinking coffee at the counter. We pecked each other on the cheek. I went

up to shower. I stopped in the bedroom. The bed looked like a hurricane had

swept through. Pillows were on the floor. I even noticed her panties mixed

up in the twisted sheets on the bed. Further examination revealed her bra

down by the foot of the bed. And not just any panties and bra. These were

red and lacy. I didn’t recognize them.

 

I checked the door to make sure she was occupied downstairs. I pulled

the sheets off and got on the bed to smell. I needn’t have tried. There was

come all over the place. I got undressed. I was hard as stone. I beat myself

off kneeling on the bed. I came in minutes and shot my load all over the

sheets.

I went to the shower. In the drain, I noticed a long black pubic hair. I

came downstairs and we ate together. I said, “Been a long hard day.” That

had been a code between us that I was horny.

 

She only looked at me sympathetically. She said in a shy whisper, “I

think the way we did it yesterday made me sore. Still kind of hurts down

there, honey,” she said. I was unable to hide my dumbfounded look. She got

up off the stool and said, “Maybe someone was a little too big for me,” and

she giggled and wiggled her butt at me as she sauntered down the hallway

toward the stairs.

 

The thought of her being too sore from the thrashing she must have been

subjected to just hours before made me rock hard again, despite everything

I thought I should think. It was driving me crazy. The distance between

what I thought I should do, and what I wanted to do, grew wide as a

canyon. I thought I should storm up those stairs and tell her I knew exactly

why she was too sore. But what I wanted to do, and what I in fact ended up

doing, was jerking myself off in the kitchen into a paper towel, just to keep

myself from falling apart entirely.

 

She came back down looking hotter than ever with her make-up. “Oh!”

she said. “I ran into the new neighbors who took the Johnson’s place.” The

Johnsons’ were good neighbor friends who moved out a month earlier.

“Really, really friendly couple,” she said. “You’d like him, honey, he likes

nothing better than afternoons elbow deep in car engines too.”

 

“Ha,” I said weakly, my paper towel still scrunched up in my hand.

 

“Anyway,” she went on, “I invited them over for dinner. Just a simple

thing,” she said. “Is tomorrow good? 6?” It was her last day of work before

her four-day break, so it was good for her. I was mister routine, so it went

without saying it was fine for me too, and she knew that she didn’t have to

wait for an answer as she went out the door. “Love ya,” she called as she

drew it closed.

The next day, I was barely able to function at work, especially as the

afternoon wore on. All I could think was that my tiny, cute wife was

possibly at that moment getting splayed wide open by some huge guy who

could lift her with one finger. I kept seeing her riding him like a damsel on a

horse. Every voice made me spin around thinking I was hearing her cry out

in otherworldly pleasure again.

 

I came home with my heart no less pounding than the first time I

discovered her. If anything, the arousal was growing stronger, if that was

even possible. This time she wasn’t downstairs, but was in the shower still.

The bed looked like it had only been slept in, as though nothing else

happened. I almost felt disappointed. No clothes were laying around.

 

She came toddling out of the shower and pecked me on the nose. I went,

“Mm?” motioning toward the bed.

 

“No time, honey!” she said in faux alarm. “Guests coming over, got to

straighten things up!”

 

I showered myself and went downstairs unable to shake the funk. Why

was I the one feeling let down, just because my wife didn’t get her daily

pounding? She was as light and vivacious as ever, showing no signs. I

strolled through the living room. That’s when I noticed the cushions on the

sofa were wrong. The parts that should have been the seats were on the

backs, and the backs were down on the seats. Had it been like that for a

long time?

 

I began putting them where they should go. Black lace panties and

rolled up black sheer stockings were under the cushions. Her wedding ring,

our wedding ring we always called it, was on the side table. Outraged, yes.

Instantly stiff? Also yes. I collected up her panties and stockings. Half of

me was going to confront her with them. But the feel of them in my hand

made my head swirl. I imagined the moment she took off her ring. Did she

laugh? Was she riding him on the couch already when she did so?

I went upstairs, closed the bathroom door, and jerked myself into her

panties. Was she careless with her underclothes, or was she trying to get

caught? There was too much evidence. And yet, she acted so normal.

 

I watched her get dressed. She stood with her back to me in those same

red panties from the other day. She put on a slinky short black dress. I

zipped it up for her. I stood back and admired her butt. You could see the

outline of her panties it was so tight.

 

The doorbell wrang at precisely six. She was right. I liked them. Like

me, these people were prompt. I put on my big beaming and welcoming

smile to get the door because Oni was too busy in the kitchen. The first

thing that struck my eyes was the most beautiful mulatto woman I’d ever

seen. I must have gaped because she looked down and chuckled. I was

awestruck. I’m no broken-voiced teenager, but she was model-calibre.

 

I looked up to the man standing behind her. He was inches taller than

me. He was black. And he was bald. When he thrust his hand out to shake

mine, it was huge and covered mine entirely.

 

What Oni called a simple dinner turned out to be some Japanese multi-

course ceremony. I watched all meal long for any glances between the man

and Oni, but caught nothing more than typical friendly neighbourliness. The

wife, Dahlia, was as graceful and humble as she was striking. She was

evidently deeply in love with Frank. They couldn’t keep their hands off

each other. I checked Oni out to see if she was feeling anything, but she

showed nothing.

 

I began to doubt my own eyes. Could it be a different man? The chances

were astronomically small. She began to clear the table and took dishes into

the kitchen. I fell into a very intriguing conversation with Dahlia that was

feeding a whole different kind of pleasure. I didn’t even notice Frank clear

dishes to help Oni. It was only after Dahlia and I came to a lull and she

seemed to notice both of them were gone, that she called out, “Hey, what

are you two doing in there?” She laughed, but I was ringing like a fire

alarm. 

First Frank and then Oni came back out, laughing the way you would if

someone made a joke about something going on. Up and down and up and

down flew my emotions. Was it him? At the front door, I was sure. At

dinner, I doubted. When I noticed they’d disappeared to the kitchen too

long together, I was sure again. When they came out, I doubted. But I

noticed his pocket bulged. He was a well-dressed man, so it stood out. Oni

went back into the kitchen for more. I followed on the pretence of helping.

She leaned over into the fridge to reach the lower shelf. Gone was the

outline of her panties under her dress.

 

I didn’t think, I just reached under and pressed my hand on her. She

yelped and jumped up, looking at me with shock and horror. I said to her,

“You just turn me on so much honey,” I said to her. She shook her head and

smiled with pursed lips. “You!” she said like I was a naughty little boy.

Meanwhile, I could feel her wetness on my fingers. She wasn’t just a little

wet, the way I’ve felt her before. She was oozing. The man at my dining

room table had my wife’s panties in his pocket, and her wetness on his

fingers. Maybe even his chin.

 

It turned out Frank was a retired pro football star. I am level-0 on

football fandom and wouldn’t know it if the guy at my table, and the guy

fucking my wife, was the all-time greatest player to ever throw a ball.

 

“Retired?” I chuckled. “Too young!”

 

“I keep busy,” he intoned to me.

 

Oni pressed Dahlia to reveal more. “Let’s just say, yeah, he doesn’t have

to work anymore,” she chuckled, touching his cheek softly. “Frank keeps

busy with a number of charities. It’s actually a lot of work. Don’t you

honey,” she said, running her fingers lightly up his huge forearm. He smiled

back at her intimately and squeezed her hand with affection. I looked at her

and couldn’t get out of my mind an image of how he must throw her around

their own bed too. She didn’t look too much like a neglected wife, I had to

admit.

The dinner ended with Dahlia and Frank promising they would have us

over just as soon as they settled in and got their kitchen underway. Dahlia

laughed, “He’s also made himself a genius in the kitchen!”

 

“That’s great,” I joked sarcastically. Oni hung her arm around my

shoulders and patted my tummy. “That’s okay honey!” she said in mock

sympathy. Everyone laughed at me.

 

Oni was too tired to play in bed. But at about 2 in the morning, I woke

up to find her leaning over me and gently kissing me on the forehead. I sat

up with a startle.

 

“Sh, sh,” Oni said. “You stay sleeping. I got called in. They’re short.”

 

“You’re on your break!” I said.

 

“Triple time, honey,” she said, smiling mischievously, and she kissed

my nose. “Now back to sleep. I’ll be back in bed before you wake up.”

 

I rolled over. It wasn’t the first time this happened. I listened to her

downstairs. I had almost fallen asleep again when my slow, dim-witted

brain finally clicked into gear. I heard her leave the front door clacking in

heels. Heels for work? I got up and went to her closet. I knew she had

exactly 10 nursing outfits. That’s because I showed her how to keep that

organized. I counted, 7, 8, 9 . . . 10.

 

I went to pee to think things over. In the bowl beside the faucet was her

wedding ring. She takes it off and puts it there to shower and wash at the

sink for fear of losing it. But then she puts it on. Not this time. I pulled on

my robe and went downstairs. I knew her shoes, all of them. Her blackest,

tallest ones were gone. She bought those for me for a company event I

made her attend with me. She wanted me to show her off. Now she was

wearing them. Or maybe not by now.

My mind raced. I tried going back to bed to come up with plausible

reasons she would wear her sexiest heels to work. And forget to put on her

work clothes. And forget her ring. I tried as hard as I could to avoid the only

conclusion possible.

 

The Johnson place was only four doors down. I peered out the front

door. Her car was gone. Still. I got dressed and sat on our bed. What was I

going to do? I wasn’t a peeping tom. I convinced myself I would just stroll

the way someone might in the middle of the night to get some air and try to

get back to sleep. But I pulled on my black hoody with purpose.

 

I casually strolled in no hurry down the sidewalk. When I got within a

house, I saw her car in their driveway. Again my heart began to pound

ferociously. I wanted to be mad but instead I got horny. What could

possibly be going on? Was Dahlia out? I didn’t remember what she told me

she did, if anything. I walked casually by the house. Lights were on

upstairs. I could hardly breath. I abruptly turned around and resumed my

casual stroll. I could see the curtains billowing. They weren’t pulled. There

was a tree in the neighbour’s yard. It was a climbable cedar — I knew

because I watched the neighbor kid climb it lots.

 

I saw good dark patches of shadow along the fence between the houses.

Feeling like I was risking charges if anyone else were awake, I ducked and

crept along the fence till I was under the Johnson’s window. Sure enough,

as though designed to make me nearly pass out, I heard, faintly but clearly,

the audible sigh of my Oni.

 

I stepped quickly home. I dug through the boxes in the garage making a

wild mess until l found my old binoculars. I snuck through backyards till I

was under the cedar. No one was up. No lights were on, except at the

Johnson’s. I felt like an idiot, like a criminal, and like a loser. But I also felt

more wildly excited that I’d ever felt before. I started lifting myself up

through the branches.

 

The view I came to made me nearly fall. My Oni’s perfect round butt

was in the air. Her face was buried between Dahlia’s legs. And Dahlia was cranked back on her neck to face backward so Frank could shove his way-

too-big member into her throat. I saw it bulge when he pushed deep in. I

braced myself in a better position. My arm got sore holding the binoculars

up. I moaned out loud the scene was so overwhelming. I watched when Oni

lifted her face all pleased looking and gaping, to reposition herself in sixty-

nine with Dahlia. And I watched Frank withdraw many inches of thick

member from deep in her throat and introduce it to my wife’s upraised

pussy. I watched her back arch, her head lift, and her mouth fall wide open

with her eyes clamped shut. I heard my wife whimper loudly and I saw

Frank bury all of his girth into her till his pelvis made her whole body

bounce. I watched as Frank’s enormous hands took my wife’s hips and

cover them completely like a toy. I saw her go back down on Dahlia and

twist her head around enough to make her long, luscious hair fly. The whole

bed, including her, bounced hard with each of Frank’s powerful thrusts deep

into her — into my wife’s wide open pussy.

 

I came in the tree. It went on and on. I watched Oni and Dahlia together

suck him in their mouths and wrap their lips around his length sideways

facing each other and smiling. I watched her and Dahlia make out with deep

kissing, while one and then the other rode his cock under her.

 

I went home when I had had enough. I lay in bed unable to sleep. About

an hour and a half later, I heard the front door creep open. I heard two steps

with heels, and then I could hear her take them off. I pretended to sleep. I

saw her come in the bedroom still dressed in her long coat. I had one eye

slightly open. I saw her check over her shoulder and take the coat off in the

bathroom. She was stark naked underneath. I heard her wash up. She came

to the bed and slipped in beside me. I pretended to awaken slightly.

 

“Hard day in the salt mine, honey?” I murmured.

 

“Exhausted,” she sighed.

 

“You work too hard,” I mumbled and reached over to embrace her.

 

“If you love your work, though,” she exhaled.

I spooned up against her. I reached around and tried to fondle her

breasts. She gently peeled my hand off and laid it down safely beside her. I

crept down her body to touch her bare shaven pubis. She rolled over to face

me and retracted her hips away from my touch. “Not tonight honey, maybe

later. So not in the mood right now. Work was crazy.”

 

I was not prepared to be the understanding husband. I crawled on top of

her. I was stiff. She sighed and gave in, turning her head sideways. I tried to

go down on her to get her aroused. She pushed my head away. “Just go

ahead,” she whispered and I entered her. She was loose. And something

else: It was never possible to just go inside her, and she never let me either,

not without a lot of warming up. She doesn’t lubricate a lot at the best of

times. This time, she was downright creamy inside. She wasn’t in the least

aroused by me though, and certainly not in that little time. I don’t come

much. When I got off her, the bed was soaked. My cock was coated. In

what, I didn’t have to wonder much.

 

III

 

A week later, we were invited to a party at Frank and Dahlia’s. They

said they were having just a few other friends over. “I’m not sure, hon,” Oni

said. “Dahl said like three or four.”

 

She talked to me from the bathroom. I peeked in. She was going to town

with the make up. She knew how to do it professionally. And her hair too. It

was tied in some loose flowing knot down the back that left smoky wisps

down both sides of her cute face. She tried not to let me see what she was

wearing under her robe. But I got a peek when she had to drop it standing in

the closet doors to get her dress on. I was peeking back through the

bathroom mirror. It was a get up I didn’t recognize. Black garter, hi-waist thong, some kind of wildly decorated bra. It was pure heat. On her darker

skin, it made me want to stroke just from looking.

 

She covered that up in a super tight sharp red dress. I thought it a little

overboard for a neighbourhood get together. She brought out the big hoop

earrings and gold necklace as well. She just giggled when I stared at her.

Her sexual excitement was off the scale and she could barely hide it.

 

We walked up. On the way we talked about how it was odd that we

knew their house so well. We’d even lived in their fully decked-out ground-

floor suite for a couple of weeks when our house was getting renos. We

were evidently the last to arrive. Already there was another couple and a

single black guy — another athlete perhaps, judging by his size. And Dahlia

and Frank of course. “Dahl” as Oni called her now was a best friend

already. I eyed Oni when she greeted Frank. She went on tip toes and gave

the air an inch off his cheek a kiss. Nicely done. I’d have noticed nothing, if

it weren’t for the trail of evidence since day one.

 

The other couple were a lot of fun and the conversation flowed smooth

and easy. I didn’t mind Frank at all either, if it weren’t for the

uncomfortable fact that he’d had my wife many more times the last couple

weeks than I had. Dahlia was a charmer. She seemed to relish the way she

could distract me away from everyone else. She was one of those people, I

figured, who could charm anyone, making them feel, for the few minutes

she gave them, like they were the centre of her world. It was a skill.

 

I had work the next day, it being Sunday. I got up to leave when the

other couple started making their moves. Oni moaned, “Do I have to?” and

laughed shyly.

 

Dahlia grasped my hand. “Let her stay! She’s off work for two more

days!”

 

Frank shrugged. “Makes no diff to me,” he said all jovially. I just bet.

Dahlia clasped both my and Oni’s hand. She said, “Oni is staying

tonight. We’re going to watch movies all night! Just like when we were

kids!”

 

Oni looked at me sheepishly. “What can I say?” She was stunning hot.

Made up to the nines in that hot red number. If I didn’t know her, I’d be

intimidated she was so smoking hot. The single guy there was

conspicuously quiet on his phone, neither picking up to leave or saying

anything about staying. I went home. I couldn’t argue.

 

About an hour or so later, I realized Oni left her phone at home. She

might need it if a call came to go in. I walked up to the house. I saw the

light on in the dining room still, but it was considerably dimmed. I was

about to rap on the door when, out of curiosity, I took a few steps to the

right and peered through the sheer curtains. I could make out shapes in a

fuzzy way. The experience in the tree had whetted my appetite for peering.

The porch was well hidden. I noticed the curtain was hitched on a tiny plant

on the sill. A corner of clear view appeared there. Behind me was a wall of

the porch. I wouldn’t be seen from the inside. I put my eye up to the corner

of the window.

 

I saw Frank on one end of the table. Dahlia was on the other end facing

him. They had taken out the leaves and shrunk it. Oni had her back to me.

The other guy was now fully engaged with the others, laughing and talking.

And he had eyes for Oni. Oni meanwhile kept doing that thing she does

when she’s getting turned on, looking down, rubbing the back of her neck,

and laughing loudly. I couldn’t make out words.

 

I was about to give up this ridiculousness of watching my wife and other

adults and go knock on the door and give her the phone, when I watched

Frank slap his friend on the shoulder and give him a shove. The man stood

up. He was taller than Frank even, but not quite as built out. He rubbed his

chin. Everyone laughed at something. Oni kept looking down. The man

came around to Oni’s side of the table. He held out his hand. I watched her

take his hand in hers and stand up. He then went down on one knee. I was

wondering what in the hell was going on. The man seemed to slide a ring onto Oni’s finger, the marriage one. Oni laughed with embarrassment and

everyone else chuckled too like some joke was playing out.

 

Dahlia and Oni touched and squeezed hands as the man lead Oni by the

hand out of the room with him. I tried to peer around to see where they

went. Frank turned out the dining room light and he and Dahlia left toward

the stairs. I’d be visible if I kept peering in the window so I slipped quietly

into the back yard where I knew there were trees I could hide behind.

 

I could see Frank and Dahlia’s light upstairs was on. Just when I was

considering going over to the neighbor’s and climbing the tree, the light

behind the garden French doors of the ground level suite came on. Who was

that? I crept around to different windows but nothing gave me any view. I

put my ear carefully up to the window of the dark bedroom. I could hear

Oni’s laugh. I could also hear the friend’s voice, deep and rumbling. They

were talking down there, probably on the living room couch. I imagined

that Dahlia would be coming down to join them and watch movies.

 

I almost got caught peeking when the French doors were suddenly flung

open. I was right around the corner, stopped in my tracks where I was just

about to see if there was space in the curtains in the French doors I could

peek through. Oni and the friend strolled out onto the tiny stone patio. I

managed to slip down the side of the house and around the neighbour’s

wood fence and carefully up the other side. It had knot holes in it. I found

one to peek through.

 

The friend had sat down on the swinging canopied love seat and Oni

was actually sitting on his lap. His hand was rubbing her back. They spoke

quietly, intimately, you might even say. I watched him put a joint to her lips

and I watched her inhale it. Oni? I was amazed. Another first, at least for

me. They laughed and she pressed herself back against him. They went

inside a few minutes later, closing the French doors. But the curtains had

parted slightly. I crawled up on my belly. By raising myself on my elbows, I

was able to see the whole living room, even in the dim light.

My wife was ack on his lap on the couch. Her arms were around his

neck. They were making out. No one else was coming downstairs. I blinked

my eyes several times, and hard, it was so difficult to believe what I was

seeing. She swung her legs that hung over his thighs and laughed. They

talked between serious tongue kisses. She looked like she was initiating the

kissing as much as he was. His one hand was up and down her back. His

other hand was on her bare knee. They stopped talking and began kissing

long and seriously. I watched his hand slide up her leg. I saw my wife part

her legs slightly, even while they kept up the long kiss. He went all the way

up. She didn’t stop him. In fact, she seemed to arch a bit to help him. My

cock was straining.

 

Oni stood and turned to face him. I watched as my wife reached up

behind her neck and tugged the zipper down the back of her dress. The man

just placed both his hands on the couch like this was what he came for, like

this was his wife, for tonight. Oni shimmied the dress over her hips. She

was stunning in her black underwear. I heard her laugh and pretend to be

coy and cover herself. The man twirled his finger. She turned all the way

around for him. She moved like a seductress. I had to study her face to

make sure it was actually Oni.

 

The guy smiled and pretended to give her slow applause. Her body

writhed. He reached over and tossed a pillow on the floor at his feet. Oni

seemed to know what that meant before I did. I watched as my wife knelt

down in front of this man and begin to undo his belt and pants. I was

beyond crazy with both rage and horniness. She tugged at his pants and he

lifted himself enough for her to be able to pull them all the way off. She

wasn’t satisfied. She tugged at his boxers. He lifted to allow her to take

those away too.

 

I had about a three quarter view. I could certainly see his cock. It was

enormous. I watched as Oni drew her palm over the head and smile all

seductively at him and say things I couldn’t hear, but that made him smile

serenely. I saw her wrap both hands around it and laugh, and say something

about the size of it with her eyes bugging out. She stroked it up and down

with both fists and looked up at him with a look I’d never seen on her face. It was pure unadulterated lust. And then I watched her open wide and go

down on him. My Oni. She took him deep on the first dive. She came back

up and off him and smiled at him and laughed. I watched my wife wipe her

mouth with the back of her hand and prepare for another throat tickling. I

saw the stranger push my wife’s head down on his cock roughly and hard.

He grabbed her by the hair and shoved her up and down.

 

Was he hurting her? My heart was pounding. When would a guy bust

in? When was it too much, when she was being hurt? I could hear her

muffled cries even outside the closed doors. My head was racing. I’d

forgive everything. I’d burst in and hit him. I needed to rescue her.

 

I watched him repeatedly shove her head down hard on his too-big

member and I built up my courage and got ready to jump up from the

window and bust in. But something stopped me. It was Oni’s delicate

fingers. She had reached between her legs and was rubbing herself. It

looked so delicate of her. I had such a clear and close view, there was no

mistaking the wetness all over her panties. And when he finally let her head

go, she was smiling so much she was losing it. She looked drugged. I saw

her climb into his lap like a lynx and straddle him. He took her bra off. She

was no bystander. She was rough about getting his nice shirt off too. He

didn’t have to help her get out of her panties. The garter remained on, the

only thing, besides her necklace and earrings, that stayed on. She looked

wild.

 

The man rose up with her in his lap and her legs wrapped around his

waist. She was small and light, but still, he was so strong it was like she was

nothing. He walked over to the console with her clinging to him, kissing

him all over his neck. She was crazy with lust. He lowered the lights more,

but I could still clearly see everything. And he changed the music. He had

one huge hand holding her butt. She squirmed against him like an animal.

 

He gently laid her down on the couch, propping her head up on one side.

He moved her limbs around like she was a doll, and she obliged, allowing

herself to be positioned as he wished. He put her leg over his shoulder and

pushed the other one so her foot rested on the top of the couch back. She was wide open to him. It was a pose I had managed once with her. She was

shy with me about me going down on her. It had to be in complete darkness.

And she said she preferred her legs out straight. Not so here. Lights were on

and she was spread. I watched the man lick my wife’s pussy.

 

I will grant him this. He was slow, he was gentle, and he wasn’t all

about the pussy. He took so long to get to the bank that she took his head in

her hands and showed him the way. I closed my eyes it was too much to

watch. Again I heard my wife’s gasping and cries, her short, sharp intakes

of breath, and her surprised little “Oh!”s. He was good, I could see that. He

made her orgasm. I saw the whole thing. It was so amazing that I wondered

in that moment if I had ever actually made her orgasm. If I had, it was

nothing like what I saw that man do to her.

 

She came up with her hands all over him. She rubbed his back and his

chest so hard he fell back on the opposite arm of the couch. She rubbed his

thighs and all down and up his legs. Then she began rubbing his body, an

admittedly tight, powerful athletic body, with her own body. She crawled up

and pushed her breasts in his mouth. She travelled all over him with her

hands and her mouth. She made her way back down and took him in her

mouth again. She look possessed like she couldn’t get enough. And he had

his hands all over my pretty Oni’s breasts too, and her sides and butt and

back. She kissed him hard. I could hear her moaning out loud.

 

I watched her sit up on him and reach down between her legs and take

his cock in her pretty tiny hand. She stood it up and raised herself over it. It

was massive. It didn’t look to me like it should go in. Everything about her

was tiny including that.

 

I saw from behind as my wife’s pussy engulfed the man’s enormous

member. She took it slow. But she took it all. His hands rubbed her little

breasts. She bucked on him. I could see his cock disappear over and over

inside my wife’s grasping pussy. I could even see how wet she was on him.

 

He got up holding her like before, only with his cock deep into her this

time. He carried her to the kitchen where he pressed her against the fridge and fucked her there a couple of times. She threw her arms around his back

and buried her face in his neck and shoulder and yelped. I had never seen

my wife in the throes of such passion. He carried her through to the

bedroom. The door swung closed enough to cut off my view. I got up and

ran around to the side to see through. But the curtains were closed. I gently

put my ear up. I could hear my wife’s cries and whimpers. He was fucking

her hard. I could hear the bed hit the wall. I ran back to the French doors. I

couldn’t see them, but I could see the edge of the bed and the headboard. It

was rocking violently. I went back to the window and listened. She was

screaming with each thrust. And each scream was higher and higher. My

wife was getting fucked so good and hard she was on the verge of a second

orgasm of an intensity I’d never caused. It was Earth-shattering, for her and

for me.

 

I went back to the French doors and saw all the motion had stopped. As

I lay there thinking about what I saw, I caught sight of her walking out,

naked, into the kitchen. I hid myself down because it was darker. I saw him

come out too. She was wetting towels. She cleaned him and then herself.

She poured two glasses of water from the fridge door when he went over to

turn out the lights. It was dark now except for the light around the fridge

water dispenser that stayed on a few seconds longer.

 

In that light, I saw him and her stand together naked and hug. I saw his

enormous but now limp penis press into her chest. I watched his hands wrap

gently and tightly around her whole body. And I saw her tiny hands reach

up and go around the back of his neck. I saw my wife lean her head back

and take the softest, most gentle kiss ever from this man who had moments

earlier been tearing her limb from limb. They held hands as he lead her

back to the bedroom. She hugged his enormous arm to her body. I saw him

climb in bed. And I saw her climb in beside and on top of him, with his arm

tightly around her as she settled her head down on his shoulder. I saw her

hand reach out and pull the cord on the bedside table lamp and the bedroom

go black.

 

I went home to our bed, alone, to contemplate what it all meant.

IV

 

I came home one day about a week later. Oni was in one of those moods

again: high energy, evasive answers, pre-occupied mind. You could smell

her sex when she was like this, though she probably thought she was hiding

it. Still, it caused reactions in me and I got horny watching her buzz around

as though the clock wasn’t turning fast enough. It was odd behaviour for a

work night. She was due at hospital at 8. I searched around. There was no

evidence of an earlier visit.

 

I grabbed her by the wrist and kissed her against the wall. She seemed

annoyed. She might even have rolled her eyes. She took me to the bedroom

and dropped her robe and literally threw me on the bed. She undid my robe

and went down on me. I knew that she had learned quite a few tricks in that

department lately, and she knew she had as well. Her tongue for example

was doing things to me I had to raise my head to see, because I couldn’t

figure it out. She got me to the edge in no time.

 

“Honey,” I said, when she lifted off me and came up over me. “Where

did you learn that?” She covered my mouth with her hand and squatted over

me. She shot me a quick cold smile and plunged herself down onto me deep

and hard. The only point of contact between us was my cock inside her and

her hand on my mouth. She even looked away. I followed her eyes. They

gazed in the far distance right out our window. Toward the Johnson’s I

noted.

 

She motored up and down on me as though she was a manufacturing

machine. It was relentless. But I also felt muscles inside her I didn’t know

existed. It was difficult to last. When I was about to come, she pulled off

and took me in her hand. When I shot, she aimed it onto my own belly and

chest. She got off me like there had been a fire alarm. She disappeared

inside the bathroom. “Got work hon,” she called over her shoulder. When I

finally got up, I peered through the cracked bathroom door. Her foot was up

on the edge of the toilet and her head was down examining a mirror she

held in one hand. The other was carefully shaving around her pussy.

I stood and stared at that. She held the mirror close when she was done.

She smiled to herself. Then I saw her take a perfume bottle out of a

container she slid out from under the counter. It had a tiny pipe and squeeze

bulb. She misted her pussy with it. And then she misted her breasts.

 

I called to her that I was going downstairs. “Uh huh” I heard her reply

absently. Instead I stepped into my closet. Our closets had venting doors.

Mine had a stool to sit on. She came out of the bathroom finally and I saw

her peer out and then firmly close the bedroom door. Expecting to see new

and exciting underwear and dresses, I was instead crestfallen to watch her

dress in her practical underwear, tight sports bra, and nurse scrubs. So much

didn’t made sense that night.

 

She left for work with the customary near-peck on my mouth and the

“love ya” out the door. Off into the night she drove to work. It was 7:30 or

so. I remembered we needed to discuss a final decision on a repair to our

roof. It was easier to call her nurse station and have them get her to call me

when she checked in.

 

“She’s not on shift tonight, I’m pretty sure,” Caroline said.

 

“No, no,” I corrected her. “It’s her usual shift tonight.”

 

“Oh right, yes,” Caroline said. “She switched off, she’s making up on

Tuesday with another girl.”

 

“She’s not coming in tonight?” I asked to confirm I heard correctly.

 

“Not tonight. The ol’ switcheroo,” Caroline laughed.

 

Now things made sense. I hopped in my car to avoid detection. Sure

enough, her car was tucked in the far side of the Johnson house, almost out

of view. I circled around and parked at home. My heart began it’s

customary pounding. I nearly ran down the sidewalk. Neighbours were

going to get suspicious, I thought. It was dark enough though. There were

no new cars in the driveway. I sneaked onto the porch. Thank goodness for solid construction. It didn’t squeak at all. The dining room was brightly lit

and it was set, but no one was there. I caught sight of Frank in apron in the

kitchen deep into it.

 

I wondered through to the back and the trees there. It was a gorgeous

back yard with the kidney shaped pool and large semi private covered area.

The light to the lower suite was on bright as well and the curtains were wide

open. I moved from tree to tree to check the different views for future

reference.

 

I caught sight of Oni emerging from the bedroom. She was no longer in

her scrubs. She was wearing a hot pink set of strapless bra and hipster

panties. For all the things I had been feeling about us, seeing her like that

made everything vanish. There was no denying that she was an eyeful. She

was checking herself out by holding different dresses in front of her body

standing in front of the mirror on the open closet doors. She selected a very

short pale pink dress that hardly amounted to anything. It had no back, and

barely a front. I watched her delicately climb into it and try to figure out

how the straps went, because straps was all it pretty much was.

 

I watched her go back in the bedroom. She came out moments later with

the tallest platform heels I’d ever seen. She checked out her butt. It was

hooker-chic, but the stuff looked expensive. She went in and came back out

with about a dozen metal bracelets around her wrists. She reached up and

released the clip from the back of her hair and shook. It was an unbelievable

sight. I watched as she hiked her tight dress up her legs to around her waist.

She admired herself in the mirror like that. She danced a couple of moves,

as if to watch what someone might later enjoy.

 

I stepped behind a tree when she came to the French doors and yanked

the curtains closed. The light dimmed. After a few moments, I slid around

to the dining room window. There she was. Her and Dahlia were sipping

champagne and laughing. Oni looked nervous. Dahlia had her arm around

her waist. She was dressed up too, but conservatively, like a normal dress-

up for a dinner party. Oni really stood out. They were in the doorway to the

kitchen talking and laughing with Frank. He appeared in the doorway. He took Oni in both his massive hands and felt her body down the sides and

over her butt. He nodded as though his approval mattered. When he leaned

in for a kiss, Oni touched his face and was submissive. It was a long, tongue

kiss. Dahlia watched the kiss from close up and smiled and hugged Oni

close hip to hip. Frank kissed Dahlia the same way. He retuned to his chores

and Dahlia and Oni kissed. That’s when I remembered the garden shed

door.

 

The Johnson’s called it a garden shed but it was a separate tiny room on

the ground floor with it’s own outside door on the far side of the house. It’s

where gardening stuff was stored. Inside was an unused door that was

bolted leading to the laundry room. I had locked myself in there once and

found how to push that door open without breaking it because the wooden

panel wall gave in just enough. On the other side of the laundry room was

an unfinished area that half circled around the ground floor suite walls,

eventually leading to stairs up to the main floor. The gas heater was down

there, and could be accessed also from the suite, through vented closet

doors set into a wall. I had never returned the key to the garden shed. They

told me to keep it, in case I need to borrow the mower or gas or something.

Where was that key now?

 

I ran home. Again I turned over every drawer and box. But I found it. It

was still with my own shed key on a green wire twist tie I had taken from a

box of garbage bags that day two years ago. Walking back my level of

excitement was off the meter. I had by now given up trying to tell myself

what I should be thinking. Men were fucking my wife. She enjoyed them

more than I had ever seen her enjoy anything. And she dreaded fucking me.

All of that mattered, but not so much compared to the top priority. There

was no way I could deny that the excitement I felt coursing through my

body seeing Oni dressed to the nines and taking on men like Frank and his

friend was far beyond anything I had ever felt. I was going to go to some

kind of hell for it, but for now, I was making my way in haste back to the

Johnson’s with the key to their shed in my sweating hand, and to their

laundry room, and thence to the heater closet and thence the scenes my

wife’s lust that she would display for me through the narrow metal slats of

that heater closet.

I took a quick peek in the dining room window. Nothing yet. I went

around the back. The light was on the same level of dimming. The curtains

gave no peep. No worries. I swung around unseen to the far side. Did that

key not slide into its keyhole smooth as a hand in a glove? It opened like

the most inviting of gates. I gently, carefully, pulled it closed behind me.

The new people’s boxes leaned against the narrow passage to the laundry

room. I pushed them aside. I leaned my shoulder into it and the wall gave

way. A little more and the latch slipped its hole. I left it open for my escape

later. I crept around the entire unfinished area with my phone light to make

sure I remembered it well enough, and to clear away any obstacle that I

might trip on if I needed a quick escape. I came around the base of the

stairs. At the top was the short hallway from the kitchen and dining area to

one of the entertainment rooms. I crept slowly passed.

 

There was the big box heater. I edged around it and found space enough

in front of it and behind the closed slatted doors. A stool would be handy if

I needed to stay there a while. I listened carefully. Nothing. Temptation took

over. I carefully crooked the folding door and slid it open in its tracks. I

closed it again to check for sounds and whether it might catch and give me

trouble. All was good. I stepped out. A separate set of stairs came down to

the suite, right behind the kitchen. There was a door at the top that locked.

It was a carpeted and wide staircase that curved, really quite beautifully.

The key was, though, that at the top, someone would be facing the opposite

way, before they came around its turn to face the suite. It would give crucial

seconds for someone creeping around to make it back into the heater closet

and disappear, should the door at the top suddenly open.

 

The living room down there was ready for action. A device was at the

ready for music. Candles were set about. It was a ground floor suite, but the

Johnson’s put a lot of money into it. They planned it as a guest suite with

French door access to a lovely patio and the pool beyond. I’d always loved

it. I looked in the fridge. Champagne of course. I listened up the stairs and

made my way into the bedroom. It was a great and big bedroom, more like

an ample hotel room with luxury touches everywhere, including its own

ensuite bathroom with whirlpool. The closets were walk in and massive. I walked in. I found Oni’s little black dress that she had worn that night, but

was not wearing when she came home. I found the red dress too. And a

pretty good number of other high-end outfits. I also found her nurse scrubs

hanging there, the ones she left home with an hour or two earlier. And her

runners, down there amidst a line of shoes that boggled the mind.

 

I heard car doors. The place was well insulated and you could hear

nothing between the floors. I crept through the furnace closet and made my

way around to the laundry and out through the shed. I crept through shrubs

far enough to see a new car tucked in behind Oni’s car. I made my

surreptitious way from tree to tree around the big backyard and came

stealthily down along the fence, up onto the porch, and down under the

dining room window. I saw nothing at first. But then I saw gregarious Frank

come into the dining room all smiles and shoulders with his hand around

the back of an older, smaller — compared to Frank, that is — very

distinguished looking white man in a suit. I might have recognized him, but

I couldn’t place it. He looked like he bled money. Frank himself was in

golfing attire. They were all laughing and talking the way people do when

everyone is in a good mood. Dahlia was next, in her conservative get-up. I

thought she was going to be with the older man’s wife. But Oni came in

after Dahlia, looking decidedly on a whole different level from everyone

else. And that was it, this time. No wife, no other friends. Just Frank and

Dahlia, Oni, and a new guy.

 

Everyone sat the same way they sat the last time. Frank poured drinks

and the conversation looked convivial and relaxed. Oni, unlike how I

usually knew her, was open, relaxed and sociable. She didn’t talk as much

as others, but she wasn’t shrinking either. The man took a big interest in

everything she said. He laughed and cheered her glass often. Frank began

bringing out courses of the meal. I grew bored and spent time sitting against

the wall looking at the fence, checking every now and then. It was an

ordinary and long dinner party.

 

Finally I heard Frank’s big booming laugh. I turned and peeked. He was

doing the shoulder tap on the white guy. The white guy laughed. Oni began

her down-looking thing. I caught site of Dahlia reaching under the table and finding Oni’s hand to squeeze secretly. Frank and the man stood up. Frank

handed him a tiny box. More belly laughter. Oni began rubbing the back of

her neck and looking sideways. She played in her hair. The man came

around to her side of the table. He took Oni’s hand and stood her up. He

twirled her around and watched her body turn. He looked at Frank and

nodded strong approval, and Frank and he laughed. I could see the side of

my wife’s face. She bit her lower lip. The man looked at her and smiled

reassuringly. Then he went down on one knee. He took the ring out of the

box and Oni extended her left fingers. He slid it on to her ringless marriage

finger. He stood up. He clapped Frank on the shoulder and nodded. He

gestured for Oni to lead the way. I ran to the other side of the house and in

the shed, through the laundry, around to the furnace, and up to the vented

doors. I beat them. I could hear them close the door at the top and chat

quietly coming down the curving stairs. I heard him say, “This is

marvellous.”

 

Oni giggled. They entered the suite. He was holding her hand. They

stopped right in front of me not two feet away. I held my breath and

remained motionless. Oni turned into him and wrapped her arms tight

around his neck. They kissed lightly two or three times. She giggled and

they kissed seriously. Oni moaned inside the kiss. She was the one who

began pulling him to the couch, stepping backward. She was the one who

pushed him down to sit. She was the one who hiked her short dress and

straddled him for more serious kissing. The heater closet gave me a full

view of everything. She hopped off his lap and put music on. She skipped in

her ridiculous high heels shoes over to the fridge and pulled out the

champagne. She held it up beside her face and said to him, “Yes?” She

laughed all full of seduction. She brought an electric candle lighter with her.

She said, “Is everything good baby?” She squealed and lit her candles.

 

She let the man open the bottle and pour them each a glass. Oni sat cross

legged and sideways facing him where he sat straight on the couch. She

leaned her elbow on the couch back and listened to him talk and sipped. She

suddenly jumped up. “Stand,” she said. He did. She eased him out of his

suit jacket. She opened his tie. She opened the buttons of his shirt and ran

her hand on his chest inside his shirt. He began running his hands around her bare shoulders, then down her mostly bare back, and onto her butt. She

leaned against him and kissed him hard. She laughed deep and gutturally

when her hands worked down his body to his belt. They smiled and

chuckled together kissing each others mouths as she loosened his pants and

pulled down to make them drop. She slid slowly down his body with her

body and got to the floor to help him step out of his pants. She folded them

neatly onto a chair. She took his socks off. She turned him around and eased

him out of his shirt too, and draped it over the chair back. He stood there in

his boxers. She used her long slender fingers on his chest to push him back

to sit on the couch. She picked up the music player and turned it up louder.

She reached behind and unclipped the top of her dress. She had to squirm to

get out of it. He nodded, letting his eyes feast on my wife’s body. She

looked crazy delicious in that hot pink bra and panties. I carefully took my

cock out and began stroking. It was aching watching my wife seduce the

rich guy.

 

She began walking around sipping her champagne in nothing but bra,

panties, high platform heels, and metal bracelets. She went to the fridge, she

bent over in front of the music player, she peeked out of the French door

curtains, all the while letting him gaze at her near naked body. She came

back to the couch. She walked over his body with her fingers. “Why don’t

you lay down honey?” she said, and she fixed a pillow against the arm of

the couch for his head. Still holding her champagne, she brought a knee

over to the far side of his head against the couch back, and lowered her

panties close to his mouth. He smiled. She giggled and came closer,

touching his nose with the fabric of her hipsters. “Can you name the

perfume?” she asked in a tiny, coy voice.

 

He did, or at least, she let him think he did, shrieking when he gave a

name. I made a note to check that at home later. “Does baby want a taste

after a long hard day at work?” she pouted. She pulled the band of her

panties down with her thumb and very carefully brought her labia to his

lips. I watched his tongue came out. My wife shivered. She twisted around

to put her glass on the table and reached for the arm of the couch on both

sides of his head. He pulled her panties and she rose up on her feet to help

him get them off her, one shoe at a time. She dropped carefully back down on his face with her pussy. She looked down at him eating her out and her

hair obscured my view from above their heads. But the sounds she emitted

left me little doubt what was doing on.

 

Oni began breathing hard. “Yes baby,” she said to him. “I’ve been

waiting for you all day.” The man’s hands wrapped around my wife’s butt.

He pulled her pelvis into his face tighter. She cooed and gasped. Soon her

breath began stopping. She started making short sharp inhalations. She

sounded like someone was pinching her, but that was the way she rose to

her crescendo. Her hips started to vibrate. It looked involuntary. This guy or

his money must have really turned her on, because I had never seen her

shake like that for me or anyone. She began rubbing her pussy over his

mouth in that rapid way. Her head rolled back and she made a loud series of

“Ahh!”s. She lowered herself and laughed and buried her face in his neck

and shoulder as though embarrassed.

 

She kissed him holding his face in her hands. She began a trail of tiny

kisses all the way down his body. She crouched between his legs and pulled

off his boxers. She licked his cock where it lay. Then she stood it up in her

hand. She treated it like an expensive artifact, gently touching it, marvelling

at it, and kissing it lightly. She kept returning her eyes to his and smiled at

him. “Wait a sec!” she said. She skipped again in her crazy shoes to the

bedroom now only wearing shoes and bra. She came back with a bright

pink lipstick. She laughed and got back down between his legs. She let him

watch her put the lipstick on her lips. Then she took him in her mouth and

slowly, with determination, pushed her head down further and further. I

watched her body jerk when she got too deep. But she didn’t come up, she

pressed on. She got to the very bottom of his cock and with her lips,

encircling him. She came back up gagging and coughing and laughing.

“See?” she said proudly smiling and pumping his cock slowly in her hand.

He checked. She got lipstick on his pelvis. “You said I wouldn’t be able to!”

Is that what they were talking at dinner about?

 

She went down on him for ten minutes. She crawled up and, full of

smiles even with her eyes closed, she mounted him, taking him deep in her

pussy. She alternated, back and forth. She began to ride him. He slid his hands all over my wife’s body. He reached up to let her bra go and took her

beautiful small breasts in his hands and squeezed. She got off him and went

to the music credenza. She bent over with her legs straight and her butt in

the air and looked over her shoulder. He got up and rammed her from

behind. They walked over to the kitchen hand in hand and helped

themselves to grapes in a bowl there. He picked her up and placed her on

the counter, and she squealed. He fucked her there a few times too.

 

He lead her into the bedroom. She played coy and bit her finger, but

followed him in there. Her foot closed the door behind her. I heard nothing.

And then I heard her laughing, followed by shrieking. That was soon

followed by the “Oh!”s of surprise and the long drawn out “Ah”s. I heard

the unmistakable sound of the bed bouncing. I heard the slap of legs against

butt. She was high pitched and jagged. She was getting fucked good again. I

held myself off, stroking in the heater closet till I heard my wife get to her

point of no return. It was a big, deep and long orgasm. I shot all over the

inside of the heater closet door, having forgotten that one detail to bring

something to catch it.

 

I heard the shower run and I heard them talking again, I don’t know

what about. I watched my wife come back out of the bedroom alone and

blow out the candles. I could see him from neck down in the bed, naked. I

watched my wife go back in the bedroom. She left the door open. I watched

as she gently slipped into the bed and wrap her arms around him. I could

tell they were kissing and murmuring. After a while, I saw her hand slowly

move up and down his cock. The light was very dim. But I could see the

back of her head in his crotch move up and down. After a while, I saw his

knees fold up, his hands grip her head, and his hips thrust into my wife’s

face. I saw her hold on and go deeper on him until he finished moving. I

could see her swallow and lick him up. I kept watching until they seemed to

be asleep.

 

V

 

The next morning, Oni didn’t come home before I had to leave. Usually

she texted from work, but not this time. She wasn’t at work of I surmised. I dressed and got ready but the whole time, I was itchy in the head wondering

if she gave them wake up blow jobs or fucks as well. It would be chancy to

try to surveil anything in daylight hours. I drove up the Johnson’s way and

saw her car still in the driveway. And the man’s too. Crazy as it was, I

couldn’t put the temptation aside.

 

I parked around the corner. No one was around at 7 AM. I walked back.

I checked again. Nobody. I darted down the side of the house and carefully

eased open the shed door. I made my way around quietly as possible to the

heater doors. I could hear them talking inside. I drew close and looked. She

was in a luxurious bath robe. He was in his suit. She was up close to him

setting his tie. She kissed him on the nose, like a wife would. Like my wife

did to me. They both paused. She chuckled and said, “What?”

 

Her hand cupped his crotch. She smiled and bit her lip. “All you got to

do is ask, honey,”she purred against his lips. She disrobed. Her body was so

good. She lead him to the couch and sat him down. She put a pillow down

for her knees and knelt there. She seemed to really and truly enjoy this. She

smiled to herself, not to him, when she grasped his cock in her tiny hands.

She took him with fervour. She corkscrewed her head around him. I saw

him lean back and enjoy. She bobbed deep and fast and moaned loudly. She

got him close very quickly. She pulled out and kept pumping him and

smiled I would say lovingly. He braced himself and spurted all over her

face and breasts. She laughed. She licked where he got her hand, and she

engulfed his spent cock in her mouth to thoroughly clean him up.

 

He got up and pulled up his fly. I saw his cum run down my wife’s face.

She twisted her self against the counter and licked off a finger tip and

waved with two fingers and said, “Bye” in the sweetest, most longing way a

woman could to a man. She looked for all the world like she had been good

and thoroughly fucked, and also like she wanted nothing more than to be

fucked a good deal more.

 

If I had any doubt about her attitude to what was going on, that was

dispelled by what I saw when she was alone. She twirled happily. She tidied

up a little still naked, and she was smiling the whole time. I watched her go on the bed and masturbate till she came. She disappeared into the bathroom

and I heard the shower come on. I snuck out and locked up and got back to

my car. I went to work marvelling at what my wife had become.

 

The very next evening, the same thing ensued, minus all the buzzing

sexual energy. She got ready for work after sleeping all day. But she looked

refreshed, she looked happy, and she looked full of life and vigour. She left

in the usual fashion. I gave it a few minutes and then went for my usual

“walk.” Her car wasn’t in the driveway of the Johnson’s, which meant she

really did go to work. I grew curious about the ground floor suite though. I

wondered if there was some way I could rig the bedroom door so it might

not close well, and instead swing a little open. I made my way through the

back yard trees. Oddly, I saw light behind the curtain of the French doors. I

crept back to the fence line and up onto the porch. There was dim light in

the dining room. I crept carefully up to my usual peep hole in the hitched up

corner of the curtain. What I watched confused and surprised me.

 

Frank and Dahlia were there, as well as another couple. This time,

however, the other woman sat opposite Frank while Dahlia sat with her

back to the window facing a younger, white guy, and obviously an athlete

— probably football again. Dahlia this time was the one dressed up to the

nines. She was beautiful in a spellbinding way. Done up with her hair and

make up, and sitting there in super tall heels and a revealing swoopy blue-

green dress made me salivate. She was the one now acting all demure and

shy. The athlete guy across from her kept smiling and looking down, as

though he too were nervous. The other woman was dressed up nicely, but

not really sexy. She looked awfully familiar to me, but I couldn’t place her,

and anyway, that was impossible. The same thing played out. I saw Frank at

one point push and urge the guest to get out of his seat. There was laughter,

smiles, a bit of playing around, and finally the guy dropped to a knee taking

Dahlia’s gentle hand in his own. He slid a ring on her finger and everyone

began smiling and nodding happily. She lead the guy with her arm

outstretched behind her through the door and out.

 

I made my way to the heater closet, knowing I had to be fast to be in

position and not risking making sounds before they got down the stairs. I could hear them talking and chuckling as they came. Dahlia was still

trailing him behind her. She looked over her shoulder and took him to the

couch. She turned around and closed her eyes and held his face in both her

hands. She kissed him once, twice, and then a third, and long, time. I could

see her tongue pushing into his mouth. I watched them break apart and talk

close together and then laugh and kiss again in a closer embrace. She held

his finger in her finger when she went over and found some music. She

turned back to him and began kissing again, and swaying in a small subtle

dance.

 

The guy was monstrous next to her. He was trying to be gentle but he

towered over her and his hands, even when I tried to gently stroke down the

side of her body, pushed her nearly off balance. Where Oni was kittenish

and spry, Dahlia was all smoothness like smoke. When the guys huge hand

tried to feel her breast gently through her dress, she seemed to merely shrug

as though not answering a question, and stepped out of her fallen dress. She

was in pure white bra and panties. She turned around and leaned back into

him. She reached up and behind her to pull his head down into her neck,

and she tilted her head sideways to encourage him to kiss her there. She

reached down behind her and ran her hands over his bulge. She turned to

face him and removed his top. She didn’t stop. She undid his pants and

squatted to help them come off. Still dancing that little swaying dance, she

ended up on her knees where he stood and rubbed his cock beneath his

shorts. She bit and licked the fabric. I could see it grow. She pulled those

down and proceeded to kiss a thousand tiny light kisses up and down his

shaft.

 

The huge guy staggered and stepped back and tripped on the leading

edge of the couch and fell into it. They both laughed. She knelt between his

legs. I listened to her tell him how much she was admiring him at dinner.

She stroked his cock and told him she was dying the whole time, just

waiting for Frank to send them down. She took his stiff cock in her mouth

and came off again and told him she had been thinking about him all day

and had to masturbate earlier because it was too much for her. She sucked

him more, off and on, telling him all these things about how much she

wanted to be here now with him. She slowly rose up and sat on his lap. She leaned forward and invited him to unhook her bra. She shook it loose and

took her breast in her hand and fed it into his mouth. She had an incredible

set of tits. Round, pendulous, and soft, they begged to be pressed into a

face.

 

I heard her say to him, in a suddenly serious tone, “Would you like to

lick me?” She kissed him before he could answer. “I came thinking of you

licking me,” she added. He bounded up and over her and she fell into the

couch and squealed with delight. She bit the knuckle of her finger and

rubbed her own breast with her other hand as he got himself spread on the

couch, and lifted both her legs over his shoulders. Her heels dug into his

back. Either he was a master at cunnilingus, or she was mad about getting

it, but from first touch on, she thrashed orgasmically. I nearly opened the

closet door with my head I was trying to see more. I was getting swept

away by her sounds. What was different, what made it sound like she was

genuinely getting the best licking she’d ever had, was how her cries and

muffled moans sounded not made for him, but truly escaped from her in

heights of passion. It was fascinating to watch and listen. When she began

to come, it sounded like she was truly dying or wouldn’t care if she did. I

saw her whole body go stiff as a board. I saw her neck muscles strain. She

stopped breathing for seemingly a minute. I watched her leg muscles bulge

and her stomach muscles clench. When she finally let go, it was loud. Her

head seemed to turn so far up it was nearly facing to the couch arm. I had

never seen I don’t think a back arched so acutely.

 

When it subsided, she was all “Darling” this and “Baby” that. She

kissed him all over his face. She bit him everywhere, enough to make him

shriek. She laughed with evil intent. She went down on him and came back

up and kissed him. She bit his ear and straddled him again. She started

begging him to “fuck me.” She laid it on so thick, I was harder than a rock

and trying to stop stroking to keep from exploding. “I need your cock in

me,” she cried out. “Fuck me hard,” she said. The guy got up and carried

her to the bedroom. She whooped and squealed. They didn’t kick the door

closed. I had a direct bead on their bodies on the bed. She became a devil

woman. She wanted his cock in her so bad she was tugging it to her. He got

on top of her. His body dominated hers. She nearly disappeared beneath him, were it not for her legs splayed wide and sticking up in the air. She

cried out in low and groaning “Oh”s with every one of his poundings. And

he pounded her hard. I thought he was going to break her when he picked

up the pace. How her body withstood the assault amazed me. He bent her

legs up into her chest so her feet dangled uselessly by the sides of his head.

He was hung well. His cock must have been punching her lungs he was

pounding so hard and deep into her. But to see her fingers dug into his butt

cheeks, yanking him on harder yet, was enough to make me ejaculate

without even touching my cock.

 

They cuddled after. I slipped out and went home. I woke up around 4,

wide awake for some reason. Obsessed, I went for a walk up that way

again. I spied dim light behind the bedroom curtain of the suite. I crept in

close and brought my ear to the window. I couldn’t see anything but I heard

them at it, hard and screaming. I imagined, sitting there on the ground

below the window, what it must be like to screw Dahlia, the most

classically beautiful woman I’d ever seen with the hottest, smoothest,

cleanest body I’d ever looked at, and I had to jerk off, coming about when I

think the guy did , judging by the sounds of both of them.

 

I made it home in time to get at least a couple hours of sleep. I know

Oni was missing a lot of sleep with all her hijinks. But so was I, with

evidently a lot more to look out for than I had at first realized. I supposed

that Dahlia wasn’t Frank’s wife at all. That might explain why there was

little reaction from her that time I saw Frank take Oni in front of her. All I’d

really seen is Frank take a woman first, and then hand her off to guests later

in both cases, both Oni and Dahlia. And now there was another woman, the

younger one I saw at the latest dinner party. She couldn’t have been the

wife of the guy. I didn’t catch where she ended up. But after Dahlia and her

guy went downstairs, that left Frank and the new woman alone.

 

VI

 

Oni was on day shift the next four days. Or so she was scheduled to be. I

was on to her “switcheroo” tricks and no longer trusted her to be definitely

going to work, whether in scrubs or not, not after I saw the closet in the suite. Sure enough, it was not long before she “got the call” to pull a double

shift. She called me from the hospital to explain the shortage of staff to me

and that she was just going to stay. I could hear in the background that she

was talking to me on speaker in her car though.

 

I made my way over to the Johnson’s. Luckily the porch furniture was

never used or moved, and the neighbours never seemed to use their yard. I

grew pretty comfortable hiding out below the dining room window. I didn’t

know what I was going to do when the nights got lighter later in the season.

I heard a car pull in. I peered through the corner of the curtain. It was Oni

all right, but she wasn’t dressed yet. I checked that I had remembered the

key for the shed.

 

She didn’t go down to change. Instead she fussed in the kitchen with

Frank. She wasn’t in scrubs, but she wasn’t all decked out in her hooker-

chic garb either. She was conservative. I watched her stop Frank, turn him

toward her, and give him the longest most loving kiss ever. And then it was

all business again. She was in and out of the kitchen setting up the dining

table.

 

I heard another car pull up in front. I panicked for her, thinking she had

little time to get downstairs and made up. But she didn’t go. Frank and Oni

went through the kitchen to the front. Shortly, Frank came back all effusive

and full of smiles and back slaps. Along with him was another big huge

black athlete guy in a really nice suit with a t-shirt. Up from the suite below

came woman I had seen earlier at the last dinner. This time, though, she was

anything but conservative. Her long, wavy and flowing mouse-blonde hair

accented her incredible face — she looked like a beer ad. She was wearing

a vest with laces across her large breasts that ended mid-riff. Below that she

wore a black leather mini skirt, black stockings, and cowboy boots. She

looked like everybody’s idea of girl-next-door gone wild at college. She

looked edible, she was so wholesome, and dressed like that, it was

impossible not to think immediately about grabbing. Where Oni looked at

these dinners like someone you wanted to impress, and Dahlia looked like

someone you wanted to treat well, this girl looked like someone built for having fun with. It was an amazing transformation from the earlier night.

Back then, I didn’t even notice her.

 

What blew me away for real tonight though was how Oni pecked

Frank’s cheek on her tip toes when he went to get drinks. It was not the kiss

of a lover, it was the peck of a wife. She took the seat opposite Frank where

Dahlia had usually been. The hot number sat with her back to me, and the

new black athlete sat facing her. The conversation was loud, funny, warm

and social. Oni again showed me a side of herself I was completely

unaware of. She doted on Frank. She didn’t demure with him as though he

fucks her to royal heaven, she asked him wife-like to get things, praised

him, talked about him, and laughed at his jokes with him. There was maybe

a week or a month when we were first married when she was like that with

me.

 

The wife-for-the-night meanwhile was all over the poor young athlete

who didn’t stand a chance. She was up and down with her eyes. She did

everything you read in books that girls do “when you know they like you.”

She was flicking hair, she was leaning into him, she laughed at anything he

said, and she looked up at him through the top of her eyes. I saw under the

table that she’d removed a boot and was touching his foot and leg with her

foot, secretly without Oni or Frank seeing. The young guy looked nervous.

He kept chuckling to himself and shaking his head. I could hear him say,

with a big sheepish grin, “I don’t know,” lots of times. More drinks were

served.

 

Finally the usual time came and Frank punched his shoulder and

gestured. The young guy demurred but Frank pushed him again and stood

up. The guy stood up and grinned at the girl. He came over to her side. She

turned in her chair expectantly toward him. He brought a ring out of his

pocket. He nearly dropped it. I heard Frank’s voice boom, “Take a knee!”

They all laughed. The guy got down on his knee. The girl stretched out her

fingers. He slipped it on. She grasped his face and kissed him deep then and

there. She got up, pushed her foot into her boot, and nearly skipped out the

room tugging the guy along. After they left, both Oni and Frank shrugged

and cocked their heads. They sat at the table together talking. It was more intimate than sex, their level of familiarity. She got up to carry things in, but

he took her wrist before she passed and pulled her into his lap. She fell back

into him willingly. She wrapped her arms around his neck lovingly and they

kissed. She was more at ease with Frank, more  comfortable and relaxed

with him, after a couple months or so than she ever was with me, her actual

husband with whom she lived.

 

I went around to the shed and let myself in. By the time I squeezed

myself around the heater to the vents in the doors, the girl had already had

her man’s shirt off on the couch. And her top too. Her breasts were big and

beautiful, upturned and pink. She was straddling him and lifting his chin up

with her fingers to kiss him delicately.

 

I remembered Oni. I was wise about stashing my binoculars in the shed.

The dining room light was off. I made my way to the neighbours cedar and

climbed up. I could see even though the light was dim. I saw rhythmic

shadows. When my eyes worked out what I was looking at, it was big Frank

on top of tiny Oni with her legs wide open and her arms around his back.

They weren’t fucking. They were making love. It was slow, gentle, and

easy. Even still, I saw her neck rise, her head stretch back, and her hips

push. She never orgasmed from copulation with me. Now it seemed, every

time I caught her cheating, she couldn’t stop having orgasms, even when it

wasn’t rough or new. It was harder for me to watch them cuddle and fall

asleep, her back pressed into him, his massive arms wrapped all the way

around her so protectively, than it was for me to watch her riding him in the

throes of wild abandon. I saw her tug his hand and bring it to her bosom

inside both her hands, and fall asleep like that.

 

I went back down to the heater closet. The girl and athlete guy had

retreated into the bedroom. She was on top of him, but they weren’t

moving. She rested her chin on her hands that rested, fingers interlocked, on

his chest. They were talking. It was far too quiet to hear about what. His

hands rested on her lower back. Once in a while they rubbed up and down.

Sometimes she just kissed him. I went home. I decided this had to stop.

Maybe not for Oni, but for me. I couldn’t do it anymore.

She told me she was going to be out all night Saturday. “I might not

make it home,” she let me know.

 

I was angry this time. “Maybe I’ll come with you.”

 

She said, “I don’t think you’d like it, it’s a bunch of sports guys.”

 

“Why don’t you ever invite me?”

 

She rolled her eyes. She said, “You know what? Come then, if you don’t

trust me.”

 

I had never said anything to her yet about trust. But I was surprised she

invited me to come. She didn’t talk to me more than to tell me where the

function was. It was a big ballroom at a downtown hotel. It turned out to be

a recognition gala for big donors to Frank’s charity fundraising operation.

There were speeches, the mayor was there, CEOs of three hospitals, all

sorts of dignitaries heaping praise and glory on the great retired football

superstar. It went on and on. Oni was right. I was struggling.

 

Frank got up and began intoning seriously about particularly special

donors. “For these special contributors,” he intoned, “we have a whole

separate level. These are new members of the Red Emerald Club, named for

the gem more precious than diamond.” People oohed and ahhed. “These

special people gave one million dollars each, or more in some cases, to my

charity, and in addition to thanking them during the course of the year in

ways that are usually kept pretty quiet,” there was scattered tittering, “I

want to draw the light onto them at least for this one night.” He began to

read out names and men from around the room made their way to stand by

Frank on the stage. There were eight of them. Five of the eight I recognized

as the men at Frank and Dahlia’s dinners. That surely could not have been a

coincidence.

 

VII

Oni said she was brining one of Frank’s VIP guests home about a week

later. Dahlia or Frank weren’t coming. Oni said, “I think our guest would

just like to just relax and watch a game.” She said it over the phone as

though it was a routine thing we did. She introduced him to me when she

came in the door. It was the huge tall black man from weeks earlier. He had

a grin and a huge set of arms. And he carried an overnight bag. “I’ll just

take that,” Oni smiled. I guided the guy through to the kitchen and to the

den, not sure what else I was supposed to do, because Oni disappeared

upstairs with his bag.

 

“This is great,” the huge guy said, easing himself into my usual den

chair. “Where’s remote at,” he said. I got it for him. I sat on the couch as he

found the game he wanted. I told him I knew next to nothing about football.

He began to tell me little details to look for. Oni came back into the den and

pulled her feet up under her on the couch.

 

He used PVR to slow down and replay bits. He actually was able to

teach me a lot just by stopping and starting and showing me how to analyze

where the players were lining up and where they looked before the ball was

snapped. Despite myself, and despite the awkwardness of this massive

stranger in our house, I got interested in football that afternoon.

 

Oni got up and asked if either of us wanted a drink. Darius asked for a

beer and slapped Oni’s butt as she moved passed him. She laughed with

embarrassment and glanced over her shoulder at me.

 

I was entranced now by the screen. Darius as much as insisted, saying,

“Watch now, watch, look very closely at the guy down there. Watch his

eyes!” He was intense and it was hard not to be caught up in the drama he

built around every line of scrimmage. When Oni came back, she handed

him an opened beer and he grabbed her wrist and pulled her into his lap.

 

She offered token resistance and emitted a yelp of surprise as she

landed. He only laughed, keeping his eyes on the screen. I turned to look at

what he was doing with my wife in his lap, but Darius pointed frantically at

the game, nearly shouting at me to keep my eyes on that one particular defender. “Watch, watch!” He said. I heard Oni giggle. I glanced quickly

again. She was leaning back against his huge chest. His big arm draped

around her front. Both her hands were gripping his forearm. Her legs kicked

where they hung, but it wasn’t much of a struggle.

 

The play went forward. I glanced again over my shoulder. Darius told

me, “Look, see! He gets right in there, sack! Q going nowhere today!” His

hand began moving up and down over Oni’s small chest. We watched the

rest of the game like that, with Darius feeling up my wife seemingly

relaxing into his lap. I felt nervous about turning to look. I could hear Oni

making little sounds. I got up on the pretence of needing to pee. The man’s

hand had moved under the bottom of Oni’s top. Oni sat staring at the TV

with a finger in her mouth. Darius’ other hand was on her bare knee.

 

When I came back, I could see over the top of the easy chair that both

their heads were twisting around each other. I could hear Oni moaning. I

cleared my throat and they disengaged. They had been making out. I got

back on the couch. Darius asked if I wanted another beer. I said yes, and he

agreed and turned it into me getting him a beer. He shrugged and gestured

at Oni’s body as I went by, as though to say, your wife is on my lap, I can’t

get it or I would. 

 

We ended up watching an hour of highlights from other games. Darius

and I talked, him actually talking to me respectfully and teaching me about

the sport in a way I could appreciate. Oni was in his lap the whole time.

When a commercial break came on, she slid out of his lap and took his

finger in her hand. She pulled and he rose up. He loomed in our den. She

said to me, “I just need to make sure he has everything he needs upstairs. I

mean, we’re okay in the guest room, right? It’s his back.” She didn’t even

ask me  if our “guest” could use our bedroom. She just assumed. I didn’t

even know he was spending the night.

 

She snorted as she reached behind with both hands and pulled Darius by

his huge mitt. He shrugged looking down at me and slapped me on the back

as he passed. “You’re going to be okay down here?” he said. He laughed in

that big huge laugh of his. I was paralyzed. I heard Oni yelp and spun around to see that he had grabbed her with both hands around her tiny waist

from behind and had picked her up off the ground as they passed through

the kitchen and toward the stairs. She laughed and yelped some more,

making little surprised sounds all the way up the stairs.

 

It was late and I went to the guest room. I found that Oni had already put

my usual toiletries in the adjoining bathroom. She forgot my toothbrush

charger. On that pretence, I went upstairs. The master bedroom door was

closed. I listened but I didn’t hear anything. I put my ear to the door and I

heard what had to be sucking sounds, because Oni gagged and caught her

breath. I heard her in a near whisper say something that was cut off by the

sound of her mouth being filled again. There were muffled moans after that.

 

I went to the bathroom downstairs. Oni came back down soon after me.

She explained that Darius was settled, but that she just needed to change up

some towels and other things, as though to explain her absence for half an

hour up there behind closed doors. I recognized the signs. She was buzzing.

 

She had gotten into one of her sexy night things. She wore those for me

on special occasions, which were fewer and further between lately. They

usually were her way of saying she wanted to fuck. I guess that’s exactly

what they still meant, but it wasn’t with me she wanted to fuck. We slipped

into bed in the guest room together. She turned over a couple of times and

kept saying, “It’s not bad down here,” and “It’s an okay room.” She seemed

to be trying to get my agreement that the guest bedroom was every bit as

good as the master. She kissed me goodnight and rolled over. I suspected

the worst. And I pretended to fall quickly asleep.

 

Sure enough, I felt the bed stir behind my back. She was light and

getting out without moving the bed was easy for her. She went in the

bathroom. I slowly rolled over and peeked. She didn’t close the door. I saw

her mist her pussy and breasts. And I watched her put on make up. She

came back out and leaned far over the bed till her face was right up to mine.

She was checking to make sure I was asleep. She kissed me very lightly on

my lips. She lingered a moment longer then quietly as a mouse, she slipped

out the door. I heard the creek of stair.

The master was on the other side of the house, above the living room. I

got out of bed thirty minutes later and crept into the living room. I couldn’t

hear anything. I listened up the stairs. There was nothing. I was perplexed. I

would have to be super quiet climbing the stairs if they weren’t making

noise.

 

I got right up to the master door. It was firmly shut. I carefully laid down

on the carpeted floor. I turned my ear to the tiny space beneath the door.

That’s when I heard it. My wife’s very heavy breathing. And occasionally

the mushy sound of her soaking wet pussy. I laid there and listened to it. I

heard her breath start to catch. Every now and then, despite her efforts, little

peeps emitted from her throat. I heard them both stifle giggles.

 

Her breathing got deeper and faster. It stopped and caught more

frequently. She began making the tiniest high pitched inhalations. She gave

up trying to be totally quiet. Every breath in was now slightly voiced. Then

there was nothing but the mush sound. I heard fumbling. And then I heard

her gasp out loud, but obviously from under a pillow.

 

I could hear her giggle in a whisper after. I heard her say, “Let me

check.” I dashed downstairs as quickly as I could and dove back in bed. She

came in a moment later, creeping slowly. She leaned over and checked my

breathing. I kept my eyes closed. Then I heard his breathing. She was

surprised and whispered for him to get out, but she whisper-giggled it. With

my eyes shut, I heard the sounds of kissing and my wife moan, right in the

same room I was pretending to sleep in.

 

They closed my door and went back upstairs together. In the living

room, I could hear the bed creak. I could hear my wife’s breath break out

into gasps and moans. I heard the slapping of flesh. And I heard Darius’

voice, his deep rumbling groan, too.  I heard my wife cry. It went silent

after that. She didn’t come back down the rest of the night.

 

I left for work in the morning before I saw her, or him.

VIII

 

Oni asked me one morning if it didn’t make good sense if I always slept

in the guest room downstairs. “It’s a really nice room, and it doesn’t really

get used otherwise,” she reasoned. “Besides,” she said, “practically

speaking, with me always changing shift times, think of how you always

have to be so quiet coming in. We’re always waking each other up.” She

considered her toast awhile. “We lead separate lives,” she stated.

 

The reasoning had merits. I had to admit that when she came in during

the middle of my sleep, sometimes I couldn’t get back to sleep. And

sneaking around when she was trying to sleep was bothersome. I knew of

course the ulterior motive behind it. But I agreed anyway, “practically

speaking.”

 

I came home from work on one of her off days. She was spinny. She

told me one of Franks charity tournaments was on, and she offered to give a

guy her room. She called it “her room,” now, not “our room.” She said,

“He’s apparently got an old sports injury. He doesn’t even play anymore.

My bed is so much more comfortable.” I nodded because what else could I

say? She didn’t explain where she was sleeping.

 

She said how wonderful it would be if I could help her whip up her

dinner so the VIP could be treated “right.” I agreed to it. As soon as I got

the drift of her dinner plan, she stepped back and said she’d just have to get

ready upstairs. “Doing a great job, hon,” she said. I ended up doing most of

the meal because she never came back.

 

The guest must have texted because I didn’t hear the door before Oni

came rushing down, phone in hand, to get it. She was excited. She was also

decked out in a super hot white blouse with black choker with cut away

shoulders, and a pencil skirt, velvet blue. She was wearing gold strappy

heels with her hair piled up on top of her head in a cloudy swirl. She was, as

always when “guests” were arriving, smoking hot.

The guest this time was another massive black football player, the guy

she sat with on the swing seat on the patio that night. He handed me his coat

when he came in and put his huge hand around Oni’s waist and pulled her

in for a kiss on her lips. She returned it, even if she was surprised by it. My

face was less than a foot away from this. It was like I didn’t exist.

 

Oni glanced at me over her shoulder when the man took her by the hand

through our hall. She had a “What can I do?” look in her raised eyebrows.

She began to tell him all about the meal that she arranged.  He said in a

voice register somewhere below the lowest key on a piano, “That all sounds

great, darling.”

 

She asked me to bring the first course out. The kitchen wasn’t entirely

separated from the dining room, but I was busy with my back to them.

When I came around the edge of the counter, they broke apart. From what, I

didn’t see, but he looked at me blankly and then scrunched her face and

smiled at him. I saw her jump as if pinched. I saw his upper arm moving,

and the rest of it hidden under the table. I saw my wife shoot him a wide-

eyed “Watch it!” kind of glance. I wasn’t sure if he even knew that I was

this woman’s husband.

 

The man, Markus, asked for drinks. Oni suggested champagne. I held up

my hands. She said, “Look in the fridge” without breaking her stare into

Markus’ eyes. I looked and there it was, to my surprise. When I came to the

table, Markus was speaking too quietly for me to hear what he was saying,

and Oni was smiling widely with her ear to his mouth. She held her empty

glass up to me without looking. She laughed uproariously at his joke, and

put her face right into his face, bumping foreheads. He also held up his

glass at me without looking. They kissed on the lips as I poured his drink.

 

Another man might have got angry. I wanted to be angry. I knew I

should have put an end to things. But we ate together and the whole time,

they talked quietly, ignoring me, and his hand was obviously running up

and down her bare leg under the table. Whatever he was saying to her, it was causing her to blush, which was different, lately, because she didn’t

blush much anymore.

 

She got up and bent over deeply and planted her hands on his upper

thigh. She whispered something in his ear and left the kitchen. Markus and I

sat alone and he cheered my with his glass. Or so I thought. He was actually

asking me to pour him full again. The bottle was nearer to him, but I got up

and filled it nevertheless.

 

When she came back, she said, “Should we?” and she tilted her head to

the den. I caught her passing something surreptitiously from her hand to his.

It was her scrunched up panties. We all three went in, but Oni insisted I take

my usual seat, the easy chair. She and Markus sat on the couch together. We

put on more sports. Markus liked that.

 

Oni said she felt cold, asked Markus if he was cold, and she nodded at

him hard enough that he seemed to get the hint and agreed he was cold. Oni

got out the blanket from the basket beside the couch.

 

I had to go to the bathroom. When I came back, they were both under

the blanket that was pulled up to Oni’s chin. She sat with her back to

Markus who sat sideways almost in the corner of the couch. I noticed her

dress. It was stashed under a pillow in the blanket basket.

 

Even with me sitting right beside them, I noticed small but rhythmic

movements from under the blanket. “Hon,” Oni said, in a broken voice.

“Would you mind getting the light, it’s awfully bright, it’s giving me a

headache.” I went over to dim it. She said “More.” She said “more” two

more times till it was off completely. “That’s better,” she said. Aside from

the light of the TV, it was black in the room.

 

I saw Oni a few times glance quickly over her shoulder at me. She kept

adjusting herself as though she couldn’t get comfortable. But each

adjustment brought her down lower. Markus meanwhile adjusted himself

each time too, to the point he appeared to be leaning on the couch arm with

legs stretched out along the length of the couch. Oni ended up almost laying flat between his body and the couch back. She rested the side of her head on

her arm that appeared to be resting on his stomach.

 

It was hard to see because it was so dark. Oni kept glancing at me. I

remained focused on the show. In one move, Markus pulled his knees up

again and my wife’s head disappeared beneath the blanket. Markus made a

sound and I shot a quick glance over my right shoulder at him. His eyes

were closed. I looked again, longer. His mouth was open. He made low,

guttural sounds.

 

A person might have thought he had fallen asleep and was half-snoring.

But I saw the blanket where his lap would be move up and down slowly in

a large, head-sized lump. I gulped. My throat was dry. I couldn’t believe it. 

 

Markus suddenly asked me to toss him the remote. I did. He turned the

station to a music channel, some rap, and he turned the volume up loud. I

looked at him as if to say, “Hey, I was watching the show,” but he just

handed me back the remote and put his arms under the blanket. He shut his

eyes and moaned out loud.

 

I was paralyzed. I stared at the abstract designs flying out of the screen.

The music was heavily rhythmic and it mesmerized me. I wondered how I

should stop this. I got out of the chair and retreated to the kitchen. I pulled

my hair. I couldn’t make them stop. I went outside to scream, but instead I

noticed the curtains over the patio doors from the den were still wide open.

I went around and looked inside. I could only see anything if the TV

happened to flash more brightly momentarily. What I caught glimpses of

was that the blanket had slipped off. Niether of them noticed, or cared. It

eventually fell onto the floor.

 

I lowered myself into a patio chair in front of the big windows. I just sat

there and watched. My wife shifted herself so that she was crouching

between Markus’ massive athletic legs. His cock might have been huger

than any I’d seen. I marvelled at the physics of how she even got it so deep

in her mouth.

In the flashing light of the TV, I saw Oni scramble for the blanket as if

she hand’t noticed it slipped off her. I watched her lean over his body and

try to look in the kitchen and down the hall to my room. As she did, she

dangled over his face. He sucked her breast. She pulled up away from him,

playfully slapping and smiling. I saw her wrap herself in the blanket and tip

toe to my door and peer in my room.

 

She came back to Markus. She wasn’t all that worried about me. She

pulled his hand and he struggled up. His cock still hung full and thick. She

took it in both her hands and stepped backward leading him by his cock.

She was leaning over teasingly and shaking her head with a big smile aimed

up in his face. I leaned over and saw them turn the corner to head up the

stairs to her room, hand in hand.

 

I went back to my room and shut the door. Some two hours or so later I

was awoken. It was Oni, creeping into my room. She was naked. She crept

very quietly. She leaned over and whispered so close into my ear it was like

she was at risk of death if she were caught. “I wondered where you got off

to. Be quiet,” she whispered. She slowly pulled down my sheets. She said,

“Watching that was probably hard for you.” She moved down and took me

in her mouth. She proceeded to suck me off, all the way to coming. She let

me spurt in her mouth and she swallowed it, both first times, for me

anyways.

 

She licked me clean. She carefully came back to my face. “Shhh,” she

said with a kind smile. “I can’t stay here tonight. He’ll wonder where I am.”

She crept away, and pulled my door closed. She never returned. But I heard

more loud Oni cries a little later.

 

In the morning, I was getting ready for work with breakfast. I heard

Markus going at her again. Her sweet moans filled the house. This one went

fast, but it was heavy and hard. I heard my wife orgasm deeply and long,

and I heard Markus groan loudly too. In a few moments, he came

downstairs without her. He was wearing my white robe, which didn’t fit at

all. “Cups?” he said, politely. I swung open the cupboard. He poured two coffees that I had made. “You going soon?” he said. I nodded. He grinned,

patted my back, and went upstairs with the coffees.

 

IX

 

I was at home alone some time later. She’d sent some text about being

out at a function that Frank needed her at. I got a couple more texts as the

evening turned to night. “Going to go later than thought, honey,” said the

first. “Pretty soon now,” said the second, an hour or so later.

 

More time passed. My phone rang. It was Oni. She sounded drunk. She

was laughing and slurring her words. It sounded like she was in a taxi. I

heard her say, between squeals, “Wait a second, would you?”

 

She said to me, “Are you still up?”

 

I said, “Uh, yeah, watching a show.”

 

She was trying hard to stop laughing. “You’re not in bed yet? Don’t you

have work?” I heard her growl “Stop!” and what sounded like a slap.

 

“I was thinking about it pretty soon,” I said.

 

“Maybe that would be good,” she said. “Some friends are just going to

hang out a bit. You should close your door, we might make a bit of noise.”

 

I said, “Maybe I should go upstairs then.”

 

She said, “Oh no, I don’t think you have to do that.”

 

“Well how many people?”

 

“Just friends.”

 

Yeah but.”

“I don’t know yet.”

 

“Two, three, four?”

 

“A guy.”

 

“One guy?”

 

She was silent. We both stayed on the phone.  I heard her whisper,

“Stop,” to someone. I guessed the guy.

 

She said, “I just don’t want to keep you up. I don’t think you’d want to

meet him. Like the other guy.”

 

I paused a long time. I said, “Goodnight Oni.”

 

“Goodnight,” she said. She forgot to turn her phone off. I heard her say,

“It’s okay. We can party.” I heard a deep male voice. Then I heard Oni

again, above the sound of the car, “You just wait!” There were more

squeals, laughs, and “woo!”s. I heard her say, “You wish!” and I finally

hung up my end.

 

I went to bed in my room. Shortly after, I heard Oni as though falling

through the front door. She was laughing and stumbling on her heels. I

heard her repeatedly tell someone to “Shh,” but it was only her making

noise. I heard her clearly say, when she was in the kitchen sounding like she

was getting wine, “You get yourself ready, you horny bastard.” 

 

I tried to ignore it but they were making too much noise. I came out and

stood in the short hall with my hands on my hips in protest. Oni was

crouched between his big thick legs sucking at him hard. She suddenly

looked up at me when she came off him. She gripped his huge wet pole in

her tiny delicate hand. She looked at me with saliva and whatever else

dripping from her lips. He reached and tugged at her ankle. She resisted, her

head tilting, looking at me. He yanked her feet up over his head.

She said, looking at me, “Are you sure you’re okay with this?” Her eyes

rolled up in her sockets and her face fell down on his cock. She emitted a

low moan when he brought his mouth to her pussy. It was the first time she

acknowledged anything happening, and the first time she asked me about

how I felt about it too. But she didn’t wait for an answer. Her head rose and

fell on his cock in a corkscrewing motion, with her hands tightly stroking.

 

I didn’t do anything. She groaned and moaned on him till she had to

stop because he was bringing her to orgasm with his mouth. “Baby!” she

cried out, and I watched her grind her hips down hard on his face.

 

She turned around and lowered herself onto him. With her hands on his

chest, she smiled down at him and pumped him hard and smoothly with her

pussy. When he looked up at her and grabbed her beautiful breasts and

massaged them, she laughed and clasped her hands over his.

 

“Honey?” Oni said looking at me even as she rode him slow and deep. I

could see the man’s huge cock push in and pull out of her pussy lips

stretched tight around it. “Would you be a love and get us some water?” She

turned to him and gently stroked his face. “Water Markus, or whatever you

want.”

 

Markus twisted his face to me and said, “Water brother.” I went to the

kitchen to get two glasses. While I was out, Markus turned my wife over

into a doggy position and was positioning herself behind her. She offered

her butt up as high as she could push it. He stroked his cock holding her ass

cheek in his other hand. I brought Oni water. She held her face up, but

couldn’t take it in her hands, because they were under her chest. I poured

water gently in her mouth. I handed Markus his glass.

 

He said, “Look at that brother,” and he invited me to look at my own

wife’s pussy, which was glistening in light from the screen. He said, “You

want to give that a lick?” I looked at him confused. “Give it a lick, brother.

That’s my pussy, but I’ll give you a lick.” I looked at her pussy. I have to

admit I had never touched her pussy in that state, so wet, so open, so

yearning. To lick such a pussy was a dream. She wiggled her butt. She moaned. I leaned down and licked it. He laughed a big African King kind of

laugh. She squirmed and moaned under my lick like she had never before.

 

He said to me softly, as he pushed his thumb into it and smeared it all

over. “You want to fuck that?” he asked in a serious tone. “I’ll let you fuck

that a bit.”

 

This was ridiculous. I didn’t need a black stranger’s permission to make

love to my own wife. But he made it sound like it was something precious

that he could provide me. “Get in front of me,” he said, “try it.” He nodded,

and he was encouraging, seriously. Oni laughed. He said, “Don’t laugh,

darling. I’ll punish you.” She stopped. Whatever became of Oni’s fierce

independence I’ll never know.

 

I shouldn’t have. But I did. I undid my pants and pulled them half down.

I climbed up in front of Markus. He took my hands in his and placed them

on Oni’s hips. “Grab her hard here, and if she fights you, tug harder.” I did

as Markus said. He reached around me and wrapped his hand around my

cock. He pulled it toward her open pussy. “Right in there, brother, right in

the honey pot.” He shoved me into her and then pushed me hard from the

back, and made me ram Oni probably harder than I had ever done myself.

She yelped a tiny bit. Markus laughed his big King laugh again.

 

“Okay,” he said, pulling he aside and shoving me off the couch. “My

turn.” He pulled up behind her butt. “Now you put me in there.”

 

I said, “What?”

 

He said, suddenly and indignantly, “Brother! I put you, you must put

me. Respect!” He kneeled there with his massive horse cock dangling

behind my wife’s upturned butt. She began gyrating it. I could see no way

out. I touched it. He laughed. “Come on, going to go soft, then she has to

suck my cock again.”

 

I tried to lift it. It was actually heavy. “You got to shove it in man,” he

said. I wrapped my hand partly around the massive cock and pulled it to my wife’s pussy and began to push it into her. He said, “That’s right, that’s

good, but I need help, my sore back. You have to push me like I pushed

you.”

 

“Get out” I said. He looked at me with disbelief. “I’m so sore brother,

really?”

 

I got behind him and pushed his massive butt. He buried his huge cock

into my wife’s tight pussy. She cried out in half pain, half unspeakable

pleasure. “Okay,” Markus laughed, “I think I got it from here,” and he and

Oni both laughed belly-hard, in between loud moans and yelps and cries.

Markus yanked on her hips and said, “Get out of here brother, let me fuck

your wife in peace.”

 

Oni looked up from the couch cushion her face was pressed repeatedly

into. She mouthed, “Go,” to me. And she began crying out again with each

of his thrusts.

 

I went to my room. I laid in bed and heard them laughing and fucking

for an hour. My wife sounded like she came three times. When he came, I

was peeking out my door.  She had been leaning over the couch and he was

standing behind her ramming her so hard and so fast, I thought he was

going to break her and that her cries were those of pain, not pleasure. It was

portably loud enough for neighbours to hear when she came.

 

I was standing outside my door again in the dark when she walked

toward me, naked, wobbly, having been freshly fucked so hard, leading

Markus by the hand. She looked right in my eyes as she passed and stopped

and turned and pulled his face down to hers for a big long kiss. She got

down on her knees with her feet actually on top of mine, and took him,

limp, into her mouth. She twisted to keep her eyes on mine the whole time.

Then she got up and pulled him behind her to the stairs. Markus walked

passed me and smiled from high above. When they got to the stairs, I heard

her ask him to wait, and she came back to me. She gave me the lightest

peck on the lips and said, “Sorry if we keep you up later tonight.” She

gripped my cock, still stiff, in her hand, momentarily. “He did let you put it in, so, right?” and she shrugged her shoulders and backed away. “I’m so

glad you’re okay about it, she said. I heard them laughing all the way up the

stairs.

 

I did have to get up early the next morning. I went to bed. Some time

around 2 in the morning, I heard Oni crying out again. I ambled to the

living room and heard the bed pounding. I went up the stairs and the door

was open. I pushed it wider. Oni was flat on her stomach facing me and

Markus was laying on her, ramming her hard between her legs. Her fingers

were gripping the sheets at the foot of the bed. Markus looked at me too.

My wife looked delirious. He said, “Thought I told you to get lost!”

 

Oni laughed between yelps of high pitched pleasure.

 

X

 

Oni said, a week later, that a very special guest needed to stay all

weekend. I didn’t know if I was more outraged that my wife was planning a

weekend of fucking with a stranger in my house, or that she had neglected

to inform me about it. She arranged for me to be in my room, “asleep”

before she brought him home. Again she thanked me for being so

understanding. “I don’t really have a choice,” she said.

 

I was expecting a lot of wild raunchy noise to follow, whereupon, I’d get

up and peek at it, and get my jollies at least watching. But there was not

enough noise to let me peek out safely. It was oddly quiet in fact.

 

I was able to open my door silently. I could tell they were talking, but

very quietly. They had the TV on but silently. She left lamps on this time. I

couldn’t see anyone. I thought maybe they got past me and upstairs. I could

see the den sliding doors had been opened.  I crept out of my room further. I

discovered they were sitting on the swing seat on the patio. I went back to

my room and carefully slid open my sliding doors. The guest room had a

patio private from the den by a wooden wall. I left all lights out so that I

could peek through gaps.

Oni was sitting on her legs sideways facing this man. He was sitting

straight and pushing them both on the swing back and forth gently. Her one

hand was stroking his head and his hair along his forehead. He was white,

this one, about mid-40s. A business-like looking man in golf casuals. It was

the white guy from a while ago. My wife was in her short sleeveless black

dress with surprising pearls around her neck. If you didn’t know, you’d

think they were the long-married couple living here, and that I was the bad

man. They were talking intimately. Oni at one point leaned in close and

kissed him. He brought her back for more and they began running their

hands lightly and slowly all over each other. His hand pushed the edge of

her dress up her thigh. She didn’t stop him. Instead, she cupped his crotch

in her small delicate hand.

 

She murmured and they both rose to step back inside. She left the door

opened a few inches, and the curtains wide open. We had a very private

back yard. I gave it a few minutes and then I slipped over to the larger patio

and found a chair that gave me a view. They were on the couch in the very

same position, her seated on her legs sideways, him straight, but slouching,

their hands so very lightly grazing each other, and their kisses, light and

constant.

 

I watched Oni undo his shirt. Everything about this night was unusually

and surprisingly slow and gentle. She stayed seated but turned her back to

him and lifted her hair to let him draw down the zipper of her dress. He

rubbed her breasts inside her bra. She was wearing a sheer, shiny black bra

and matching, low waist panties. They took their time. She rubbed him

through his pants and he let his nails run up and down her back, making her

arch and moan. She got up and tilted her head toward the hall. They slowly

made their way to the stairs, stopping to hug and kiss every foot of the way.

 

I was amazed. I came in the patio doors and examined the scene. I could

hear nothing from upstairs, so I had to be extra careful and slow getting up

there. The master door was open just enough to let me see the mirror image

of them. They left a lamp on. I could hear Oni’s murmuring voice, and his.

They were still talking, and even more intimately, with their heads sideways

on the pillow to each other. They had only the white sheet over them. I could tell they were both slowly and lightly rubbing their hands over each

other’s bodies. It reminded me so much of so many nights with Oni and me,

talking quietly about our dreams and problems. She was sharing with this

man the way she used to with me, and no longer did. They looked so

happily married.

 

I watched as she pushed the sheet away and I heard her say, “Would you

like a blowjob?” He just nodded. She never looked more pleased. She was

beaming when she held her hair back and brought her mouth to his dick. It

was a slow and gentle blowjob. He laid back and just enjoyed it quietly.

After a while she crawled up over him and lowered her groin on his face,

but slow and gentle. She went back down on him and took him in her

mouth. He went down on her. I could hear her cock-muffled mouth start

that moaning that she makes, high pitched and stopping and starting.

 

She came but in a very long, quiet and lower way. She turned around on

him. I watched her so delicately guide his dick into her. Her back moved in

waves. And they began talking again. I leaned closer and could make out

words. It sounded like they were talking about how good it felt. I distinctly

heard her say, “You make me so happy.”

 

They were making love in front of me. She began kissing him and I

watched her body ride up and down faster and harder on him. I heard her

murmur in his ear and I saw his hands grasp her, and his hips press hard

into her, lifting her right off the bed. She seemed to come too at the same

time, or was just so overwhelmed and happy about him coming in her.

 

She shortly lead him into the bathroom. After they sounded like they

were well engaged, I crept in and peeked. They were making out in the

shower. I scrambled under the bed because I wasn’t thinking. They came

out and I saw my wife and the man dry each other off like long-time lovers.

They climbed into bed and I heard them kiss more and then say goodnight.

There were a few shifts. I heard her moan. And then they were clearly

asleep.

I fell asleep too under the bed. It took me a second to realize that I’d

slept the night there, when it was morning. I was woken up by Oni’s voice

saying, “Baby, I slept so well.” I laid there listening to them wake up

together. I heard her giggle and laugh. I heard nothing for awhile, but then I

heard mouth sucking sounds and then more movement right above me. The

bed started bouncing. Oni’s voice started up with the surprised “Oh”s and

the sharp intakes. After a little the pounding got extremely heavy and fast.

The bed nearly bumped repeatedly into my nose. Oni was breathing hard,

gasping and groaning. I heard the man groan and Oni lost it, uttering big

long deep, down groans.

 

They got up and went downstairs. I heard them go out the door, but not

close it. Curious, I peeked out the master window. She was helping him get

a couple of bags and a suitcase out of his trunk. I ducked back under the

bed. They came back up. Oni said, “Hear is fine, look.” I peaked. She

opened my side of the closet. It was empty. “Great,” he said. He parked his

bags there. Shortly after, they left together in his car.

 

I had a look. He had a few changes of clothes, a toilet kit, other things.

About two hours later, my phone rang. It was Oni. She said, “Are you home

right now?”

 

I said, “No, why, at work.” I lied to her. I booked the day off.

 

“Just checking.”

 

“But why,” I said.

 

“It’s just better maybe. I can sleep better. Just getting off shift,” she said

to me. I think they had just gone out for breakfast. But they had done more.

From under the bed I saw them open bags of clothes. They’d been shopping

for him. Everything went in my empty closet. They went downstairs. When

it was safe, I crept into the living room where I could fit behind the couch

and hide quickly, and yet see a good part of the den.

They had evidently purchased a new coffee maker and were excited

about trying the new pods in it. They joined each other on the couch,

sipping, talking, and kissing. I watched as my wife took his coffee and put it

aside, and undo his pants. She said something about how he’s way too

handsome. She went down on him for a little while. They I saw her, without

taking her clothes off, straddle him. She giggled as she guided his stiff cock

into her.

 

“You’re so wet, Oni,” I heard him say, using her real name.

 

She whispered, as she lowered herself onto him, “You turn me on so

much.”

 

The man lived in my house for five days. Oni and him went out often

enough to allow me to do what I needed to do, and Oni always phoned me

as though to give me warning they were coming home. We never ran into

each other. When he left, I came out of my room. Oni was on the couch on

her phone scrolling. For three days she was inconsolable. She was sad. She

wouldn’t tell me why.

 

I snuck upstairs when she was at work one night. The man had left lots

of clothes in my closet. Two days later, Oni’s funk seemed to have lifted.

She was her usual excited self. She still ignored me. But for the first time in

five days, she asked me if I was going to be home later that night. It was an

odd question. I didn’t go out much. Of course I’d be home. But I

understood the real question. She asked me in a low, guilty tone, not

looking at me. It was her way of saying that I should make myself scarce

tonight. So I said, “I’ll be out. All night.”

 

She said, “That’s good,” in an unintentional whisper.

 

I heard a key turn in the front door. I ducked into the living room. Oni

came flying down the stairs. When it opened, she leapt into his arms. It was

the man again. She hugged him with her legs wrapped around his waist. She

had to hike up her pale pink short dress to manage it. She kissed him deeply

on the mouth. She said, “I waited so long for you.”

He snorted and kissed her long back. He kicked off his shoes and turned

immediately up the stairs. She was moaning on his neck. I heard her say, in

his ear, “I love you.”

 

I gave it sometime before creeping up the stairs. I had to push the door

open a bit. I heard Oni’s short sharp voiced inhalations. I saw the man

kneeling behind her upraised butt. He was holding her cheeks and ramming

into her from behind. After they finished, Oni came flying out of the

bedroom so fast I had no chance to escape. But she didn’t notice me laying

in the hallway. She ran to the fridge. I heard the clang of glasses. She flew

back up the stairs and again right past me sitting against the wall right

outside her bedroom door. She didn’t see me.

 

She squealed and he popped the cork. They sat up in bed, him against the

headboard, she cross legged facing him, sipping champagne. I watched her

bend over over and I saw her head bob in his lap. She began moaning hard

and he started to play in he hair. She made him come, and she kept her

mouth on him til he stopped, swallowing it all. He said something and she

replied, “Anytime you want, baby.” There was a long pause. Then I heard

my wife say to him, “You know I belong to you.”




The Wife Tester Takes Over

 

JL Sanders

 

My wife’s fingers gripped the back of the couch so firmly I could see

her knuckles turn white. She gasped like a steam engine come into the

station. She began a low closed-mouth moan that slowly rose to a full-on

head-thrown-back, open-mouthed cry, before she raised herself from his lap

and, curling her spine, she plunged herself back down. Her flesh smacked

so hard at his, the sound startled me, it made me recoil from the hidden

crevice above her, and it made me gape horrified at the tableau below me,

all of it a product of my own twisted machinations.

 

I chanced forward again and eked my head out over the edge of our

condo loft. Our couch frame wheezed and the cushions all flopped in time.

She thrust at him where he slumped beneath her like an axe thwacking

upward into a yielding tree trunk, and sounding like that too, their two

bodies thumped so heavily the couch feet rattled and slid.

 

When he gripped her at her chest, she rolled back and tilted her head in

defeat. Her eyes clamped shut and her mouth fell as wide open as a canyon.

She remained weirdly silent until finally she pushed her whole being

forward into his grasping hands and again she discharged like a roiling

cloud of steam.

 

She blindly sought his mouth with hers, roughly nudging his forehead

with her own until he curled back and she covered him everywhere with her

tongue and lips. She moved on him like she was seething at him, like she

was homicidal. Sweat sex and breath rose up to my nostrils like a toxic

invisible gas.

 

He began to snap under her rhythmically and instantly she became rigid

and still as she inflated her lungs past their full capacity with tinier and tinier increments of breath sucked through clenched teeth. Her entire body

shivered as waves of tremors coursed through her, rising and subsiding,

each one bigger than the last. At the very top of her lungs, with her fingers

strangling his neck, her shoulders and neck flexed with rippling, traveling

bulges, and her eyes crunched tight and her head vibrating in spurts

violently atop her neck, she finally could hold it back no longer, and she

released everything in a swooning, melting, all-body interpretation of the

lava that flows once the mountainside explodes.

 

Sunken back down and boneless as a jellyfish, she chuckled loosely and

languidly as her body continued slowly flowing sideways off his and onto

the cushions of the couch where she sank deeply down as though seeping

through the creases between the remaining cushions. She pulled the throw

blanket over herself barely, unable to straighten its twists. She kicked it

from below so just enough of it floated down over his lap too. She nudged

him with her foot and he awakened one eye. She cooed and purred and

pushed her foot under the blanket to push him and rock him. Her eyes were

glazed and her smile was opiated.

 

“Probably shouldn’t have done that,” she exhaled with utter exhaustion,

still overheated, still bringing her heart rate back down, still beading sweat

over her brow.

 

“Well what the hell were we supposed to do?” he delayed in pulling a

shrug, barely able to pull his shoulder up, barely able to keep even his one

eye open. He smiled too, before puffing air out his inflated cheeks.

 

She pushed her fingers though her sweaty mass of matted hair and

pulled it off her face and rolled toward the back of the couch. She brought

her foot up from his lap and dragged her painted toenails up his chest and

pushed her big toe into his lips and over his nose and laughed with drained

energy when he swatted her away like she was a hungry kitten who would

not give him peace.

 

“Don’t fall asleep,” she whispered, herself on the verge of drifting away.

She nudged the side of his head with her foot curling around his neck and she pulled, bringing him down onto the couch beside her. He fell in between

her and the couch back and they draped their limps over and around each

other and burbled calmly like hidden forest creeks.

 

I laid down with my head over the edge. There they lay with finally

diminished breathing and stabilizing hearts, my fiancé and my new friend,

and there they kissed like long-separated lovers, laughing lightly together

with their lips touching each other’s like people do who have nothing on

their minds whatsoever.

 

I scanned the scene like a hovering helicopter taking in the extent of the

damage. Their clothes lay scattered like the debris of a hurricane. Her bra

and panties were thrown widely over the floor, as were his underwear and

pants. His shirt was against the window, her skirt was on the kitchen floor,

and her top was on the floor behind the couch. And my guilt lay over it all

like smoke hanging over a finally doused heap of charred house timber.

 

Two hours earlier, I had motored up the emergency back staircase from

the hidden corner of the basement parking lot up to our upper patio and

peeled away my shoes outside in the light rain. I eased the upper patio door

open and closed it behind me quietly as a burglar. I crept slowly as a

stalking cat to the edge of our office loft and gradually eased my head

through the steel cable railing. Directly below me was our white L-shaped

couch, our black ottoman, and our 85” TV.

 

Also below me on one section of the couch was my wife, Cassie, who

was 30 and an environmental scientist with a big NGO. Very professional,

very straight. Also below me on the other section of the couch was Dusty,

an odd and beguiling guy introduced to me at our Saturday night poker

game who told us crazy stories of how he earns his way modelling for stock

photographers and painting classes, picking up random acting jobs for

shows and commercials, and writing lewd short stories that sell “amazingly

well.” But in private with me, smoking on the patio between rounds, he told

me he’s really a “Wife Tester.”

Dusty was charming and easy going and though Cassie had only just let

him in 30 minutes before to await my return to give him my analysis of his

investment portfolio — a little side-gig of my own that I kept free of any

digital proliferation — she was laughing and appeared mostly at ease with

him while they passed the time waiting for me watching comedians.

 

I eased back from the edge and got my phone out. “Looks good, I’m in,”

I wrote him. I made sure my notifications were off to avoid making any

sounds, even though the TV was up loud. I also wrote Cassie. “Sorry babe,”

I said, “looks like the heat is on — we’re all staying a little bit later than

usual getting this analysis done.” I worked in banking as an analyst. Sudden

delays getting out of work were a frequent job hazard and she was used to

it.

 

“Ok, should I tell Dusty to go?”

 

“No,” I replied, peeking over the edge of the loft at her thumbing her

phone watching the show with him. “I’ll be back in about 45, 60 tops. Is he

okay to wait?”

 

“You okay if Harry takes another hour?” she said to him. He had already

got my message and tapped out a thumbs up emoji back to me. “I don’t

mind if you want to just hang out.”

 

“Yeah, totally, that’s no problem, I don’t mind either, had nowhere better

to be,” he laughed.

 

She texted me back. “He’s good, he can wait. But don’t take too long,

okay babe? Kind of awkward here just with him . . . . ”

 

“Soon as I can,” I replied. She knew the drill, but she also knew my

income.

 

“You okay with us watching this?” she checked with him.

“I’m loving it!” he replied, sinking down deeper into the couch, raising

his arms to fold behind his head. “You guys have a very cool spread here.”

 

“Thank you,” she said in a slightly too cute and innocent way. I peered

down at the top of her head. She only got that way when she was

embarrassed, and she only got embarrassed around guys she thought were

hot. It’s not that she told me that, it’s just what I picked up on. And one

thing you noticed about Dusty was, unkempt, thrown together, and with no

obvious work or even home, man or woman looking, he was, you had to

give it to him, hot. He had watery green eyes and thick lips, and cheekbones

like some prince. But it was his mannerisms that got everyone’s attention.

He was relaxation itself, even if, in every utterance of his or yours, he

pulled a subtle grin like there was some big glaring unmentionable subtext.

He made you feel like you were up on things, like you were smart or

smartass.

 

“How long you and Harry been married?”

 

“Coming up to two years,” she tilted her head and shot her eyes at him

and held up her finger to wiggle and sparkle it in his eyes. He leaned way

over and reached to take her hand in his to examine it more closely. She

shifted on her seat along her section of the couch to move closer to show

him. I saw her face flush red but she looked down to hide it from Dusty.

 

“Holy crap, that’s the size of a friggin’ softball.”

 

She smiled deeply and took her hand back to admire her ring anew

through his eyes. But I noticed she only slowly drew her fingers back from

his hand, as though there was a hidden reluctance. It may have been only a

half second, but it was a poignant and obvious half second. I wasn’t

imagining things either. Dusty glanced up at her eyes because he noticed it

too. It’s those tiniest of things that gnaw at us like a quietly brewing tangle

of baby spiders nesting in our brains.

 

“He can afford it,” she sang to him and tilted her head left and right like

a bell. “Can I get you a beer, a wine? I’m going to get a wine myself.”

“A beer sounds great,” he said. “I’ll come help.”

 

Together they went to the kitchen. I could hear but not see. He said, “He

buy that for you too? Looks expensive – very nice.”

 

“What this? No, this is just something I found.”

 

“It looks really, really good on you.”

 

“Thank you,” she said, and there it was again, too innocent, too cute.

 

“You must work out like every day, am I right?”

 

“I try,” she said. “Looks like you do too, though.”

 

I heard the crack and fizz of a beer can open. “You take a glass or are

you a straight from the can kind of man?”

 

“Glass. Since I’m with company.”

 

She yelped. “Watch it!” she said scolding him, “I’ll spill it all over you

if you try that again.”

 

I could only imagine what he did, I couldn’t see. 

 

“How much, halfway up?” he asked.

 

“About.”

 

Were they pouring each other’s drinks? How, I thought, romantic.

 

When they came back in, Dusty was leading the way carrying her wine

glass, and she followed with his glass of beer, and when he sat on her

section of the couch this time, she tucked herself in beside him, not

touching, but a lot closer than when they left. There was an awkwardness and some nervous titters as they sorted out putting their drinks down in

front of the other, bumping hands and crossing arms.

 

Cassie slinked way down in the cushions and tucked one foot under her

other leg so her folded knee flopped out to the side, nearly touching Dusty’s

leg. She rolled the back of her head into the deep back cushions and looked

over at him as he poured beer down his throat.

 

“Man like?” she chuckled. “Now man want fire, meat?”

 

He smiled at her and shook his head. “Why are you teasing me like that?

I’m not one of those guys am I?”

 

“What kind of guy do you think is one of those guys?”

 

“Loud, brash, full of himself, you know the type. Douchebag.”

 

She peeled with laughter, covered her mouth and pulled her knees up to

her chest. But she stretched her legs back out and now folded both of them

and tipped them over. Her feet ended up accidentally perhaps, perhaps not,

tucked slightly under his thigh. She still had on her blouse from work and

her tight pencil skirt and stockings.

 

She rolled her head sideways toward him in the deep cushions again.

“Do you actually think that if I thought you were a douchebag I’d let you

wait here with me all this time?”

 

“Some people I think see me as that.”

 

“I don’t believe you. I certainly don’t see you as that.”

 

He reached down to her feet and he gave her ankles an affectionate

squeeze. She pushed them even deeper under his thigh.

 

“What do you do that makes you think people think that about you?”

“A bunch of things, really just a bunch of side-gigs nobody understands.

They think it’s not work at all.”

 

She thrusted her chin out at him. “Like what? I bet it’s a lot more

interesting than you let on.”

 

“It’s just stupid little stuff really, I’m a scrambler basically.”

 

“You’re not telling me anything,” she said. She retracted one foot from

under his leg and planted her sole on his thigh and pushed to rock it. “Come

on, you can tell me.”

 

“When did Harry say he was going to get here?”

 

She kicked at his hip with her heel. “You’re stalling!” she said and she

gasped like someone uncovering a scandal.

 

“Fine,” he said, and he slipped down to her level and rocked his head

toward her into the thick soft cushions too. They faced each other silently

for several seconds.

 

“Well?” she said but quietly, intimately. Her toes curled into his thigh.

“Tell me,” she said softly.

 

Their faces were only about eight inches apart. “I’m a model and an

actor, partly.”

 

“As if!” Cassie shrieked. She immediately rolled her head back and

dropped her mouth open in a big skeptical smile. She kicked her foot into

his ribs but it slipped over his chest and slid down to his stomach and came

to rest across his lap. “You lie!” She left it there.

 

“Scout’s honor,” he tapped his heart with two straight fingers.

 

Cassie laughed excessively hard and drank back her wine. “So what

kind of modelling do you do then?”

Dusty’s hand wrapped around the back of her ankle where it lay in his

lap, where I could see she was slightly twisting it back and forth, rotating it

in his hand.

 

“You’re gonna laugh at me again.”

 

“Oh come on, I won’t laugh, I’m sorry I laughed.” She tried to put a

straight face on but it didn’t last. She leaned closer to him. “Just tell me.”

She closed her lips and stared at his. Her eyes widened momentarily.

 

“I’m embarrassed.”

 

“It can’t be that bad. Just whisper it in my ear.” She laid her other leg

over his lap and used her heels to dig into his far thigh to pull herself closer

to him and place her head expectantly beside his mouth against the

cushions. “You can tell me,” she said so softly and full of breath, I nearly

fell out of the loft.

 

Dusty cupped her ear and brought his mouth close. She propped her

head to hear him and then burst out laughing hard again, doubling over

forward.

 

“Get out! You are not!”

 

“I don’t lie.”

 

“Are you serious?”

 

“It actually earns pretty good money.”

 

“What, are you just one of those people who doesn’t get shy in the

least?” She left both her legs draped over his lap. He began to gently

massage the back of her calves. She pushed her hair back from her face and

ran her eyes over his face and neck. “But I can definitely see it now that you

mention it,” she nodded.

“It’s not exactly the face they’re most interested in,” he raised an

eyebrow at her and drank his beer staring at her.

 

She chuckled a bit and drank too, but she stopped herself chuckling and

just stared back at him with a slightly crooked smile. “Oh no?” she flirted

back at him so hard. “And what are they most interested in?”

 

“You could do it too, you know. They need way more females than

males.”

 

“I would never do that, are you kidding me?” She kicked his thigh with

her heel.

 

“It’s not sexual at all, it’s not like that. It’s an art class, they have to get

used to seeing the parts, not the person, sort of, you know?”

 

Cassie laughed out loud again and began to study him through the wavy

light of her wine glass. “I’m sure it is all about the parts,” she grinned, and

she pulled a foot back and scrunched her stockinged toes into his crotch and

tittered.

 

“Once you get used to it, it’s just a thing you do,” he said. “It’s actually

a great time to meditate.”

 

“You’re so full of shit, I can’t figure out if you’re telling a lie or telling

me truth.”

 

I watched with fascination. It’s like that dream of attending your own

funeral to see what people actually say and do when they know you’re

gone. Only this was my wife and I was in the loft about 10 feet above her

head. And what I discovered about Cassie was, she flirted a lot when she

thought I was gone. At least she did this time.

 

“Prove it,” she said.

“How can I do that?”

 

She drank back her wine and swirled her glass considering him. “If

you’re so used to taking all your clothes off in front of total strangers, then

you should be able to do it in front of me right now.”

 

“You’re my buddy’s wife. We don’t know when he’s coming back,

either.”

 

“Trust me, when he says 60, he means 160.” She shook her head with a

grin. “Anyway, if you really think I can do it, maybe I need you to teach me

how.”

 

I expected Dusty to push her. But the way things were going, Cassie was

pushing him and he was the one showing caution and reluctance. I slipped

my phone out of my pocket and leaned back against the wall. “Sorry, babe,”

I texted her. “This thing is stupid. Just found out we’re here at least till

midnight.”

 

I peeked over and waited a second. Cassie heard her phone and pushed

up against his large bicep to get out of the couch and out to the kitchen to

get it.

 

“That him?” Dusty called over.

 

“Sure is. Bad news. Like I told you. He’s not going to get out till past

midnight now.”

 

“What should I tell Dusty?” she wrote me.

 

I contemplated things. There was no file to give him and pretend it had

this mysterious report in it. But I didn’t know any other way to cause him to

stay. “You know what,” I texted her, “if you’re having a good time hanging

out, then go on hanging out. I don’t want to be the reason no one else has

any fun either.”

Dusty pushed himself up and sauntered to the kitchen after her.

 

Again I lost visual contact. “Who said you could just go in there?” I

heard her say teasingly. I heard the sound of contents moving on metal

fridge racks. Then I heard her yelp and I heard the sound of a slap. “What

do you think you’re doing?” she said, but it wasn’t offended-sounding or

even the least bit angry. It sounded coy.

 

Then I heard it, the first real sound that told me things were going in a

certain direction. I heard Cassie moan and then giggle with high-pitched

excitement. “Let me just finish texting him would you?” she said quietly, as

though there was no need to speak loudly — like maybe because he was

right beside her.

 

I tried to push my head lower than the floor but I ran the risk of being

seen and though everything about what was going on over there sounded

three times wrong, I had a strange, look-at-the-accident-on-the-highway

urge to not stop it.

 

“Cut it out,” she said in a mock angry voice. “You’re making me

misspell everything.” She spoke in such a close, intimate voice, it was

killing me not seeing.

 

“Hands off,” I heard her say. “Just a second, would you?” she moaned at

him. “Let me finish.” Finally, I heard her say, “That mister is going to get

you in trouble.”

 

My phone buzzed. “Are you sure? We’re just watching comedy shows.

He’s a strange guy. Where did you say you met him?”

 

When I tried to type a reply, I heard her gasp and stopped and craned my

neck and tuned my hearing. “That is definitely not okay!” she said, but she

laughed when she said it.

 

“Lesson one. You need to learn to sort of exit your body,” I heard him

say.

“Yeah, kind of hard when you’ve got your hands all over it.” She

giggled. “I should put that back on, don’t you think?”

 

My heart pounded and my throat dried up. A man’s hands were all over

my wife. “Friend of a friend, poker night,” I wrote. “We got talking about

his investments. I’m advising him.”

 

I could see him again, and then her, because he was walking backward

and pulling her by her waist with him backward too, back toward the

couches. “I heard my phone again,” I heard her say. She twisted free of his

grasp around her hips and went back to the kitchen. I had popped my eyes

out and wasn’t sure what I saw. It appeared as though Cassie was without

her skirt on.

 

Dusty went back after her. “Stop it I said,” I heard her say in whispered

exasperation. “Am I going to have to teach you a lesson?” she murmured.

She also said, “Careful. Roll them. One leg at a time!”

 

My phone buzzed. She wrote, “He’s nice enough I guess, seems ok.

We’re just going to watch some comedy channel. TTYL.” When she came

back she was without her stockings too. She was wearing from her waist

down only her fancy purple panties. Until that minute, she had been so far

as I knew her, and I thought I knew her well, nothing like an exhibitionist.

She tore through the dark bedroom to dive under the sheets still wearing

underclothes when her and I were getting ready.

 

She used her phone to find some music and put it on the speakers. She

grabbed the remote and changed the channel to a spacy light show fed by

the tunes. She reached over and flicked out all the lights and the place was

enshrouded in darkness except for the screen and the city lights all around.

 

“You sit over there,” she ordered him. She brought down all the blinds

and stood with her hands on her hips before shrieking, covering her face,

and scooting back to the couch raised on her toes to bury her face behind

his shoulder. “You go first, I’m too shy.”

“Go first what?”

 

“What you do, show me how.” She used her long legs, now bare up to

her pretty panties, to push him and prod him from the couch.

 

Dusty got up in front of the blinds and the undulating, colorful screen.

She turned the music up louder. “Do you dance when you take your clothes

off?” She peeked through fingers spread over her eyes.

 

He laughed. “It’s an art class, it’s fluorescent lights. It’s like 20 people,

mostly geriatrics, staring with quivering jaws.”

 

Cassie laughed and kicked her legs she was so delighted. “Well now it’s

just me so you have to dance.”

 

“Okay,” he said. “But no pictures.”

 

She was staring through her phone. “Aww. Not many? No sharing?”

 

He just shook his head, rolled his eyes, and started to peel down his

pants.

 

I laid down on the floor to avoid being seen and peered over the edge

down at Cassie. I couldn’t understand what she was doing. I wondered all

sorts of things, like had she done this before? Was this really just a one-off

night? Could I trust her going forward? I tried to focus on those questions.

But I couldn’t wrap my mind around them. All my mind was screaming at

me was, She is so fucking hot, this is so fucking hot, seeing her sexually

aroused is so fucking hot. How far was it going to go, I wondered. And yet I

knew that I completely controlled the answer to that question. One text to

Dusty stopped it dead.

 

If I found her with some random guy, it would be a radically different

feeling, I thought. I tried to ascertain what made it this way with Dusty. And

I realized, it’s because I brought him in, I was paying him, I was the connection, and I could cut that connection whenever I liked, and he’d have

to obey, because he was mine, not the other way around. Cassie didn’t bring

him up, I did.

 

I could simply come down the stairs and calmly tell him, show’s over,

and he’d have nothing to do but put his clothes back on and walk out the

door. I controlled his coming and his going. I didn’t even need to come

down the stairs. That made all the difference in the world.

 

I put him in there and disappeared for the sole purpose of setting Cassie

up to cheat on me, but it wasn’t even cheating if I set it up. I had to admit

that when he told me he tests wives’ fidelity, in the back of my mind, I had

other motives in hiring him. How else does a guy get to spy on his wife

cheating, at a time and place of his choosing? That she was now doing

exactly that was hardly all on her. So in both cases, I felt like I controlled

things. I controlled when she would cheat and with whom, and I controlled

the illicit lover, telling him when to come, when to go, and even what to do,

if I wanted.

 

Dusty was obviously used to performing for artists and for cameras. He

also did erotic stock photography modelling, he told me. The guy was built

and trim just like you’d expect a person to be who gets paid to be semi or

totally naked in front of people.

 

I looked down at Cassie. She had her knees pulled up to her chest and

her head was tilted slightly watching him strip, mesmerized. When he

began to tug his underwear, she screamed and grabbed a pillow and hid her

face. She kicked her feet rapidly into the cushions again. “No no no no!”

she cried into the pillow all muffled. “Not that!”

 

“What’s the matter?”

 

She slowly peaked out from behind the pillow but hid her eyes again

and shrieked.

 

“All the parts, remember?” he reminded her.

She laughed and pulled the pillow away. I looked carefully down at her.

She was doing the best she could keeping her eyes on his face.

 

“I’m totally fine with you looking wherever you want to look, I’m stared

at constantly, all over.”

 

“Are you sure,” she squeaked out in a tiny caring voice. “Anywhere?”

 

“People even make me sometimes change the angle or the pose, or even

come over for a closer look. Just tell me which way to turn, or if you want

me to twist, or bend, or where to move to.” He turned his back to her then

twisted to look at her over his shoulder all supermodel like.

 

She shrieked again. “It’s weird!”

 

“It’s just a human body.”

 

“Turn sideways again,” she said.

 

“Like this?”

 

“Uh huh. Come closer.”

 

“Should I stand on the coffee table?”

 

“Oh my god, you’re crazy.” She bit her lip and didn’t say no.

 

“Yeah?”

 

“Okay,” she squeaked out.

 

He climbed up and stood like Adonis gazing into the distant sea horizon.

His junk hung out in front of her at eye level.

Cassie pulled her eyes up from his calves to his thighs as though she

really was studying his form for her sketch but settled her gaze on his cock.

“Um, are you supposed to get like that?”

 

He grinned down at her. “Hey, it’s not usually a really pretty young girl

staring at me, you’re making it hard.”

 

“So to speak,” she pursed her lips at her little double entendre.

 

He stepped down. “You’re turn.”

 

“No thank you.”

 

“Start where I did.”

 

He plonked down on the couch where he was before, only totally naked.

She let her eyes run all over his body where it perched right beside her.

 

“Do you need me stop looking?

 

“You can look all you like.”

 

“Don’t look at me, okay?”

 

“I think that’s the point though.”

 

“I’m going over here,” she said, and she stood behind the couch facing

the wall. She was out of my sight beneath me.  Dusty made to turn and look

and she shrieked at him. “No looking!” And she added, “Until I’m ready.”

 

I watched from above as Dusty drank his beer sitting on my couch stark

naked. He ducked and cursed and pulled from the back of his head her bra,

and he dropped it on the floor. “What was that?”

 

I heard her beneath me titter. “No looking I said!”

Her panties next floated into my view and landed on his lap. I could hear

her giggle some more. “I’m too shy for you to look at me.”

 

“Then just come sit with me, we won’t look, we’ll just listen to the

music, hang out, talk. You’ll see, pretty soon it’ll feel normal.”

 

“Are you sure?”

 

“I make a living at this.”

 

“Okay,” she said, still skeptical, still nervous. I watched as Cassie came

around the side of the couch completely naked covering herself with her

hands and sat down on the couch beside Dusty. She pulled her legs up and

wrapped her arms around her knees. She stared straight ahead. “Like this?”

 

He laughed.

 

“You’re laughing at me.”

 

“I’m sorry. Just relax. Drink your wine. Do you need some more?”

 

He got up and pushed himself between the coffee table and couch facing

her, instead of going around. She shook her head up at him. But she also

turned to watch him walk across our condo. His cock was long and semi

erect.

 

He called to her from the kitchen about opening another bottle. She said

that was fine. She also let her legs fall sideways and at first crossed her

arms over her chest, before letting them relax palms up on the cushions at

her sides. She was trying to make herself feel relaxed.

 

When he came back, he pushed in front of her facing her again. He

handed her the glass and when he sat down, he was right up against her,

naked side to naked side. He reached his arm behind her and dropped it

down over her far shoulder. She instinctively edged up closer against him.

“It feels weird,” she said.

 

“But getting okay?”

 

“Maybe,” she agreed. She sipped her wine and turned to face him. Their

faces were inches apart. “What do you do for the erotic photos?”

 

“Well,” he said, “it’s usually with a girl, and we sort of just hang out and

play and tease, and the photographer just snaps away. Sometimes they’ll say

go back, or they’ll say try this or that.”

 

“What sort of things?” She kept her face close to his. Her voice was

very quiet.

 

“She might sit in my lap, or I might, you know, put my head down

there.”

 

“Between my legs?”

 

“Between her legs, yeah, or if it’s that kind of shoot, she’ll do that on

me.”

 

“She puts it in her mouth?” Cassie stared into his eyes glowingly, big

and round. Her hand had crept over to his lap and her fingernails slowly

scrunched and released on his skin closest to his slumbering cock.

 

“That costs a lot more, so that doesn’t come up very often, almost never,

really, but we make it look from behind like she is.”

 

Then Cassie, staring at his mouth as he talked, remaining transfixed

when he stopped talking, suddenly craned her neck forward and kissed him

on his lips.

 

“I’m sorry,” she immediately recoiled from him. But Dusty showed no

effect. She came back to him, raised his chin slightly with her finger, and kissed him again, longer and deeper. I could see that she got her tongue

involved too.

 

“Things like that?” she said softly.

 

“Yeah, like that,” was all he said.

 

“Do girls ever get turned on when they’re doing things with you?” She

reached between his legs and gingerly touched his cock with a fingertip,

then two, before sliding all her fingers around his cock. She slowly and very

lightly pulled down and up on him, keeping her widened eyes on his eyes.

 

“We try to stay professional,” he said, pushing his hand into the hair on

the back of her head, tugging it, wrapping it around his fingers.

 

“I would find it hard,” she said, dropping her face down into his lap. She

looked up at him when she let her tongue play out and ever so lightly

dragged the tip up his shaft. “Do they ever do this to you?”

 

“Not when the camera is on, unless the client paid for it.”

 

She closed her eyes and folded her lips around the engorged head of his

penis and sank her mouth, frosted and pink, down his length. I could hear

from directly above her squeaking a tiny moan.

 

She bobbed in his lap a few times before coming off him, but kept

stroking his now glistening cock. “Just so you know, I don’t consider this

sex, so I don’t consider it cheating, not that I’ve ever done this before. But I

still don’t want Harry to know, of course, okay?”

 

She didn’t wait for Dusty’s reply. She pulled up into a crouch and

gathered her hair to one side and pulled it away from her face and his lap.

“This is just a thank you for teaching me how to do it.” On her elbows and

knees off to his side, she sank her mouth down over his cock all the way to

the base. I watched her lips press into his surrounding pubis.

He Picks My Dates

 

Marissa Reed

 

I

 

He helps me choose the outfit for my date. We lay the items on the bed piece by piece and talk about how it would look coming off and what would be found underneath. Then I step in the shower and he joins me inside to wash my hair. I stand with my foot on his shoulder while he carefully shaves my pussy. He helps me pick out earrings. He clasps my necklace and my bra. He zips my skirt and he fits my heels carefully over my toes. When I stand in the mirror, he peers over my shoulder examining my look as closely as I do, tugging here and straightening there.

 

Earlier, he cuddled me on the couch holding my phone while I swiped. We laughed, we hmm’ed, and we nodded, looking for my date. When we found him, we decided together what to say, when to meet, and where. When it was settled, I leaned my head back in the curve of his arm, turned my face toward him, and touched him under his chin. We kissed long and intimately.

 

It wasn’t our first time. The first few times, our hearts pounded, we paced the house like tigers in cages, and we called it off or just didn’t show over and over. It all began with a sunny utterance of nostalgia for an ambiguous feeling and ended with a turbulent foray into the churning depths of dark, uncharted seas.

 

“We both got around didn’t we,” I fingered the thin gold necklace with the tiny cross on it. I stared into the hazy mental slideshow projected onto the stippled ceiling of our living room with my head resting on the arm of the lumpy golden heirloom couch and my back on Liam’s thigh.

 

“Not I,” replied Liam, darting his eyes hard left and right with mock guilty conscience. He tugged the neck of his t-shirt with his finger. We both puffed air out our nose.

 

“Seriously though,” I pushed further after a pause. “We’ve never compared numbers but,” I trailed off. “We both came to this with some amount of experience. Didn’t we.”

 

Liam’s hand that held the remote was trapped in place beside his thigh under my back and he flicked through Netflix blurbs with the sound off. We’d just watched a show where a man commits suicide by the end because he couldn’t stand knowing his wife cheated on him.

 

“I probably beat you upon reflection,” Liam said and we laughed again.

 

“You probably did cause you’re a slut and you had no discrimination until you met me.” I rolled in his lap and watched his reaction to my gentle tease. His hand let go the remote and he pulled it free to stroke my temple and twist a bit in my hair.

 

“I at least had enough taste in women to single you out from the crowd,” he teased back.

“A crowd was it?” I laughed with intent. “I seem to remember picking you up off the floor in a big pool of lonely self-pity.”

 

“True that,” he laughed. “I swore off women by the time you came along. I was on my way to the monastery if memory serves.” He continued absently making tiny soft circles around my temple.

 

“Does it bother you I’d slept with, I don’t know, probably more guys than the average?” I went back to the private show on the ceiling above me. A few images of that past flitted by, not all of them unwelcome, and not all of them chased too soon away. I lingered on a couple in particular, and my eyes flicked about taking in the totality of the images playing there.

 

“No,” he said. “Of course not. That would hardly be fair.” His finger stopped moving and I pushed my head into his hand to encourage his finger to start up with it’s circling again.

 

“Not about fairness,” I intoned lightly as though I were thoughtfully probing a philosophical conundrum. “How do you feel when I mention the subject?”

 

Liam’s eyes locked on the screen but his mind seemed to burst out of a certain cage as though a lock had been opened. He scrambled and flailed to catch that escaping bird.

 

“Can I tell you how I feel?” I twisted slightly in his lap again to monitor his face. He bit his tongue, a wry smile stretched his lips, and his head rocked slightly in a consenting nod. “I actually sort of, you know, miss an aspect or two of that feeling of . . .  of wanting someone or something and acting on it without any cares or even any awareness of possible reasons why I should not.” I paused staring at the ceiling, remembering certain things. “I  miss that feeling of entering a boy’s apartment or bedroom, or of going into some space so unfamiliar and foreign, even exotic. It always felt like exploration.” He noticed my pupils enlarging and contracting as they flicked about the ceiling the way they move when they watch a show and he must have realized I was remembering tasty memories because on my face was that expression I have when I’ve just tasted a bite of something favorite. He also felt my fingernails dig into his forearm, and release, and dig again. He studied my face. I was reliving past sexual conquests from the comfort of my husband’s lap. And I wanted to share the joy of them with him because we share everything else.

 

His answer about his own past conquests evaporated from his mind like smoke blown from the top of a drink. He kept biting his tongue and kept rocking his head while I talked, but the smile was not there anymore. When I stopped, a long silence followed. I turned to his face again and tugged on his arm.

 

“Do you feel like that when you think back to your own conquests?” I asked him.

 

“Yeah I guess,“ he finally said with a half shrug. “Same.”

 

“How do you feel about me telling you about mine?” I said more softly, as though we were physically closer.

 

“About you sleeping around before? I knew that already, Kar,” he nodded with seriousness.

 

“About how I feel. You know. Missing it.”

He looked down in his lap where my face lay looking back up at him. There was apparent in that look we shared many layers that remained between us as though at that moment we both noticed that the glass between us was still thick enough to cast everything in a shimmering underwater green.

 

We stared at each other. “Come on,” I whispered. “Tell me.”

 

II

 

We had had a pact we agreed to, a secret set of vows when we got married, a private addendum to the public vows we shared before all the gathered. That was that we would separate before we would hide, cheat, or lie about important things between us and that we would invoke a no-fault insurance policy on it: if honesty was shared by one, the other could not blame. “Things might happen,” we said it together over a candle as a sole witness. “But we see with one set of eyes, we hear with one set of ears, and we know with one mind.” We had reasoned that more than half of couples cheat, but the lying, hiding, sneaking and guilt carried more potential for hurt both ways, with the blaming, the anger, the bitterness and betrayal that inevitably followed, than the danger of confronting it and having it out, or ending the marriage and picking up to move on. Because we’d both had a colored past, and we agreed the deal was fair: neither felt it was likely to happen in any event, but if it did, the Vegas odds would be even money on who might do it.

 

The subject on the couch that night was nebulously about sleeping around. When I uttered the secret magic words “Tell me,” Liam knew I was invoking the Vow’s First Amendment. The lazy Saturday night on the couch with popcorn and wines watching chick flicks together turned quickly into a challenge of the most difficult kind for Liam. He might have had a feeling for what I was inquiring about. But it wasn’t going to be the kind of conversation that leads to a normal meandering through thoughts about feelings. It was going to be a full stop, sit up, state your claims type of talk, and he knew it. He also knew that the past vow was real. He looked down at my face and I looked up at his and the longer the silence lasted, the more I realized I’d asked something that took us both by express bus to the edge of the world. That was always the risk with promises — real, tested promises — of truth-telling. You can get to the edge you didn’t even know was there in a hurry with no warning.

 

Liam looked slightly away, propped his jaw open crookedly as though it were held open by a stick, and shot his eyebrows up in an “Okay, all in,” fatalistic dive. “It turns me on,” he said low and quiet.

 

“What?” I said uncomprehendingly, truly believing I’d misheard. I screwed my face up and dropped my jaw. I fought unsuccessfully against my smile. I didn’t want it interpreted as laughing at him.

 

“So what? It turns me on, thinking of you, you know, like that.”

 

“Like what?” I pressed up to face him closer to give him no escape.

 

“Like with, you know.” He tilted his head rapidly back and forth and grinned like a little boy caught out with cookies in his mouth.

I drew my face right up into his and spoke in a whisper, low and guttural. “Like with what, Liam?” My eyes dropped to his mouth and my hand fell on his thigh and squeezed and released.

 

My reaction must have stunned Liam, as his had mine. As I suspected he would, he had taken my initial smile to be laughing at his weird and unexpected response. But now I was in his face doing what I do, staring at his mouth, squeezing his body when I want to signal to him to take me, that I was ready. The mutual surprise moved things like a mini schoolyard tornado.

 

He looked in my eyes until mine came back up to his. “I get off on imagining you with other guys, okay?” he said as though admitting to a terrible crime. He swallowed and he squinted his eyes at me.

 

I moved my tongue along the edge of my top teeth and my hand along the edge of the ridge raising his PJs. In that same intimate quiet and low tone, I said to his mouth, “You’re hard Liam.” I gently squeezed his stiffness. “Tell me more.”

 

Liam bit his lip and rolled his eyes. “It’s just a thing,” he shook his head dismissively.

 

I wouldn’t let him off and jumped up to straddle his lap and wrap my arms around the back of his head. “It’s not just a thing.” I dropped a hand down between us and ran my finger and thumb along the length of his now full-length cock. “Do you think about it a lot?”

 

He sighed and stared off behind me to the blank wall.

 

I pressed his head from behind and placed a long, sexy kiss on his mouth. I rested my forehead on his and I said, “You have to tell me, we promised.”

 

He looked at my eyes that were too close to focus on and he puffed air out his nose and I giggled a bit and kissed him again and pressed my pelvis down into his, feeling his erection through both our PJs against my place. “I won’t laugh,” I whispered. I made clear what I was feeling by circling my hips against him.

 

“Yes sure,” he said also in a whisper, though accidentally.

 

I imitated his whisper. “Yes sure what?”

 

I kissed him more fully on his mouth. My body twisted in his lap and my fingers twirled in his hair. He knew my signs well enough and he knew that I was truly inspired at that moment. I always had a penchant for details. “I think about it a lot.” I moaned against him and pushed my hips. “I imagine you with men, other men,” he went on. I rose in his lap and pulled my robe open to push my breasts in his face. “I sometimes jerk off about it,” he added.

 

“Baby,” I whispered hoarsely. My fingers trembled and I grabbed incoherently at the top of his PJs.

 

“Not just past boyfriends,” he kept on. I pulled his cock out and squeezed him hard. My jerking hand was uneven and frantic. “Just any other guys. On top of you.”

 

I whimpered in his ear and rubbed my thumb around the top of his cock. “Tell me more,” my whisper quavered against his ear.

“And in you,” he whispered.

 

“Oh god Liam,” I squeaked and I moved my hips up and in and angled his cock against myself. I used my finger to yank my panties aside.

 

“I think about you riding a man and me spying on you,” he said directly in my ear. I rubbed the head of his cock against my wetness and shook violently in my thighs.

 

“Baby,” I cooed. “God!” I cried out in a whisper.

 

“I masturbate thinking about watching his hands rub your tits and watching you fuck him,” he said.

 

“Liam!” I bit his ear too hard. I lowered my hips and engulfed his cock.

 

I was so wet, Liam was probably startled. He had never felt me so open, pulsating, and soaking. He could feel drips of me running out onto his stomach. “I make myself cum thinking about you getting fucked by a stranger hard and deep,” he said in my ear. I cried out in a long “Ahhh!” and my head rolled back, my chest jutted out, and I hung on around the back of his neck. My body quaked from deep within and my pussy walls milked and stroked his cock inside.

 

Not only had I cum before we even really got going, I realized, when I re-entered my body, that he was stiff all over, he had stopped breathing, and that he was cusping at that same moment. I held on again and he violently released into me with his hips lifting me clear off the couch. His appeared to be equally as powerful as mine.

 

There was clearly much more to talk about.

 

III

 

The next morning, Liam sat hunched over his laptop with the news, breathing in the steam of his second coffee when I slid on my feet lazily through the kitchen to come up behind him, side hug his slouched body, and kiss the back of his neck. “Morning” I groaned.

 

“Mm-mm,” he replied.

 

I dragged a stool to prop myself up directly opposite him with my cup. “Hey,” I started.

 

He peered up through suspicious eyes with pursed lips.

 

“Sooooo,” I began, darting my eyes down into their corners.

 

“Yeah,” he said, folding down the top of his laptop. “So.”

 

Our hands met in the middle and I rubbed my thumb over his knuckles. “About last night . . . “ I laughed. He stared at our hands clasping. “First, um, that was truth, I’m going to assume?”

He took his time responding. But he did, nodding affirmatively.

 

“How long have you been, um . . . “ I trailed off.

 

“Feeling this way?” he offered.

 

“Feeling this way, sure.” I punctuated my reply with a single nod and settled my eyes on his.

 

“About a year or so, I guess.”

 

“A year. Why a year ago?”

 

“I think we might have been angry at each other over something stupid, I don’t know, nothing, but it made me recall what we said to each other when we tied the knot. And I began thinking about how that would be, you know if we did split up. Sooooo,” he nodded to me but I continued to only listen. “It made me realize I should just apologize and not be angry.”

 

I twisted my hair and pulled my mouth into a crooked smile. “That’s it?”

 

He smiled sheepishly. “It made me think of you moving on from me, so like, with another guy, and so yeah, I had ideas in my mind of you with another guy, and one thing led to another, and I was, you know, seeing you in bed with another guy, and well . . . “

 

“You kept thinking about that.”

 

“I did. I was surprised, believe me. I didn’t know that I’d find that arousing.

 

“But . . . “ I ducked my head down and looked up into his downcast face.

 

“But yeah I did. It was incredibly arousing.” He brought his coffee mug up and swallowed a mouthful and stared at me blankly as though maybe he just shared a fact about Australia or dogs.

 

“Is it a particular guy that you see?” I didn’t want to sound clinical but my curiosity quotient was always high and I couldn’t help needing to know every possible thing there was to know about anything.

 

“No, I uh . . . “ he licked his lips.

 

“Different guys?” I sipped my mug I held with both hands hugging around it, staring into its own dark depths.

 

“Strangers.”

 

I nodded staring off into the depths of the counter between us. “Strangers. And are you, what? There watching, or spying?”

 

“It’s not that weird, there’s lots of stuff online about this.”

 

“Honey!” I reached out and clasped his forearm. “I don’t think it’s weird!” I rubbed him there. “I’m kind of . . . “ I smiled coyly.

It made him smile back at me coyly as well. “You’re getting all aroused too right now aren’t you.”

 

“I am,” I said. I raised my eyebrows and looked down in my mug again. “As soon as we understand all this, I’m going to fuck your brains out, you know that, don’t you?” I smiled again and tipped the mug back into my mouth.

 

“If it makes you feel any better . . . “

 

“I can tell you’re hard right now,” I said.

 

“Why is it so arousing?” he asked.

 

“Well, what exactly do you see?” My head tilted to the side.

 

“I don’t see so much as hear.”

 

I was genuinely surprised. “It’s the sounds that get you excited? Not the visuals?”

 

“There are visuals that fill my mind. But it’s the sound of things that get me, you know, all pretty excited. Or at least imagining hearing the sounds.”

 

“I see,” I said. “And where are these men from? How have I met them?”

 

“Dates I guess. It began with me imagining you and I were split up so I was thinking about you dating other guys.”

 

“And how are you hearing it then?” I was puzzled.

 

“That’s when I changed how I imagined things, so that I’d hear you, like maybe upstairs. Like maybe you didn’t know I was home.”

 

“Like I was cheating?” I was alarmed at the mere suggestion.

 

“Right?” he said. “Cheating would be so bad! So I hated that, it killed the feeling, it was no good.”

 

“But you told me you still think about this, you still, you know . . . “ I made the motion with my hand of someone stroking.

 

“I do,” he said softly looking bashful again at the countertop.

 

“I’m not understanding,” I shook my head.

 

He brought his eyes up to my eyes sheepishly. “Well, we’re not broken up in my imagining. And you’re not cheating on me. Soooo . . . “ He circled his head to encourage me to connect the dots.

 

“But I’m still having sex with strangers? And you’re able to listen?” I shook my head and furrowed my brow.

 

He rolled his hand to gesture like in charades, encouraging me to keep connecting.

My head tilted back and my eyebrows shot up. “Ohhhhh!”

 

“Yeah. Ohhhhhh,” he agreed.

 

IV

 

I squinted my eyes at him and leaned closer across the counter. Clarity was evasive. “Wait. Are you helping me do this?”

 

His jaw set off center and one of his eyebrows raised up his forehead.

 

“Are you helping me do it?” I repeated herself.

 

He nodded into the center of his mug before looking up into my eyes. “Yes,” he stated matter of factly.

 

“And this turns you on?” My face contorted into the expression of someone smelling something rotten.

 

He silently nodded small and rapidly.

 

“Okay,” I stated flatly, glad to have settled that. I pondered and swallowed coffee and looked as though I were doing mental math. “Wait. So when I started talking last night about remembering my sex life before we got together . . . “

 

“Does that turn you on?” he turned the question back on me.

 

“No! What? No!” I shook my head. “That wasn’t why I was saying that!”

 

“I know, I know,” Liam said. We both remained silent for a spell. “But, like, does it?” he eventually repeated the question.

 

“Remembering those, what, episodes? No,” I said. “No.”

 

“Not past episodes. Like, just, having other guys.”

 

“Do other guys turn me on? Is that what you’re asking?”

 

He pursed his lips and a grin crept over his face. “The feeling of exploration,” he said. “New guys.”

 

“Liam!” I bulged my eyes out at him. “Are you asking me if I’m turned on by the thought of sleeping with other guys? Of course not honey!”

 

“But like, if I was okay with it. If I like, helped.”

“Liam!”

 

“If I got to listen.”

 

“Stop! You’re serious! Oh my God! This isn’t just imagination you get off on!” I was shocked.

 

Liam nodded slowly but he pulled his mouth into a “Yikes!” grimace.

 

“You are serious.” A smile crept partly over my mouth now too when I realized he was. “What are we talking about, Liam?” My voice suddenly went down in tone as though a conspiracy were now being cooked up.

 

“I’m saying, we try with a guy, you know, once, and, I don’t know, I listen somehow, and then, you know, we talk about that. See how it went.”

 

“Like on your phone. If I like phoned you and we kept the phone line open.”

 

“Yeah, that could work.”

 

“What if it breaks us up?”

 

“We make a promise that it won’t be allowed to. We’re good with our promises.”

 

“We are that.” I paused. “Would it mean you get to go play with other girls? Because I don’t think I could do that.”

 

“No, no. I don’t want to do that, I have you.”

 

“And I have you, honey, I don’t want anyone else.”

 

“It’s okay if you do. It’s just sex. I feel assured that you want a relationship with me only. We’re just playing.”

 

“You better not be having me on right now.”

 

“I wouldn’t do that.”

 

“Yes, you would.”

 

“Okay, I do have you on, but I’m not having you on now.”

 

“You want me to fuck other guys so you can listen?”

 

“Date other guys. Bring them home. One thing leads to another kind of thing. Just like you like remembering from the past.”

 

“Where am I supposed to find them?”

 

“Lots of online places.”

“True that.”

 

“We could look for them together.”

 

“This is so weird, Liam.” I shook my head.

 

“I’m hard as a rock at the very thought of it,” he groaned.

 

“Baby!” I shook my head tilted sideways at him. “Why? What makes it so interesting? Is it the sound of people having sex?”

 

“Yeah, that’s part of it.” He nodded. “I like listening to sex a lot, like through a wall.”

 

“Like at a hotel, maybe?”

 

“Yeah. But that’s only part.”

 

“It’s me having sex you want to listen to.”

 

“Yeah.”

 

“Why does listening to your wife having sex with other men turn you on?”

 

Liam stared up through the top of his eyes at her. He whispered, “I don’t know.”

 

“What baby?”

 

He cleared his throat and said, as though fighting through shame, “I don’t know.”

 

I reached over and held both his hands together inside both my hands. “What do you imagine me doing when you think about the sounds?”

 

“Riding them. Having orgasms. Getting total sexual pleasure.”

 

“Jesus Liam.”

 

“You could relive those feelings you were talking about.”

 

“You’re making me horny right now, thinking about it.”

 

“I could help you get ready for your dates.”

 

“Liam!” I blushed.

 

“I could. We could even go out and buy things, outfits, jewelry, together, thinking about dates coming up.”

 

“Fuck me, Liam!”

 

“I could help you dress. I want to help you get dressed.”

“You’re making me fucking wet, Liam.”

 

“And after, I could help clean things up.”

 

“Crying out loud, Liam!” I bit my lower lip.

 

“I’m so hard right now, Kar,” he said, smiling maniacally.

 

I rolled my wide eyes.

 

“I’m stroking right now thinking about it.”

 

“Babe. I’m rubbing myself thinking about it too. Where is this all supposed to happen?”

 

“I thought about that.”

 

“Of course you have.”

 

“The in-law suite downstairs. We could move our stuff out and make it look like a B-n-B.”

 

“You want me to fuck men right downstairs?” I stepped off my stool and gripped the edge of the counter, bending over. Liam stepped off his and moved around behind me. He hefted his heavy cock in his hand and lifted my robe over my back. “Fuck Liam, what are we talking about?” I arched my back and raised my feet onto my toes and pushed my ass up for him to take me.

 

He sank his cock into my pussy. I was as ready as the previous night. He rammed himself against my ass and jolted me and I moaned loudly. “We’re talking about me helping you get all ready to go date men at a bar or cafe or whatever with me listening, and you bringing them home and fucking them right downstairs beneath me so I can hear everything and jerk myself off wondering what you look like when they make you cum.” He rammed me hard and deliriously.

 

“Fuck baby,” I was nearly crying. My legs shook and my pussy hurt where he pushed too far inside. His hands gripped my hips and his breath was hot on my back. I held onto the counter edge tight and my body rammed back against his in time. When I heard him groan his cumming groan, I saw stars and felt that rollercoaster-at-the-precipice feeling in my gut. I almost screamed I orgasmed so good. A moment later, I heard him groan again and felt his hot cum shoot into me stroke after stroke.

 

When he finished, I moaned “Baby,” and he reached for the paper towels and wiped the inside of my thighs and pressed them against my pussy. I laughed at how much of him was running out of me. We held hands walking back to our bedroom and to our en suite to have a shower together. “Guess we better get to work on the suite downstairs,” I said. He laughed, but only lightly.

 

V

 

We shopped for the right dress and picked out a tie-neck, light-blue sheath business midi dress with moderately spiky black heels. He helped me put on hoop earrings and it was his idea that I wear a thin gold anklet. “You’ll notice it at some point and remember me listening,” Liam said. I imagined seeing my ankle up above my head while getting good and fucked by a stranger and I bit my lip.

 

We worked out in granular detail how the night would proceed. I’d phone Liam before I even left home and we’d test out his ability to hear everything when I put my phone in the front of my purse. I’d take an Uber. I’d meet my date at one of those typical after-work bar/restaurants with lots of people around. Liam would be in his car a few blocks away. We’d have drinks and I would decide if I wanted to go further. If I didn’t, I’d excuse myself to the restroom, tell Liam I’m bailing, and head out the front door where he’d be pulling up to speed me away.

 

But if I did want to go further, I’d tell the man I’m staying at a nearby B-n-B, and then I’d text Liam but pretend I was ordering an Uber. When Liam drove up, I’d take the man into the back seat of Liam’s car. After a bit of hanky panky in the back seat, I’d ask our “driver” to stop at a liquor store and ask the date to go inside for us to get some wine. While the date was inside, Liam could decide if he liked it to go further or not — and if not, we would just drive away. But if he was okay with things, we’d carry on home.

 

He’d drop my date and me at our house and I’d take him in through the side entrance to our fake B-n-B “suite.” Liam would drive away but return in a bit and quietly go in the house upstairs. Our basement is half a suite and the other half is a workshop and a storage room. There are also heating vents upstairs through which Liam and I discovered you could hear quite a lot from different rooms in the downstairs suite. We figured cameras or peepholes bordered on ambiguous legalities, but listening through vents was hardly a risk.

 

When we were done, the visitor would call a real Uber and get a ride back to his car.

 

We sat on the edge of our bed staring at each other trying to find the flaws in the plan. I was dressed only in a red-and-black floral half-cup bra and matching panties. It was ironic that the more foolproof the plan appeared, the more nervous and almost giddy we became. I reached over and squeezed Liam’s hand hard. He looked at me scared but I couldn’t help smiling — I even tried to bite my bottom lip because I was smiling too much. I squealed and he patted his chest to tell me his heart was racing.

 

“We haven't even looked for someone yet,” he said.

 

“Honey, I don’t know why this excites me so much,” I said, “but knowing you’ll be in the car, and that you’ll be listening later, it makes me feel things I’ve never felt.” I rubbed his crotch and squeezed.

 

“It sounds too easy,” he said.

 

I picked my phone up off the bedsheet and passed it to Liam’s hand. “Find me my date?” I asked him in my tiniest most nervous voice. I pulled his sweatpants down and brought out his cock in my hand. I tried to lean over to see my phone and the men he was swiping on, but feeling him harden in my hand made me want him in my mouth. I stretched out on the bed and nestled my head in his lap and kissed and licked his cock in my hand while he talked to me about what he was seeing.

 

“I’m going to save the ones for you to look at,” he said.

“Mm-hmm,” I said. I had already taken him deep in my mouth. His free hand stroked my back and over the straps of my bra. I realized that another man might be taking that same bra off me later tonight, right downstairs. Liam clasped it for me a half-hour before. When I took him deeper into my mouth, I also realized I might well be swallowing another cock in my mouth later that night. That was one thing. But knowing that Liam would be right above me with his ear to the vent stroking this very cock listening to me moan loudly on the other man’s cock was a concept that spun my mind. I began to fuck Liam with my mouth. I wanted him to erupt inside me. He tried to slow me down but when his hand wormed its way inside my panties to find how wet I’d become, he realized I was long gone around that bend. When he slid a finger in me, it made me think of a stranger’s cock sliding into me, the first cock not my husband’s in the four years we were married, and six years we’d been together, and I couldn’t help grinding down on him. I thought I’d be moaning loudly for Liam’s entertainment later, but I was moaning now so loudly and involuntarily that I knew later when we went live, I wouldn’t have to fake anything. The concept of fucking another man not only with my husband’s blessing, but also with him nearby keeping me safe, and listening and getting off on the sound of me getting fucked, was more excitement than I had had in a long time. I couldn’t even wonder what it would feel like for real. And it might be real in a few hours.

 

He tapped my head. Even as he breathed in short, sharp jagged breaths with my going to town on his cock like a ravenous animal, he wanted to show me a man he thought I might like. I lifted off his cock and he showed me the picture. I looked at Liam’s face with his cock in my hand, squeezing it and tugging it. He looked at me like a man falling off a cliff. He spurted and I dove down to catch what I could of him in my mouth. He came hard inside me, crying out loud like he’d been stabbed. I heard my phone drop beside my head. When Liam finally slumped, I pulled off, swallowed and licked my lips, and had another look. Oh my god! I thought. He had swiped right.

 

VI

 

I kissed my husband and pulled the car door handle open. We clasped hands and I had to exhale to stop shaking. Liam nodded and said, “I love you, honey.” He dropped his eyes and nodded reassuringly. “You look hot, babe,” he said.

 

“Don’t go yet,” I looked out the window. I went to the wall beside the place and faced away from anyone. “You’re a good man, Liam Brown,” I said to the wall in a normal voice. I reached in my purse and took out my phone. “Did you hear that?”

 

“You’re a hot ass woman, Karina Brown,” he said.

 

I put the phone back in my purse, still on. I inhaled and strode in my clacking heels to the steps and door to the crowded restaurant and bar. We arranged for the man to already be there and for me to find him. I saw him right away sitting exactly where he said he would, at the far end of the bar facing the door. He saw me right away and made a nod. He was at least cool enough to not wave. I looked down unable to not smile and said under my breath, “Oh my god honey. He’s there. I see him. I am walking toward him.”

 

I had to trust that Liam was hearing it and that he was enjoying it. I stepped up to a space at the bar right beside Mick. “This stool taken?” I said with a smile looking down at him.

“Been saving it all night for someone just like you,” he said.

 

I giggled nervously like I do and held out my hand as though to shake. “It’s nice to meet you, Mick.”

 

“Likewise,” he said. “Why don’t you sit down and relax. I can order you something, what do you like?” He had a very nice, deep, soothing voice. He also had friendly, safer eyes than even his photo showed. I liked his blazer as well. He had dressed up a bit, to about just the right level I thought, checking him out.

 

“I think I’m going to need a martini. This is not my average night out on a business trip.” I scanned around the place pretending to take it in, when in fact Liam and I had come here alone or with friends umpteen times.

 

“Vodka, gin? Dirty?” He laughed and I laughed too, probably too seductively I thought for a date one minute old. But when Liam and I had discussed how I would know or not if he was a guy I would bring to the “B-n-B,” we both calculated it would take longer than it turned out to take. I knew in one minute I wanted to. “Dirty,” I said, choosing to look right into Mick’s eyes when I said it. He held my gaze long enough that I read his mind. He had also decided that fast that we were going to do things to each other.

 

“Where’d you say you were in town from?” he started some small talk, but with a knowing smile.

 

“I didn’t,” I said, smiling back curtly. He smirked into his glass getting my message. Nothing wrong with dating an intelligent man either.

 

“I thought I saw a little Irish in your eyes when I saw your picture, but now,” he said, looking my face up and down like he was undressing that, “I’m going to go Scottish.”

 

“Should have stayed with your first guess,” I teased. “Dubliner grandparents.”

 

“I did know it! Did they immigrate?”

 

“Uh-huh,” I said, “Boston.”

 

“I used to live in Boston,” he said. He nodded.

 

“You don’t say,” I replied. Then I leaned over and gestured with my head for him to let me say something quietly in his ear. “If you don’t drink up and get me out of here fast, I’m liable to fuck you right here against the bar.” I don’t know where that came from and I was as startled as him. But I had already crossed so many rubicons by the time I was chatting up a date with my husband listening on the phone, that telling him what was urgently on my mind seemed like hardly a major step anymore.

 

“I don’t think it’s that important I finish my drink,” he replied. I laughed devilishly because like always, the sense of humor if he didn’t already have me, sank the hook.

 

“Let me just go visit the ladies and you stay right here,” I said. “I’ll order an Uber.”

 

“I’ve got my car right outside,” he said. “I left the engine running just as you’d expect.”

I put my hand on his thigh. “Not going to get into a stranger’s car, I hope you understand.”

 

“But getting into a strangers’ pants is fine,” he said.

 

His cheekiness deserved a crotch squeeze. “I sure hope your engine is running. You can pay the bill if you feel you must do something.” I turned and walked to the ladies' room sure in the knowledge he was getting an eyeful of me in my tight pencil skirt.

 

In the bathroom, I took a stall and tore out my phone. “Honey, honey, are you there?”

 

“Oh god, Karina,” he said.

 

“I know, right?” I was panting and my nerves came on again and began to make my hands shake.

 

“Do you like him?”

 

“Yes!” I nearly shouted.

 

“Well I guess we better pick you up so I can check him out,” he said.

 

I spoke into the phone quietly, holding it very close. “Are you . . .  you know?”

 

“Yes,” he said. “I’m rubbing it too.”

 

“Liam!” I whisper-shouted.

 

“Babe, you’re super hot. Mick is getting a treat tonight.”

 

“I can barely walk I’m shaking.”

 

“I’ll be in front in a couple of minutes, get ready.”

 

“Okay sweetheart. Can I tell you something?”

 

“Uh-huh.”

 

“I’m so wet.” He didn’t say anything. I waited a moment then let the phone slip out of my hand and into my purse. I breathed deeply and strode to the door. It was now or never. Mick would be ready to go. Liam would be out front. I was about to crawl into the back of my husband’s car and make out with a stranger. That feeling I told Liam I had missed from our single crazy days, was back in full force. I wanted badly to explore Mick. I flung the door open and power walked straight to him where he stood watching me. I wrapped my arm under his and gripped his wrist and turned. “Shall we then?” I said as we walked to the door of the restaurant. The thought that I was going to be fucking this man shortly and in my own house was making my knees nearly buckle and my chest to contract. He held the door and gestured for me to pass him and I giggled at the thought of his penis in my hand, maybe in my mouth, maybe in other places too.

 

VI

When we stood out front, Mick held my hand. He felt me shaking and he squeezed me a bit and I felt thankful for him doing that. When my husband pulled up, I dropped his hand. He opened the back door and I went in. I didn’t say anything to Liam and he said nothing to me. Mick followed and said something perfunctory to Liam who drove off quietly.

 

Once we were underway, Mick and I smiled at each other and I looked away out the side window. He put his hand on my leg and I turned back toward him. I looked down at his hand and back up at his face. He left it there. I looked in the rearview mirror and saw my husband’s eyes looking directly back at mine. I smiled a tiny smile and held his gaze a few more seconds and said to Mick, “Kiss me.” When he leaned over and initially pecked at my lips, I still kept my eyes on Liam’s. But then he kissed me full on the mouth and I closed my eyes and returned the eagerness because I was feeling it very strongly.

 

His hand moved slowly but relentlessly up my thigh. Another few inches and Mick would find out that I was steaming wet. He might have known because I was panting when we broke off the kiss. I chuckled at myself and he did too, but then I couldn’t help it and I dove toward him, wrapping my hands around the back of his head and ravishing his very beautiful mouth with my own. He found what he wanted between my legs. I moaned inside our kiss and when we came apart again, I said to him, “I guess you got me a little excited.”

 

“You seem a little nervous too,” he observed.

 

“Could you stop at a wine store, driver?” I said keeping my eyes on Mick.

 

“Sure thing,” Liam said.

 

I looked down and watched my hand cover the long lump inside Mick’s pants. I traced it with my finger and thumb and looked back up at his face coyly, holding my tongue against my cheek. “Do I get to have that tonight?”

 

“If you behave,” he said.

 

The car slowed as it pulled up to our local shop. I said to Mick, “Do you mind getting it? I like anything white,” I smiled at him. I squeezed his cock again and he hurried out.

 

When he had disappeared into the store, I leaned forward over the seat and Liam turned to face me just as I took his mouth with mine and kissed him hard. “Can I have him?” I said in a soft, little girl voice.

 

“You seem to really like him,” Liam said.

 

“I want to fuck him,” I said to my husband. I reached over the front seat and, checking the windows of the store, I reached down and felt my husband’s crotch. He was harder than ever. “Are you going to let your wife fuck that man, mister?”

 

“I like him,” Liam said. “I’m feeling weird but,” he shrugged.

 

“We can ditch now and run for it,” I said. “Just pop your stick into Drive and off we go.”

“I know,” he said. He made his point by turning off the car. “We’re going to go through with it.”

 

“Oh my god,” I said to Liam. The thought was rushing up in me again and I shook all over. “We really should take off,” I said, but I also searched for Mick, hardly able to wait for him to come back out.

 

“You better lean back. It’ll look suspicious if you’re all over me. Your man might not like it.”

 

I giggled and leaned back. “Do you know how wet I am right now?” I said to him.

 

“I can guess,” Liam said.

 

“He was touching me back here,” I told him.

 

“I thought he was, I could see a little down his arm.”

 

“Babe, I’m pretty excited right now.”

 

“I know Kar. I’m pretty hard too.”

 

“I want to fuck you, Liam,” I said, sticking my fingers inside my panties and rubbing my soaking puss.

 

“You’re going to be fucking Mick soon enough,” he said back. I almost fainted from the rush that gave me when he said that.

 

Mick came back out and climbed in the back. “You’re back!” I said. He only nodded. I climbed into his lap and straddled his legs. The trip home was not far and I spent it kissing him and grinding my pelvis down into his in the backseat of Liam’s car. I imagined that Liam watched Mick’s hands climb and rub all over my back. The thought of him watching made my head spin.

 

We were dropped off in our driveway and I took Mick down the side of our house and found the key to let us in. As soon as the door closed, he pressed me up against the wall of the hallway. I reached down and slipped my heels off, not breaking the kiss.

 

In a few moments, I heard a little noise upstairs. Liam was home and was no doubt getting himself ready to listen to whatever he could hear. I turned my back to Mick and raised my hair to expose the zipper to my dress. When he pulled it down, I shimmied knowing he’d enjoy seeing my back curve and squirm. I chuckled and thought about how Liam could probably hear that too. Mick kissed my neck from behind and I took him by the hand toward the couch.

 

VII

 

When my husband said he liked to listen to me having sex with another man, I thought that I could go with that and accentuate things with a little embellishment in terms of crying out and making lots of noise. What I wasn’t expecting of myself was my complete subsumation into the role of what we learned from looking online was a thing called “hotwife,” to the point where I didn’t have to fake anything. I dabbled in threesomes at college both with other girls and with a pair of guys, and the experience left me unsatisfied because I had too many other personalities in bed to focus on. Giving pleasure is real pleasure, and a second other person would always be not quite getting the same.

 

That night on the couch in our ground level suite, when I dimmed the lights, pulled the pants off the man, and straddled his lap with quiet, serious intent — and no panties — I realized the unique ecstasy of what a threesome aims for. There was only one body to pleasure and his mind was his own, but I had two minds it felt like and that presence, trusted, listening, and right above me, made me feel truly opened like a splayed animal. Tribal things welled up in me when I wrapped my fist around Mick’s strange cock and felt it hot, rigid, and quivering in my palm. I felt a contradictory sense of being both owned and liberated; my husband gave me the freedom to fuck a stranger if I wanted to, and his permission was a thing of ultimate control.

 

When I mounted Mick and guided the enlarged head of his yearning cock against the glistening petals of my flower, it felt like I was doing it for Liam, for his ultimate pleasure,  getting off on hearing his wife getting fucked, and yet it was my body and my pleasure that rocked his boat. When I lowered my hips and my labia enveloped Mick’s cock and my soaking pussy covered him away inside me, my whole body felt so much like it belonged to my husband, that when my head fell back, my hair grazed my ass and the man’s legs, and I bellowed like a possessed witch, it was me as much as Liam who was detached and listening. I was amazed at what my body and my voice were doing, as though it was someone else’s. The sensory explosion I felt when I landed my pelvis onto Mick’s and felt his hard, straining cock poke me deep inside, made my eyes clamp shut and the process became complete. I was blindly listening to my body making sounds getting fucked, and I truly believe at that moment my husband had entered my body and was the one doing the fucking.

 

Mick was the perfect man to start this new era in Liam’s and my life. All he wanted was pure sex. He grabbed my boobs and he yanked my hair. When he felt himself rising past the point of no return, he clamped my hips in his grip and let the crest pass. He also kept his eyes closed most of the time which I liked.

 

I felt like a different woman and I realized after we switched positions and Mick held my hips from behind and I arched to offer up to his thrusts all of my ass, that there was much to learn about this new woman for both Liam and me. She was noisy, for one thing. I didn’t have to fake anything to give what I was sure was a fully satisfying audio show for Liam if his wife having orgasms was what he wanted to hear.

 

The odd thing, I thought, when Mick threw me down on the couch under him and my legs pointed straight up to the ceiling, was that in no way would the events in the suite that night be anything like what they were if it weren’t for Liam listening upstairs and if it wasn’t for him having got me dressed, perfumed, shaved, and ready, and having driven me to the date and back home with the man in the back seat, and having made sure the suite was tidy and clean and even having installed specially for the occasion a dimmer switch to help things along. And also clasping that anklet on me that I noticed on my foot pointed at the ceiling.

 

The feeling of being wholly possessed by my husband to the point that he farmed me out to fuck other men produced in me a completely new sensation about the relationship between me and my body. In the same way that I had, growing up, learned to use my body in a kind of detached way to experience pleasure, we had now learned together how to use it for both of us to experience pleasure. Even though I was fucking another man, I never felt more close to my husband. It was because, I realized, when Mick had crossed his line and started to groan and charge into me with super thrusts, we were never more closely together than we were right now, occupying the same body, even as it was being laid open and wasted, pumped hard and ferociously by an ejaculating man, and responding beyond what either of us could control, rising into a crescendo of cascading orgasmic waves that made me moan like I was dying.

 

I made a whimper, a cry, and a breath, and I heard, from upstairs, Liam join me with his own long, low “Ahhhh!!” Mick wouldn’t have heard it. All three of us were lost in it.

 

VIII

 

I didn’t want to seem to rush him too much, but I wanted Mick up and out as soon as possible because I wanted Liam back between my legs, worn out and sore as I was. It helped that I was able to reinvigorate my professional businesswoman act which included an obvious end to any interest or connection to the recent sexual partner, and an obvious turn to important matters of the mind which I projected by picking up a file with documents even as I was dressed in an untied robe with my reading glasses on.

 

“Bye-bye Mick,” I said with a courteous smile when he offered to wait for his Uber outside in the driveway. “That was fun,” I understated when I gave him an affectionate kiss on the cheek at the door. I peeped through the hole to make sure he was away from the house and to the street edge before I squealed and opened the passage door to the stairs up. I was startled and squealed again when I found Liam right there just as anxious to burst through the other way.

 

I couldn’t be sure that he experienced what I experienced and it being the first time, there was always the chance that after having gone through with it, he might have found that he loved the thought way more than the reality. Whatever equivocations either of us might have had evaporated instantly the moment we embraced upon the departure of my first date. Liam picked me up and set me on the edge of the kitchen counter with my legs open around his hips and his raging cock stretching me as he ground hard and deeply into my pelvis. We didn’t have hands enough to grab each other’s hair and feel each other’s body and tug and rub and grab everywhere. The feeling of his cock, of his skin against me and inside me, was a new sensation, going in where another very different-feeling cock had just been. His level of arousal was so high I had to, at a moment, pull away from a kiss and study him. His eyes were closed and his head was back and he seemed to be in a state of permanent rapture.

 

Upstairs chilling on our couch where talk of this whole new thing first began, he confessed a new sensation of being super aroused fucking his wife’s hot and worn out pussy, of plunging into and cumming in place of another man’s semen. I had only realized up on the couch that he had begun to fuck me before I had even had a chance to douche myself. The whole thing felt to us both so primal. I remember reading that the reason the man’s cock head is cleft on the bottom is to allow a channel of escape for semen in a woman’s pussy when another man plunges into what a previous man had taken. It allows for replacing the previous semen with his own from way back when as animals you competed like that. That was what Liam got to experience when he fucked me so hard on the kitchen counter. That was his alpha male triumphant state I saw on his face when his cock had forced out all Mick’s ejaculate and he filled me up with his own in its place.

 

Cuddling on the couch unwinding after such powerful experiences, I asked him, “Was coming down the stairs and raiding my pussy like that all part of the whole experience for you?” I was affectionately drawing little circles on his chest while I lay in his lap.

“Not gonna lie,” he said. “I thought I was going to lose my mind enough when I was jerking off listening to you getting fucked so good like that, and that was enough no doubt, but after I heard him leaving, Karina, I was filled with this urge that could not be denied.”

 

He was arousing to me again. I petted his tired cock and it flopped out from his robe opening. I took it, limp and flaccid into my lips.

 

“I don’t know,” he smiled down at me, caressing my face, “what might have happened if you didn’t want to let me fuck you then and there.” I went down on him further and felt him grow inside my mouth. “I felt possessed, I felt like I wasn’t in control. It was like what guys say it’s like when they lose control when they’re angry and do things they wish they didn’t. Only this wasn’t anger, this was some sort of new thing, like an ancient need to fuck you.”

 

I moaned involuntarily and swooned and sucked. I lifted off him and raised myself to his face languidly and with a worn-out goofy smile on my face. “Take me to your bed,” I said to him. “You just won me all over again.”

 

IX

 

We had already picked out my second date. We turned the fake B-n-B suite in our basement into a real one, and we simply took it off bookings when it was time for Liam to send me out on another one of my dates. I met him at the same bar for drinks. My phone nestled in a pouch inside my purse behind mesh so Liam could hear everything. We put a suitcase in the B-n-B to maintain the fiction that I’m visiting from out of town on business. I put my purse on the credenza facing the couch. I wanted my husband to hear as clearly as possible.

 

“Can I get you a drink? I have, um, some white wine,” I said with a titter. “Some Jack Daniels too.”

 

“JD sounds about right,” the larger man said. I learned earlier his name was Jack, or so he said.

 

“I saw that coming,” I laughed, and opened the top of the tiny mickey of whiskey. “Straight up?”

 

“Sure thing,” Jack said. He was calm for a man who was going to get his best fuck ever.

 

“My kind of man,” I replied with an airline hostess smile. My shimmering red top slipped off my shoulder to reveal my black bra strap. I joined Jack on the couch pulling my legs up under me and turning to face him. I rested my arm over the back of the couch and clinked glasses with him. “Wait a sec,” I said, and I found the remote. I used it to lower the lamps. “Better?” I said to him softly. That was Liam’s touch. I put on the TV and got it to Netflix. He snorted a half laugh and I laughed too and came in closer to him. He got my signal and leaned closer to me for us to kiss.

 

He was a nice kisser. His lips were full but firm on mine. He didn’t push things, which of course made me push them. Whenever we do this, my husband and I, I start self-conscious and aware that my husband is listening and probably gently stroking himself. I feel like an actor with lights and crew all over the place. But if the kiss is nice, if the man is cute, if the night looks promising, I forget the phone is on. And that weird, exhilarating feeling starts to take over where I leave my body and watch, or like Liam, listen, as it becomes that of someone else, the body of a third person who is both Liam and me.

 

I cooed against him and told him, “ You kiss nicely.” He kissed me again, smiling as he did so. I tugged at the collar of his plaid shirt and snorted a puff of air out my nose. For me, I don’t immediately know that I am turned on, but I read my body signals and realize it. Being in that state of detachment that being with a stranger gives me with my husband listening upstairs, increases that sense of needing to observe that my body is aroused rather than feel it directly, at least in these opening phases of a date. Those signals are nervous chuckling, an inability to keep from tugging at bits of the man’s clothes, and an involuntary need to suck my lips into my mouth and get all twisted up inside. I start squirming and fighting myself, wanting to grab cock but needing to hold off so I don’t look like a maniac.

 

This guy was hitting all my buttons. We kissed again, longer and more seriously. I moved my hand up around the back of his neck and pressed his face closer to mine. He smelled good and I liked the feel of his bit of stubble against my checks. I laughed at myself again because I knew how my body was giving off lots of signals faster than I wanted it to. I had the thought that “Wow, she really wants to fuck badly, the whore,” about my own body, my own self! I realized that I had been moaning and groaning and chuckling and tittering the whole time and that Liam was hearing me make the sounds I make when I want to fuck badly and that we probably both had the same thought about me at the same time. That thought caused me more detachment from my body and I became attached to Liam again, listening to my body in the basement doing its thing.

 

Jack seemed to realize something was going on with me because we broke off the kiss and he pulled back a bit to study my face and he chuckled as though laughing at my helplessness. He was right, I was helpless. I was a wreck. “It’s nice,” I said barely out loud. “I like” I breathed.

 

His hand moved down my arm over my elbow and onto the side of my torso. I swung around only at first to kiss him more fully on his mouth, but my damn body with a mind of its own kept swinging around and I ended up throwing a leg over his legs and sitting in his lap. I was surprised to find myself on him so fast and to cover my nervous embarrassment about showing such vulnerable neediness, I leaned over him closer, my hair fell forward and over his face, and I began to undo the buttons at the top of my outfit for him. I meant to undo the buttons on his shirt and it was like a mistake or an accident that my hand fell to my buttons first.

 

To cover that up I kept going. I sat up on him and shook both my arms behind me to let my top fall off my arms and sink to the floor. I was now only in my bra and skirt sitting on him. I laughed again and covered my mouth and looked away but I also tugged at his shirt buttons. My hands shook and I laughed more and I couldn’t do anything right. He barely touched my skirt and damn if I didn’t leap off him and unzip what my husband had a couple of short hours earlier zipped up and let my skirt fall to the floor too. Now I sighed and puffed more air out my nose as though I was disappointed in myself being nearly naked with a stranger again. He reached out and took the fingers of my hand in his and with poise and grace lead me back to the refuge of his lap. I buried my face in his neck and shoulder and his hands roamed around my bare back. I let him unhook my bra. I let it fall off and I then sat up straight again to see if he wanted to play with my tits. I turned my head to the side and leaned my neck a way back to give him an invitation. He surprised me by leaning forward to catch my chest in his mouth. I leaned further back till my hands landed on his thighs behind me and I arched my back. He was good with his mouth on my breasts. They’re sensitive and doing that to me makes me moan involuntarily. I straightened back up and pulled my hair over my face and brought my fingers to my mouth. This man was different and his quietness made me feel shy and embarrassed, as though I was revealed plainly as a woman who wanted to fuck too badly.

 

I smiled sheepishly at him. He was moving on me and looking at me in a way that was connecting with me to a degree I wasn’t prepared for or entirely comfortable with. With the first man, it was nothing but entertaining sex. With this man, I was strangely caring about him, like wanting to know what he liked, or needed. I knew he could tell that I was the hungry one and that I was being the aggressor, looking for his cock. I looked at him coyly and a bit sideways when I let my hand drift down the front of his pants and land on the rising lump below. I smiled and laughed a bit with my hand just stopping there. I felt girlish. I wished he would storm me, but instead he was gentle. We didn’t fuck, we made love. I didn’t cry out for my husband to jerk off to the sound of. But I “mmm’ed” loudly, I breathed hard, and I said things to him in his ear that my husband wouldn’t have heard.

 

I was emotionally swept away by the second man to an extent equal to the way I had been physically swept away by the first man. After Jack came in me, I lead him by the hand to the shower. I knew Liam would hear the water running. We kissed a long time in the steam. In the kitchen in our huge fluffy white robes, we laughed, we kidded, and we made toast with the jam and peanut butter I pretended to find on the shelves. We fed each other. He casually reached inside my robe and caressed my breasts. I took him into the bedroom.

 

Liam and I hadn’t discussed this. I didn’t know if he could hear much or where he’d be trying to listen. Jack and I talked about past lives and college and traveling. He went down on me in a seamless transition from pillow talk. He was marvelous on me. I didn’t make super loud noises, but I made a lot of noise — for Jack. He came up between my legs and we kissed deeply with my arms around his neck tightly. He entered me like that, very close, very intimately, and very gently.

 

After, we lay entangled in naked limbs and fell asleep. It was sometime in the middle of the night I woke up to find Jack was already dressed and creeping around trying to leave quietly. I accompanied him to the door to see him out. I only meant to kiss him goodbye, but the kiss lingered longer, and before I knew it, his fly was down and I was propped on the counter in the same place where my husband last time finished me off. I let Jack fuck me again. I squelched the hard urge to arrange to see him again. I knew Liam was sleeping and wasn’t listening to us this time.

 

X

 

My third date was with a younger man. My husband wanted to see if I liked the less-in-control type. I secretly thought that maybe he was nervous about the last time when I felt extra things with Jack, a lover extraordinaire that maybe for Liam was a little too good for me. It was Liam’s idea that he enjoy me fucking other men. It was always about sexual gratification — the sound of bodily pleasure. With Jack, we didn’t debrief so completely.

 

“I felt a bit emotional with him,” I said.

 

“I know,” Liam replied, a little tongue-tied. He liked to hear his wife get fucked. He wasn’t so sure about hearing his wife get loved. For me, though, he had sparked an exploration that, being insatiably curious, I wasn’t going to be able to so neatly package back in the box it came from. I left it be for the time being, but I knew Liam and I would have to return someday to the exploration of him listening not just to another man fucking his wife, but to his wife making love to another man.

 

The young stud I picked up in the blues bar also didn’t push me, which of course made me want him all the more. Liam and I were supposed to experiment with a man unable to control himself so well, but instead, I pulled his fly down and struggled to get his belt open before he even laid a hand on me. I opened his jeans wide and felt the bulge under his underpants. His legs parted ever so slightly and I took it as a signal that he would like me to suck him a little. I was sheepish and embarrassed again but I slid down as though full of shame and I looked away when I tugged his underpants open but then I looked at it when I pulled it out and stood it up in my hand. It was a nice beautiful and big cock. I rose up on my knees and I pulled my hair back from my face and I brought my parted lips and soft tongue to the large mushroom head. I marveled at how good a slut I had become.

 

I know it's supposed to be something guys like a girl to do, but what if they notice the girl likes doing it probably as much as the guy likes getting it? Because for me, a cock like that, clean, hard, long: going between my lips feels incredible. At first, it feels like something too foreign to put in my mouth, like we’re not supposed to do that. But then it goes further and I get past the point of resisting a big foreign object in my mouth and I take it down further. It fills my mouth wider than it feels what can fit in there, but then I feel my mouth and jaw stretch to accommodate it. It rubs the roof of my mouth, it feels like it stretches against my cheeks, and it pushes my tongue down. I pushed back and rubbed back and forth with my tongue. I brought it back out of my mouth and took it in my hand and looked up at him to see what he looked like after that. He was smiling, his face was full of youthful awe and pleasure of someone who looks like they won the lottery, and it made me yearn to plunge that beautiful cock of his back into my mouth.

 

I love going down then pulling off again and doing that over and over. I love pursing my lips as though my mouth and my head are at odds. I pressed my face down and his cock pushed hard against my tightly closed lips until I lost the “fight” and his member popped into my mouth hard. He groaned and uttered sounds of pleasure and I wanted to take him deeper in my mouth than it could go.

 

I stood up to take my panties off. He stood up with me and in no time flat whipped all his clothes off too. We stood looking at each other naked before I pushed him by the shoulders to make him fall again. As much as I loved his cock in my mouth, it only made me want to feel it in my pussy the same way, pushing in, stretching me, going deeper. I straddled my man of the night and we kissed again. I reached between us with both hands and I gently stroked his cock up and down. I laughed a little again because I was so obvious about wanting to fuck him so badly. I thought I was moving way too fast, that we should at least talk a little and maybe have a little foreplay, but I was only giving it just enough time to fall this side of attacking him.

 

He noticed I was all clean down there and moaned his approval when his hand felt me there, and I nearly said something about how good my husband was doing that. I shifted forward so that I was able to press the top of his cock against my lips. We both noticed I was embarrassingly wet and my bottom lip began to twist up inside my mouth. I tried to stop shaking but it was hard because his cock was against my pussy lips so close and they were all opened up like a flower ready to capture their bee. I rose and fell on his lap so that my pussy rubbed up and down against his cock that I pressed with my hands harder against me.

 

His hands were good and strong young man’s hands and when they fell around my hips, I was ready to let him have me.”Baby” I said, and I laughed nervously again. I thought I was appalling with how needy I made myself for this young man. But the more he just sat there, the more I was crazy to get that cock in me and to ride him. I  rose in his lap and reached around behind my ass to hold his cock from behind. That made my tits available to him again and he must have known how sensitive they are because he engulfed my breast in his mouth. That made me shiver and buck and I pushed his cock and held it up and with my pussy all open and wet it just seemed to fit over and around him perfectly. It felt so good to be filled by him. I sank slowly down and I was surprised at just how wet I was. I normally need two or three pumps to get a man inside, but for this guy, I slipped down on him in one go, and that wasn’t because he was smaller. He was, in fact, bigger than most. It felt like my hips were being opened by him when I went down on him further and further till our pelvises met. I threw my head back and my hair flew everywhere and I clasped my hands together behind his neck and began to rise and fall in his lap now that we were connected and his cock was mine to drive myself onto. His cock was big in me and when he began to hit the top of my pussy, I involuntarily whimpered and yelped. I loved the sound of my thighs slapping his thighs. His hands drove me on him faster and harder. He drove me nuts catching my tits in his mouth as we fucked.

 

I got off him and I said, all sweetly as though offering coffee, “Would you like to have me from behind?” It was a foolish question because it was me who wanted him to take me that way. And I didn’t wait for an answer before positioning myself on the couch with my dripping ass up high for him to take. He turned on his knees and got himself behind my ass and took hold of my hips in his hands. When he entered me like that it was like the first time again, feeling his cock all hot and slick pushing into me, filling me, stuffing me hard. He rammed himself against my ass so hard I jolted into the arm of the couch. I cried out. I knew Liam was making himself ejaculate a few feet above me.

 

XI

 

Today had been a particularly long day with a lot of miles on my feet touring every amenity of the sprawling new seaside resort. Not gonna lie, jetting from the midwest to the Costa Maya in mid-February for a three-day look-and-learn on the company tab — I work for a corporate retreat planner checking out sites we can plan and sell to our clients — is a very perk-filled job. Having a husband who gets his rocks off listening to me re-live my casual sex glory years, only this time with the trust, security, and safety of knowing he’s listening and can pipe up at any time on the BlueTooth speaker if my date crosses a line, is exquisite. It was his idea.

 

This time though, being the slut I am, things began on the hotel elevator. I have to admit that wearing business attire, including heels, stockings and business dress while walking purposefully through scads of barely dressed sunbathers in 90+ weather leaves me feeling jealous. And I have to look at them too — part of my report includes the kind of people the resort caters to in terms of apparent wealth and income, age, whether there are kids and so on. Reviews, pamphlets, and photos don’t tell the true story — we need eyes on the prize, and those are my eyes.

 

I also have to check out services. “Just doing my job” includes booking at least one visit to any spa, massage, makeup session, or any other amenity offered on-site. Yeah, yeah, I know, tough work. But the result is, after a day of walking in heels, getting a massage, doing the spa, soaking in my swim-out, and playing with lotions and creams, then heading out to check on the nightclubs, leaves a girl wanting a little something to satisfy all the physical and visual arousal.

 

The man on the elevator was about my age — 35. He was also very fit. I had been looking at bodies all day and didn’t realize I was still doing that, up and down his. He intrigued me because, while he wasn’t dressed in business attire, he also wasn’t dressed for lounging poolside. “Facility investigator?” I smiled crookedly at him.

 

He pointed his gun-hand at me, winked, and said, “Nailed it.”

 

Funny. We had the same job. I nodded and snorted and so did he. It took about three seconds of the gears turning in my head to realize he had been doing the same thing, getting pampered, exhausted and assaulted with visions of bathing beauties all day just like me. Ergo, he’d be feeling just like me — like wanting to bypass all the tiresome prelims and just skip to the touchy-feelies. My heart skipped and pounded as soon as I formed the idea in my mind. It was weird. But knowing I’d get my husband on the phone soon, I felt so free and utterly safe that it was almost like a drug flooding through my veins. The man was a total stranger, and yet it had the aura of familiarity and safety, knowing he did my job. I took one step toward him, pressed my hand palm-forward against his crotch and squeezed him. His hand went right to my ass and squeezed me right back.

 

After that, my body went on autopilot. I went at him like someone climbing a rope in gym with my arms and legs all over him. He treated me like I treated him: mutually selfishly grabbing and touching and feeling whatever of the other’s body we felt like grabbing, touching or feeling. I drove my hand straight down the front of his pants and fingered my way inside his underpants and he, wanting to cop a feel of my tits, went straight down the front of my dress and inside my bra. The more he took what he felt like taking, the more liberating it was for me to grab whatever I wanted.

 

The elevator door swished open and we carried on against each other stumbling down the hallway, me pushing him to my room. I think another couple passed us on the way but paid no attention: we looked like midwest newly-weds to them no doubt. The door to my room hadn’t even closed yet when I had his pants and underpants down.

 

I had a one-night stand in college one time that had lingered as a fantasy. The killer element? He took me wholly, completely, and selfishly. Ever since then, I’d marveled at the mystery of how anyone could be like that: so self-assured, so self-serving, to just take another person as you wanted, as though you even knew what you wanted.

 

I sent him for a shower and told him to make sure everywhere was clean. He came out with the towel wrapped around him looking like a sex toy. I hopped in and showered up too. I came out of the bathroom naked but for my thongs with him in bed at full erection and even squirming he was so anticipating me climbing on for my well-deserved ride. “One second!” I said and darted with my phone back to the bathroom. I was shaking with sexual energy and nerves. I texted first. “Babe, get ready now!”

 

Before he wrote back, I added, “Never wanted a cock in me as bad as I want right now.”

 

Still, nothing came back, so I went on. “Hurry babe! I’m dripping for him.”

 

He didn’t text back. There was no choice. I phoned his number and put the phone on the credenza dragging some of my paperwork over it. I wasn’t able to check if my husband was there or if everything was working. I was flying solo. If he was there, he’d have no explanation, just the sounds.

 

I stood at the foot of the bed where the man was laying all entitled with his arms under his head and his cock twitching. He was a gorgeous specimen, built kind of like those guys who are made for fucking and not much else. He struck me as a sexbot, something that landed on my hotel bed for me to play with and stuff inside of me. And so I did, whether Liam was listening or not. I found it was no less exciting for me. I’d be telling him about it, and that now seemed like enough.

 

XII

 

This time I was late calling my husband again so when his phone buzzed back in Ann Arbor four hours away from my hotel room still in Cancun, things were already heating up. He’d also have to puzzle out for himself again from what he could hear what was going on because I didn’t have time to warn him that I had, once again, “dated.” But he would know by now what it sounds like when I moan for him with another man’s cock, smooth and slippery, in my mouth. He would know also how I sound when I shiver and quake with my pussy pushing into a man’s face, onto his mouth, and with his tongue probing up into me. I learned to get super verbal for my husband so he would know from far away what exactly I was doing. Some of it was for him. But I found that I liked being loud. There was a lot about this that was for me.

 

Sometimes I think I should stop this silliness and recklessness. But then, tonight, a guy eyes me, I play eyes back at him, and next thing you know, I’ve got yet another stranger’s cock in my hand, or elsewhere, and if it’s so wrong, why does my body feel so good? I was at one of the many bars at the resort with my laptop open making preliminary notes on what I’d seen, enjoying a free double Jack Daniels and cooling my jets in the aircon when I felt eyes scanning me. I looked up and lingered my eyes right back on him while raising my glass to my mouth with a swirl of my wrist. My motto had always been, if he lets me stare back and doesn’t look away, he stands a good chance. If he crosses the floor after I look away, he’d have to exhibit a deal-breaker to not get good and fucked. Deal breakers include general evidence of hygiene, teeth, the kind of laugh if he can laugh, and cheaters. That last one is a soft target. I don’t inquire, I just won’t go a step further if there is any outward evidence making the married status obvious.

 

This guy didn’t raise any of my flags. I smiled into my glass when he pulled up a stool right next to me. He started in with what I took to be his go-to lines. I simply put a hand on his lap, looked him right in the eye, and said, “You already got me. I will suck you.  I will let you eat me out. I will ride you. I will let you fuck me all night long if you want. You hit the home run, you don’t have to run the bases to score. Let’s make a night of this, yeah?” I held up my glass to clink with his glass. That was my go-to line. It worked every time because I discovered one thing: guys only rush because they think they might not score. There was a thrill for me this time knowing my husband wasn’t listening on the phone. He would hear about it later, for sure. I wondered if, in liking his wife getting fucked by another, he liked knowing also that she fucks without his knowledge. How much of his wife did he like sharing? Would he, I wondered, looking around the resort, like it if I spent a weekend holiday with someone like Jack? If I slept with a man, and woke up with him, and spent dinners, walks, swims, with him?

 

With Jack? I kept thinking.

 

I also know another thing about most guys. “Scoring” is one thing, but letting every other guy around know they scored, and with whom, was their real win. “Tell you what,” I said to this guy. “I’m going to go up and get myself all ready for you. You go up and get yourself all ready for me. We meet outside the club at 10. I need a date for tonight. I don’t want to know anything about you. But I’m going to be your very fuckable new wife all night, and when I take you by the hand and lead you out, you will know why. Think you can live with that?”

The answer would always be “Yes.”

 

I put on my slinkiest, tightest clubbing dress, my hottest underwear, and my skankiest perfume. He was there, of course, tail wagging and hopping on his hind legs, drooling and panting. I took him on the dance floor and pressed my ass against him, I rubbed my tits into him, I snuck little squeezes and tugs at his crotch, and I said things in his ears to make his hair stand on end. I also made sure to be continually needing the ladies' room, another drink, or any other excuse to prance around and get as many eyes on me as I could.  It was all about the man seeing all the other men looking at me. When I had the attention of the room, I came up to him, kissed him deeply, and tugged him from his stool with my outstretched arm and made sure every other guy in the place knew I was a woman in heat who wanted to fuck. I took him out the long way, across the middle of the floor, and out the door and straight to my room. Once inside, I finally called my husband, put my phone under some paper, and adjusted the angle of my purse.

 

It was a night that songs are made of. And it began by surprise for Liam. He knew I was on the business trip, investigating the resort. He didn’t know I would be fucking a different man every night. Something about doing it without his prior permission was new and it made me feel like a bad girl. Liam had unleashed something I didn’t even know was in a cage inside me.

 

I got excited all over again, and when I examined what it was that was so damned hot, it was seeing Jack on the sly, and not for a fuck, or just for a night. After all, I went to resorts like this one several times a year, for three nights at a time. How would Liam like it if his wife lived with a man for a long weekend? Dare I say it, if his wife not only fucked other men but also loved other men? Or at least if she loved the one man? I bit my lip hard with nervousness staring out the airplane window jetting home. I also barely managed to keep from rubbing myself at the thought of a three-day private affair with that man.

 

My stupid mind. I tried to stop it, but it began trying to figure out how.




Fiance At Sea

 

JL Sanders

 

Lexi tugged her baseball cap down low over her thick-lined nordic-blue

eyes but she kept them on Nolan’s all the while.

 

“You’re not shy, are you?” Nolan teased her.

 

Cole pushed at Sawyer’s huge shoulders and pointed with his face and

Sawyer shimmied sideways out of the booth to let him out to get more

beers.

 

“Nole?” he said, tilting his thumb at his mouth.

 

“Yeah, why not,” Nolan said. “Might not have a blonde sitting beside

me rest of the year.” He elbowed her.

 

“Maybe the rest of your life,” Lexi said back to him, before she elbowed

him back harder in the ribs. But her hand landed below the edge of the table

on his thigh where no one saw. She spun her head when Cole called her

from the mess and her ponytail, sticking out the back hole of her hat,

whipped Nolan’s face. She squealed and cupped her hand to her face. “Oh

my god, sorry!” she laughed a little too hysterically.

 

“Yeah?” Cole called to her, holding up a beer.

 

“Thanks!” she nodded to him. She squeezed Nolan’s leg secretly.

 

“So,” Sawyer said, “Is it JD?”

 

“JD!” she cried out loud, dropping her head and pushing her fist in the

air.

“Your fiancé?”

 

Cole pushed a cold beer toward her hand and she wiped it with her

sleeve and dropped her head back to let it gurgle into her mouth. “My

fiancé,” she nodded not looking at him. She twisted Nolan’s jeans tightly

between her thumb and finger.

 

“He gone to bed early?” Sawyer said.

 

“He likes going to bed early, yes,” she responded curtly.

 

“How long you been together?

 

“Hey, put something on!” she said to Cole. “I feel like dancing!”

 

Cole found a music channel and turned it up. The three seamen, Cole,

Sawyer, and Nolan, remained at the booth style mess table when Lexi, low

hat, honey-blond ponytail, long-tail plunge-neck mint-green t-shirt,

hyacinth blue leggings, and flat white trainers, pushed up and took a

position in the middle of the small floor. She lowered her face so the brim

of her hat covered her face and tapped her heel finding the beat of the song.

 

“Ok,” she suddenly broke character and covered her face with both her

hands. “Nobody laugh!” she laughed. “I always wanted to be a dancer.”

 

“Now’s your chance,” Cole said.

 

“Something else I’m never going to do in Seattle,” she said. She

lowered her face again and tapped her heel. She twisted to the side, raised

her arms and plunged them down, and began to gyrate and undulate in so

many directions, the three young men gaped, mesmerized. She finished the

song with her hand on her ass and her other hand pointing at the men in turn

as she nodded with her cherry red lips puckered. She laughed and covered

her face again and squealed when the song stopped.

Cole and Sawyer clapped but Nolan only stared at her and nodded

slightly. She dove into the booth seat beside Nolan and buried her face in

his shoulder. Cole got another song started right away. She drank back

several more gulps of beer and Sawyer tapped the table top. “Right here this

time!” he shouted.

 

“No way!” she squealed, twisting her fist in Nolan’s jeans again, but

higher up.

 

“No one from the lab coming, right?” Sawyer darted a glance out the

porthole to the three modulars secured to the ship’s stern deck.

 

“They’re all early-to-bed types,” she glanced again out the bottom of her

brim up at Nolan. “Unlike me,” she purred to him privately.

 

“How many of you are there again?” Sawyer continued asking her.

 

“Six, me included,” she tipped her bottle to her lips. “Us three

archeologists, the two students, and JD, the team leader.” She leaned

sideways to see the modulars herself out the porthole. “How many of you

again?”

 

Sawyer thought a moment. “Well there’s Cole, Nolan and me, the deck

crew, there’s Cap, there’s the cook, the engineer, and the mate. Seven of

us.”

 

“And no one coming?” she glanced at Nolan again. Her hand wrapped

around the inside of his thigh high up and she let her fingers trace the line

of the inner seam of his jeans — all in secret.

 

“Cole can lock the door on the inside. They’d have to knock,” Sawyer

used his eyes to send Cole to do just that.

 

“Should I?” she bit her lip looking at Nolan. “Turn the light out a bit,”

she called to Cole while he was up from the small table, as though she had

already answered her question for herself.

“Hey,” Nolan said to her, “you’re in the Bering Strait 5,000 miles from

home on a ship at night in a locked room with three horny guys. What could

possibly go wrong?” He chuckled and sucked back half his beer.

 

“You’re right,” she said. “Never going to be back here, am I,” she

scanned around the room with conspiratorial eyes.

 

Sawyer discretely removed the salt and pepper shakers from the top of

the table. He leaned below to place them on the floor at his feet. That’s

when he caught site of Lexi’s long, white fingers and her mahogany red

nails scratching lightly at the front of Nolan’s jeans — and the visible lump

beneath.

 

“Up to you,” Nolan said, catching Sawyer’s eyes when he resurfaced.

 

“This is so crazy!” she murmured. She used his shoulders to steady

herself as she pulled up to stand on the red bench seat and she pushed her

small white trainers off with her toes. Her toe nails were also mahogany

red. She wavered as she stepped up on to the table top but grasped Nolan’s

hand and steadied herself with him guiding her. She looked back down the

length of her arm and smiled at him softly before letting his hand go. She

posed once there, one foot raised on the balls of her feet, her hands on her

crooked-set hips, and her t-shirt slid off one shoulder, showing the strap of

her blush-pink bra. She giggled and covered her face and then began

dancing.

 

“I’m hot, that’s all,” she said, as she crossed her arms in front of her

body and pulled her loose, long t-shirt up over her head. She refitted her

cap, tugging her ponytail back out through the hole in the back and she

tugged it low again to hide most of her pretty face.  She got down on her

hands and knees and grabbed Nolan’s can of beer and drank from it and

laughed. She rolled over onto her back on the table between the three men

and she raised her hips and pushed her leggings down her knees, tugging

them off her pointed toes and dropping them into Nolan’s lap. She rolled

over again onto her stomach and bent her legs at her knees and raised herself on her elbows along the length of the table. She looked behind

herself over her shoulder. “Do I have a nice ass or what?” she said.

 

Cole reached out and ran his hand over her ass as though he were

feeling the texture of a sculpture. “Yeah, pretty nice ass,” he said

surprisingly nervously.

 

She looked further down at Nolan. “I don’t mind touching,” she said.

“It’s not like this is some peeler joint where you’re not allowed.” She

weaved her legs back and forth and giggled at him. He wrapped his huge

hand around the back of her small thigh. She rolled over and began to

writhe on the table, arching her back, and crossing and uncrossing her legs.

“I don’t know why I’m doing this,” she said and she covered her face in her

hands again.

 

“Because you’re feeling free,” Sawyer said.

 

She spun around and sat up, shimmying herself over to drop her feet

down on the bench on both sides of Nolan. She leaned over and took his

face in her hands. “You promise no one’s coming in here?” she said quietly.

 

“Pretty sure,” he said. She lifted his face and kissed him on his mouth.

 

“You big rough guys are making this innocent little girl feel dirty,” she

said staring directly into Nolan’s eyes. Cole and Sawyer exchanged glances

and returned to gazing at the fresh, soft, young body lying on their mess

table. She sat up straight and reached behind herself, grasping at her bra

clasps. Sawyer reached up and helped her and she pulled her hair in soft

silky ropes over her shoulder to allow him. When he unclasped, she shook

her shoulders and the straps fell down her arms. She held her bra to her

breasts with her hand and curled her lips between her teeth, her eyes, soft

and blue, locked on Nolan’s. She slowly brought her hand away and her bra

fell into Nolan’s lap. She chuckled as though to herself and wrapped her

hands around his head and pulled her chest to his face, pressing her soft,

small breasts into his face. “I’m supposed to get married next month,” she

whispered.

Sawyer ran his fingertips down her back, all long, slender and toned.

Cole also reached out and wrapped his hand around her stomach. Lexi

reached down for Nolan’s hands and brought them to her breasts and

pressed them against herself under her own hands. She dropped her head

back and jutted her chest forward. Her back twisted and waved in time with

the music and under the groping advances of Sawyer’s and Cole’s hands.

Lexi stood up on the bench facing Nolan. The front of her pale pink lace

boy-shorts panties nearly touched his face. She looked down with her

thumbs under the waist of her panties. “No one will get to see or touch my

pussy soon,” she said. Nolan looked up with his nose brushing the fabric.

Cole surreptitiously slipped around from the far side to the bench Nolan sat

on and ran his hands liberally all over her calf, and then her thigh. “Gonna

be married pussy soon,” she murmured. She pushed her thumbs down and

her panties slipped half way down over her ass. Sawyer leaned far forward

and ran his hands over her smooth, round ass, and down the skin on the

inside of her thighs. Lexi shivered and she pushed further, leaving the top of

her panties stretched between her upper thighs. She took Nolan’s shoulders

in her soft, cool hands and wavered. Nolan tugged her panties down her

legs and she steadied herself gripping his shoulders as she lifted a foot at a

time out of her panties that he held for her. She giggled when he put them

aside — she was completely nude.

 

She began to dance again, turning around to push her smooth ass into

Nolan’s face. Both Sawyer’s hands felt up and down the front of her thighs

and his thumbs edged close to the narrow patch of fur that remained

unshaved between her legs. She crawled back onto the table and onto her

hands and knees. She turned and reached below the table to Nolan’s belt.

“You guys aren’t going to leave me the only one with my clothes off, are

you?” she said looking directly into Nolan’s eyes from up close. She tugged

at his belt and play-whined and smiled crookedly at him. Sawyer slipped

out of his bench seat and knelt on the floor at the end of the table, wrapping

his hands around her ankles and pulling. She yelped and laughed as she slid

over the table and both Cole and Nolan pushed the table over the

unoccupied bench and stood up. Lexi whooped lightly and tugged and

pulled at Nolan’s pants. She pushed his t-shirt over his stomach and he pulled it the rest of the way off. She knelt up against him and felt all around

his abs and his pecs, her eyes watching closely where her fingers travelled

over his edges and dips.

 

She rolled over again when Sawyer tugged at her ankles and she play-

fell on her back. She kept her knees raised as he tugged and slid her ass

along the table closer to the edge. She put the tip of her pinky in the corner

of her mouth as she looked down her body at Sawyer who gently pressed

her raised knees apart. Nolan and Cole looked at each other and both

shrugged before dropping their pants around their ankles. Lexi saw Cole’s

cock first and, realizing that above her Nolan was naked too, she craned her

neck looking sideways and reached up to his cock, already semi-hard. She

bit her bottom lip and, meeting his eyes with hers, she dropped her mouth

open wide. She tugged on his cock and he pressed his hips forward. Still

she couldn’t reach and she giggled before flopping herself over closer to the

side of the table. She wrapped her hand around his cock and closed her eyes

when she brought her lips, wet and full, to the head of his cock. She

moaned when Cole seized her breasts. She arched and whimpered when

Sawyer kissed her pussy lips. And she cried when Nolan pushed his hips

forward, burying his cock between her tightly pursed red painted lips.

 

Sawyer poked his tongue along one side of her pussy lips and down the

other side, tasting her wetness as her hips turned, chasing his mouth with

her pussy. Cole pinched and twisted her nipples and she arched up and

dropped down in response. She reached behind Nolan’s ass and grabbed

him, pulling him and pushing him to encourage him to fuck her mouth like

it was her pussy. She fellated her tongue around his shaft like an eel. She

craned her neck further when he pushed into her deeper, and he saw a lump

protrude in her throat before she recoiled and coughed and laughed.

 

Sawyer stood and whipped his pants off too. He gripped her thighs and

pressed forward, but Lexi yelped and shut her knees and pulled off Nolan’s

cock. “No!” she cried out. “Not that.” When Sawyer pressed ahead again,

she forced her knees closed and said more sternly, “No!” Cole slapped

Sawyer and he dropped to his knees again and took up eating her out —

which relaxed her again, allowing her knees to part widely. Cole tried to push his cock up and Lexi grabbed it and began to alternate between the

two of them, sucking on one and then the other.

 

When she began to gyrate under Sawyer’s tongue, she closed her knees

again and laughed. “No!” she said. She slipped down onto the bench. “Sit

here,” she said to Sawyer, patting the table in front of her. “Sit here,” she

said to Cole, patting the table beside Sawyer. She giggled and wrapped both

her hands around the two cocks. She looked at Nolan with wide, glassy

eyes, and she dove down on Cole, taking his cock deeply in her mouth. She

pulled off and went down on Sawyer’s cock, diving equally deeply. She

alternated in the this fashion stroking their cocks in her cool, elegant hands

when she wasn’t sucking them. Both men rose up in equal time to the brink

and she laughed and sucked them both back and forth more quickly. When

she sensed they were both too close, she grabbed Cole’s t-shirt and covered

his cock, and she did the same with Sawyer’s t-shirt. She continued to

stroke them together and she moaned and squirmed in her bench seat as the

two men ejaculated powerfully in her hands.

 

Nolan sat beside her stroking his own cock the whole time. When she

finished with Cole and Sawyer, he tried grab her but she escaped his hands.

Nothing was said as she pulled on her clothes again. Cole and Sawyer

looked at each other as they got dressed too. Nolan sat on the bench

confused. She looked at Nolan and ordered him dressed, looking at him

with scolding eyes. When everyone was dressed, she said to Cole and

Sawyer, “That was fun!” Then she turned to Nolan, hooked his pinky with

her own pinky, and she said quietly to him, “Why don’t you show me your

room?”

 

Nolan slowly nodded and grinned and lead her out of the mess. “Take

care boys,” he said to Cole and Sawyer who only stood watching and

staring. She looked over her shoulder before the door closed, and she blew

them each a kiss and smiled.

 

Nolan lead her down the hall indicating to her with his finger to his lips

that she had to be quiet. She held his hand behind him with both of hers. He

got to his door and brought her inside ahead of him. He looked back out behind himself and, satisfied no one was disturbed, he softly closed his door

and locked it.

 

When he turned around, she stood for him with her hands behind her

back like a present, already having kicked off her shoes. “Alone at last,” she

said in a near whisper. “Undress me?”

 

He chuckled and stepped up to her. Before he could touch her shirt, she

threw her arms around his neck, rose on her toes, and kissed him deeply and

long. When she broke off the kiss, she was trembling. He lifted the bottom

of her t and she pushed her arms up so he could lift her shirt off. “Do you

like my hair?”

 

“It’s fucking awesome,” he said.

 

“I was getting it ready for you when my fiancé came in our bathroom.”

 

Nolan pushed his hands inside her leggings and brought them down over

her ass and down her thighs. She stepped out of them balancing herself with

her light hands on his shoulders. She undid his pants too, with hands that

shook. He clasped his hands over hers. “Why so nervous?”

 

She exhaled and bit her lip. “Because I decided something.”

 

“Decided what?” he said, pulling his pants off. He pushed her panties

off her round, smooth ass and she assisted him, lifting her feet one at a time.

 

“That you’d be my last,” she said.

 

“Last what?”

 

She stepped up to lean her whole body against him. She wrapped her

arms around his neck again and kissed his chin. His cock, hard, poked at her

stomach. She put her lips nearly against his. “The last man I fuck,” she

whispered, “before I get married.” She kissed him again longer and deeper.

“I thought you said no,” Nolan held his arms around her back.

 

“To them, not to you,” she said.

 

“When did you decide this?”

 

“About a week ago,” she said, stepping backward, pulling him by his

hands toward the edge of his bed. The room was small with one tiny

porthole looking out on the glowing foam edges of the slowly rolling

waves. She sat on the bed and scurried up on her back, pushing the blanket

out of the way. She rested her head back on the pillow she folded in half

and she pulled his hands all the while, till he was kneeling on the bed too,

between her raised, parted knees.

 

“He was wondering why I was putting makeup on,” she said.

 

“What did you tell him?” Nolan leaned over all her body with his,

planting his hands on the bed beside her. He leaned down and kissed her

lips — she arched and closed her eyes and offered up her soft mouth to him.

 

“That I was just feeling like being sexy.”

 

“Did he take you?”

 

She reached down between his legs and wrapped her cool hand around

his enlarging cock. “No,” she whispered. “I didn’t let him.”

 

“Why not?” he said. She tugged him and he lowered his hips.

 

“Because I wanted you,” she exhaled. The head of his cock touched her

glistening, throbbing pussy lips.

 

“But that’s your future husband,” he said. He moved his hips and his

cock opened her lips.

 

“Just fuck me, Nolan,” she whispered.

He lowered himself and as his cock filled her, she dug her nails into his

shoulders, threw her head to the side and bit her bottom lip hard. She

whimpered and inhaled sharply with a high pitch.

 

He pressed into her further. “Just me,” he said.

 

She pushed with her heels and shoulders and drove her hips up to engulf

his cock deeper in her wet pussy. “Just you,” she cried out in a pitched

whisper. Her pussy grasped and sucked on his cock, her lips dragged down

his shaft and wrapped around when she pushed back up. “Fuck me Nolan,”

she repeated, her eyes clenching and her fists punching the back of his

shoulders.

 

He pulled nearly out of her and plunged back in, reaching a further

depth inside her. Her body rocked off his bed and she cried out and spread

her legs further. “Oh my god,” she bit on his wrist planted beside her head.

She raised her feet and locked her ankles around the small of his back and

he plunged himself into her harder and faster, bouncing her tiny body off

his bed, smashing their hips together. She began to cry out louder and

thrashed beneath him, side to side, whipping her long, luxurious hair over

her face and shoulders and breasts.

 

He buried his face in her neck and she wrapped her arms around his

back. He fucked her hard and deep and she cringed and clenched her jaw

and eyes. When she felt him start to breath hard and groan, she grabbed

onto him harder and screeched. His come filled her and gushed out and still

he fucked her hard. She arched her back like she was stabbed and she cried

out like she had fallen from a cliff. Her body bucked and her hips snapped

at his. She convulsed and nearly sat up straight under him, before flopping

back down.

 

When her breathing and heart had subsided, and when he lifted himself

off of her and flopped down beside her, she half rolled toward him,

scratched at his chest with her fingernail, and kissed his arm. “Oh my god,

that was good,” she whispered.

“Good enough for a last time?” he smiled at his ceiling.

 

“Oh my god, yes,” she gulped. She rolled over on her side and kissed his

chest. “That was, um,” she drew circles on his chest with her fingertip. “A

bit better than I was expecting.”

 

He exhaled out his nose.

 

“You’re a lot quieter than JD,” she said.

 

He still said nothing.

 

“He would be talking now, even,” she said, kissing his chest and his

neck. “You’re more the strong silent type, aren’t you,” she whispered.

 

She turned her wrist and squinted at her watch. “Oh my god, is that the

time?” She sat up and combed her hair with her long fingers, sitting on the

edge of his bed. “I’ve got to get back before anyone in my crew wakes up.”

 

Nolan leaned on his elbow resting on his side. Her back was long and

slender and toned. He touched her and traced out her shape and she writhed

and undulated in response. “Stop,” she whispered. “I’m trying to go.”

 

She dressed and he stayed in bed. She leaned over him and kissed his

mouth. “Thank you, Nolan,” she said.

 

“Anytime, I guess,” he chuckled.

 

“Better not,” she scolded playfully. She opened his door and stared back

a while. She pursed her lips and waved at him with her light, fluttering

fingers.

 

The following day, the crew worked on deck as the craft nosed around

islands and shoals trying to get the science crew onto a shore they needed to

investigate as another possible land-bridge passage where artifacts from crossing humans might be found. At night, Cole, Sawyer, and Nolan were

playing cards in the mess again when there was a tapping at the door.

 

“It’s open,” shouted Cole.

 

Lexi didn’t step in, but she stood in the open door. They all stopped their

cards and stared. “Come on in,” smiled Sawyer.

 

She just shook her head “no.” She bit her lip and caught Nolan’s eyes

and gestured with her head for him to come alone.

 

“Be back soon, boys, but go on without me,” he crawled out from the

table and shut the door behind him, leading her down the hall quickly

before anyone appeared in the hall — it was much earlier in the night.

 

He got her inside his room. She turned and immediately wrapped her

arms around his neck and brought her lips — pink and frosted this time —

to his.

 

“I thought you said last night was the last time,” he said to her, wrapping

his arms around her back.

 

“I thought I said that too,” she said. She pushed back from him. “I

thought you’d like to see me in this though.” She spread her arms and

twirled around. She was wearing a big, oversized wool sweater that

bunched up cutely under her neck, and tight, faded blue jeans.

 

“It’s nice,” he said.

 

She lifted it off and showed him her black balcony bra. “I wore this for

you,” she said. She tugged open her jeans and peeled them off. “And these,”

she said, showing him her black lacy thong panties. She twirled around

again. “Do you like?”

 

“I like,” he said.

She stepped up to him and tugged at the waist of his jeans. “I couldn’t

get you off my mind all day today,” she whispered. She pulled his pants

open and reached inside. “I think you did something to me last night.”

 

“Are you sure we should be doing this,” he said, lifting his t-shirt off

over his head.

 

She gripped his wrist and pushed his hand down inside the front of her

panties. She steered his finger to her slit and pushed it against her. She was

soaking wet. “My body seems to think it’s right,” she whispered.

 

He sat in his chair at the desk under the steel round porthole. She knelt

in front of him and worked his jeans and underwear off. She lifted his cock

and looked up into his eyes as she licked up its underside. “It’s all I wanted

to do today,” she whispered. She wrapped her pink lips around his head and

pushed her head down, engulfing his cock in her hot, wet mouth. She

tightened her lips and pulled her face back up from his lap. She panted and

stroked his enlarged cock. “I had to have you again.” She pushed her head

down on him deeper.

 

Nolan wrapped his hands around her head and stroked out her long

blonde hair so it spread over his lap. She bobbed on him and moaned loudly

with his cock stuffed in her mouth.

 

From outside, they both heard JD’s voice. “Lexi?” Nolan turned to look

over his shoulder but Lexi spun his chair back to face her. She climbed up

in his lap and knelt on the edges of his chair straddling him. “Lexi?” they

could both hear again. She tangled her fingers in the hair at the back of his

head and she lowered her quaking hips. His cock nudged the lips of her

pussy. “Lexi?” JD’s voice cried out closer to the porthole.

 

She dropped her hips and his cock, huge, had no friction stuffing inside

her deeply — she was ready and open and wet. She squished her hips down

arching her back and she cried out with her head falling so far back her hair

grazed his thighs. “Lexi!” they heard closer. She didn’t realize at first that

Nolan had opened his porthole window an inch or two. She knew she had to be quite fucking him but it was impossible. She moaned and sighed. His

cock filled her in ways she had never felt filled before. And he was

infuriatingly, deliciously, quiet. She rode him harder and faster and she

moaned so loud, she cried.

 

“Lexi!” JD’s voice sounded like he was just outside the window. She

panted and inhaled sharply, sucking air in with high pitches, like someone

surprised repeatedly, or scared. She pumped her hips into his lap and forced

his cock deeper. “Lexi?” JDs voice sounded like it was at Nolan’s window.

She tried to stave it off, she clenched trying to keep from losing, but having

never had an intercourse orgasm — but having read about it enough — she

was shocked and caught off guard at not only how deeply it originated but

also how it clouded her mind and made her not care about anything at all

other than the gathering force of the powerfully breaking orgasm. She cried

out loudly and repeatedly as her body flopped and thrashed in Nolan’s lap.

It felt like she was peeing, she flooded in her pussy so thoroughly. The

beauty of it all was too much for Nolan and though he also tried to restrain

himself, he could not stop and shot hard and deep inside Lexi’s pussy.

 

She sagged and draped herself over his shoulder like a drained balloon.

His cock, expended, flopped out of her and come, both hers and his, ran out

and all over his lap. She kissed his neck hard and said, “Fuck, Nolan.” He

held her and said nothing. She kissed his ear. “I think I’m fucked,” she

moaned.

 

The next day, there had been an emergency back in Seattle and JD and

Lexi needed to leave right away. A float plane landed in the bay and Nolan

ferried them out to it in the whaler. He held the rudder as Lexi stared

straight ahead into the wind, her hood up tight. She held JD’s hand in hers

all the way. Nolan held Lexi’s hand to guide her from standing in the tippy

boat to stepping onto the floats of the plane and to the ladder inside, but she

didn’t turn to look at him once, not even when the plane door was closed

and he stood in his whaler slowly drifting back, watching her beautiful

profile in the tiny and thick plane window, still able to feel her soft elegant

hand where they had just been holding. He watched as the plane spit spray and rocketed down the inlet, lifted into the sky, and disappeared as a

receding dot of grey against the grey.

 

The season came to an end eight weeks later and the men prepared the

ship for wintering. On the last day of power on the ship, Nolan got an

email.

 

“Hi Nolan,” it began. “Last summer was the most powerful experience

I’d ever had — and I don’t mean the field work on land!”

 

JD had never known what she had done — he found her outside where

she planted herself, on the stern staring off into the empty space at night. “I

told him I was imagining being part of a group crossing the land bridge.”

But when they got back to Seattle, she realized she couldn’t go through with

her wedding, “not while I had such deeply confusing thoughts about a

certain someone who was living and working thousands of miles away from

me.” She called the wedding off, left JD, and spent the next two months

trying to get him out of her mind. “But then I realized one day, to get you

out, or to not try anymore, I had to see why you affected me so much.” She

told him where she lived. And said, “If you want to come, I’d like to see

you again.”

 

When she opened her door, she leaped so hard and high, he caught her

in his hands and she wrapped her legs around his waist and squeezed so

hard he couldn’t breathe. “If you didn’t come here, I was going to go up

there and find you and fuck your brains out, you know.” She lowered

herself and her pussy lips opened around his shaft. She pressed her hands

into his chest and gasped. “You’re my able bodied seaman, aren’t you,” she

cooed, and she fell over, buried her face in his neck, and moved her body

like waves on him, undulating until he came inside her. “Stay with me,” she

whispered nearly inaudibly against his ear.




My Hotwife, My Brother, and Me

 

Dylan Chase

 

I watched silently and barely breathing through the narrow gap in the accordion doors of our hall coat closet. My wife Karina, standing one-quarter facing me, tilted her face down but kept her eyes locked on Jonah’s eyes, my brother, sitting on our couch, the back and side of his head facing me. I could just barely make out her facial expressions in the dying light streaming through our massive living room window where the glowing knife-edge of the sun sank into the black ocean. I could see her pianist’s agile fingers move to her long, slender neck and to the top of the zipper there. Her mouth popped open like she had been poked for fun. Her hand began to slowly slide down over the hills and into the dips of her front, taking the zipper head with it. She blew a puff of air from her jutting bottom lip to lift a black strand of escaped hair momentarily from her cheek and looked down to marvel at her own body reveal. It was one of her favorites, a tight-fitting stretch-cotton turtle-neck lipstick-red dress. It fit her like skin. The parting sides of the opening pulled tightly back from her breasts. A slash of gold lit her exposed stomach on fire.

 

Jonah made like he was straightening his pants but he was shifting to gain room for his expanding bulge — even I could see that and I could barely see anything. He draped his arm behind his head over the back of the couch to demonstrate just how cool and relaxed he was, but inside, I knew he could not have believed what he was watching. Devout, church-going, always ready to judge Karina, blessed unfairly, he used to tease me, with the hottest body this side of paradise, was the last wife anyone would suspect of even harboring fantasies of infidelity. I knew her better than anyone of course and if what I was watching literally blew my mind, my brother Jonah could hardly have been much less stunned.

 

I could see Karina smile to herself when the zipper reached the bottom below her navel and she turned out her shoulders to let that tight red number of hers fall open like French doors greeting him. I was distracted from feelings of betrayal, jealousy, rage, and belittlement by the vision of my wife, a true Venus, a body sculpted by masters’ hands, emerging into the light like a drug. Jonah too ran his eyes up and down her tanned flesh. Her black bra’s raised textures caught dapples of light from the last of the dying rays. She held her arms out to Jonah with the sleeves already over her hands. She wanted him to pull her dress off her. She was offering him everything.

 

Twelve hours earlier, I had helped her into that dress upstairs in our bedroom. She was going to an office dress-up day and I was off on a three-day business trip. I was canceled and came home that evening to surprise her with tickets to the island and hotel reservations. I still had them clutched in my hand when I hid in the coat closet to surprise her with when she came in from work. But she didn’t come in alone. “The hell?” I thought when my brother Jonah came in my front door close behind her.

 

She had always hated him. Now she was leaning her hands on his shoulders and wiggling her hips to help as he peeled her dress the rest of the way down her sleek body. I could hear her giggle. He placed his hands on her bare, slim, waist. She lifted a knee to the edge of the couch and forced it between his legs. She removed one of her hands from his shoulders and it seemed to hang there like it didn’t know where to go next like there were possibilities about that being weighed.

 

“Hang on,” she said in a spoken whisper through a conspiring grin. I pulled back to avoid detection as she skipped past the crack in the closet door in nothing but her black bra and black panties. I peeked back out at my brother who looked around like it was the first time he was in our house — but he’d been on that very couch a thousand times. She returned a moment later with my tablet playing acoustic guitar music. She also carried a bottle of wine and two glasses in her other hand. She never drank. At least, I never knew her to drink. She handed those to Jonah while she went to set the tablet on the credenza propped up to sound good. It almost looked planned, this evening.

 

I had always believed she had never known just how smoking hot she was — it’s what she led me to believe with everything she said when dressing, doing her hair, putting on her makeup, for church, for example. But the way she turned to face my brother and stop in the middle of the floor to wiggle a little with the music for him, then to step so gingerly and coyly toward him, her body all twisting and her hands grappling each other behind her back to jut her chest out even more, she looked all the world like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. She untied her long, shimmering black hair and tussled it and shook her head forward and chuckled. She was wearing the golden anklet with the tiny heart pendant I brought home from New York for her last month.

 

She took her glass of wine from his hand and let him linger on her lithe body as she exaggerated tilting her whole body back to drink. Her black panties featured a tiny red bow right in the middle, matched by her quarter cup bra with another bow right in the middle too. She posed like an advertisement for the highest-end women’s wear. She laughed a little and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and began to sway and ripple her body and lightly head-bang her hair to cover her face in her shimmering black locks. She placed her glass down and, with all fingers on both hands slowly curling one after another, she beckoned Jonah to join her. She gyrated and pumped her hips in slow motion and brought her chest back in convex shape before thrusting it forward toward him. “Come on,” she cooed to him, insistently, in a voice full of promise. She began dragging her fingertips up the side of her torso and over the shape of her bra and up her neck and into her luxury of hair. Her expression was of a woman pleasuring herself. “Come on!” she smiled at him with excited impatience.

 

Jonah watched my wife like the strippers he’s usually watching on a weekend night. He gulped back my wine like it was cheap college beer and pushed himself up like a reluctant chore. He just stood there in his ugly brown suit with that infuriating “mine” expression on his face, half sneer, half contempt. My wife tip-toed around him lifting his jacket off his shoulders with the delicateness of butterflies. She folded it carefully over the back of a chair. From behind, she reached under his arms to undo his tie and then his shirt buttons, pressing herself into his back every inch of her body down to her knees. She circled around him dragging the edges of her blue-painted fingernails along his ribs and abs. She sucked air between her teeth and made as though to lift her soft, submissive face for a kiss on her pouting, parted lips, but only to a centimeter of his before licking his and pulling back with devilish teasing.

 

Her spidery long fingers nestled into the edge of the top of his pants. She looked up at him through her downcast face and bit her lip as though she were powerless to control what she was going to do next. She showed him her bared teeth and lolled her head back to expose her neck to him. She yanked the tail of his belt to free it from the clasp. She touched the tip of her tongue to the middle of her top lip as she watched as though it were delicate surgery when her fingers undid his pants button and, as they had earlier on her dress, tugged and parted the zipper there. She laughed a little and kissed his bottom lip before sliding her body, pressed to his all the way down till her knees touched the floor. She dragged her tongue and lips all the way down his chest and abdomen too. Her hands roamed wildly over his torso like someone grappling a life ring from under the surface.

 

She got all still and gentle when she carefully peeled his pants apart and gently tugged them over his ass and down his thighs. She knowingly tapped his calf for him to raise his foot to allow her to lift the pants off, one foot at a time. She rolled his socks down his ankles to trouble him as least as possible about removing those. He stood there in his stupid red polka dot boxers. She kissed his pelvis above the band of his shorts like she was kissing a flower. Her fingers so lightly traced the outline of his cock below it was as though she were carving air. She ignored him like her world had compressed down to only what snaked hidden inside his shorts. She cooed to it and touched it and observed it from different angles like nothing else in the world existed. She brought her lips to his boxers where they stuck out and breathed on him there.

 

She was as careful as a bomb defuser the way she tucked her fingers inside the waist of his boxers and lifted them off his skin to allow them by gravity to float down his legs and away as though they were made of smoke. She didn’t touch his cock. She breathed on it, she contorted herself around it, and she so barely grazed it with the tip of her tongue, even I was ready to scream. She placed her hands on his legs, dragged them around to his ass, and dug her nails in. She kissed the area above, she kissed as close beside as she could without touching, and she let her tongue tease the very skin of his balls below. She looked up at him through her doe-like eyes all brown and big when she kissed the head of his cock the way dew forms on a blade of grass. She chuckled at him and his expression — as though he were witnessing a train smash through a truck — and got below him with her mouth open and her tongue out the way she receives communion, and she took him in her mouth relentlessly and completely until her beautiful pouty lips touched the base of his pelvis. When she pursed her lips and served out her tongue on the underside of his cock to slide him all the way back out, he emerged from inside her mouth fully stiff, fully erect, hard as steel, and seemingly twice as thick and long.

 

She was pleased with the reaction as most of his women are and closed her eyes and gently handled his cock to drag her mouth up its side and down again to engulf the head and pull off again to press her tongue up the underside of it. She pressed it to her closed eyes and into her forehead and her cheek. She played with it and it amused her — she giggled and tongued it and tried to play-bite it. She alternated between bobbing on his cock with serious blow-job intent and pulling off to stroke it, to look up in his eyes and to make play-expressions at him of exaggerated disdain, of desire, and of lust. She turned and rose against him with her back sliding up his front. He stood there dumb as an ox and still as a cow as she rubbed her whole body against him, twirling and spinning and pressing and touching everywhere. She bent over in front of him all the way so her ass cheeks pressed against his erect cock and she wiggled herself against him and laughed.

 

She took his hand in her hand and said again in that soft brush of a voice, “Come on,” pressing her lips closed to conceal her smile and she stepped like a doe leading him back to the couch. “Sit,” she whispered, but there was nothing whispering about her pushing, making him land hard on the couch. She knelt on the edge of the couch on both her knees and shimmied up till she straddled his lap and she took hold of his stiff cock in one hand and spit in the palm of her other hand and rubbed it slowly around the head of his cock. She tucked herself up closer to him so she could press the length of his long cock tight against the fabric of her panties. She moaned pressing him there against herself. She pushed her hair back from her face and forehead and leaned over to rest her elbow on the cushion behind his head to feed him her breast. He reached around her and undid the clasp and helped it slide off her arms without breaking their kiss. He segued back to her breast, taking it in his mouth. She fed him the other one and groaned.

She sat back on his lap and casually and slowly stroked his penis tilting her head to the side a little like she was thinking how to word something. Finally, she smiled and said, “Do you think he knows?” she said. She said it with little concern, still slowly and lightly stroking his cock she glanced at admiringly. My heart leaped. Did she mean me? I had been so mesmerized by her dance and her striking beauty I had forgotten for a moment that was my wife and she was doing this to my brother.

 

He clasped his fingers behind his head with his elbows up on the back of the couch and slumped down further under my wife. Her belly curved out below her ribs and back in sharply toward her pelvis and the shape was exquisite in the soft silver moonlight that began to fill the room. I noticed how close my brother’s cock was to slipping inside my wife’s pussy, but for a millimeter of fabric that she pressed it hard against. I could tell she was rubbing her clit with his shaft. Nothing else could explain the deliriously high look on her face. “He wouldn’t do anything even if he did. Too chicken shit. Pussy.”

 

“He feels things, you don’t know,” she cooed thoughtfully if a little absently.

 

He only sniggered and said, “You gonna fuck me or talk about him?”

 

She snorted in faux disgust, hopped up to the tablet, and turned the volume up loud. We had excellent Bluetooth speakers that filled the room with the heavy driving beat of T.I. She shook her head at him with her lips pursed like he was a naughty boy even as she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and squatted to push them off her ass and down her legs. She lifted them off her toes one at a time and then hung the panties from her crooked finger and twisted her mouth, letting them drift to the floor. She stepped toward him in the crashing beat of the music, lowered herself with her hands on his knees, and with her shoulders poking high, her head went down on him and bobbed. She climbed up back onto his lap. She raised herself on her knees over his legs and I saw her fingers, her painted nails, reach between her legs and wrap around his cock. His hands went to her tits and her mouth opened in a moan I could not hear as she lowered her hips till her lips, glistening wet, kissed the head of his cock. She released him and wrapped her arms around his neck. She sank down on him till his cock filled her completely. Her back moved on him like waves up a beach in time to the music. I could see her lips drag up his cock leaving him streaked with her wetness, and then slide down, engulfing him, over and over. My brother’s hands wrapped around her waist and she pumped herself on him yearningly. She panted and yelped in a high and breathy pitch I could barely hear through the pounding bass.

 

I couldn’t escape the closet without being noticed. And if I came out, what could I say? Get off her? She was on him, and not without obvious enthusiasm. Tell my wife to get off my brother? I could already see her putting on fake pouts and saying “Poor thing,” looking over her shoulder at me and continuing to ride my brother’s cock. I did marvel though at what my wife was, it turned out, given the present evidence. When I dressed her in that hot dress in the morning, she played at being nervous to wear such a daring thing, telling me in excited tones how maybe she was discovering a new side of herself in acting “so slutty,” she said, barely able to say the word, before kissing me teasingly. I welcomed the crack in her facade of pious observance of churchy ideas. By the end of the day, it appeared she had long ago walked way past that doorway, and the act was what she had been putting on for me — and for how long I had only to guess. She had no qualms being — not just acting — the queen of sluts.

 

They made enough noise I could hear them both yelping and crying over the loud music. I slumped down onto the floor of the closet while they fucked away in every position imaginable. They even took breaks, walking naked to the kitchen to find food and drink and then fucking more, on the kitchen counter, against the wall outside my closet torture chamber, and on the floor. And then they went up to our bedroom. I came out of the closet and I crept up the stairs and heard her voice, her laughter, and her slow grinding moans through the door all night long.

 

My brother slept the night in my bed.

 

I crept out and slept in my car. At around 8 in the morning, I drove into the driveway. It was time to take a stand. I slammed my car door and made noise coming in the front door. My brother’s Corvette was in the driveway so I knew he was still there. I dropped my keys heavily on the kitchen counter and hollered up the stairs, “Honey!?” I wouldn’t go up and bust them, I wanted them to come down and explain. I had to call three times before Karina finally called back. She was dressed and flying down the stairs because she knew what risk she ran if she let me go up.

 

“Babe!” she cried at me dressed in her tank top and shorts. I expected her in her just-out-of-bed bathrobe knowing she was in bed. “Hey!” she said, sidling up to me, “Jonah’s over! He’s just grabbing a shower before he starts working on our shed! Isn’t that great?”

 

“The shed,” I nodded. She knew I must have seen his car.

 

“Yeah, he found some time, remember how we talked about hiring someone to build it? You don’t want to get frustrated with that! He offered, so, he’s here.”

 

“Having a shower,” I repeated.

 

“Yeah. He must be drying. I’ll go see, I’ll let him know you’re here!”

 

I could only nod and shake my head at the same time. I was never a fast thinker with my words, it always all happens silently inside my head. I crept over to the stairs and looked up. Not hearing anything, I snuck halfway up and peered down the hall toward our bedroom door. It was open enough to let me see inside if I came all the way up the stairs. I stepped lightly down the hallway until I could see our bed in the mirror. He wasn’t in the shower. He wasn’t out of bed even. He was lying on my pillows with his arm draped over his forehead and he was about to laugh but for my wife’s hand over his mouth. She was on hands and knees straddling his body where he lay on his back. She was murmuring quietly to him barely able to stop laughing. My brother pushed her head down and she resisted but not enough. He uncovered himself from the sheets and pulled her by the hair till her lips, pursed and denying, was pushed hard against his stiff cock. She relented and took over, grabbing his cock hard in her hand and going down on him deep and hard.

 

I saw her pop up and say something to him and I ducked and darted to the stairs and zipped down to the kitchen just ahead of her. She came into the kitchen and explained that Jonah was just ordering materials on her computer upstairs and would be down soon to say hello. Then she said she was going to get a shower too since he was out of the bathroom. “Already such a hot morning!” she said.

 

I bit my tongue. When I heard the water running, I crept back upstairs. They didn’t even bother to shut the bedroom door. My wife was pushing her pussy into my brother’s face and devouring his cock at the same time. I stepped up and glued my back to the wall and slid along until I was right outside the bedroom. She had turned the shower on to fool me while she and my brother had another tumble in the sheets.

I heard things shuffling and low murmurs and more laughing. Then I heard nothing at all. I was tempted to look or to run. But moments later, I heard her try hard and fail to stifle cries. I peeked in the manner of TV cops darting a look around the corner with their gun up. Her legs were wide open and locked straight out and up. My brother’s ass was up and down like a jackhammer between her legs. Her body was so violently jolted by his full-weight thrusts, I thought he would break her. She arched so far back I thought she was at risk of breaking her back. Her fingers and nails were dug so hard into his arms I thought she was going to flay him and draw blood. He tried to quiet her by covering her mouth but that only seemed to heighten her passion.

 

I could tell he was coming inside her when his whole body strained and when she seemed as well to climax. He collapsed onto her nearly crushing her. She gave him only a few seconds before pushing out from under him and throwing his clothes at him as she stumbled, freshly fucked, to the bathroom to make the matter of the shower at least partially truthful. “You better be ready for later, too,” she said laughing at him over her shoulder. “This girl’s not done!” I saw him sleepily and with exaggerated exhaustion pull on his suit pants and dress shirt. She giggled at him and I darted downstairs.

 

He appeared in bare feet carrying his suit jacket, tie, and socks. “Bro!” he said coming into the kitchen. I looked at him with piercing eyes. “Hey, Kari said you’d maybe want help putting in a shed, so . . . here I am!”

 

“In your work clothes,” I pointed out.

 

He looked down at himself. “Yeah well,” he shrugged. “Help these days, am I right?” He looked into the living room as he slid feet across the kitchen floor, no doubt checking for forgotten evidence. “You got another of those coffees?”

 

“You just get up?” I asked.

 

“ . . . “ he froze with a smile pointing his finger at me. “You almost got me there!” He fake-punched me in the ribs. “But seriously, could use a cup bad. Does coffee make itself around here?” He laughed. “Just joshing ya.” He draped his arm around my neck. “Give your Kari a shout, she can make us both a cup with a bit of Jack in it too. I mean, what, you gonna let her shower away her whole body up there?” He chuckled at his own joke and leaned around the stairs. “Hey Kari!” he shouted loud enough to ring my ears. “Men who need!” he yelled at the top of his lungs. He gave me half a headlock and rubbed my scalp with his knuckles. “Gotta keep the woman folk in line, they like it like that. I’m telling you.” He strolled away sideways from me with a reprimanding finger. “Trust me, bro!” He stood with his hands on his hips surveying my back yard. “Lots you could do with this if you got off your ass.”

 

“What?” I said with rising anger in my voice.

 

“Easy bro,” he chuckled, showing me a palm. “Just saying. You leave a lot of things around her to go wild. From neglect. Just saying.”

 

Karina came down. She was in her bathrobe. “Hey Jonah!” she said, as though it was the first she saw of him that morning. She lifted her heel when she leaned to put her hands on my chest and give my chin a kiss. I tried to wrap my arms around her, or at least put my hands on her waist, but she deftly twisted away. “Who wants a cup?” she said.

“See? That’s what I’m talkin’ bout!” Jonah said, turning back away from the window. He walked up to Karina where she was placing a fresh pod in the maker and wrapped his arms around her to hug her from behind. “I love your girl!” he said looking at me.

 

“Jonah!” Karina scolded with a smile. She tried to push him off by pushing back against him with her ass. He grabbed her by the hips and silently made as though fucking her with a grotesque expression on his face looking at me. “Stop it!” she protested, but again, with a smile and not resisting nearly enough.

 

“You got to prune the branches to make them grow, I’m telling you, bro,” he said slapping Karina on the ass hard as he pulled out a chair and twisted it around to sit on it backward.

 

Karina looked at me and shook her head and rolled her eyes. She made a coffee for Jonah but not for me. I shrugged my arms out. “Sorry honey! I didn’t hear you!”

 

“I got it,” I said.

 

“Okay,” she smiled at Jonah, not me, and sat at the corner of the table. I saw her robe fall open a little showing her leg most of the way up. I saw Jonah take a long look and make an exaggerated nod of approval. She smiled coyly and turned to see if I was seeing it, but I turned sooner to get a coffee pod out. When I finally turned around with my steaming cup, I caught Jonah yanking his hand away from my wife’s lap and her tugging her robe closed over her legs.

 

“Hey,” Jonah said. “Since I’m building your goddamned shed, maybe you don’t mind going to pick up the order I placed.” He pushed over to me a list of items from the Home Depot. “You know where that is, right?” he raised his brows at me and grinned.

 

“You want me to get the wood?” I asked.

 

“Hey!” He tapped his chest. “I’m doing all the work around here! Aren’t I Kari? You tell him how hard I work around here!”

 

She wrapped her lips around the edges of her teeth like someone trying hard not to burst out laughing. My brother reached in front of me to grab Karina’s thigh. “Am I right, Kari?” He slapped her thigh when her robe fell open again.

 

“Take your time there though,” he said. “We got all day. You go get the materials, Kari and I are going to stay here and plan it all out, aren’t we darling?” He winked at her.

 

“Do you mind honey?” she scrunched her nose up at me.

 

“It’s an order you phoned in that I just pick up?” I asked looking down his list.

 

“Yeah, yeah,” he confirmed. “It’s just, they keep it in the aisles for ya, so you just bring a big cart and grab what you need. I made the list for you. But you should grab a coffee at Starbucks out there for yourself. You know, don’t rush back, right Kari?” He still had his hand on her bare thigh.

 

She held her coffee cup to her mouth with both hands and only managed to squeeze out a “Uh-huh” through focused concentration.

I pretended to go but I parked in front a couple of doors down and walked back through the alley and snuck through our backyard. I snuck up to our kitchen window and peeked in. It didn’t take my brother long. He was standing with his hands on his hips and his cock straight out in my wife’s mouth where she sat, with her robe now fully open to him. She was tickling the underside of his cock and leaning forward and back to take it deep into the back of her throat.

 

After pumping on him, she rose, kissed him deeply on his mouth with her hands tightly clasped around the back of his neck. She reluctantly broke it off and drifted languidly toward the stairs trailing her arm that he held by the tips of her fingers, and she took him upstairs. I went to get the lumber knowing my brother was fucking my wife in our bed and fucking her good, too. Better than I could. He always had girlfriends who were always the hottest.

 

I backed up into the driveway with the trunk loaded with lumber. I was met at the front door by my brother coming out. He rattled his keys in his hand and pointed at his car. “Gotta go, bro.”

 

I said, “The shed?”

 

“Got a call,” he shrugged, patting his phone. He ran an industrial plumbing company.

 

“What about the?” I asked, pointing at my car weighed down with the wood.

 

“I’ll be back, you know that, bro!” He winked and snapped his fingers at me. His corvette sprayed gravel at me as he sped out our driveway.

 

I came into the house but didn’t find Karina. I went upstairs. I found her nude, wrapped in violently tossed sheets on our bed, the pillows on the floor, and the blanket half over the side table. She appeared delirious. I could even see wet stains on the bottom sheet. She was half on her belly with her legs splayed wide open. She closed them when she dully noticed I was in the room, but she didn’t cover her body. “Are you mad at me?” she asked in a sultry, hoarse voice. I could make out bright red handprints on both her ass cheeks.

 

I sat on the edge of the bed. “Why are you doing this, Karina?” I said.

 

She squirmed on the sheets until she was half wrapped around me. “Doing what? Sleeping in?” She giggled.

 

“You know what I mean,” I said sternly.

 

She pushed herself more tightly around me where I sat and rested her head in my lap. She unbuckled my jeans and pulled down my fly. “Are you missing me,” she asked my cock sweetly and softly.

 

“Why do you do this?”

 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, honey,” she said, pulling my stiffening cock out of my pants. She kissed it and tongued it. “At least the little guy knows not to ask so many questions.”

 

“Were you with my brother last night?” I finally put things on the table.

 

She engulfed my cock in her mouth and made a point to moan long and loud on me when I was deep inside her. It felt incredible. She pulled herself off. “Why would you ask a crazy-headed thing like that?” she said. She stroked it in her hand. “He’s your brother for crying out loud.” She kissed my cock and shoved it in again. “You know I hate him and all men like him!” she went on and pulled herself up to sit beside me when she realized sucking me off wasn’t draining my mind away. “Does baby need to hanky my panky?” she said giggling, spreading her legs inviting me to look at her pussy.

 

I looked. Her pussy was shaved and was red from overuse. “Been awhile,” I said.

 

“You,” she said, kissing my nose, “get a rain-check to redeem whenever,” she leaned her forehead against mine, “and I do mean whenever,” she kissed my chin, “you want,” she kissed again, “to have me.” She patted my leg. “I’m a bit sore from a jog yesterday, so not now, okay? But when you want to?” She hopped up and went into the bathroom and closed the door. I noticed she grabbed her phone on the way.

 

I heard her giggle and I heard the sound of a phone taking a picture. I opened the bathroom door but she quickly shoved it closed hard against my foot. “You don’t just barge in like that!” she yelled. I had glimpsed her taking a selfie of her nude body. I quietly leaned my ear close to the door. I heard more pictures being taken and I heard the swoosh of messages being sent and received rapidly. And I heard her giggle more, lightly as rain.

 

It was never clear what the relationship status of my brother was. One day he would be despondent, drunk and crying at our kitchen table about how fucked-up he was, how sorry he was about whoever the latest girlfriend was who left him, and how he was going to change finally. The next time I’d see him, he was as solid as married, inviting some new squeeze to important family dinners with parents and kids, and talking about buying a house together and asking me about schools and churches.

 

“How’d you get a girl like her?” he would often start whether in a down or an up mood. He judged every facet of success in himself and everyone else in his world including celebrities by the surface appearances of the girls they were with. There was no more a marker for success than how closely a man’s girlfriend or wife resembled Victoria’s Secret or Sports Ill models. Athletes, actors, business tycoons, politicians, friends, family, they all sucked as losers or they all had it “made in the shade” not because they led their teams to championships, created great movies, ran global enterprises, lead nations, or had great families. It was all nothing compared to what they had standing beside them in their photos.

 

I had been his benchmark all our lives of what the term “loser” meant. The fact I earned multiple post-graduate degrees, I was a tenured professor working with a Nobel-laureate in physics, that I served on a Presidential Advisory Council for NASA, that I had investments that went up and down in the course of a day by amounts greater than he’d earn in a lifetime of toil, was laughably irrelevant to him. To all my accomplishments, he was oblivious, except for one. The looks — not even the personality, which he detested — of my wife. “The fuck a loser like you doing with a body like that?” It was a real and valid question for him, a genuine mystery of the universe, evidence, to him, that there are some things maybe that humans are destined to never know. Not black holes, not dark energy, not quantum gravity waves. But the appearance of Karina, my wife, to which he always referred to as “a body.”

 

There was one personality trait of mine about which I would agree with him that I was a “loser” as he defines it. I overthink things. I mull them to death. In astrophysics, it’s a benefit to think and think and think, looking for the hidden pattern in the math, seeking the angle of relationships in equations, following the thinnest of threads of connection between the most widely spread of known facts. In personal relationships, it’s not so good. The mysteries are as embracing, the gulfs of ignorance are as deep, but to mull them, to tease them in the mind so much they become as entangled as subatomic particles, does not serve a good purpose.

 

What attracted me to Karina was not her looks — I hadn’t even noticed that till Jonah met her and drooled like a pig who found a trough — but her simple world of relationships and motives. I don’t mean that she was simple-minded. I mean that her values were clear, her actions were always in league with her values, and her motivations always aligned with her actions. She went through her life like an algorithm. I knew what was right in her mind and what was wrong, and it never changed because it was always firmly anchored. She never surprised me and that was the best thing about her, and she loved that she could be herself entirely with me and never be expected or pressured to be anyone else. Friends and even her family challenged her values and tempted her. They questioned her motives as though no one could be that driven. They fished for doubts and planted seeds when they found none, but the soil was barren. With me, she was not challenged to change anything, nor did I doubt her sincerity or her purity. We clicked like a key in a lock.

 

Or so I thought until she walked in the door and I hid in the closet to surprise her with a weekend on the island. I had seen and heard so much in the short time since then that my whole world was as though made of sand that suddenly dried like a sculpture out too long in the sun, burst out of shape and form into nothing by a wind. The actions were so different that I began to question again whether I had too easily dismissed the pop culture silliness about quantum theory many worlds. I overthink things. Another man would simply walk up to Jonah and plow their fist into his fac and then would pack either his own bag or his wife’s and leave or make her go. Another man would slap his hands like one who finished a dirty job and move on. Another man would have brushed a brother like Jonah out of his life like scraps from a finished dinner plate and would have burned what remained of his wife’s clothes and effects in a done-with-it fire.

 

But this man thought that maybe quantum wave collapses reverse and that maybe his perception, tuned to the wiggles of nearby realities the way a biologist can tell one species of African leopard moth from another, had keyed on the slip. She was only ever the average of all her possibilities, I well knew. And so rather than kill my brother and throw my wife out the door, I grew fascinated by events and my mind turned to mathematical equations as though all of reality was composed of discreet packets of inexistent information fields. I suspected my wife was sending nude photos of her body to her lover, my brother, whose come was still in her pussy and her mouth, but I chose to go downstairs, make a cup of coffee, and pretend I didn’t see or hear anything. To be sure, it was a vastly different world than the one I was in before. Before, I looked up at her coming down from her shower and saw my anchor, my strength, and my connection to the world of the sentient. Now, as she padded down the stairs and floated around the corner, I looked up as Neo did from the stopped bullets and saw numbers, patterns, and equations. When she raised herself on her tiptoes and kissed my nose, the clarity of thought was as though my cortex was wired to the internet. I knew all women, all wives, and all brothers in a nanosecond. I looked down at my fist slowly form and release and felt like I knew everything.

 

A few days later, I came home from work to find my brother’s car in our driveway. I had an hour earlier closed a deal with a Wall Street consortium on a complex multibillion-dollar investment into quantum gravity research using a device I invented that doesn’t even exist and probably never will. I sold, essentially, a probability wave function, a possibility. I created a market for possibility trading. I walked in my front door. “Bro!” Jonah shouted from my kitchen. “You’re just in time!”

I dropped my keys in the dish and placed my backpack on the floor. I took my time hanging my coat in the closet. I poked my finger in my neck and tugged loose my tie. I don’t wear ties often, but I had just swung for billions and came out with a homer and the promise of a hundred times more. I came into the kitchen and planted my feet apart and my hands on my hips like I straddled the world.

 

“Bro! Check it out! Kar! Show him! Kar! Turn around!” He was annoying as fuck.

 

I scanned the kitchen. Karina was leaning on the edge of the kitchen counter facing away. I squinted at him and shook my head. “What?”

 

“Kar!” He was insistent. He was dressed in my bathrobe again. I thought that was odd. “Bitch!” he laughed. “Turn that head of yours around now! She was prancing around showing off a second ago! What the fuck, Kari!” There was an edge in his voice. She turned around meekly and with shame in her body language. She raised her face to me. She curled her lips in and her eyes darted away. She inhaled deeply and slowly breathed out.

 

Her lips were red with lipstick she seldom wore. Her cheeks were rouged. Her eyes were lined as though with charcoal. She shook her head like a brief shiver when her eyes came to mine. Her hair had been done as well — it was full, bouncy, wavy and curled, and it was blonde. She wore large looped golden earrings, a chain of gold around her neck, and her dress, black, plunged down between mounds of breast almost entirely exposed. I had a hard time seeing her as Karina. I did a double-take at my brother unsure what I was seeing. Karina looked sideways and bit the corner of her mouth. Her fingers twisted up with each other and her knees crossed where she stood so her legs looked as though they would twist like a wire tie. It was then I noticed the parted slit up the front that drove a tightened V almost to the darkness between her legs.

 

“Am I right?” Jonah broke my mesmerization. “Huh?”

 

Karina snorted gently out her nose and shook her head and stared out the window.

 

“Turn around darling, let him see it all.”

 

“No,” she said in barely a whisper.

 

“Kar! Hey baby, I paid for it, I own it!” He laughed and poked his elbow into my ribs. “Turn it around.” There was that edge again. She slowly turned around. It was then I noticed she was wearing spiky heels more strap that shoe. She wavered. When she completed her turn she rolled her eyes and puffed a breath that lifted strands of hair off her face.

 

“That’s called a makeover, loser,” Jonah said not taking his eyes off her. “Don’t worry about it, I picked up the tab.” He chk-chked with his tongue in his teeth and winked. “Payback is, she’s going to hang on my arm at the party tonight  -- on the mayor’s tab tonight -- where I’m going to get me one of those city contracts and take it easy in the sun for the rest of my goddamned life, such as it is. Kar. Turn around again, I can’t get enough of the job they did on you.” He nodded at me with raised eyebrows. “It don’t come cheap, treating a girl to one of these. You’re getting a good deal in this. You’re the winner bro, you’re bleeding me dry on this deal.”

 

He sipped his drink and straightened his crotch. “Giving me a fucking boner from way over here. Just wait till we see what you give the mayor.” He whistled at my wife and she looked down and searched the floor. “That is some hot fucking candy right there. I’m thinking you need to sweeten the pot, bro.” He bit his cheek staring at my wife’s body. “Maybe I don’t even bring her home tonight, you know what I’m saying?”

 

Karina snorted and turned away and shook her head. But she stayed silent.

 

“I’m going up to get changed and ready. You two talk it over. We’re going to be downtown. I’m going to be drinking. Safety first, am I right? I mean, I’d want her to stay at a hotel rather than risk a ride home with the likes of me, know what I’m saying?” He pointed at me and winked. “Talk it over. Get her an overnight bag. I know a fucking hot breakfast place downtown. Dude!” he yelled from halfway up the stairs. “Your wife is so fucking hot I might need to keep her all weekend.” He laughed the rest of the way up.

 

Karina finally looked up far enough to meet my eyes with hers. “You okay if?” she squeezed out.

 

I saw numbers flipping and equations building and collapsing like the lungs of a beast. “You want to do this?”

 

She shrugged. “He needs a plus one.” She shook her head like it barely made sense to her as well.

 

“Where’d you go, to look like this?”

 

She smiled shyly. “A place he said he knew.”

 

“It’s not like you,” I said.

 

She shrugged. “He said it’s just part of the thing, contracts, city people, you know. Business.”

 

I smiled and shook my head and stared out the window. “Whatever Karina.”

 

I expected her to note my disapproval. I predicted she’d realize it was a step too far. Instead, I was whiplashed by her sudden lifting of mood and her near skip over the floor to embrace me from behind. “Really?” she exclaimed like I just bought her a new bike. “You’re okay with it?”

 

Confused more than ever, I could only say, “Okay?” also as a question. I turned soon enough to see the look on her face when she sped to the stairs and rounded to go up. Her eyes were wide and her smile was wider. My worlds were diverging rapidly. It felt like a chasm was opening in the ground beneath my feet and the two sides were splitting so fast I was going to get torn in half if I didn’t jump to one, or fall down the dark shaft between.

 

I stared into the backyard in a state of decoherence. My phone pinged. “Bag. Leave it outside the door.” It was Jonah. I knew he meant the bedroom door. My bedroom door. Like I had become an automaton, I got her bag and I went upstairs and I put it by the door. I paused to listen. I could only hear my brother’s voice: “Yeah baby. Yeah. Umph.”

 

They came down a little while later. He was dressed in a ridiculous looking tuxedo. My wife’s arm was over his, her hand wrapped around his wrist. “Bye honey,” she said sheepishly. “I'll call.”

 

“She’ll call,” Jonah repeated before laughing. She struck him in the stomach and told him to stop but she laughed too. I went to the windows and watched him take her to his car. They got inside and sat there with the engine idling a long time, but I couldn’t see anything inside. Then I saw my wife’s toes on the dashboard below the front window which I thought odd, as she had shoes on when she got in. As I studied that, I saw her feet stretch and curl until their soles were planted against the window. As I tried to figure out the physics of what I was seeing, I saw her elbow press against the side window. I was thinking how that didn’t make sense either before I saw her hand, fingers splayed, slap against the inside of the rear side window, and then, strained and pressing, slide slowly down.

 

When the car finally backed up and turned to go, I was sure I saw the bottom of her two feet, pointing down, press against her side window. It was a series of odd glimpses of her body parts that were the last I saw of her for five days. She phoned at odd random times. Sometimes it was an hour apart, other times 12 hours or more would pass without a word. She’d call at 8 in the morning, 4 in the afternoon, or 3 in the morning. Her alertness or tiredness bore no relation to the time. Sometimes she sounded chirpy and happy, loud and outside, day or night it didn’t relate. Other times, she sounded like she was calling in secret from inside a bathroom or on a roof. Background noises could be the thump of nightclub through the walls or the sound of car interior. It might be the sound of a city street or the sound of a closed, dark room, a bedroom, a hotel room. She’d tell me about fantastic things at this club or that party, beautiful houses or incredible views. Other times she’d tell me about weird people, strange drugs, or she’d be evasive and say nothing at all, just silently let me know she was alive. Those five days and six nights for me were blended into one bad food-poisoned-like dream. For half the calls, I was startled and couldn’t even understand her English, I was so busy piecing together the fragments of my life rebuilding my knowledge of who I was and what I did, where I lived. I’d look down at my hand, my arm, my body, trying hard to remember that I was a man in a world with an identity and a role. By the time I pulled enough pieces of the puzzle together, the voice that was my wife was saying goodbye again. I’d look at the clock. It could be 5 AM, having woken me from a fitful sleep, or noon, having woke me from a nap on the couch, or a green light in traffic, horns blaring.

 

On the sixth day, I came home and nearly smashed into Jonah’s car in our driveway. I sat in my front seat drawing on my steering wheel with the tip of my key for half an hour before I realized I wasn’t thinking anything at all. I came into the house. Nothing looked different from when I left it. Then I tripped on shoes left haphazardly in the hall, Karina’s tennis shoes, and Jonah’s casuals. I went through to the kitchen. I leaned into the den. I came to the base of the stairs. I dragged my body up to the top and rounded the corner and slouched down the hallway. I opened our bedroom door and stood there staring. Karina and Jonah were passed out, sprawled naked and all over each other.

 

I went downstairs and buried myself in work. It was nearly evening when I heard water run. Jonah came down first. He shook his head and then cautioned me with his hand that he was in no mood for talking. He got a coffee mug out and waved it at me and pointed at the coffee machine and sat down. I didn’t fill it for him. He finally got up and looked at me like I was the cruelest backstabber on the planet. “Listen,” he said, “Go easy on her, she had a helluva time.”

 

“What are you talking about?” I said.

 

He just exhaled with inflated cheeks and bulging eyes and said nothing. Finally, he patted my arm. “She experimented, a lot, okay?” He nodded knowingly, like that explained everything I needed to hear. “But bro, I have a huge, huge favor to ask you.”

 

Karina came down and shielded her eyes from the light.

 

“Babe!” Jonah said sympathetically. She groaned and rubbed the heels of her hands into both eye sockets and made a bee-line to Jonah's side against whom she pressed herself tightly as she got her bearings. He put his arm around her waist and steadied her. “She lives,” he said, and he chuckled. She grinned with him and said, in a hoarse voice, “Stop it.” She buried her face in his neck.

 

“A coffee bro, come on,” he said to me.

 

I got her a cup. When I came back she was in a chair at the table with her hair over her face.

 

“She had quite a weekend,” Jonah said quietly to me like he was caring for her.

 

“A five-day weekend,” I pointed out.

 

He puffed his cheeks and bulged his eyes again like it was something that happened to him, not by him. “So, bro, favor.”

 

I stared in disbelief. Karina’s world had compressed to the mug and coffee within.

 

“Need to borrow your house for a bit.” He patted my forearm and I pulled it away. “I got people coming over, people that need to be impressed, you know what I’m saying? People who need to be entertained.” He made some sort of symbol with his fingers and hands I didn’t understand. “Certain out-of-towners who need, I don’t know how to put it, they need entertainment that isn’t public, you feeling me?”

 

I looked at Karina and she looked away.

 

“So, they’re coming. That much is on. They’re coming. And soon.” He shrugged like there was nothing that could be done. “The party is coming here, you feel me? You’ve got the house, bro. My place would hardly work, you know that.” He belched and I nearly fainted. He slapped his stomach and Karina looked at him through her strands of hair and said in a grinning voice, “Pig.” She also landed her hand on his lap.

 

Jonah pushed his house keys across the table toward me. “A few days. A week? Could be more, these contracts are a bitch, but this is the big one, you know?”

 

“What the fuck?” I said.

 

He shrugged again like it was out of his control. He leaned his head over to Karina. “She comes with the house, right? So yeah. Like I said, I don’t know. Coupla weeks. Got to make some people think I own this marvelous pad bro. It’s a compliment to you, for fuck sakes. I’m telling you that your pad is so nice I am pretending its mine. Cause you’re fucking awesome, you know what I mean?”

 

I saw Karina biting her lips and squeezing his leg under the table.

 

“Bro. Think about it?” Karina stood up and grasped his hand. He stood up too. She didn’t look at me at all. “Just don’t like overthink it  too long, okay?” She pulled him toward the stairs. He followed her. “Just, get a suitcase, get what you’re going to need, there’s my keys. I’ll let you know. She’ll call you. And we’ll see. It’s like a month, who really knows, right?” Karina tugged his arm. “Hey,” he said. “Maybe I can get that shed going right?” Karina pulled him away upstairs.

 

By the time I went up with a suitcase to go and pack my closet, they were in bed. Karina was gripping the bedpost on her elbows with her ass high up in the air behind her, and Jonah was on his knees behind her grabbing her by the waist. They weren’t pounding or thrashing. He was sliding into and out of her slowly and gently. She gyrated her hips but only a little. Her head rested sideways on a pillow and I could see her face as she stared out the lit-up window. She didn’t seem to see me. Her head gyrated on her shoulders in time with her hips around her waist and on her face wasn’t pain, it wasn’t shame, and it wasn’t absence either, as I had secretly hoped. It was instead something I could not deny: a deep, profound, and gentle pleasure. She seemed transcendent.

 

I went to my brother’s condo. It was a mess. I spent two days cleaning it to at least make it livable. I had a lot of work at the lab and was barely home. About two weeks passed and one evening, I drove past the house to make sure the plants were getting watered. His car wasn’t there and I assumed no one was home. I let myself in. It looked the same. I looked in the kitchen. It was lived in, but not out of order. I went upstairs and down the hall. As I was about to open the bedroom door, Karina suddenly came through the other way. We both yelped and leaped back so startled we made each other laugh.

 

It was a strange reaction for both of us given the situation, and we both ended up laughing a lot harder than the incident called for. She laughed so hard she couldn’t breathe made me double over and unable to make a sound I was laughing even harder than her. We kept laughing like that for so long, I was able to reflect even in that state that it felt as though weeks of energy was being released. She tried to steady herself before falling she was so weakened by laughter and gripped my forearm. She was dressed, I noticed, in a new pink robe.

 

We finally got some control over ourselves and with our arms around each other’s waists we guided each other uneasily down the stairs, still breaking out sporadically in bales of laughter afresh. She asked me about coffee and because the kitchen table was a mess, we ended up going into the living room. We sat on the couch and she tucked her legs up under her and rested her head sideways on the back of the couch with eyes half-lidded, considering me. We strolled through a conversation about life and surprises and unexpected things like old friends reminiscing. It felt as though we’d been apart for a lot longer than a couple weeks or so.

 

I looked at her for a long time silently. The light of the late afternoon lit her up in a golden glow. There was so much to say and ask I was blocked as though ten people were stuck in a doorway. She patted my arm lightly and leaned her face forward to kiss my skin there. She let her eyes drift closed as though she knew I had a lot to ask and say but she also knew I had a lot of trouble saying things. She rested her cheek on my arm. She gave me a warm, deep smile without opening her eyes because she knew I was looking at her. I wanted to find her strung out, abused, neglected, and hurt. I wanted to find her halfway through an ordeal the end of which was sorrowful regret. But I had to admit, she looked good, she looked healthy, and she looked happy. She let me look at her face in the privacy of her closed eyes longer; she knew I had to. There was happiness on her face of a quality and depth I hadn’t seen before. By comparison, the happiness I had been familiar with in her face was mannequinesque. It didn’t seem so at the time, but compared to now, I could not in honesty deny it.

 

It was as though she knew I had come to my new understanding of things and she opened her eyes that were already looking so deeply into mine I felt stripped bare in front of her. Was it makeup? Was it lack of immediate familiarity? Her eyes were deeper, iridescent, and warm in a way I either hadn’t noticed before, or she hadn’t had before. “You’re staring at me,” she moaned in a soft, low voice.

 

“You’re more beautiful than I’ve ever seen you,” I said.

She smiled almost to herself. She pushed her head forward and closed her eyes and her lips sought out my lips. She kissed me and with her lips still brushing mine, she said, in a whisper, “Thank you.”

 

I reached over and pushed my hand into her still blonde hair. She didn’t recoil. Instead, she pressed her head into my hand and followed its caress the way a cat begs to be petted. When I caressed her cheek, she turned her face to my palm and kissed there too. She adjusted her sitting and pressed herself closer to me. Her hand explored my face, my jaw, and my neck. She puffed air out her nose and she pressed the back of my head with her fingers in so subtle a signal I nearly missed it. I brought my face to hers and she opened her mouth to mine. She moaned inside our kiss. “That’s nice,” she said, returning for another longer kiss.

 

I touched the skin of her neck below her ear and she squirmed and squealed and crunched her head sideways to deny me access before leaning it the other way to give me full rein. She leaned forward and began to toy with the top button of my shirt. She puffed air out her nose again and her lips curled like she knew was being a bad girl. She undid the top button. She dragged the back of one finger on my exposed chest. I touched her mouth and she opened it instantly and sought out my finger with her lips and when she found it she brought it inside her mouth, gripped my hand with hers to keep my hand there and her tongue snaked around my finger inside her mouth. When she pulled off she opened her eyes and giggled nervously as if she had gotten accidentally carried away a moment.

 

I shifted only to get my leg comfortable but she took it as a signal and she lifted herself over my lap and settled down on me. Her robe was loosely tied. She didn’t tighten it. It fell open enough to give me a view of the smooth valley between the mounds of her breasts. I reached to touch her there. She leaned into me and she kissed me deeply with her tongue roaming my mouth. When the backs of my fingers grazed against her nipple, she inhaled sharply and squealed against my ear. “That’s nice,” she whispered more aggressively in my ear. “I like that,” she said.

 

She set about undoing the rest of my shirt. At first, she tried to explore my chest with my shirt opened but she gave a look of defeat and stood up in front of me and pulled me up to my feet by leaning backward. We laughed and she peeled my shirt off me and didn’t pause before undoing my belt and my pants. She undressed me quickly. And completely. Finished, she pressed her fingers against my chest to make me sit down again. “Sit,” she whispered. When she sat on my lap again, she bit my ear, she moaned, and she said in a low guttural voice, “You’re turning me on.”

 

It was something she’d never said to me in all of our marriage. She bit her lips and we pulled apart enough to look in each other’s eyes. She shook she was so edgy. Her mouth opened wide and closed and she looked down and gripped my stiffening cock below her stomach. She looked at me and she groaned and her eyes swept around my shoulders and chest and she seemed so unable to stop herself. “Baby?” she said as though it was a question. Her breathing became harder and her mouth looked so pretty, opening and shutting, I had to kiss her. When I did, it was as though a switch were flipped and she instantly began to grind her hips down into my lap and whip her face around my face. Her blonde hair whipped my neck and shoulders and her hips ground down into my legs. Her hand tugged at my cock and she moaned like she wanted to pull it off. Her thumb rubbed frantically over the head.

 

She half-laughed and then seemed shy and overcome. She looked over her shoulder and she seemed to struggle to stop herself but was unable to make her body obey. She slipped off me and to the floor and her hair brushed against my thighs. She took my cock in both her hands and she pumped it up and down and got close with her face to look at it as though it was some magnificent sculpture. Suddenly she closed her eyes and pushed her mouth down on my shaft and shoved her head so far I could feel my cock hit the back of her throat. It was warmer and wetter in her mouth than I ever recall. And she added tricks with her tongue I never felt before. She seemed to be bringing herself as much pleasure sucking on my cock as I was getting from her sucking me.

 

She pulled off as though awakened from a trance, but only to go into another with her face falling forward and her eyes falling down and she brought her face close to mine to kiss. Her robe seemed to me to evaporate. I stroked her nude body and never felt anything so soft. She reached below and between her legs and I felt her gentle fingers scratch my cock lightly, and then her hand grip me firmly. She kissed me to the point of distraction and I felt my cock become squeezed, warmed, and sucked all at once and felt her body under my hands undulate in my lap and I realized, as she panted and rejoined our kiss, she was fucking me.

 

She moved on me with her whole body. Everything about her was connected, from her feet digging into my knees to her ass curling and uncurling to suck my cock deeper into her pussy and her back in waves in such deep steady frequency on me it was as though I was induced into hallucination in an Egyptian tent. Her shoulders rose and fell, her breasts heaved against my chest, and her breath and her moans made a song that carried me away across a desert. Her hair fell around me like a light curtain and her face touched mine and her lips pressed everywhere there. Her tongue sought mine and played.

 

She raised and lowered her pace. Cries and whimpers and purrs and coos escaped her. I suddenly heard her voice so close against my ear it sounded like she was in my head, and she said, half in whisper half in a deep, in an uncontrolled voice as though she tried to not say it, telling me, “You’re going to make me come.” I scratched my nails down her back and she arched and whimpered against me. She pumped me with her whole body and began to buck against me. “Baby,” she whispered loudly. Her hips trembled. Her pussy squeezed and released. I could feel her pussy lips suck my cock.

 

She shoved her hips against me. She leaned back and held herself from falling backward by holding tight to the back of my neck with outstretched arms. Her long luscious hair fell from her head and waves of her jolting body passed through her hair. She moaned loudly like she was possessed. I reached for her breasts and I squeezed them and she twitched on me and inhaled before emitting a series of high-pitched questioning-sounding cries. Her whole body vibrated violently on me. Her pussy clamped tight onto my cock and because she was still curling and uncurling her hips into mine, it was too much for me and she caused me to jerk, to bellow out loud, and to lose my nut inside her. The feeling of me filling her made her lose her control and she shook and cried out and came on me at the same time.

 

She fell forward and we held each other without moving. Her lips rested on my neck. Her heart pace was fast but subsiding. She kissed absentmindedly and I could feel that her mouth was in a smiling shape. She panted but cooled down. Sweat beads were on both our brows. She laughed against me and I laughed too, both of us in relief. Our post-coital reverie was smashed by the sound of slow clapping hands.

 

She jerked around and I leaned my head sideways and we saw at the same time my brother standing in the hall in front of the hall closet. He kept slow clapping. Karina returned herself to bury her face in my neck. I had no idea what to say or do. Were we going to fight? Were we going to have a showdown? Was she going to be forced to choose? Jonah took a step and stopped. He said, “I’m going to take a shower cause I was up to my neck in shit today. I don’t mind what I’m looking at. Just to put that out there.” I remained hidden in Karina’s hair but my eyes darted back and forth as I searched for meaning. “It’s your house and your wife, I get that,” he said. I kept listening without letting him see my face.

Karina turned to watch him but also with my cock still in her, and her face still against my neck. “I get it, bro,” he said. “It’s your bedroom.” I looked through her hair and saw him nodding thoughtfully. “The spare room down the hall up there is plenty bedroom for me,” he nodded. There was a long pause. He stared at the floor. Karina slowly and gently stroked the side of my face. I touched her back and her ass as my limp cock fell free from her pussy and she laughed a bit at the sensation. “When I get out of the shower, I would like to fuck your wife in the bed in the room down the hall, if that would be okay with her and you.”

 

On the one hand, it was ridiculous what he was asking. On the other hand, he asked. He never asked me for anything all our lives. He took what he wanted. I didn’t say anything. Karina lifted her face from my neck and sleepily kissed my cheek. She pushed back just enough to study my face and stare at my mouth. I watched her eyes examine my eyes and mouth like she was reading leaves. “It’s okay,” she said to Jonah with her face still examining mine.

 

“With him too?” he asked genuinely and honestly.

 

“Yes it is,” she said, touching my mouth with her finger, dragging her finger along my lip before leaning in to kiss where she just touched. She moaned softly on me.

 

“I need to hear him say it,” Jonah said from the hallway.

 

Karina took my jaw in her hand and kissed me more deeply and fully than I had ever been kissed by her or anybody. Her tongue inside my mouth was the most nakedly sexual thing I had ever experienced. Every sense of mine was heightened by her. She shifted on me again and her whole body pressed on mine and my whole body for the first time in my experience felt as one, felt connected, and felt like no mind was separate from body, nor body from mind, and even beyond the boundaries of my skin, through her body, and the floor and the air and the universe in every direction. She seemed to feel my revelation inside her belly and she moved on me as though her body was rising to another climax. I felt the hard button of her clit press into my stomach and I saw her eyes glass over and her breath stop. I felt as though I had grown tentacles that embraced the planet and then reached through outer space. The bigger my mind grew, the more she palpitated against me and the higher her breath rose and she cried with a trembling voice.

 

Her hips pressed her clit against my stomach and she rose up on her knees and shoved herself onto me. She shook out of control. “Baby” she breathed out hard and hoarse. I could feel her nails dig into the skin on the back of my neck. She fell forward flopping against me and bit my ear and rubbed her dripping wet pussy all over my stomach. She panted in my ear and said, low and deep, “Tell him.” She began to vibrate. Her hips curled and shook. I held her back and she moved all over me in waves that didn’t seem possible. “Tell him,” she moaned in my ear. Her breathing was short and sharp. It came in repeated whimpers. Her pussy throbbed against me below. I reached down to touch her and there was so much wetness I thought she peed. I touched inside her pussy and she nearly scalded me she was so hot. I had never felt her clit so enlarged and so hard. I touched it and she cried in my ear, “Baby!” She nearly broke down and began to shake violently on me. “Say it,” she cried out loud against me.

 

“It’s okay with me too,” I said to Jonah through the undulating blonde locks of my wife’s hair. She instantly erupted on me as though she’d been stabbed. Her whole body went rigid as a plank then released and went rigid again and again. She finally slumped down onto me. She kissed my chest. We both looked back to the hall but my brother was gone. We heard the water go on upstairs. She kissed me and she rose unsteadily up from my lap and stood wavering on her feet and chuckled at herself. “Come on,” she said. “Help me up the stairs?”

 

When we got to the top, we headed down the hall with our arms around each other’s waists. She stopped at the spare room door. She bit her lip and tilted her head slightly. We stared at each other before I had to look away. She whispered a perfunctory “Bye!” and went through the door blowing me a kiss over her shoulder. “Maybe see you later,” she whispered. I went into our bedroom. I had just closed the door when I heard the water shut off and bathroom door open and my brother’s voice as he entered the spare bedroom. “Baby!” I heard him say. I heard the door close and my wife giggle.
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I went into dad’s garage and bent over to billow up over my head my

pretty arctic-blue beach cover-up to hang it on one of the towel hooks inside

the door to avoid getting grease on it or getting snagged on a clamp or

something. I was wearing my white trainers and my brand-new cadet-blue

bikini — it had a big knot between my boobs and two at my hips. Of course

I would never wear just that around our pool and even if I was going to the

beach with my friends, I’d be nervous about it. I was only trying it on that

day to get used to how it felt, but I knew I wouldn’t be going in the pool or

taking off my cover-up in view of anyone. I certainly wasn’t expecting any

of dad’s friends — especially not Cam — to be seeing me in it.

 

It was May long weekend just after I turned 18. My dad started having

this friend from work over to hang out. Dad always chose that weekend to

open our pool and Cam, who apparently lived in some luxurious downtown

high-rise condo, came to help — or at least, that’s what he called sitting

around in the sun drinking beer with a few other guys. Without knowing I

was in the garage, he came in to get more beers from the fridge right when I

was bending over to check the gauges and filters and stuff and get ready to

start the pump. Dad had begun trusting me a lot more that spring. There

wasn’t a lot of room in there to move around and when it’s really sunny out,

it’s hard to see anything inside at first.

 

Cam was the kind of guy everybody thought they knew right away —

brash, loud, always making jokes, always the center of the party. I could tell

it was all an act though — I might not have had all-the-way sex yet, but I’d been around enough boys by then to know when they’re hiding something.

He’d been to our house about three or four times before that May long, once

for a dinner with mom and dad and a few other couples (he was the only

one without a lady), and the other times, just to hang out with my dad

watching games, playing video games, or just talking about work.

 

We had a big deck around the pool and sparkling night lights and a fire

place. The first time I saw him, I had come out helping mom carry bowls of

food to the big table for a dinner party. One of the guests who knew mom

and dad for a few years embarrassed me by saying how much older I

suddenly looked. I cringed and wanted to just dump the food and disappear

back up to my room. Cam, though, caught my eyes because when everyone

else was looking up and down my body like I was some sort of figure in a

window or a picture in a magazine, he just caught my eyes and held them

with his own. I was wearing my state college crop-top pink hoody and

white denim shorts, so yeah, I drew eyes.

 

But! I know it sounds a little crazy, but you know how in just a single

second of looking at someone it feels like you see their whole life? His eyes

shook me inside and I had no choice but to glance back at him when I was

making my way back inside the wall of wide accordion doors. He was still

staring at me too like he just knew I was going to look again. Everyone else

was talking and laughing with each other, but not Cam. It felt like he could

see how uncomfortable I was, just like I could see how trapped he was. I

made sure to make another appearance the next time I overheard dad

mention Cam was coming over. He was the first person I ever saw three

dimensionally, you could say, like a character you knew all about in a novel.

 

He might have been loud and brash and full of jokes when he was

around other people, but around me, he just seemed awkward and stiff,

which surprised me because he seemed the kind of guy who would never

feel anything but relaxed in any situation. He was in our den with dad

sitting on our couch with a game on. I came up with a reason to go in there — to get a phone charger from behind a couch that I secretly already had

wrapped up inside my fist.

 

“Hey, Cory!” dad seemed surprised by me, and well he should, I never

showed any interest in his friends or his world. “I ever introduce you to my

daughter?” dad said. “I’m more proud of her than anything I’ve ever done,”

he said to Cam.

 

“Yeah we met last time,” Cam said like someone blinking in bright light.

“But not formally.” He smiled kind of crookedly at me and I swear I nearly

dropped my phone. His smile said it all —  I remember you! he was saying.

I rebuffed him though. However, I had lined my eyes dark and put on aqua

eye shadow and desert nude matte lipstick just for coming downstairs to

prance like the little brat I was in front of him. You wanna bet he noticed

me!

 

“Hey,” I said to him like I didn’t know him from a hole in the ground.

“It’s Cory,” I said, “in case you were wondering.”

 

“I was,” he said.

 

Even with dad right there, we both stared at each other for a few dead-

quiet seconds and though I know I’m often at a loss for words, I don’t think

he was used to feeling like that. It probably didn’t help him (at least I hope

this had something to do with it) that I was wearing my satiny white halter

with the scalloped edges, and my slim-fit Givenchy jeans. I’d also just done

my hair in layers of waves all clove-brown with cinnamon hi-lights. I had

gotten all excited to dress for him and feel like a real, fully grown-up

woman in the bathroom, and coming downstairs that night armed with my

little charger wire plan to show myself off to Cam and get his attention like

that felt like the height of dares. Another person might say it was strange to be so attracted to a man more than twice my age, but the heart wants what it

wants, a wise man once said.

 

“Cory’s going to spend the summer figuring out which college she’s

going to,” dad told Cam. “Aren’t you honey.” He turned back to Cam. “She

has her choice, totally top of her class every subject, athletics, everything.

She’s a smart girl.” He nodded at me like I was a nearly finished product of

his. “That girl of mine,” he adored me.

 

I just shrugged. “Any of them will do as long as I get to live far away

from home,” I teased dad. I knew he was not enjoying every aspect of

seeing his little girl grow up. I leaned over to kiss his cheek to let him know

I was only teasing, but I also gave Cam a good long look at my ass all to

himself.

 

“You’ll come crying back the first time the fridge is empty,” he joked.

 

“Dad,” I rolled my eyes falling down in his chair and squishing him for

space, “I cook more than you!” I rolled my eyes and shook my head at

Cam. Dad drew his arm around my shoulders and hugged me hard to his

side. I kept staring at Cam even with dad’s arm tight around me.

 

But Cam was being weird. He wasn’t laughing or even appeared to be

hearing anything either of us was saying. He looked like a guy watching a

sunrise. He just stared at me and it made me curl my lips together and puff

air out my nose. Thankfully dad didn’t seem to notice and he let me go with

a pat on my ass. I took my time meandering back out of the den but I

glanced over my shoulder as I went around the corner of the wall. Dad had

gone back to watching the game, but Cam was still watching me, which I

knew he would be. I leaned my head back as I disappeared down the hall

and the little devil mimicked me leaning his head forward to help us both keep looking in each other’s eyes as long as possible. I couldn’t stop a smile

spreading over my mouth and he might have seen it too. What is that

feeling when someone you’re interested in seems to look back at you

seemingly the same way? Yeah it was not normal that he was at least 25

years older than me. But I shivered all the same. I glanced once more at

him. He seemed to be steaming on the couch.

 

I know what you’re thinking, too: she can be such a tease! But I already

know that, and secondly, so what? A girl gets to use what she’s got, and

what I had, they don’t sell.

 

I had to lean into the wall on the other side of the den just to breathe and

steady myself. I had evidently succeeded in my mission to get his attention,

but he had also got my attention to the nth degree too. Maybe it was

because he was the first real man to truly see me only as a new woman and

not some grown version of a kid they thought they already knew. Or maybe

it was because I alone could see past his light banter to his heavy heart and

to sense how trapped he was, but my body became insistent with me from

that lingering glance onward about getting as near to him as possible

whenever I could. It felt like I could help him, or that I could heal him sort

of, if I were able to just get near enough to him, or even with him — in

every sense of that word.




Cam

 

Criminals get caught because they’re too lazy to get far from home to do

their crimes. It might not have been criminal, but at just 18, as her father

kept reminding me over and over, it was damn close. And whether it was

legal or not wouldn’t mitigate the bigger risk: her dad, my friend

supposedly, was just the kind of guy for whom years in jail wouldn’t even

phase him for killing a guy who plucked his beloved pride and joy,

especially a guy more than twice her age, a guy like me, the way he saw

me, anyway.

 

“Guys like you, I bet you never even see them coming, you get so many

fucks,” he’d slap me on the back. He had me all wrong but I had to play the

role of the lone-wolf, wild-man banker for him, for all the married guys at

work. They lived their lost youths through me. I was their age, but I stayed

single. I missed out on what they found, but here they all were, slapping me

around Monday morning imagining they were the ones missing out on the

greatest thing: endless fucking, strip joints, coke, crazy hotel room parties.

But for me, it was all just part of the never-ending job. It’s how deals got

closed was all. The truth was, I had already by then started sending my CV

around discreet head-hunters. I was getting out of the game because I had

to. I was good with finance and business plans, I knew that much. But I

started looking for a career change into charities or philanthropic investing,

something with a shred of meaning and a modicum of purpose other than

just making more money.

But I had to put the brakes on things after that dinner party over at Bob

and Lindsay’s. I came over to his house that evening to tell him in person

that I was getting out. We’d gone to high school together, we went to

college together, we started with the same firm in the same week, and we

did the same job. And we got very rich together, too. For Bob, it was a

calling and he belonged in that world, it was obvious. To tell him I didn’t

think I belonged in it was going to crush him. He thought we were going to

start our own investment house together and soon. The news I brought to

him that night was going to change everything.

 

I had been toying with how to break it to him for weeks. I was looking

for a sign I was in such turmoil inside for so long. I gave up hoping for an

appropriate time to say it and I was literally leaning over close to him at the

table half-way through saying, “Bob, I have to talk to you about something,

if you have a minute,” when this angel from on-high descended from her

cloud and stunned me like some heart-stopping taser. Someone said, “She

looks so much older, Lindsay!” and I paused talking to Bob to look and I

saw her, pink hoody, white shorts, brown hair, and the most perfect face I’d

ever looked upon. Her eyes though: they hit me like nails through my

shoulders as though someone was pinning an insect to cork. I guess I got

my sign all right, but it blinded me. I’d never seen anyone like her, and

when she looked at me, I’d never felt so electrified.

 

But Jesus, she was just 18.

 

“What is it, Cam?” I realized Bob had been asking me three or four

times before I came to — after that angelic being had finally slipped out of

view again and released me from the clutches she held my whole being in

the whole time she drifted through our space and back out again. I swear to

god, it was like what happens to farmers when the aliens land. I felt scanned

by her. I felt violated.

I slowly turned toward Bob. He must have thought I was having an

aneurysm — a joke with a real threat behind it in our line of work. I

realized I was going to need to see that vision from heaven again. Can one

look change a life? Maybe when that life is crying out for change, it can.

But as far as my planned career change was concerned, that was officially

on hold. “It’s nothing Bob,” I said. “Just some numbers I need you to check,

it can wait till Monday.”

 

He slapped my back. “That’s my buddy,” he made everyone look at me.

“We’re having drinks and laughing, and he’s still calculating how to make

money!” He punched me. “Right Cam?”

 

“You fucking call it straight, Bob, you know that.” I punched him back.

But all week I was useless. The philanthropic fund I interviewed with called

to have me back again. I made it to the second round and I knew there

weren’t too many rounds on that side of the business world. They wanted to

know when I could meet. Meanwhile, my head was swirling with a kid, a

girl going to college, just a pair of short shorts and a hoody, really. I tried

drinking, I tried gaming, I tried strip clubs and night clubs, I tried

everything to remind myself that chicks like that are frosting on the cake

and best enjoyed in moderation and never that close to home.

 

But though I didn’t lack for access to the best and tastiest of all worldly

offerings, suddenly nothing looked other than brown and dried up after her.

No football games, no laughing gags, no quarterly reports, even, could hold

my interest for a minute. I kept thinking of her. It felt like I had been living

in a black-and-white world into which she introduced the entire notion of

color. And for all that and more, she was the reason I had to hold off getting

out of the very world that was quickly killing me.

 

I invited Bob to my condo for Sunday games knowing that he would,

being Bob, agree but invite me to his house instead. Mission accomplished. I sat there watching football, drinking beers, and keeping the conversation

going but it was like those patients without consciousness. I felt like I was

outside my body watching myself as though I were in a movie, and a dull

movie at that, a movie I had no idea what it was about or where it was

going. A movie I wanted to turn off.

 

And then, sweet nectar of opium! She floated down the stairs from up

there somewhere and into the den. This time she was in a loose top and hot

jeans. Her face looked like something I wasn’t deserving of or shouldn’t

even be allowed to see. She looked like sin incarnate.

 

“I ever introduce you to my daughter?” Bob was saying, but I heard his

voice as though through a phone on the other side of the room. My throat

constricted and my veins filled with shake-inducing adrenaline. I wasn’t

turned on, I was blown away. I just burbled and groaned like some broken

pull-string doll.

 

“Hey,” she said to me and I landed like a rocket into the ocean. “It’s

Cory,” she said, “in case you were wondering.”

 

I tried to say, “Hi, Cory,” like any normal, self-respecting and in-control

mid-40s professional guy would, but I think what came out was just an

empty exhalation of gaping breath like I was trying to hold back vomit. She

leaned over her dad and her ass faced me like a moon rising and me on

drugs. She kissed him and she squirmed into his chair beside him. She kept

looking at me like a patron in a gallery studying a master painting. I felt

filleted. I again tried to say something, but it was like my throat was drier

than Death Valley and it hurt it was so tight. What was wrong with me? She

was 18, the daughter of my friend, she was unavailable in every way, and

she wasn’t even something a man like me should be interested in anymore,

let alone losing his shit over.

I had been nervous around girls in school but I trained myself to put on a

steely face, to tell jokes, to talk myself up and pretend confidence, and I

learned it so well, I was selling CEOs their own stock back to them at a

premium. I made myself not get flustered. I built myself up from the overly-

sensitive, easily-scared, worried and bookish stupid little kid to an adult

paid more in a year than twice what my parents made in their lifetimes

combined and I didn’t construct this new, hard self just to have it dissolve

like sand from the mere breeze of a teasing little brat like that. I thought I

was long past feeling like this around girls like her. I didn’t even realize I

was staring so hard at the vision of her I had actually leaned forward to

keep watching her as she dragged my consciousness, my heart, and my

whole being with her around the corner and out of the den like she knew

she had already had me on her little string.

 

Her dad didn’t notice, thankfully. My cock was raging inside my pants.

My blood was running hot and my mind was a hundred miles an hour. I

needed to know who she was, I needed to know what she meant. With just

those glances, she was dismantling what took me years to build. I’d never

felt so vulnerable as I did sitting there having to watch the rest of the

ridiculous game feeling my exterior stripped away like a tornado had ripped

a town apart board by board.

 

“Okay,” I said to myself. “Get next to her, feel her, get control of the

situation and do what you do best: touch, control, win.” I was famous for

making time to fly out to anywhere in the world to physically get my feet

on the floor of the plant or the office tower, to actually get down and dirty

in the mine or out in the field under the wind turbines, wherever, just to

“feel it” I would say, before I’d pull the trigger on any recommendations.

And my recommendations were gold: stocks were traded, companies were

merged, based on what I said.

This was no different. I needed to get near her, control her effect, and

thereby defeat it. I did it with girls in school — I’d confront my fears of

them by holding my breath and forcing myself to sit on a couch beside

them, against them, at parties, to turn to them, to speak with them even if it

made me die inside. But thus did I defeat their power over me. So I knew

what I needed to do. The little flirt even smiled when she went around the

corner because she knew she was torturing me like they all used to. I’d get

her alone and I would show her she ain’t anything. I’d show her the cold

hard adult world whether she was ready for it or not, and based on the way

she played, I was willing to bet she didn’t know a thing about it.

 

Cory

 

The next time he was over was so painful for me, I nearly screamed. My

mom invited a single friend of hers over to a dinner for the four of them,

me, and another couple. Unbeknownst to my dad and Cam, she was trying

to play matchmaker. But the woman was completely wrong for him and

everyone could tell except mom. The slag was a pony-tail blonde who loved

going to baseball games and playing poker and constantly trash talking guys

like she knew them all. She laughed like a horse neighing at every single

thing Cam said. It made me nearly vomit and I knew Cam was really

uncomfortable. He kept glancing at me.

 

I had to wear normal clothes because of mom and dad but I spent over

two hours in the bathroom putting on make-up getting ready for him. I

needed to thread the needle between night-club sexy lady and parent-

approved daughter. I must have got it right because Cam glanced at me

every chance he could. But he knew he was being watched and he was

smart to not get caught. I even grinned at him behind my napkin and shook

my head “No” at him because he kept trying to get me to make googly eyes

back at him. I wanted to yell at him “Later dummy!” or reach under the

table and tell him that by squeezing my hand on his leg. I’d never felt so

frustrated in my life. That bitch kept eyeing him and purring at him and doing ridiculous things like fluttering her eyelids at him. Old wench! She

was like his age she was so old. Scrag.

 

Of course I knew that no matter what I might have dreamed of, it was

impossible to ever imagine a realistic scenario where he and I would be

together at a dinner table like a real couple or something. He was probably

close to 45, like my dad. But in a car or somewhere else secret? I was

having lots of trouble sleeping those days, or keeping my hands out of my

panties, if you must know.

 

I was going off to college soon and I wanted to be far away not because

I hated home, but because I wanted so much to be older and independent.

But I was terrified. Without my parents always around controlling where I

was or who I was seeing, I had no idea what situations I might get myself

into. And I hadn’t yet been in a lot of situations involving boys. One thing I

knew from what I read though, was that most girl’s first time was nothing

special. I wanted special for my first time. Everyone always remembers

their first time all their life. I wanted to remember something magical. And

Cam was really starting to get me thinking. He’d probably be the best

teacher ever, and it didn’t have to be anything serious or long term since I

was leaving anyway. He’d make sure I was ready for whatever I’d find in

the big, bad world.

 

He helped carry dishes to the dishwasher after dinner and I rushed in to

help too, of course. I’m such a good daughter, aren’t I! At the sink, I rinsed

plates off but I made my hips touch his where he loaded the dishwasher. I

took a big chance and pressed a tiny bit against him instead of pulling away

but I didn’t press so hard it couldn’t be excused as accidental. Then, playing

the prissy girl, I just went all cool as a breeze and looked down at him and

handed him a plate, but I made him reach for it.

When he stood up, the little rascal made sure to brush back against me

with his arm and back. He was just as bad as me! But I was electrified. I

was so affected by being that close to that older man that I wasn’t able to

fall asleep in bed until after I settled myself down.

 

I didn’t usually sleep nude but once I was in bed, I tossed and turned

like a fish in the bottom of a boat. I tore my t shirt off and pulled the sheets

down to my waist. Lying there naked and exposed in my room made me

imagine Cam seeing me like that, of course. What would he be like, if

things were to happen? I touched the soft bulge at the side of my growing

breast and imagined it was his fingertips. “Fuck,” I thought to myself. I

might even have quietly muttered it. My nipples got hard when I made little

circles over my skin with all my fingertips.

 

I wet my fingertip in my lips and rubbed it lightly around my areolae.

That didn’t help at all. I softly pinched my nipple and it made me only do a

stomach crunch I yearned for Cam so badly. I lifted my hips and hooked my

thumbs in the waist of my panties and pulled them down and off. I kept

them handy on my night table in case I needed to hurry up and pull them on

again. I explored myself. Of course I did it lots of times, but I’d never

thought of touching myself after convincing my mind that it was the hand

of someone else, of a man like Cam. I breathed deeply through my circular

mouth and I opened my legs. I pushed the blankets completely off. I wanted

Cam to see me in all my young glory. “Hey,” I said in a whisper to him.

“Why don’t you come over here?” I pretended to say to my imaginary lover

who just opened my bedroom door.

 

I had to practice. I was going to a faraway college town in a matter of

months.

 

“Would you like to lick me?” I thought out loud. I thoroughly wet my

second finger and pretended it was his tongue. I drew it down the crease in my skin where my leg and pelvis meet and then I pulled it up the other side.

I shivered. Cam was good! He was teasing me. He wasn’t going straight for

it, he was making me beg for it, he was making my hips follow where his

tongue lightly touched. He wanted me to shove my hips needfully against

his mouth. My mouth went dry and my heart began to pound. I slipped my

finger down the middle of my slit and sat bolt upright in bed. I pulled on the

lamp chain and studied my finger. I looked down between my legs and

parted my lips. “Holy shit,” I said in a quiet murmur. I gaped. How had I

become so wet?

 

Mom had actually bought me a little Japanese bud type of toy and said it

was healthy to do it “sometimes.” Lately, I was wondering what the

definition of “sometimes” was. I pulled open the drawer in my bedside table

and untangled the thin wire between the batteries and switches and the little

bud that did the work. I sucked on it to wet it and I just rubbed it on myself

at first without turning it on. Immediately my knees drew up involuntarily

and I clenched my chest and curled my stomach. I wanted him more than

anything that I ever wanted.

 

I turned it on and quickly wrapped my hand around it. It sounded too

loud but I knew from checking in the hallway another time that no one

would be able to hear it. I brought the buzzing little nib to my small pussy

lips. It was like riding a jet going straight up through the clouds. I took it off

and caught my breath again. I touched it to myself again and rocketed into

the stratosphere. “Cam,” I breathed almost like I was crying. I insisted on

holding it against myself and my legs started to quake and kick and my

shoulders lifted off the bed. My head came up and I clenched my mouth and

eyes and my entire insides seemed to turn over. I gasped out loud and

covered my mouth and tried to stop but my body was now on auto-pilot and

waves of numbness rippled up and down throughout my torso. I flew back

down onto my bed and my back arched so sharply, I was on the top of my

head facing backward with my ass driving down into the mattress. I dropped the thing and it buzzed harmlessly under my ass. I cupped both my

breasts and pinched both my nipples hard. Between my legs I felt warm and

wet and I reached down and found myself gushing. I sat up and swung my

legs over the edge and hugged myself. “Holy fuck,” I said to myself. I

realized that though I had made my body cum before, that was definitely

the first time I could claim to have experienced an orgasm for real. I sipped

some water and thought about Cam and finally fell asleep.

 

Cam

 

When Bob and Lindsay mentioned another dinner party, I was all over

it. I think Lindsay was trying to set me up with her friend, because the chick

was super-hot and she was into baseball and poker and drinking shots and

everything else fun and fantastic about life at the top. And the chick was

into me something crazy too. Sweet, I thought, two birds stoned at once.

Get that nasty little Cory girl washed out of my mind and get something on

with this pony-tail chick like right fucking now. Cory kept looking at me so

I gave her the eye treatment right back to let her know I wasn’t playing her

game, she wasn’t in my league, and whatever she thought she was doing to

me, it ended now. Because I was defeating her. I leaned in close to the

pony-tail girl and gave her all the attention I had to give — even if I

couldn’t remember her name and it was too soon after being told to be able

to ask again  No matter. Look, Cory, the real woman wins. Go home. Or at

least go upstairs to your bedroom. Or better yet, go far away to some

college town and find someone your own age. I don’t lose to kids.

 

I cleaned up some dishes hoping to get a little private smirking time

with the pony-tail but she slipped out of the kitchen just as I was going in.

When I loaded the dishwasher, who should step up to the counter beside me

but Cory. I felt that crazy shaking juice fill my blood again and I was instantly transported back to high school grade 10 sitting beside Trish in

science. Fuck.

 

Trish wore white button up tops that always billowed open between the

buttons. She caught me looking. I must have gone beet red because she

passed a little note on a tiny piece of notepaper she tore out of her

notebook. It said, “It’s okay” and she had drawn a heart around the words.

 

I said to her as we picked up our books, “Hey, do you feel ready for the

test? Want to study together?”

 

“Sure!” she said. The way she smiled at me, all straight short messy

blonde hair and deep pool-blue eyes, I was instantly hard.

 

“Maybe at lunch, under the stairs at east wing?” I was brave. That was a

quiet place not many knew about. It was where I went when I needed to

settle down and hit the reset button on my day.

 

“Where?” She tilted her head so lightly, her mouth was so questioning,

her eyes were so soft and her voice was so milky, I felt weightless and

about to pass out.

 

“I’ll show you,” I said. When we got down the hall where no one goes,

she got scared a bit and took my hand in hers. I nearly couldn’t breathe. It

was soft and cool and her thumb almost imperceptibly rubbed mine. She

looked over her shoulder at me and puffed a puff of air out her nose and

looked through her downcast face up at me through the tops of her eyes and

curled her lips between her teeth. I could hardly walk. I was tenting

ferociously. My throat was swollen from dryness and my breath was forced

and making me dizzy.

“Here,” I said. It was a dark empty space against a cinderblock wall

under stairs overhead. I sat down and gestured for her to join me.

 

“Do you come here a lot?” she said.

 

I nodded. “When I need to.”

 

She nodded. “It’s quiet.” Neither of us reached for our books. She

wrapped her arms around her bare legs and pulled them up to her chest —

she was wearing a skirt. But then she looked at me and for all the world, it

looked to me like she was asking me to kiss her. She slowly licked her lips

and her eyes fluttered like they wanted to close. I shifted closer to her and

she didn’t pull away. She only smiled — she looked as nervous as I felt.

She looked like a flower to me and her voice was like a song.

 

I leaned over and before I knew it, my lips bumped into hers. She

gasped and pulled away. “What are you doing!” she shouted. I jumped up

and pulled back, bumping my head hard on the overhanging stairs. I fell

forward on top of her and she screamed and scrambled to pull herself out

from under me. Her buttons popped and her skirt came down. She screamed

again and I tried to cover her mouth enough to get her to understand my

mistake. She bit hard on my hand and I instinctively reached for my wrist to

yank my hand from her mouth but I caught her cheek instead and she cried

out and fell down.

 

Three grade 12s came bounding down the stairs and rounded the railing

to find me standing over top of Trish on the ground, me holding my hand

and her, top opened, skirt up, holding her face like I had struck her on

purpose. If they’d just beaten me up and threw me out the door, I could have run away and go work on a ship or take to the forest and live off the

land. But they brought me to the office. I was interviewed by the counsellor.

My parents were called. The police spoke with them. I had to attend

psychiatry sessions where I was grilled every visit for details on what I

masturbated about and how I held my cock and how long before I

ejaculated and how I would describe the feeling. When I asked the guy if he

was supposed to be asking me all those things, my sessions were soon

declared over, and I was declared healed. But I was restricted in my

movements around the school, I needed to check in every block change

with the counsellor, and teachers got instructions that I was not to be seated

next to any girl.

 

I stayed crouched down below Cory’s legs in her parent’s kitchen trying

to steady myself and remember and repeat my mantra so I could keep up

my confidence and armor under this assault of hers. She shifted till her hips

touched my shoulder. Steady on boy, I said to myself. This was good, I told

myself. Touch, control, win, right? I steadily and slowly inhaled and

exhaled. It was crazy to me that an 18 year old would be doing this to me

when I came to learn how to handle any type of woman in any situation

without needing to think anymore. She nudged a plate at my shoulder and I

looked up. She just stared down at me holding it for me to reach. I could

reach it but I could not breathe. I had forgotten how nervous I used to get

around girls. I had forgotten the speechlessness, the running away, the

tongue-tied slobbering. I had forgotten about Trish.

 

Cory just stood there staring down at me so cold and uncaring that she

had completely stripped me of everything I built up around myself to

protect me from that awful pain of being so fucking visible, so fucking

known, so fucking naked. She was no angel, she was a devil sent to torture

me. I tried to stand up and just go, but my feet were like cement. I could

feel her against me even with my arm and back. “Okay, already!” I wanted

to shout. “You fucking win! So leave me alone!” I knew something was

very wrong with her the first moment our eyes met. She cracked me open and now she was determined to split me apart like a coconut shell, let

everyone eat me up till I was nothing but husk. I had to crush her.

 

Cory

 

Now he was over at our place again and hanging out on our deck

watching every move I made as we got the pool ready. Could he be more

obvious? But I guess I was also playing the game. I didn’t need to dress in

my secret new bikini you couldn’t see under my poncho-style cover up. But

I did, didn’t I.

 

“You pick a college yet?” he asked me as I strolled very close past him

carrying the railing for the steps to install and a big ol’ adjustable wrench.

 

I just turned around, walked backward, and pretended to tap the wrench

to my head winking and making the “chk-chk” sound like I had a secret

about that. I knew he was loving the eyeful he was getting of my long,

tanned legs in my white trainers. Let him, I thought. I had plans for that

man.

But inside, I was like “No!” and I nearly shook from feeling totally shy

all of a sudden. I couldn’t believe he was talking directly to me and with

dad right there too putting away the tarp and even mom sitting at the table

nearby. Cam was wearing a pale yellow golf shirt and black and red-striped

biker shorts and blue pull-on Keds. He obviously worked out. He had

patches of silver hair at his temples and a bit of grey in his three-day

growth.

 

But the most amazing feature of his face was his relaxed, child-like

smile. I just had to peek at him again through my locks of fallen hair when I

got on my hands and knees to bolt the railing in place. Yes, of course he

was still staring and still smiling at me. I liked how he took risks — that

boded well for my planning. But being so obvious about checking out the

daughter of your friend in his own backyard was too risky wasn’t it? But I

was just as bad checking him out right back. He had deep brown bedroom

eyes. I wasn’t about to just go talk with him --- he was my dad’s friend and

it’s weird to be so helplessly attracted to a man more than 20 years older

than me. My parents just wouldn’t believe it. But every chance I got, I

couldn’t help walking directly in front of him, passing  close beside him, or

even stopping in front of him to do something like get a pebble out of my

trainers or check my nails, whatever way I could think of to get in front of

him. I seemed to feed off his eyes looking at me. I needed him to notice me.

 

Now I was alone in the dark garage getting ready to push the big red

button and start the pump when dad called out for me to, and who should

come strolling in still shouting back over his shoulder at dad but Cam. I

don’t think he knew I was in there bending over near the fridge putting all

the caps back on the filters. I stood up and turned around just as he stepped

right into the front of me. He didn’t see me until we were face to face

because it was so dark. He’d also never seen me — nobody had — in my

new swimsuit, and only in my swimsuit and white shoes. His hand held the

handle of the fridge and so did mine — I had used it to pull myself up. I

couldn’t back up and we couldn’t squeeze past each other either. There was

nothing for me to do but to say, “Hi.” It was so quiet, I didn’t mean to nearly whisper it, but when I did, it felt like we’d tumbled through a portal

into another, thoroughly adult, world.

 

“Hi,” he said back, and between the two of us I realized he was maybe

even more flustered than me. “You’re in here,” he pointed out.

 

“I’m in here,” I nodded back to him. We both spoke super quietly. I put

my hands behind my back where my fingers twisted together so tight they

hurt. I didn’t mean to jut my chest out toward him like that, did I?

 

He actually helped himself to a good long, slowly-dropping look down

over my chest and he took his sweet time bringing his eyes back up to mine,

too. I didn’t mind it, though. I think it’s okay if a man looks at you like that

as long as he isn’t leering and people aren’t around making it embarrassing.

Especially if he sees you as a woman like no one else does and if you

dressed and put makeup on for the sole purpose of causing him to be unable

not to look at you like that. Cam was the perfect gentleman, though. “That’s

a really nice swimsuit,” he said. He was in no rush to open the fridge. But

he did look over his shoulder like he was nervous about my parents coming

in. I was a bad girl though. I slipped my hand up the handle of the fridge a

bit so my thumb and first finger covered his pinky. I had painted my nails

matte desert taupe. Yes, for him, if you must know.

 

“It’s brand new, I haven’t worn it before,” I said. “Does it look good on

me?”

 

“It looks incredible.”

 

“I’m glad you like it.” My heart was probably visibly pounding in my

chest.

He nodded and we just sort of smiled at each other for what felt like

eons. I couldn’t take my eyes off his mouth. My breath quavered and my

spine tingled I was almost unable to stop myself rising on my toes to kiss

him. We both began talking at the same time and both laughed and then

went ahead and did it again.

 

“You go,” he said finally.

 

“I’m feeling really nervous,” I had to tell him.

 

“Why would you be nervous?”

 

He said it so disarmingly, like he really didn’t know, like it was the most

natural question. See? That’s what I mean. To everyone else he was blunt

and loud. But I saw him as someone caring and really interested in you. “I

think you know,” I had to look at the floor where I rolled my foot over. He

just kept staring at me until he made me say it. “I like you. A lot,” I finally

got out.

 

“Well if it makes you feel better, I like you a lot too,” he said.

 

I don’t know if we meant quite the same thing but when he said that, I

could have hugged him. I wanted to try to kiss him more than anything. I

dropped my arms to my side, I crossed them over my chest, I reached

toward him but pulled back. I didn’t know why I couldn’t just kiss a man if

I wanted to. Was there such a big risk in just going ahead and kissing a

person especially if they look like they want to kiss you too? What could go

so wrong? Why should it matter he was my dad’s age and his friend? Of course I knew why not though. Dad would kill him and I’d be barred from

going away to college. It would crush my dad because he placed so much

blind trust in me. He was also blind as well though to what I was becoming

— an independent woman. My developed body should have told him that,

but he probably trained himself to not really look.

 

“I’d like to see you sometime,” I suddenly said, and I was surprised how

much like a woman I thought I sounded suddenly. “I mean away from . . . “

I tilted my head.

 

“Away from your parents.”

 

“I guess, yeah.”

 

“I’d like that too,” he said. “But I don’t think that would be a very good

idea. Do you?” He looked over his shoulder at the door to check again.

 

And that’s when I decided on it. I pushed up on the balls of my feet and

closed my eyes and leaned my hands into his chest and my face close to his.

I knew he wanted to kiss me too. I felt more brave than at any time in my

life. I could hardly breath and I scrunched my curled fingers into his shirt. I

could feel his breath on my lip. I smiled close to him and peeked because it

was the most intense experience I ever had. I offered my lips to him to kiss.

 

That’s when my dad’s voice boomed out and whatever light there was in

the garage went dark when his body filled the doorway. “Cam, you getting

beers or what?”

I dropped back down like I was still getting the filter ready and to hide

myself from dad. Cam hurriedly opened the fridge and reached in, and as he

did, his legs planted right beside my face. I was such a bad girl! I stroked

his calf and scraped my nails into his skin. He ignored me though and

grabbed the beers and went out the garage pushing my dad in front of him

and turning him around.

 

“Anytime Cory!” dad shouted.

 

I pressed the button and started the pump, and I pulled my cover-up

back on and went out. “All good?” I called to dad shading my eyes. Dad

looked into the intake on his hands and knees and nodded up at me — the

water was flowing through and he didn’t suspect anything. When I walked

past Cam where he stood on the deck surveying the yard, I accidentally on

purpose brushed against him. I was being such a bad tease! But so was he,

standing there like that and even pressing back against me when I passed

him.

 

Something would have to be done.

 

Cam

 

When Bob invited me over on the weekend, I tried everything to get out

of it. I’d been on a bender all week. He was afraid of leaving me alone. I

couldn’t tell him, “Bob, your fucking daughter is torturing me mercilessly,

I’d rather just shut my blinds, turn off my phone, and get drunk alone for 72

hours, thanks anyways.”

 

I sat on their deck counting the seconds until it was enough time to

make it sound normal for a guy to go. I already had some Tinder set up and

blow and stash and everything for the kind of weekend I needed: mindless.

The philanthropy place kept calling. They could go fuck themselves and the elephants or dolphins or whatever they wanted to save too. Cory this, Cory

that, my mind was still poisoned by her. I sat on their deck watching her go

back and forth wondering where they made that model, it was so much like

a real person. Touch, control, win, I kept saying to myself. Talk to them, I

remember telling myself over and over standing at parties glued to the wall

motionless against the blast of music. Just talk to them, it makes them

normal. Just say hi. Just do something besides looking like a vertical corpse.

 

“You pick a college yet?” I said to her when she walked so close to me I

could smell her. And a date, my mind raged, on which you are getting the

fuck out of Dodge and out of my life and out of my mind too, you she-

devil?

 

She just spun around, finger-shot me, and smiled hard at me with her

pearly whites. I gave her my  best deal-closing smile right back. I win, you

hear me? I always win now!

 

I saw her go inside the garage where the beer fridge was and the pool

equipment and electricals. I checked Bob. He was busy, fully embracing his

role as dad in his backyard. I looked over at Lindsay. She looked sun baked.

I looked back toward the dark doorway into the garage where Cory had

gone and I curled my bottom lip over my bottom teeth and I connived.

 

I shouted to Bob when I got to the doorway, “Hey, you need one?” Yeah,

that’s right, just going in this dark room all alone suddenly to fetch a beer. I

let my eyes adjust and saw her crouching over the pump. I went up behind

her. Touch, control, win. I grabbed the handle of the fridge to steady myself.

She rose up like Venus, sans what she was wearing when she went in. I

wasn’t counting on that and now she stood an inch in front of me in some

swimsuit like a model out of the kind of magazines you didn’t buy, you

stole.

All she said was “Hi,” and everything I was ready to say and do

evaporated like a dream I couldn’t remember.

 

“Hi,” was all I had back. “You’re in here,” I stated like the scared

shitless little kid I used to be whenever I was around girls I  liked, like her.

And I really liked her. I liked her so much I hated her.

 

“I’m in here,” she nodded back at me, taunting me, mocking me. It took

every ounce of my strength to keep standing straight, to keep control of my

mind, to keep from losing myself and falling down or yelling up to the

ceiling. I looked down at her and back up and I had to move slowly to avoid

shaking. Just a girl, I kept telling the scared little boy inside me, she’s just a

girl. It was incredibly absurd to be a mid-40s power broker sent right back

into kid-in-survival-mode by a teen, but that’s where I was.

 

“That’s a really nice swimsuit,” I said to her. Just a girl. Just a swimsuit.

Just a pair of eyes. Just a body smooth and fresh and perfect and clean and

young. Just alone with me in a dark garage. Oh my fucking god don’t make

me pass out now.

 

Her finger covered mine on the door handle and I steeled myself. “It’s

brand new, I haven’t worn it before, does it look good on me?” she said.

Was she aware her finger was touching mine? For me it was like touching a

live household wire. What was it to her, nothing at all? Not even aware, I

bet.

 

I felt like laughing, I felt like crying, or screaming. Does it look good on

you? Oh I don’t know, does Michelangelo’s painting look good on the

ceiling of the Sistine chapel? Does Vermeer’s Girl look good with a pearl? “It looks incredible,” I said to her. Awesome. Spellbinding. Um,

breathtaking? Any and all of the above?

 

I breathed very slowly and very deeply. I had at least managed the first

few seconds without collapsing. I felt my body slightly calm. I was so far

staying alive. I wanted to say something stupid like, where did you buy it,

or how much was it, as if I’d be interested in that but she started talking at

the same time and there I was again, being an idiot, unable to talk to girls,

getting a boner, hating everything about everything.

 

She said “I’m feeling really nervous” and it surprised me because if I

was anywhere near the Town of Truth, I’d be admitting that to her, not the

other way around.

 

It caught me off guard and confused me. “Why would you be nervous?”

I asked her, because I was  so truly and utterly at sea on that one, and I

almost blurted out with a mad-man laugh.

 

She said, “I think you know,” and I had to just screw up my face and

wonder what the hell that meant. Then she just blurted out at me, “I like

you, a lot.”

 

I was staggered by what she said. Was she playing with me, toying with

my feelings? Did she know I was down and out and was this her way of

kicking me? How cruel might she actually be? In chess, if you don’t know

what move to make, make the one that mimics best what your opponent just

played. “I like you too,” I said, taking all the power out of it, and I said it

like one would say, I like puppies, or I like ice cream. Or double stiff drinks

or two narrow lines on a mirror.  “A lot.”

 

She said, “I’d like to see you sometime, away from here, that is.”

“Away from your parents,” I checked on what she meant. She nodded.

“I don’t think that would be a very good idea,” I said to her. I meant for me.

She was dangerous. She put me right back where I came from. She

undressed me of everything I worked to put myself in. There was no way in

hell I would ever allow her to get me somewhere away from here, away

from people. Be alone with her? Holy fuck, was she kidding? I couldn’t

even imagine it, like being in a car together alone, or in a room. It was too

powerful a force. No way. I was about to tell her, “Stay away from me,

Cory, just go away, you don’t know what you’re doing to me,” when she

raised herself and closed her eyes and seemed to give me her lips to kiss.

 

And oh my god did I want to. I breathed her in and drowned myself in

her. I’d been close to a lot of beautiful things and people. I’d never been

that close to something that truly was from Paradise. I felt weightless.

Would a kiss hurt? Can I actually have that? Was she real? Was this

happening to me?

 

“Cam, you getting beers or what?” Bob shattered the glass of the

moment we lived inside of and I spun around and whipped open the fridge

door to hide her and get the beers. Even with her dad staring at me, she

scratched my leg with her fingernail. And it suddenly occurred to me for the

first time: maybe she didn’t know what she was doing to me. I stood outside

trying to regain my footing and try the new and unusual thought on for size.

She came by again brushing against me as she passed. She doesn’t know,

does she?

 

Something would have to be done.

 

Cory

“Dad,” I began execution of stage 1 of my plan by

 

 

sinking my hooks. “I’m actually sort of interested in

 

a finance degree maybe, but I don’t know. Shouldn’t

 

I decide something like that first before I pick a

 

college?”

 

Dad was, suitably, stunned. It looked like

 

something had been shot into his veins and he took a

 

few long seconds to regain consciousness. “Cory,” he

 

said raising his face from his always-open screen in

 

his lap where we sprawled in the den with some show

 

on. “You don’t have to choose based on what I’d love

 

you to do.” He couldn’t however make his mouth

 

stop curling at the corners he loved the sound of that

 

so much.

 

“Yeah well I don’t know though, maybe it’s kind

 

of interesting. If only there was a way to get my feet

 

wet without needing to commit.” I’m devious enough

 

for that career, dontcha think?




“Hey!” he said, like a moth to a flame. “We could

 

use a summer intern at the office!”

 

Bingo.

 

I knew Cam was nervous about me being there

 

and he hardly said a word to me the first two days

 

despite what I was wearing, which was solid office

 

with a heaping side of sexy. By Day 3, my

 

opportunity came via — who else? — dear dad again.

 

“We finished the Berringer deal — lunch on me,

 

everybody,” he shouted out to his group. He slapped

 

his credit card on the counter above the central

 

receptionist desk I worked at.

 

I snapped it up immediately. “I know a great place

 

— if you guys want to trust me, that is,” I looked

 

right at Cam. They were all in of course. “Oh!” I,

 

paused. “Gonna need a ride, it’s too far for a walk.”

Once again, dad came through as if on cue. He

 

threw me his car keys. I immediately tossed them to

 

Cam who was trying to slink away. “Drive me, I need

 

to text in the order as we go.” He fumbled but he

 

scooped low and held on. He looked at me all bad

 

boy like, or was that all bad girl like? Did I mention

 

what a corruptible tease I was? I was only 18, and I

 

was just getting started!

 

He didn’t have a chance to refuse with everyone

 

on him about driving Bob’s daughter. We got into

 

dad’s car and I made like I was putting in the order.

 

Cam was nervous but there was little he could do

 

about it. Next came stage 2. I slapped my head. “Oh,”

 

I said, “You have to swing by my house first,” I said

 

to him, “I got to pick up my phone charger, I’m

 

almost out.”

 

“Little out of the way,” he said.

 

“Lunch will take a bit to get ready, so no

 

worries,” I said, tapping his leg to reassure him. In

 

more ways than one. Tee hee, as they say.


He swung right and off to the big houses up the

 

 

side of the hill we went. We parked in the circular

 

driveway and he sat there with the car idling. “Well

 

come on in, I’m not going to make you wait out

 

here.”

 

“You’re just picking up your charger aren’t you?”

 

“I have to get something else too.”

 

He followed me inside full of suspicion, which to

 

be fair he should have been full of. Stage 3 was a go.

 

As soon as I closed the front door in the big empty

 

house behind him, I phoned my dad. “Hey dad,” I

 

said, and I pinched Cam’s top and bottom lips

 

together to tell him to be quiet. “I’m okay, but I had

 

little fainting spell at the place. It’s just all this

 

anxiety about college and choosing and everything.”

 

I scrunched my face and bit my tongue looking at

 

Cam. “No, no, I’m alright, Cam drove me home but I

 

asked him to go to the pharmacy for Tylenol for me because I couldn’t find any here. He might be a bit

 

later coming back. Can you guys get lunch and I’ll

 

get it tomorrow instead?”

 

I ended the call and leaned back against the

 

kitchen counter, and with both my hands on the edge

 

behind me, I stuck my tongue out and laughed at him.

 

“So what are we going to do now, we’ve got the

 

whole house to ourselves and at least an hour to kill.”

 

I swept strands of loose hair from my face and

 

widened my eyes and narrowed my mouth to give

 

him the most young, innocent lost doe in the woods I

 

could make.

 

“So you like to play games do you,” he said.

 

I pushed myself up onto the edge of the counter.

 

“Pretty sure I’m not the only one here who likes to

 

play around.”

 

“You think I’m going to touch the daughter of my

 

friend and soon-to-be-boss?”

“You certainly wanted to that day in the garage.

 

You were going to, too, don’t deny it.”

 

“Moment of weakness,” he said, as if.

 

“Are you weak now?” I pulled my bottom lip

 

with my hooked fingertip and cocked an eyebrow at

 

him.

 

He took that in like a man unsure, if I knew my

 

men. “I really don’t think it’s a great idea.”

 

“Well I do, so there. Maybe I need someone with

 

experience to show me how it’s really done. You ever

 

think of that?” I crossed my legs and laid my hands

 

one over the other on my knee and stared right in his

 

eyes. I was wearing my black square-rim Diors and

 

still had my hair tied back with dangling curling

 

strands down both sides of my face. I was wearing a

 

black and red plaid Mac dress and scarlet red lipstick with some serious platform sandals with peek-a-boo

 

toes. I was nailing the office look dead. I dropped my

 

head slightly to the side and pushed the top button of

 

my dress out of its hole.

 

“You don’t know what your messing with, kid,”

 

he said, but I could tell he was losing his resistance.

 

Like water that wears down rock.

 

It was the bulge in his pants that gave him away

 

dead to rights. I looked straight at it and giggled and

 

undid the second button of my dress. “I’m hardly a

 

little kid anymore, as you can plainly see,” I said,

 

undoing the next button so the sides of my dress

 

flopped open. I had on my jet-black full-cup bra with

 

tiny lacy edges. He stood there looking at me like a

 

starving man not trusting his eyes when looking right

 

at a sizzling steak. He stared at my fingers as I

 

worked further down the front of my dress looking

 

downright angry. When I got to the very last button, I

 

uncrossed my legs and wrapped my hands around the

 

edge of the counter. I reached up and undid the clasp

 

in my hair and shook it all out loose. “Haven’t you

 

wanted this since we first met?” I said softly. “I saw how you were looking at me.” I felt like a movie, like

 

a seductress, and a good one too.

 

He stepped or slightly fainted forward but he was

 

as tentative as a man at the edge of an open airplane

 

door. I spread my legs enough for him to see my

 

panties, also jet black, with a tiny dip in the middle of

 

the waist and little red bow right in the middle. I

 

pulled the edges of my dress aside so that he could

 

now see my entire body. I dangled my feet till my

 

shoes fell onto the floor and I leaned back till I was

 

leaning on my elbows over our kitchen counter.

 

“Aren’t you going to help a girl out?” I said, twisting

 

my full painted lips all over each other. 

 

“This isn’t right,” he nearly whispered. But he

 

also didn’t step back — he stepped or fainted forward

 

a little more. He was clearly a man engaged in a

 

battle — just how I like them! He placed both his

 

hands on my knees and tried to close them. I pressed

 

them open against his resistance. He was surprisingly

 

weak, don’t you know, because I easily won. I could

 

see in his eyes he was seeing down the body laid out in front of him all the way to the apex of my legs

 

even if his eyes struggled to stay locked on my eyes.

 

“What does a man like you normally do when you

 

get here?” I said. I bit on my finger I held sideways

 

between my lips. I lifted my foot and curled my toes

 

against the tent in the front of his pants. He leaned his

 

legs into the edge of the counter, leaned over top of

 

me and placed his hands on either side of my head. I

 

lifted my legs and wrapped them around his waist

 

and drove my heels into the small of his back. We

 

both intermingled our breath together in time. I’m

 

pretty sure our hearts were beating together in time

 

too. It felt amazingly close and intimate, like bed.

 

“You’re Bob’s daughter,” he scowled at me as if I

 

was wrong to be who I was.

 

I lifted m myself up to him and fluttered my eyes

 

closed like butterfly wings and brought my lips, full

 

and round, up to his. “As of a short while ago, I am

 

whoever I want to be. I’m 18. Now are you going to

 

teach this girl how to handle herself when she goes off to college with strangers in a faraway town or are

 

you going to let her find her own way in the big bad

 

world not knowing what,” I stopped and pulled his

 

belt tail from its loop, “or who,” I pulled the pin from

 

the hole, “or how,” I fed the tail out the buckle, “to

 

do,” I pulled his pants button from its hole,

 

“anything?” I breathed the last part more than spoke

 

it, and drew down his fly.

 

“You know it’ll kill him if he finds out what we

 

did, he lives through you!” he said, and I giggled a

 

bit because he said “did” like fate was sealed and I

 

knew at that moment I had won. I curled my lips in

 

between my teeth and I wandered with my eyes lazily

 

down my own body like the path of a fallen feather to

 

between my legs and out over the small mound under

 

my black panties to his dangling belt ends, his spread

 

pants, and his open fly showing his boxers below,

 

and finally through the slit to the real object of my

 

attention.

 

I reached out to him petulantly and I withdrew

 

that snake from its lair and weighed it in my palm. I

 

shivered because the thing scared me, but I was desperate to not let Cam see that. It was like

 

wrapping my hand and fingers around a thick rope

 

that grew thicker as I held it, and harder and hotter. I

 

tried to look back up into his eyes and flutter and be

 

dreamy for him, but I couldn’t keep my eyes from

 

locking onto that monster I had awoken from the

 

depths below. Nor could I fathom what I was going

 

to do now that I had stirred it. For one thing, there

 

was no way, certainly not physically, that that thing

 

was going to go inside me anywhere perhaps other

 

than my mouth. I clasped it between my two hands

 

like someone trying to shove a jack-in-the-box back

 

down. It only stiffened and grew yet more like it had

 

a mind and a will of its own. I even tried to put it

 

back. No way Jose.

 

Cam

 

She undid the top button of her dress and I pursed my lips and cursed

my fate. Young girls like her, they don’t know what gargoyles and serpents

and worms live inside men like me. I wanted to fuck that body ragged. I wanted to tear her open. I wanted to shoot my wad all over her clean flesh.

She didn’t know where I had been, she didn’t know the things I had done.

She was delighting like a girl at a birthday party daintily pulling the ribbons

from a pretty box that was filled with rotten garbage.

 

“You don’t know what you’re messing with, kid,” I said to her. I needed

her to stop things because I wasn’t going to be able to. Her dress, her legs,

her face, her hair and her lips and her eyes: She was so beautiful, it made

me shake. My lungs emptied and my eyes dried up.

 

She laughed at me though. My mean and angry cock insistently pounded

hard at the inside of my pants demanding to fuck something, anything, any

hole, it didn’t give a damn, it would be happy with a tray of raw liver, sick

fuck that my cock is. I’ve seen the places it stuck itself into and it would

make you shudder. She was determined though to torture me. She wanted to

suck me dry, to see me collapse, to pull from me all I had left. She undid the

second button of that flimsy thin dress. I bit down so hard on my bottom lip

I could taste the blood run over my tongue.

 

“I’m hardly a kid anymore, as you can plainly see,” she said, undoing

more and more of those infernal buttons. My shoulders  went tense and I

twisted my face into a contortion like someone being stabbed with pins

under their fingernails. Her dress fell open and she showed me what she

was wearing. Look at her, I said to myself. Look at what you cannot have

you slob, you pig, you disease, you plague. My breathing was short and

shallow and my head began to swim. Not touching her was torture, but

touching her, I knew, was going to be pulling the pin on a grenade, it was

going to be dismemberment, a disemboweling, suicide.

 

She shook her hair loose and placed the clasp beside her on the counter.

I wanted to grab it and jam it onto my cock and cut the fucking thing right

off.

“Haven’t you wanted this since we first met?” she said. “I saw how you

looked at me.”

 

I tried to freeze my frame, I really did. I tried to hold my breath to make

myself pass out. She was so innocent, so inexperienced, so pure and naive,

she thought she was playing with a boy when she undid her dress buttons

for me and flashed me her panties and bra, like I didn’t already see a

bargain bin full of that stuff. Her body was not for men like me, though. She

didn’t know, because she didn’t know there were men like me in the world.

She thought she was seducing me. She didn’t know that I was trying harder

than I ever tried anything before to save her life.

 

I stumbled forward on my unsteady legs but my lungs forced me to start

breathing again and they wouldn’t let me collapse. She leaned back and

spread her purity out beneath the dark cloud of self-hate that I was. “Aren’t

you going to help a girl out,” she said.

 

I was barely able to form words in my dry mouth. “This isn’t right,” I

managed to eek out. I stumbled again and caught myself. She was killing

me and she didn’t even know it. I steadied myself throwing my hands out in

front of me but I landed them on her knees. I wanted to say, “Cory, no, I am

wrong for you.” I couldn’t scratch out my voice and all I could do was try

to push her legs together. But she fought me off and pressed them open

wider.  Below me her body, a fragile glass figurine, rested on the precipice

balanced between out breaths. I will destroy you, I wanted to shout. I will

consume you, I will defile you and lay waste to your beauty. I will scar you,

Cory, with the person that I am inside, that you are going to let loose upon

your flesh if you keep doing this. You will uncover me, you will bring me

forth, and I will breathe fire upon your naked flesh and curdle your blood

and burn you up and then I will cover you with my rank semen and drape

you with my rotting flesh and shit and piss and I will never let you live.

“What does a man like you normally do when you get here,” she said.

Cory. You are light in the dark tunnel of my life. You are salve on my

unhealable wounds. You are blood in my brittle and dried veins. Your

breath is perfume to my stench. What do I normally do? I destroy, Cory. I

die a little bit more. And then I get blindingly drunk and plaster-faced

stoned and numbingly mindless and I do it all over again, and again and

again and again till my cock nearly falls off. And then I go back to work on

Monday and your dad and his friends gather around and beg me for the

tales.

 

“You’re Bob’s daughter,” I reminded myself about who was laying in

front of me available, ready, wet and grabbing, her heels hooked into me

already. But she wasn’t listening, she wasn’t hearing me warning her. She

pulled my belt, I was powerless to stop her. She opened my pants. She was

insisting on taking this all the way down to the violent lava-roiling floor.

She didn’t want a candle, she wanted a heap of nuclear ash where a city

once stood. She pulled down my fly.

 

“It’ll kill him if he finds out what we did,” I said to her, struggling to

find an argument, a reason, some way to make her snap out of it, to stop

herself, to think a second. I was powerless, stiff and rooted. Cory, I wanted

to scream. Run!

 

But she didn’t. She reached into my shorts and took my cock in her

hand. I looked down at that fucking thing. Yeah, it grew. Yeah, it got thick

and hot and ready. Yeah, it took me over.

 

Cory

Cam wasn’t saying anything. He wasn’t even

 

moving, and when I looked in his eyes, it was like he

 

wasn’t even there anymore. They had rolled up and

 

showed me the whites below. He groaned in a deep,

 

other-worldly way. He had clamped his jaw tight and

 

I saw the muscles in his neck and stomach bulge with

 

tension. He looked for all the world like someone in a

 

seizure. I was that good!

 

I tried to squirm my body up the counter to get

 

out from under him but his hands, now planted like

 

tree trunks beside my neck, stopped my shoulders. I

 

tried to spin around but my dress was caught under

 

his hand and came off. I ended up under him with my

 

head hanging over the counter edge — with his thing,

 

now hard as steel and thick as a pipe, mean and

 

insistent-looking — staring at me like a cyclops. I did

 

the only thing I had ever known to do with one of

 

those, even if all I had ever seen or touched before

 

had been much smaller, less powerful, more toy-like

 

versions.  I opened my mouth. Because, like I said, I

 

am a tease! And he looked like so much fun.




I reached over my head and took his ass cheeks in

 

my little hands and dug my nails into his skin hoping

 

at least to be able to control him a little in what I

 

knew he was going to do to my mouth and throat if

 

all boys are indeed alike as I had always been told by

 

more developed friends. I wanted him to relax so he

 

wouldn’t hurt me. I laid my tongue out, soft pink and

 

small, and I touched and petted the velvety underside

 

of that stump. I was glad I put on pretty lipstick for

 

him and I pressed my lips like a kiss stamp to the

 

smooth, broad head of his big mean cock, upside

 

down. And then I crooked my head further back, I

 

relaxed my jaw, and I urged him with the slightest

 

pressure through my fingertips, to do to me what I

 

knew he so wanted to do since that time he first saw

 

me with the bowl of food on our deck.

 

“Come on,” I urged him, flicking my tongue on

 

him, massaging him with my soft pink lips.

 

But he staggered back from the edge and grabbed

 

his pants and held them, stumbling backward against

 

the brushed steel fridge door that framed his rippling

 

hot body so coolly. “I can’t!” he raged. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and tried to stuff his

 

massive and straight-out cock back into his shorts,

 

which was as likely as stuffing a flagpole into a

 

purse. I giggled at him and he pulled his pants up

 

over his stiff cock anyway and did the button. He

 

looked ridiculous with his hard penis raging below

 

even more powerfully than his face raged above.

 

“Don’t you get it? Don’t you know what’s going to

 

happen if we do it?”

 

I spun around and eased myself off the edge of

 

the counter and stood on the floor before him small,

 

soft, and pliant. I didn’t think about the future, the

 

future was a blank slate. All I knew was the now, and

 

in the now, I had to have him, I needed to have him,

 

and if he didn’t let me have him then and there, I

 

wasn’t sure what I might do or say — or scream. “No

 

one will know,” I murmured to him. “Unless one of

 

us says something.”

 

I reached behind my back with both arms bent up

 

and I unclasped my bra. I squeezed my shoulders in

 

and let the straps fall down my arms taking the cups

 

from my chest. I tossed it behind me onto the counter without looking — my eyes, lined dark and shaded

 

cobalt blue, were locked onto his. I hooked my

 

thumbs in the waist of my panties and I pressed my

 

knees together and bent them drawing the panties

 

down and off my pointed toes one foot at a time.

 

When I straightened up I pulled on them where they

 

hook on my toe lifted behind me on my bent leg until

 

it popped off.

 

I wrapped those satiny black panties with the cute

 

red bow around his cock and I stroked him slowly

 

and lightly with it. I pressed my whole young soft

 

and nubile body against him and I began to ooze like

 

oil down his body until my knees touched the floor.

 

“Stop it,” he whispered, but his hands betrayed

 

him. He drove his fingers into my hair and pushed his

 

hips forward into my face.

 

I only chuckled and lifted his cock so I could lick

 

the underside and look up in his eyes at the same

 

time. I loved watching his reactions. I felt like a

 

woman controlling her man, making him feel what I wanted to make him feel, making him lose his control

 

to my whims, causing him to cross lines he thought

 

he could stay on the right side of. I dragged my

 

fingernails up and down the velvety skin of his cock

 

and I sank my lips around the big head again.

 

“You know you want to,” I whispered right back.

 

“Don’t you want to have my mouth?” I opened it

 

wide right in front of his trembling cock and I held

 

out my tongue and closed my eyes for him like a girl

 

getting first communion. I exhaled my warm moist

 

breath all over him like waves of the ocean washing

 

up a beach. I moaned. I whimpered. And I reached

 

down between my own legs and I clamped my hand

 

there and pressed and pulled, I was so close to the

 

edge.

 

His thighs shook violently. His fingers twisted up

 

in my hair and he tugged. I could see his neck bulge

 

and his teeth and eyes clench. He foot began to tap

 

the floor at my knee. His breath he held before

 

exhaling and inhaling rapidly in fits and starts as

 

though his whole chest was clamped in a vice.

“Cam?” I breathed and then I encircled his head

 

 

with my pretty little mouth and I pushed my lips

 

tightly up his shaft until he filled my mouth and then

 

some, and with his cock cramming my mouth wider

 

open than I knew it could go, I whined on him like a

 

woman stabbed.

 

“Fuck!” he groaned like someone stretched on the

 

rack. His hands shook and he moved them down

 

unevenly to hold my face, his fingers digging under

 

my jawline into my neck and his big palms cupping

 

my high cheekbones. I clamped my lips as hard as I

 

could and I sucked like a girl pulling up all the

 

milkshake from a straw that she could and I pulled

 

slowly back up his cock. I made a glorious vacuum

 

popping sound when I came off him and I giggled.

 

Cam had lost though. He gripped my face to hold

 

me still and he curled his hips up. I opened wide and

 

he ploughed himself to hard and deep into my mouth

 

I thought he was going to give me a bloody nose with

 

his pelvis. I gagged he hit the back of my throat so

 

hard but he did not care anymore. He shoved my face up and down his cock like he was jerking himself off

 

with my mouth. I held onto his waist for the ride and

 

nearly blacked out he jackhammered my mouth so

 

fast and hard. I was scared. I played with boys a bit

 

like that and got them crazy wild. But this was a man

 

and yes, I got him out of control, but it’s not like I

 

had him in my control. He was like a force of nature

 

unleashed.

 

He pulled out and yanked me up by my armpits. I

 

was like a doll to him, like a wisp of fabric, and he

 

pushed me head first over the back of a chair. He

 

pulled my waist out and kicked my feet to widen my

 

legs. I turned around to ask him to be gentle, but it

 

was like looking into the eye of a hurricane. And

 

before I could tell him, he had shoved the business

 

end of his cock between my ass cheeks, straight to

 

the lips of my sweet chaste pussy, and like my mouth

 

just before, he rammed himself into me all the way

 

on the first stroke.

 

I yelped and my knuckles went white gripping the

 

chair back. I wanted to tell him, I wanted to plead

 

with him, but I was as speechless as in a dream. His cock went inside me like a block of cement. I thought

 

he was destroying me. He rammed so hard the chair

 

hit the table and the table slid to the wall. His hips

 

jolted my whole small frame so violently I thought

 

my spine was going to snap from the rippling he sent

 

up to my neck. My hair waved with my head

 

bouncing, and each heavy thrust he threw into my

 

puss lifted my feet off the floor. I had never imagined

 

anything so powerful in this universe as I

 

experienced in my own kitchen when I enticed Cam

 

into fucking me that day.

 

He ejaculated into me. When he finally spent

 

himself and fell out of me and slumped onto the floor

 

like a man shot, I finally poured my body off  the

 

back of the chair, and sore in my bones and in my

 

pussy, I floated down beside him. I soothed him with

 

my touch and I kissed him because he looked dead or

 

nearly so. I felt him run out of me and looked down

 

at the mixture of white and red running over the floor

 

between my legs.

 

Cam opened his eyes and noticed. I covered my

 

mouth, shrugged, and chuckled once. Still breathing deep, he lifted his heavy face and turned it toward

 

mine. It darkened like a cloud occluding the sun.

 

“No,” he said, slowly shaking his head. “Seriously?”

 

I reached up and petted his cheek and flattened

 

his messed hair and I cooed at him, “Seriously.” I

 

strained up to kiss his lips softly and I said with my

 

mouth against his, “You’re my first.” I almost added,

 

“And I love you.” But I know boys hate that. I

 

couldn’t disagree. I pretended I wanted a lesson in

 

recreational sex. But somewhere in the midst of the

 

storm I unleashed in him, he triggered a switch in me.

 

There was an eye that passed directly over me and in

 

that moment of sudden calm and peace, I didn’t see a

 

sweat-covered mass of rippling muscles motoring

 

into and through me, I saw a boy struggling to talk to

 

me. I didn’t want to just fuck Cam. I wanted to care

 

for him. If I could have burned a little piece of paper

 

with those words written on it and get rid of the

 

emotion, I would have done it in an instant. But

 

emotions don’t work that way — I’d read enough

 

books to know that at least.

 

And now the Pandora’s Box was opened.

Cam

 

 

That weekend was a new low-water mark for me.

 

What had I done? She was a virgin. A kid. And me,

 

Mr. Party-Hardy himself, always with the coke and

 

the booze and not making it home at all, waking up in

 

more beds than sand grains on a beach, filthy as a

 

mechanic’s rag and nasty as a day-old shit, and still I

 

just had to spoil that perfect untouched statue with

 

my decrepit seed. I felt like Lenny with the girl and

 

the mouse, snapping both their necks, too stupid to be

 

allowed to love anything.

 

I had defiled her. And I had in the process desecrated

 

my own heart. I should have been a father-figure for

 

her, I should have spoken to her, guided her,

 

instructed her, but not for god sakes fucked her. But I

 

did just so I could show myself that she was a skanky

 

slut like all the rest, just so I could go and get

 

another, and another, and ten more besides, and just

 

keep on fucking them and ditching them and taking

 

the slaps on the backs from the boys at the office, living their lives for them and bleaching my mind

 

with more booze, more lines, more whatever was

 

required to keep it up and close more deals and keep

 

the money machine rolling.

 

I hated love.

 

I called to have three hookers come to my condo

 

together. They danced, they snorted, they stripped,

 

they sucked. I leaned over the railing of my balcony,

 

vomited to the ground far below, and sent them all

 

away throwing at them fists of crumpled up cash. I

 

wondered around downtown at 2 in the morning and

 

got in a fight with a guy who lives in a cardboard

 

box. I sat at the bar in a crowded nightclub until two

 

bouncers carried me out and then I necked with the

 

stanchion of a parking meter. Cory, what have you

 

done to me? She was the kid who lightly chuckles

 

holding the magnifying glass focused on the writing,

 

smoking ant.

 

By Monday morning, I hadn’t slept a wink all

 

weekend. There was dried blood on my neck and hair, I was wearing someone else’s jeans, and the

 

kitchen cabinets above the stove were burned. I

 

called in sick. It was, of course, Cory who answered

 

the reception phone.

 

“How can I help you?” she cooed like a drink of

 

Bailey’s.

 

I closed my eyes and rocked. She repeated her phone

 

script. “Uh,” I groaned. “It’s me, Cory.”

 

There was a long pause then the sound of her hand

 

over the phone. Her voice was hushed and muffled.

 

“Where are you? What happened to you?”

 

“I’m sick, I’m not coming in, tell the boss, pass the

 

word around, ol’ Cammy boy isn’t going to be

 

around today.” I pulled the phone away from my face

 

and searched with one eye closed for the end call

 

button. What happened to me, she wanted to know?

 

How about I was tricked by a siren into offering up

 

my soul and now I’m damned for life to remember what I did with my filth to the only perfection I’d

 

ever encountered in my squandered, shallow life?

 

“I need to see you again right away,” she whispered

 

loudly.

 

“I’m leaving the firm,” I shouted back down at the

 

phone I held at a distance from my face. I was

 

leaning against the fridge sitting on my floor. “I’m

 

never going back. Forget about me. Lose my number,

 

Cory. Don’t ever try to talk to me again.”

 

“What’s wrong with you?” She sounded frantic of

 

course. “I can’t believe you said that!”

 

“Fuck off, slut!” I shouted down the phone. “You

 

piece of skanky cunt! You’re a no good shitty fuck,

 

you know that? You gave me crabs. You’re a fucking

 

disease. Get out of my head!” I finally aimed

 

accurately enough to slam my finger on the “end

 

call” button.

Bob called moments later. I stared at the phone

 

before I answered. Fired? Going to be screamed at

 

for talking to his daughter like that? Or maybe he was

 

going to give me a fair head start on his way over to

 

just fucking end me for fucking his daughter. Well

 

fuck him, I thought. Bring it, dude. Let’s get it on. If

 

I’m going to burn it all down, let’s at least make sure

 

there are fireworks to boot. I pressed the answer

 

button.

 

“Bob!” I shouted but I coughed and wheezed a full

 

minute unable to get out of my throat whatever shat

 

in there.

 

“Hey, uh, Cam, Jesus you don’t sound good at all.

 

Cory mentioned you’re not well. Thought I’d check

 

in, see if there’s anything I can do for you, buddy.”

 

I stared at the phone like it was the slab in Space

 

Odyssey. “Yeah, right, Bob, really came down with a

 

doozy. Spent the whole weekend on the couch. So

 

yeah.”

“Well listen, I know you single guys don’t have a

 

wife to keep you in medicines and shit, so listen, I’m

 

going to send Cory to the pharmacy, she’ll pick up a

 

few things and stock you up and check on you,

 

okay?”

 

“No, fuck no, Bob, no really, no, that’s not necessary,

 

no Bob. Don’t send her over.” I coughed to make my

 

point. “I’ll just make her sick too,” I said realizing

 

that that was exactly what I already did. “Please no

 

Bob.”

 

“Well listen, Cam, she’s already rushed out, you

 

know her, all ready-ay-ready, anything for the firm,

 

just like you and me, right? I gave her the codes to

 

your building and door — you don’t even have to get

 

up to let her in.”

 

“Please no, Bob,” I muttered into the phone as I

 

dropped it on the floor where it rattled and skittered

 

under the stove. “Fuck shit,” I moaned pulling my hair hard down over my forehead. The pain in my

 

stomach felt like a horse kick and I squeezed my eyes

 

harder than I thought was needed to stop the world

 

but it didn’t work. I scanned from my vantage point

 

on the floor of the kitchen. There were bottles and

 

garbage and broken things and sideways chairs

 

everywhere. It looked like a troop of angry apes went

 

through the place.

 

Who was I kidding?  What, just start Monday

 

morning directing the investment decisions from

 

grants and donations for some save-the-you-name-it

 

charity and wipe my slate clean, earn my redemption,

 

clean up my life, and buy a house in the suburbs? I

 

pushed up and violently kicked those loose fitting

 

jeans off my legs so I could at least walk and I made

 

my way to the balcony. “You can’t be trusted,

 

Cameron,” I said to myself. “You know why you

 

can’t have that life.” I looked down over the railing

 

and thought maybe I could even see my own spilled

 

vomit down there.

 

“Cory is why you can’t have nice things,” I stated

 

and nodded firmly. I balanced on the deck chair and scraped three times at the ceiling of the overhang

 

before I managed to catch the edge and steady myself

 

enough to step onto the round metal railing. When I

 

stopped wavering,  I was able to let go of the edge

 

above me and hold my hands straight out sideways.

 

“You my friend are the vomit of life.” I knew it all

 

along too. Cory wasn’t a revelation, she was a

 

reminder. Here, she said, ok, she nodded, you think

 

you can change who you are, go do good, be a net

 

contributor, here’s your test. Here is something pure

 

and clean and untouched. Can you care for it? Can

 

you protect it?

 

I lowered my face slowly and shook in my legs. “The

 

first 31 floors are a piece of cake,” went the joke. It’s

 

just the last one that gets you. “Fucking a beautiful

 

thing like Cory,” I shook my head and laughed like a

 

maniac. “Who did you think you are?” I failed the

 

test. I clenched my stomach and lowered my arms. I

 

was perfectly balanced such that one breeze this way

 

or that would take me or save me and the funny thing

 

was, I didn’t know if forward was the direction of

 

being saved, or backward down onto the balcony

 

was. How did I want to do this, I wondered. Like the

 

guy in the suit on 9/11, tucked into a backward roll? Like a parachutist, spread wide like a hand going to

 

slap the world in the face? Peace came over me and

 

all the shaking, all the thinking, all the pain stopped. I

 

inhaled and closed my eyes. “I’m free,” I said. “I’m

 

finally free,” and I bent my knees slightly. My body

 

leaned and I felt the weightlessness of fate release

 

me.

 

I also felt my underwear dig into my gut and an arm

 

snap around my thighs and a voice screaming, “Cam!

 

No!” I tumbled backward sending the chair scuttling

 

and landed hard on my side, half on the tile of the

 

balcony and half on a warm squishy thing. I was

 

bewildered and lost like awakening from a dream. I

 

pushed up onto my hands and knees to find under me

 

Cory, eyes closed, head sideways, warm blood

 

oozing from her hair onto the cool tile.

 

“No-no-no-no!” I shouted. I slapped her face lightly,

 

I eased her up, I cradled her head in my arms and I

 

sank against the hard exterior wall and I wailed like

 

the completely broken man that I was. I couldn’t

 

even do that right. I felt life itself leave me and my arms drooped and my legs flopped sideways. My

 

lungs were so emptied of air I couldn’t even cry.

 

A cool palm cupped my burning cheek and I shook

 

my head and looked down. Cory’s eyes had opened

 

and she pressed herself up on her elbows. “Jesus,

 

Cam, you landed right on top of me,” she said. She

 

reached around and touched the scrape on the back of

 

her head. “Ouch!” she laughed with exasperation.

 

“Cory!” I couldn’t believe it.




Cory

 

I was in love. That weekend was a revelation to me. He broke me in all

the right ways. It was magical, it was perfect, it was so animalistic and

powerful, I never knew it could ever be like that. He made me growl and

pace and claw at my cage door and he made me want just one thing. More!

I now knew love and its name was “Cam.” I wrote it out and I kissed what I

wrote and I pressed the paper against my breasts and I didn’t want to touch

myself again until Cam was back with me. My body belonged to him.

 

He had given me everything I asked for and then some. He gave me

instruction, he gave me guidance, and he showed me how it was done. He

fucked me! Me! He had made me a woman. Cam, I want you, Cam I need

you, Cam I must have you! He didn’t call or text the whole weekend but I

understood why. I think I might have affected him too — I could see it in

his face and I could feel it in his body. Especially when he came in me.

Cam came in me! His seed was in my belly. It was like a drug the effect he

had on me. I loved the feeling of being in love!

 

I went out and meandered through a park. I took off my shoes and

dipped my toes in the lake. The sun was warm and the flowers yearned to

the sky, like me. I spread my arms and I twirled around with my face to the sky and I wanted to shout his name and feel him lift me up the way he did

to me with his beautiful powerful cock buried deep inside my womanhood.

Cam! I wanted to kiss the trees. I no longer cared about college, about my

degree, or about home. Cam, Cam, Cam! Call me Cam. Come take me

away! Live with me Cam! Make love to me. Shove your cock in my mouth

and pump your hips into my face, I am yours to have forever!

 

I went to work Monday morning determined about one thing. When

Cam came in, I was going to order him to meet me in the hallway, and then

I was going to drag him unwittingly into the women’s washroom and lock

the door. And then I was going to place his hand on my breast, and tell him

what I had decided: “Cam, my love, I want to have your baby.” Yes! I was

going to tell him, I wanted to so badly, I didn’t care about anything else. I

was ready, who cares what others think? My body talks to me perfectly

clearly and I leaned to listen to it, and all it said all weekend was, “Have

Cam’s baby.”

 

An early call came in, but whoever it was didn’t talk right away. I said

again, “How can I help you?” I was annoyed. But then I heard his voice,

broken and weak. “It’s me, Cory.” He sounded like he’d been dragged down

a road by his tied-up ankles.

 

“What happened to you, where are you?” I was worried.

 

“I’m sick,” he said.

 

I leaned over nearly under my desk and smiled with my secret. “I need

to see you again right away,” I teased him. But he said strange and angry

things like leaving the firm. He said for me to lose his number! “Don’t ever

try to talk to me again,” he shouted. He sounded crazy, he sounded possessed. I couldn’t believe it was him. He sounded different, he sounded

insane. After what we had shared, I felt hollowed out.

 

He said, “Fuck off,” to me. And he said more. He said awful things to

me, things to hurt me, things that were meant to make me hate him.

 

I knew what it was though. I also wanted him to hate me — before I

knew that we loved each other, before I realized I was going to have his

baby. He hung up on me and I rushed down the hall and told dad to please

phone him, that he would only listen to him, and that he had to call him

right away.

 

I said to dad, “Something’s wrong, I’m going over!” Dad tried to stop

me, he shouted at me, but I was out the door and down the elevator before

he could even get out of his office. I had to find Cam, I had to tell him, I

needed to save him! I texted dad. “Tell me his building and door code or

you will never see me again!” He did. He also wrote, “Little dramatic for a

cold, isn’t it?” Dad. He understood nothing.

 

I got in the building and waiting for the elevator was the most

excruciating slow beat of a clock I ever lived through. What could Cam be

thinking, yelling at me those hurtful things? What happened on the

weekend to turn him like that? I knew it all, I knew everything. He wanted

me to go away because he loved me! I rushed into the elevator door and

pressed the button to his floor over and over all the way up. He had to know

how much he changed my life, he needed to know that he saved me, that I

was on the edge, that I didn’t know to go forward or backward, that I was

adrift and dead inside until he picked me up, until he laid me down, until he

made sweet, sweet love to my whole body. “I want you baby you big

gallooph!” I wanted to yell at him. When I got up there, I was going to let

him have it. “You stupid man, I want your baby, you idiot!” I shouted on the

elevator as I slipped past the dinging floors.

I came into his apartment and immediately began to strip the way I

know he loves me to be. I smiled so deeply and so warmly, I loved

everything about him and I wanted him to know everything my heart felt. I

wanted to surprise him, catch him off guard, and wrap my hands around his

eyes from behind and yell “surprise!” And then “Fuck me, please!”

 

The place was in shambles. “Cam baby?” I called out. He was nowhere.

I searched his bedroom. It was a complete mess. I went through his kitchen.

It smelled like smoke and the cabinets looked scorched. I stood in his living

room looking around. There were bottles and food and everything like some

wild party just came through. Huh, I thought. I sat down in the middle of

the frozen mayhem and wondered where he would be. The weight room?

The pool? “Cam, baby!” I called out again.

 

I went to the kitchen and poured a glass of water and sipped it long and

deeply. That’s when I saw him. He was standing on the railing rocking in

the breeze. My heart hit the floor and my brain seized. I flew through the

room and out through the balcony door. “Cam!” I screamed as loud as my

lungs could go. “No!” I screamed. I lunged at his underpants and pulled

hard as I could. I threw my arm around his stomach and I yanked with all

my strength. He came back toward me and crashed down on top of me and

the last thing I felt was my head hitting the edge of a chair on the way down

to the floor of the balcony.

 

When I came to, Cam was rocking me in his lap and his face was in full

pained crying mode but he made no sound and no breath came out and his

eyes clenched shut so tight they disappeared into holes. I reached up and

pressed my hand against his hot cheek and I pressed myself up to him. I

reached around the back of my head and felt a tiny cut. “Ouch!” I laughed.

“You landed right on top of me!”

“Cory!” he shouted my name.

 

Cam

 

“Who did you think it was?” she shook her head at

 

me. “You have to help me up after that. Get inside

 

you dummy,” she scolded me. “What do you think

 

you were doing out here anyway, you idiot.”

 

She guided me to the shower and ran it till it was

 

warm enough. She pulled her arms from the sleeves

 

of her white and black dress and hung it on the door.

 

She unhooked her bra clasps and let the pale pink

 

cups slide down her arms and she smiled briefly and

 

slightly at me, standing there naked, scarred and

 

bloodied. She looked away when she pulled her

 

panties down her legs and stepped out of them lightly

 

as a gazelle. She put her hand on my stomach, her

 

nails blue and glossy and perfect, and she nudged me

 

through the open glass door into the warm rain, steam and white noise, and she came inside with me and

 

closed the door behind her.

 

She turned me around and soaped up a sponge and

 

drew circles all over my neck, my back, my ass and

 

down my legs and when she turned me around, she

 

came back up, over my flaccid genitals, my

 

abdomen, my stomach and my chest. When she got

 

to my face, she soaped her hands and caressed me so

 

gently, I thought that maybe I had gone down the

 

outside of the building after all, that maybe this was

 

what I found at the bottom, at the notorious final

 

floor. Is this what always awaited me, if I had only

 

known?

 

She changed my bed and left me to lie in it while she

 

completely tidied and cleaned the whole place. I fell

 

in and out of naps and at one point came out to see

 

who she was and what was going on, but she shushed

 

me, she tapped me, and she eased me back into bed.

 

She took her clothes off again and climbed between

 

the sheets with me. We didn’t say anything. She murmured non-words in my ear and drew her soft,

 

cool fingers over my jaw and down my neck. She

 

dragged her nails over my skin and reached my

 

pelvis. She hefted my cock in her hand and slowly

 

stroked and squeezed it. The trail she kissed with her

 

soft warm lips down my whole body took seemingly

 

8 years and left me forever marked. When she stood

 

me up and pushed her mouth down over me, and slid

 

her wet lips to the base, I knew I didn’t die, but I

 

wasn’t sure I hadn’t anyway got to heaven.

 

She crawled back up my body and giggled and

 

wiggled and flicked her long hair out around both our

 

faces so that we were alone in a tent and she puffed a

 

shot of satisfied air out her nose and smiled down on

 

me like some medieval painting. She reached

 

between our bodies and took my cock with her long,

 

deft fingers, and she steadied me before lowering her

 

hovering hips and settling me inside her. Joined now,

 

she lowered her chest to mine, nestled her elbows

 

beside my head, and toyed in my hair and kissed me

 

when she felt like it.




Her body moved on me like a lazy flag in a late

 

summer breeze. Her pussy was hot to the touch and

 

wet as a pot of oil. She pressed her lips together and

 

she moaned and her eyes, half open,  smiled on mine

 

like there was such a thing as pure steady-state joy,

 

like lightening captured, like a never ending gasp.

 

She exhaled and her breath caught and she bit her lip

 

hard. I could feel her body shiver on top of mine, and

 

inside her pussy gripped tightly around my cock, and

 

I realized she had just had an orgasm.

 

She giggled and kissed my mouth and raised herself

 

on her hands and began to curl her hips and plunge

 

her pussy down on my harder and deeper. “Cum,

 

baby,” she said to me. And I did — I filled her, lifting

 

her body up on mine and bumping back down with

 

her on me like a wild ride at the farm. She fell off of

 

me and skipped out of the bedroom to return wearing

 

one of my shirts and bringing to me a hot, rinsed

 

towel that she used to carefully wipe my cock and

 

under it and my legs too where she had smeared

 

herself all over me. She turned it over and wiped

 

herself too and she cooed and popped her mouth with

 

mock surprise and said, “So much!

We lolled on the bed in the slanting rays of sun

 

 

beaming through holding hands and petting and

 

massaging so languidly it wasn’t clear who’s limbs

 

were who’s. I rolled my head sideways and looked at

 

her profile hosted so lightly on the pillow beside me,

 

smiling gently, bopping lightly to the music she’d put

 

on. She didn’t know what cares in the world were.

 

Her body was the most perfect thing I’d ever seen.

 

She’d done up one button of my shirt so that I could

 

see the mounds of her breasts beneath but not her

 

nipples. Further down her legs were bent and crossed

 

above and her landing-strip pussy was bared to me as

 

though nothing mattered in the whole world.

 

She turned her head in the pillow back toward me.

 

“You ready to tell me what you were doing out

 

there?”

 

I looked back at the ceiling. I could have said,

 

“Nothing,” I could have said, “Just checking

 

something,” and I could have said, “Mind your own

 

business.” But instead, I did something I’d never

 

done with anyone ever in my whole life. It was an experiment. If I had actually done it, and this was

 

actually the other side, if she was to me what she sure

 

felt like she was at that moment, I made the radical

 

decision to tell her the truth and let the consequences

 

such as they may be fall down upon me.

 

Cory

 

Lying in bed with my one true love that afternoon was as close to bliss

as I had ever been. I felt like making love with Cam had filled my veins

with some kind of happy potion. I could have laid there for hours and days

and months with him.

 

I looked after him after I pulled him down from the edge. He was

bloody and bruised and all torn up, inside as well as outside. I washed him

with my body and I would have dried him with my hair if that had made

any sense. I changed his bed sheets and when he was clean I brought him to

bed and I shushed him and I rocked him until he fell asleep, which took all

of about 15 seconds.

 

When he nodded off, I slipped out of bed and carefully swung his door

nearly all the way closed. I put my hands on my hips and looked around.

The place was ripped apart. I began to pick up the trash and gather the

dishes and sweep up the broken glass. On the coffee table stained from

spills of whiskey and burned on the corner like he tried to destroy it, I found

a hand written letter.

 

I sat down on the couch and stared at it. It was addressed to me. “Dear

Cory,” it began. “I am sorry for what I am about to do — for what, by the

time you get here, I will already have done.” I reflected on how I drank water, I wondered around, I hung out in his bedroom, wasting those

precious seconds with this letter sitting there and Cam climbing up on the

railing right outside the window, if I’d only seen him.

 

“I love you. I loved you at first sight when you came out onto the deck. I

was struck blind by you — or was I always blind and I was struck with

sight by you?

 

“I am not worthy of you, Cory. I am too old, too jaded, too full of dirt

and sin and crime and greed for you. I was going to leave the firm but I

couldn’t do it. I was going to devote my life to charity, but I couldn’t do it. I

was going to tell you I love you but I couldn’t do it. I was going to give up

my live of booze and coke and hookers and gambling, but I couldn’t do it. I

have been frozen all my life and meeting you, falling in love with you, only

reminded me just how wasted my life has been.

 

“I am what I am and if I stay for you, I will waste your life. I tried to

warn you but you were deaf. I tried to show you finally what the world is

like if you go with me, but you only seemed to like it. I know that like — I

didn’t start this way, I got this way. I tasted it too, there was a first time for

me too, and I went back for more because I liked it. And I see that in you.

You are coming back for more because you like it.

 

“I can’t be your door to that world, though Cory. You aren’t corrupted

yet. You haven’t gone all the way down the rabbit hole yet. But if I stay,

you will, and I won’t have destroyed just my own life, but I will have your

life on my conscience as well.

 

“I wish you would come through that door before I sign my name at the

bottom. I wish I could go back on everything. But you aren’t here. And I

have to go, now. I wish I had a last meal, and if I did, I would want for my last meal meatloaf. I love meatloaf. Now I am out of time and I am glad you

didn’t come through the door. I am saving you Cory. I did it because I love

you.”

 

I turned it over and over again. And then I went to the bathroom

because, on my way over, I thought I had time to stop at the pharmacy. I

didn’t know how little time I had. I bought a kit there because I thought

there had to be some reason why I was so high and happy all weekend that I

felt like I was glowing. I went to the bathroom and I pissed on it. I waited

and stared at the back of the bathroom door. And then I looked.

 

That’s when I started to search and search for a place that had meatloaf

and a place that could have it delivered by Door Dash. Because he was

going to have a last meal, I decided, a last meal as that man, as a single lout,

and as a fool. Because he was going to start a new life as my man.

 

I finally found the place and ordered it up. I thought maybe I’d tell him

everything as we at together. I went back out and finished tidying and

washing up until it was perfect. And I went back to his bed and carefully

crawled in to kiss him, touch him and listen to him breathe until he woke

up.

 

Cam

 

Honesty. Okay. “I was going to jump. I’m not who

 

you think I am.”

But she didn’t flinch, she didn’t even widen her eyes.

 

She just said, “You may not be who most people

 

think you are, but you’re exactly what I think you

 

are. I can see you, you know. I always could.”

 

“What would you want with me?”

 

She looked at her nails and inhaled and sighed. She

 

pursed her lips and stared into the far corner of the

 

room as though steadying her nerves. “I thought at

 

first you could be my teacher, someone who could

 

introduce me to adult life, and get me ready to go off

 

to college. I thought you’d be a fun time for a month

 

or two. A summertime fling.” She rolled her head

 

toward mine and sank down in the pillows deeper.

 

She drew her fingertip over my cheek. “But I think,”

 

she whispered, “I might have accidentally  . . . “ she

 

closed her eyes and curled her lips between her teeth

 

as though struggling to stop the words.




I pre-empted her. “I love you, Cory,” I exhaled with

 

the empty bottom of my lungs. I pressed my face into

 

her neck and she shook and sharply inhaled and

 

pushed her wet eyes into my cheek and held me so

 

tight her nails tore into the skin on my back. “I think

 

I love you too, Cameron.”

 

“That day I first saw you,” he said, pushing her hair

 

from her face and wiping her eyes (she laughed with

 

embarrassment), “the moment I first saw you, I was

 

right in the middle of telling Bob, telling your dad, I

 

was leaving the firm, leaving the live, getting out of

 

it, I was setting up to go work at a charity. I was

 

clearing out. I was done. And then you walked in.”

 

She wiped her eyes. “You were about to do all that?”

 

“I stayed because I needed to find out who you were.

 

When our eyes met it was like, I don’t know, it was

 

like being skinned alive. Only it wasn’t pain, it was

 

something else.”

“I think we could see each other.” She drew her eyes

 

over my cheeks, my chin, my shoulder. “Do you

 

believe in love at first sight?” She lazily kissed

 

whatever part of me was closest.

 

“Cory, until this very moment, I never believed in

 

love at all.”

 

She stretched her body hard against me like a cat in

 

the sun and she nibbled my ear lobe and clenched my

 

cock in her hand and she purred against me. “I’m

 

going to rock your world because you’re my man

 

aren’t you,” she squeezed out before giving me a

 

long moan against my ear. “We’re going to have so

 

much fun!” she said in low nearly gurgling voice.

 

“Are you ready to make love to me again yet?” she

 

asked full of innocence and she pulled on my cock.

 

Her phone buzzed. She snatched at it and when I

 

asked what or who it was, she pressed her cool finger

 

to my lips and said, “It’s a surprise!” She lifted up

 

from the bed like a curl of smoke and passed out of

 

the bedroom looking back over her shoulder at me with the same look that had, that earlier time, slayed

 

me. “I almost forgot!” she giggled.

 

There was soon a knock on the door and she squealed

 

with excitement and I heard her footfalls patter up the

 

hall. She opened the door and that’s when I heard her

 

voice, shocked, frightened, surprised: “Dad!” I

 

squinted my eyes. “What are you doing here!” my

 

Cory screamed with terrified alarm.

 

“What the fuck is this!” I heard Bob’s voice shout

 

back with matching alarm. “Here,” he said, “I

 

brought you your food order.” I head a heavy bag hit

 

the floor with a liquidy thump. “Where is he?”

 

Shit. Shit, shit, shit, I thought. I had only time to

 

wrap myself in a sheet without clothes and to stand

 

up when my bedroom door was kicked so hard it

 

flung open, smashed the wall and slammed shut

 

again, only to be kicked again and now to hang from

 

a single hinge cockeyed and dead. The doorway

 

darkened with the frame of Bob.

Cory was screaming and punching and hanging onto

 

 

his back but it was as though she was nothing more

 

than dust to him. “So this is how you repay me,” he

 

said.

 

“Bob, it’s not what you think,” I tried.

 

“It pretty much fucking is what I think I am pretty

 

god-damned certain of that,” he seethed. “I bring you

 

into my home, I show you a different life you could

 

have , and what do you do to me?” He nodded licking

 

his bottom lip and looking around as though

 

searching for a likely murder weapon. “You shit the

 

bed, Cam.” He rolled up his sleeves.

 

Cory screamed and squeezed around him to plant her

 

feet on the floor in front of him. “Dad!” she

 

screamed. “I love him!”

 

He pushed her aside like she was made of paper. “I

 

should just throw you off the balcony,” he said steady and flat like a man who was so blinded with rage his

 

veins went to ice.

 

“If you didn’t send her that would already have been

 

done for you,” I said.

 

Cory pushed up from the floor and jumped back in

 

front of him. She pounded on his chest like someone

 

wailing on a door that could not be opened.

 

“Cory, I love you, but step aside. This is between

 

Cam and me.”

 

“No it’s not dad! Cam and me love each other!” she

 

yelled.

 

“Cory, go to the living room, get dressed, you’re

 

going home. Forget college. Forget everything.” He

 

pushed her again but, though staggered,  she stood up

 

to him. “Everything you do to Cam you do to me!”

 

she shouted.

“You hear that shit?” he shouted at me. “A child,

 

Cam! You fucking shit!”

 

Again he pushed her but again she pushed back. “He

 

was quitting dad! He was leaving! He didn’t know

 

how to tell you! He doesn’t want your life anymore!

 

You were killing him already! He doesn’t want to be

 

with you anymore!”

 

Bob kept staring at me but he blinked and glanced at

 

Cory, the first sliver of uncertainty slipping into his

 

marble facade. “Not now, Cory.”

 

“It’s true,” I said to Bob. “I was leaving. I am

 

leaving. I have a job. Different job, Bob.”

 

“What are you talking about?” he said.




Cory stepped back from him and planted herself in

 

front of me. “He’s going to do different work, he’s

 

going to run a charity, dad, he’s going to do

 

something meaningful.”

 

Bob squinted at me and at Cory and back at me.

 

“You’re leaving?”

 

“I already left,” I said. 

 

“And you?” he said to Cory, brokenly, his shoulders

 

falling, his eyes uncomprehending.

 

“I have news,” she said quietly. “For both of you,”

 

she added, turning around to face me. She tilted her

 

head and raised her eyebrows and pursed her lips.

 

Cory

 

I said, “Dad, go get the food you dropped at the door.” I looked at Cam.

“And you get some clothes on and make yourself decent.”

“What’s the news?” Cam said, and dad stopped at the door.

 

“Yeah,” he said. “What’s the news?”

 

“Not here,” I said. “Food, dad. We’ll sit down together and eat first.” I

divided meatloaf up on three plates and made them both sit down. “First of

all, you’re going to make peace with each other.”

 

Cam squinted at the meatloaf and then cast a long drawn out gaze over

at me. Does he know now?

 

Dad looked at Cam. “I didn’t know you wanted out.”

 

“I’m sorry, man. I was dying. I can’t keep doing it.”

 

“But you’re the best there is.”

 

Cam only shrugged. “I’ve pretended a lot of things in my life.” I reached

over and took his hand in mine and rubbed his fingers with my thumb.

 

“Cam,” I said. “Dad,” I looked at him. I reached out and took his hand

in my other hand. I looked back at Cam. “You’re the most beautiful man

I’ve ever met,” I said to him. “So beautiful in fact that I think the world

could stand another one just like you.”

He squinted at me not for the first time that meal and both he and dad

looked at each other and back at me. Men. Dumb as oxes all of them. “I’m

pregnant, you idiot!”

 

He looked like he just saw a world explode. He looked at me with his

mouth hanging open. “Mine?” he said.”

 

“Well duh!” I said back to him. “What do you think?” I cooed at him. I

didn’t want to remind him in front of dad that he was my first and therefore

my only. But yeah.

 

Dad continued to look at me stunned like he still didn’t understand.

“You’re pregnant with a baby?”

 

I looked over at him through the tops of my eyes. “That’s generally what

it means, dad, yeah.”

 

The two men looked at each other and though seconds earlier they

thought they were saying goodbye to each other and to their long and deep

relationship, they began to realize that in fact it was about to become a

different and perhaps even closer relationship. They weren’t ready to say it

or even think it, but they were about to become son-in-law and father-in-

law. I smiled at the irony of it all but I didn’t embarrass them by announcing

that. They’d have time enough to get used to the new way of things.

 

“And Cam, here,” I said, leaning over to him and resting my cheek on

his shoulder but looking at dad, “is going to marry me.”

 

“I am?” he said.

I dropped my arms around his neck and turned toward him close to his

face. “Is that a yes?”

 

He took a few beats to click through the stiff gears in his head but he

finally found the correct answer. “Yes!” he blurted. “Yes it’s a yes, it’s a

fucking rights yes!” he shouted. And we kissed. In front of dad, who I

peeked at with my lips locked on Cam’s. He was still in the stunned stage of

acceptance though.

 

“There’s a further surprise,” Cam cleared his throat. By the look of his

face, it wasn’t a good one. He looked at me like he was going to be in big

trouble. It was the look a husband gives a wife when he has to tell her

something she doesn’t want to hear, not the look of someone who isn’t

going to be a husband, and though I scowled at him in preparation for what

he had to say, inside I was beaming at how it felt to be a wife — to be his

wife.

 

“What is it, honey?” I said, patting his hand.

 

He picked up an envelope and blew into the end of it to billow it and

dumped out a folded sheet of paper. He opened it and spread it before me. I

scanned it up and down and didn’t know what I was looking at. Dad

snatched it and looked it over. He nodded grimly, refolded it, and put it back

in the envelope.

 

“How can that happen, Cam?”

 

“I was just blowing it the last six months.”

“What is it!” I nearly screamed.

 

Dad looked at me but Cam beat him to the punch. “I’m foreclosed on

this place,” he said.

 

“What’s that mean?”

 

“It means,” dad said, “he hasn’t been paying the mortgage and can’t

make it up.”

 

“I have my college fund, right dad?” I helpfully chirped, slapping dad’s

arm with my great idea. But both of them instantly shouted “No!” like that

was untouchable.

 

“It’s too expensive anyway, there’s no good reason to try to keep it.”

Cam looked up around the corners of the ceiling. “Time to get out of it

anyway, not such a great place for me, living right downtown. Besides,” he

said, “I don’t have a job.”

 

“The charity thing?” I asked.

 

“I blew them off. They tried calling for weeks. No way they hung on, I

never returned their calls.”

 

“But you don’t know, right?”

“Cory,” he reassured me, “I know these things.”

 

“I’m calling Monday if you don’t.”

 

Dad tilted his head and shut his eyes. “You better take her word for it,

she’ll do it, you can’t stop her, she’s a force of nature.”

 

I smiled at dad because it sounded like he accepted things.

 

“I’ll call Monday,” Cam gave in.

 

Cory

 

Of course they still wanted him — they’d never had someone from the

private banking side ever show an interest in them, and certainly no-one

with his kind of reputation. We found a house too that dad helped with. It

wasn’t a  big or special house, but it fit his salary. It had better, because I

wasn’t going to be working full time for a while. Dad and Cam both made

sure that once I had our baby, I was going right back to school. And though

it nearly crushed my fiancé (!) I stayed interested in finance. I still wanted

to work with my dad at his firm.

 

“Where do you want to get married?” Cam said. “You keep asking me

where I want to, but nothing matters to me other than you and what you

want.”

I thought about it. “You know what?” I said to him. “My parent’s

backyard. Isn’t that where it all started?”

 

My parents never mentioned our age difference. I know they must have

talked to each other about it and had their thoughts. But they probably also

saw how much I loved him, and they saw what he became with me beside

him.

 

It was small, but it was special. We had a flower-infused arch, all white,

through which dad walked me. With the pool in the background I came up

to Cam and we faced each other with the minister welcoming us both to our

very special day. We had our own vows to say.

 

Cam went first. “Cory. My love. I will never forget the feeling I had

when I first laid eyes on you. It was like nothing I had ever felt before, and

that’s because I loved you at first sight and it was like I had never known

love before, not the kind of love that I have for you, that I found for you

that day, that I have for you now, and that I will always have for you to the

end of our days. Cory, you saved me, and only you truly know what I mean

when I say that to you. You brought me in, you rebuilt me, and you made

me what I am today. I am nothing without you and I am everything with

you. With you and Carrie.”

 

I swallowed and I tried to breathe and I paused and I knew everyone’s

eyes were on me but I also knew a bride can take as long as she needs. I

closed my eyes and when I opened them, I was looking deeply into Cam’s

eyes.

 

“Cameron,” I started. I pursed my lips and tried hard. “Cameron,” I

began again. “I dreamed of finding a man who would be my prince, I read novels about girls who got swept off their feet, and I watched all the

movies. My head was filled with the idea. But as I grew up, I began to think

it was all just stories. I didn’t want to let them go but I knew every girl one

day must. And just when I was ready to understand that it was all a myth,” I

looked at mom’s table, “you remember that night mom!” I called to her.  “I

looked and I saw someone who looked like nothing I’d ever seen before,

something I had just convinced myself did not exist. My prince. You

opened me up, you showed me a new world, and you continue to be my

guide and teacher and I love you more and more each day. And yes, you too

Carrie,” I said and I waved at my little girl.

 

And then we kissed.

 

We went over to visit grandma and grandpa on May long weekend with

our two year old Carrie (cute, eh? Part Cam and part Cory, if you couldn’t

figure that out!) who turned dad into a blubbering fool every time. I settled

Carrie on his knee and went in the house. “Need to change,” I said, getting

ready to open the pool with dad. But before I passed through the accordion

doors, I glanced over my shoulder. Cam caught my glance, just like he

always did. I beckoned him with a tilt of my head. He did a silly “Who

me?” look pointing at his chest and turning around to see who it was behind

him I was looking for. I pointed straight at him and then curled my finger.

Mom and dad were so enamored of Carrie they didn’t notice anything, even

when I turned and lifted my sleeveless t off and let it drop to the floor

behind me.

 

Cam had to pick that up, and then my shorts further on, and then my bra

at the bottom of the stairs, and my panties at the top. By the time he

followed to the end of my trail, I was a writhing mass of young woman

sprawled on my childhood bed wrapping my hands around the inside of my

thighs and pumping my hips up at him. I thrashed my full head of hair side

to side.

“You have to fuck me, honey, I’ve been holding off all day just getting

wetter and wetter for you!”

 

He looked back over his shoulder and shut the door behind himself.

“You’re crazy,” he said, but he also tore his own t-shirt off and hopped on

one leg trying to tug his jeans off too fast.

 

“Hurry,” I said, “you’re little skanky slut needs a licking.” I moaned for

him and I pushed my hips up to his face as he crawled onto the bed.

Sensitive boys lick the best and Cam was the most sensitive of all. He

always made my day. It was like his tongue was made of something special,

soft and rough at the same time, but good rough like a kitten’s tongue.

When he touched me with it, it was always like I had plugged my fingers

into a socket. “Fuck,” I hoarsely whispered when he pushed my legs wider

open and sucked my clit between his lips.

 

I looked down at his mouth and chin soaked with my wetness. I moaned

longingly and grasped with my hand toward his now big, heavy, hard cock.

“Cory wants,” I said in a baby voice. He crawled up over top of my body

and I locked my legs around his back. When he entered me, I felt drugged

— I always felt drugged by him. His cock filled me and I pulled his head

down so I could moan in his ear the way that usually makes him lose

himself in me and gush into me. I said, low and gutturally, “I love you so

much.”

 

Cam always made me cum and that was what he was talking about when

he asked if I was crazy. Fucking in different unusual places wasn’t odd for

us. We loved fucking on the car hood in a lookout over the city at the top of

the mountain, and we fucked in every room in our house. Once he fucked

me pressed naked into the floor-to-ceiling hotel window. I fucked him in his

car on the side of the highway when I just had to.

But what he worried about in my room that day was my inability to stop

myself from crying out or to care when he penetrated me and when he

crossed over from making love to me into fucking my body. Something

about that moment in bed when gentle, caring love-making becomes selfish,

abandoned pleasure-receptacle fucking always makes my mind blank out,

the arches of my feet twitch, and the blackness and stars to fill my mind. I

guess you could say I love to be used by him. He rammed me every bit as

hard as that first time before he knew I was a virgin beneath him. I cried out

repeatedly he fucked me so good.

 

When we finished and caught our breath and spent as much time as we

possibly could upstairs, we finally braced ourselves and faced the music

and bravely descended the stairs to grab our kid and save our dignity and

peel out of there. We found Carrie quietly gurgling and babbling in the pen

on the floor of the den. Just as we looked at each other with some

confusion, I heard mom cry out behind the bedroom door. It took two or

three more deep, long cries for us both to realize what was going on.

 

“Oh my god!” I covered my mouth. Cam began to jiggle from stifling

his laughter and I scooped up Carrie to run to the front door before I burst

out laughing myself. We must have inspired them!

 

Nine months later, Robert was born, a darling little brother for big sister

Carrie to look after. And to this day, cozy in our little house with Carrie and

Bobby playing and big sister making him sit for tea with her and her toys,

all it takes is one glance toward the bedroom door from Cam or one look I

give to his crotch for both of us to do a quick check — yep, their safe —

and dash like teens behind the bedroom door where he tears into me and my

young body like a man possessed, and where I ride on him like the hungry

woman I am.

I finally got my degree, too, and became a junior trader at dad’s firm. But

 

something tells me we’re not stopping at reservations for four when we

finally make it to Disneyland.




The Writer In Me

 

Belle Blake

 




Chapter 1

 

I held steady my gaze out Mr. Jackson’s front windshield toward the far-

away wavering pin-points of sharp white lights blinking back at me like so

many indecipherable signals through the hot and dry night air lifting off the

sprawling valley below us. I jutted my jaw crookedly and exhaled with

defeat. So here I was, I thought. That thing I said I would never act on.

 

Let’s call it what it was: my professor crush.

 

I had already told Jalen “It can’t happen” plainly and clearly, at least in

my head. I had several times explained to him, or strongly implied

indirectly at least, that I was happily enjoying my boyfriend, thank you very

much. “He’s nice enough to me,” I said.

 

“Does he excite you?” Jalen had said before staring across the valley

with me toward those lights. He knew the answer already. Why else would I

be in his SUV alone at night?

 

“You probably think you get to kiss me now, don’t you,” I said. I kept

staring ahead but I could feel his eyes and face turn slowly toward me. It

made me smile mischievously inside. I was trying to be all standoffish and

sophisticated with him. But he made my stomach flip with every gaze.

 

He took his time speaking. “Would you like that?” he finally said,

making no move. His patience was infuriating and arousing at the same time. I felt out of body being alone with such an older man, a writer, a

professor, someone so intelligent.

 

“What do you think?” I replied so quietly I had to say it again. My heart

was pounding. I was so nervous, I was losing control of my body with little

shakes erupting all over.

 

I turned to him and closed my eyes and readied my mouth. It was like I

didn’t know how to do it suddenly. I wanted to think that I was letting him

kiss me as consolation, out of sympathy I guess, even if maybe I returned

the kiss with a little more eagerness of my own than I expected, which

surprised me too. I had flirted with him so much, and now I was alone in his

car, but we weren’t going to do anything, we couldn’t. He’d be fired for one

thing. I was his student. And I was only 18. He was 48, I looked him up.

Dad would just up and shoot him. It was just playing, fantasizing. I might

have made him start to believe that something more might happen too, but

obviously, that wasn’t true. I was far too nervous to enjoy the kiss. I wanted

it over with but I also closed the gap between us faster than he did. 

 

I wasn’t ready for anything more yet even if there was a chance of

anything, which there wasn’t. He was from a totally different world and

hung with totally different people. I was just a kid, a wanna be writer, in a

town he got a transient professor job in. He was older than my dad even.

Just being in his quiet car alone with him was already one of the weirdest

situations I’d ever been in. He published novels, I wrote stupid short

romance stories. I wasn’t even sure if this was what I thought it might

actually be, or if it really was just a professor kindly tutoring his favorite

student. I was ready for him to just say, “Had fun playing grown up?” and

pat me on the head and take me home.

 

He evidently wasn’t satisfied with the kiss. But he remained impervious

to every body language signal I was sending him. I turned away, I curled

over my chest, and I did not look at him. Didn’t he notice how I ended the

kiss, even if I rose to it with such obvious eagerness?

“I think we’re safe up here,” he said, scanning around out every

window.

 

“I guess we could go back down,” I replied. I wasn’t ready. I didn’t

know what I wanted. I didn’t know what he expected. I didn’t want to

embarrass myself one way or the other, not knowing that we had agreed to

go up there for some nefarious reason, or thinking that we had when it was

only innocent.

 

“Is that what you want?” he said.

 

I finally looked at him. He made me so shy. “No,” I as much as mouthed

as said it. 

 

He appeared determined to peel away my layers of resistance like so

many changes of clothes. I liked being a girl who knows herself. I was

uncomfortable with the possibility of someone finding a different person

deep inside me, someone with unfamiliar desires, forbidden proclivities, or

banned motives. I told him “No” again and again in my mind, just not

verbally, but still. I wanted so badly to reach out toward him. The silence in

his car, the stillness, was killing me.

 

I looked down at my body concavely conformed to his remarkably

comfortable car seat. He closed the space between us with his hand. His

fingers worked so oddly independently they mesmerized me as he fed

through the hole one button before dropping down to the next so slowly I

wondered if there was maybe a certain pace that established “letting

someone undress you” below which I wasn’t guilty of it. For example, if it

takes a person two years to undo six buttons, that’s not undressing you; if it

takes him two minutes, that would be. So, I briefly thought, as he snagged

his hooked finger on the third button, there must be a critical threshold

somewhere between two minutes and two years over which I was guilty of

nothing. Asking for a friend . . . .

 

“Are we okay?” he asked in that soft, quiet deep voice of his.

I pulled in my chin and saw down through my flagging white top he

pulled away from my chest to my taut skin beneath and the floral texture of

my gleaming baby-blue balcony bra that I picked out to wear tonight, which

makes me also guilty of nothing — if a girl wants to dress up, a girl can, no

reasons are needed. It’s my own business. I was 18 so I know I can.

 

I pressed my lips together and rolled them inward between my teeth

again and I raised my eyes to Jalen’s face through the strands of my sand-

blonde hair that had fallen loose and over my face. His gaze was on my

chest though and so I was able to steal a study of his face, its expression,

what it could tell me about who he was, what made him, him.

 

I was of course doing and thinking anything I could to avoid reflecting

on the bare fact that I was alone in a quiet car turned off in a secluded

parking lot with a man 30 years older than me and who was my professor

and who I knew, because he said it with his glowing eyes, craved me. Less

and less of what was going on in his car remained explainable to my dad or

to Con, my boyfriend, if I ever had to. And for Dad’s sake too, less and less

of it was explainable by him to his voters and supporters and congregation,

should it come to that somehow. If there was even going to be something to

come, that was. Double entendre not intended.

 

When Jalen gently tugged on the tucked-in tail of my top, I arched my

back and sagged my shoulders to let him. Waves of guilt washed over me,

but these quickly dissolved, too, into the shifting sands of self-justification.

Self-empowerment, Jalen called it. Self-realization. Self-envisioning. I

marveled at how he could, as one person to another, just reach over and

start undressing me without even asking. Some self-something that had to

be! But I couldn’t stop him even if I wanted to. It hardly even felt like me

he was undressing.

 

All of it was so inappropriate. As a 48 year old, he wasn’t even

supposed to be interested in 18 years olds, and as a professor, he definitely

wasn’t supposed to touch them. The last of the buttons lurked on the tail of

my top below the waist. He untucked my shirt like someone opening an

expensive, fragile gift, and I again insisted with a long whispered, though involuntarily smiling, “Noooo . . .” It didn’t mean “No” at all as long as I

could not wipe that expression off of pure, unadulterated excitement

creeping over my face. I wasn’t a cheater either, I was sure of that. I

enjoyed my boyfriend and his “benefits” immensely. But, as I said above,

here I was . . . .  But, but, but . . . .

 

I clasped his heart-shaped face in both my hands, my fingers wrapping

around his angular jaw, and though I intended by the touch to hold him off

or push him away, to signal to him that that was fun, and now we go, his

slightest pressure forward caused me to give in again and again and I only

ended up guiding his face into mine more directly to the point our lips were

millimeters apart. “I told you,” I protested again in a whisper, but I also felt

my eyes close, my lips open, and my hands, my fingers, tighten on his

smooth skin, and I pulled him across the last ten miles to my lips.

 

I never kissed an older man before. Did I mention that? He would be in

bigger trouble than me of course if anyone caught us. It excited me more

that he was willing to take that chance.

 

The kiss was far too electric — and way too long. His touch — his

hands, soft and agile — wrapped around the sides of my ribs where he had

pushed them under my shirt and it was all too warm and persuasive for me,

the young woman learning to walk in the world like a newly hatched doe,

and who he was breaking down by one tiny tentative kiss at a time. I didn’t

want to exhale in case I let a moan out, but I also didn’t want to push my

body up and forward into his hand, pushing back against his touch, to let on

to him that I desperately wanted more.

 

So I sat there still and mute while he took me. When his hand dragged

down my stomach to play there, fingers circling, picking at the top button of

my jeans, I shook my head again, but it was too slow to make any point at

all. I knew that if I tried to utter “No” it was liable to come out as a moan

also. And that’s when I knew that I was in trouble. Lines were being

crossed like a hurdles racer. I wanted him to take me. Would he love me

though? Did he? Nobody ever saw my writing before. Only he was ever

allowed to see into my heart. He knew I would not be able to resist. I’d written about a young woman confused about her cravings for a much older

man and he not only read it, he kept it. Everyone else got their story back

but me. That was what he said we needed to talk about earlier.

 

I lolled my head back against the car seat headrest to gaze out his

passenger window to the gleaming stars in the sky above as clear and

prominent as the lights across the valley. Why are we such slaves to our

bodies that a person can violate every rule and override every protest, so

that with a mere touch, they can open boxes that are the kind that can never

be closed again?

 

We can wonder things about ourselves, even suspect them. But that’s a

far cry from gaining self-knowledge laid out plainly below you, written all

over your body like a blinking neon sign. To feel it like that in no uncertain

terms is another thing again. If I wasn’t one of those kinds of girls, then

why was I feeling like this when he began to take me inexorably apart?

Because my story also went into great depth about how wrong that kind of

love was, and how it was never something to act on.

 

When he undid the buttons down the front of my jeans, I breathed,

trying to calm myself. I turned sideways and away from him as though

looking as far away as possible would absolve me of any involvement, to

remove me from my body, to make clear I was not participating. I held his

wrist tightly in my grip as though that were sufficient to claim I was still

trying to stop him. But I didn’t pull his hand away. When he pulled ever so

slightly at the corner of my parted pants, I only lifted my hips to raise my

ass off his car seat. Maybe I was easy for him.

 

He took that as a cue and did the rest, pulling my jeans down and off my

long slim legs. I pointed my feet and toes to let the tight jeans slide off

easier for him. Is that what you wanted to read? That I couldn’t resist him?

That I was unable to? That for girls like me, older men make us too weak?

That we can just be had without even asking or dating or treating?

 

Without a word he was communicating directly with my body,

bypassing all the restraints, rules, judgements and protests flying around my now-useless mind. They say older men know their way around a woman’s

body and I guess that was proving correct. I read a lot of stuff online about

girls who crave their teachers. None of was quite me, but all of it was close.

We like their authority, their knowledge, their confidence. I stared up and

out the window and left my body behind me on the seat altogether. It was

no long mine. This was not me! I let him have my body.

 

I swung my face back toward his and nailed his eyes with my own. I

wanted to show him I was mad at him. I put on the most serious look I

could muster. But really I wanted to see if he noticed my little things: like

how I wore bra-matching floral-textured baby-blue panties, how I did my

eyes in complimentary Campanella-blue shade, how I lined them dark and

extended my lashes (for him, yes, whatever) and even wore my Swiss-blue

topaz teardrop pendant that looked so good against the tan skin of my chest

and tiny topaz stud earrings that sparkled at him from within the veil of my

hair. I wanted him so badly to notice everything! I had ebony brown eyes —

what color should I have worn?

 

He leaned over and began to kiss the bottom of my neck and then the

top of my chest. His hand went onto my breast still covered by my bra. I

sank deeper into the car seat, my arms limp at my sides, my legs jelly below

me. He was so slow! I felt so fresh and new and pure for him. Of course I

had been touched before, but I felt untouched for him. I had had sex before,

but I’m pretty sure I had never made love before and was certain I had

never been made love to. Did he want to do that with me? I didn’t try to get

his attention, it just seemed to happen.

 

It was all just a private fantasy, though. I dressed like that, I got made-up

like that, I flirted with him with my eyes like I did in class, just to play, just

to imagine. It was my own private world I was toying with, a fantasy like

we all have. Doesn’t every young freshman crush on at least one professor?

 

It wasn’t just a crush though, it felt like more. The way he touched me,

could I be that for him too? “More”?

I wanted but I also feared that he’d notice earlier that for our evening

creative writing class I made myself ready like someone going on a date.

“Just going to grab a coffee out with some of the other students,” I texted

Dad back at home after the class let out. He’d only be wracked with

suspicions if I told him I was going up McTaggart Mountain to the lookout

with someone ostensibly to talk about “struggles with the blank page” Jalen

called it. I would never be able to tell him or anyone I was going up there

alone with my professor. Let alone tell him or even Jalen himself how I felt

about him.

 

Dad would be suspicious I was “getting to know” another boy — his

euphemism for sexual acts, or rather “sexual depravity,” as all sexual acts

were in his mind. “Getting to know” he’d say, with his eyebrows dancing

up and down and his mouth pulled crookedly. He judged, it’s what he did.

That I might have gone up with my much older professor would probably

be easier for him to handle, and obviously for Con too, cut from the same

cloth as Dad. They would never have seen me as someone who would or

could “do that.” Not willingly, that’s for sure.

 

Dad wouldn’t be able to conceive of the circle of hell I’d be consigned

to if I were to “get to know” such an older man. He just wouldn’t be able to

believe it. But on top of that, his congregation, his base, and his political

ambitions would be at stake if his own daughter were found out to be “a girl

like that,” the exact shape and size of the devil herself that he had created a

career from denouncing and condemning to hell. I looked down at the top

of Jalen’s head where he kissed my bra, where my body, almost nude, was

spread out in the passenger seat of his car for him. I didn’t know that he’d

like me. There would be no way for either of us to explain to Dad that it

wasn’t just about the sex, if that was also how Jalen actually felt . . . . Jalen

was older than Dad. It would be a mind-fuck for him.

 

And Con? He’d be crushed under a suffocating atmosphere of even

more frantic self-doubt, his only redemption being the damning

pronouncements of Dad who would himself be distraught over the prospect

of losing the son he didn’t get in the birthing lottery. I was the consolation

he collected at the hospital after they told him they lost his wife, my erstwhile mom. I don’t know how that went, I didn’t wake up from the

coma till day four of my life they tell me.

 

He loved Con I think more than me. But Con was only ever a stop-gap

for me, a set of water-wings to help me ease into the deeper waters of

adulthood. It was a strategic choice: I could explore my sexuality within the

safety of a boy Dad would be disinclined to suspect or to shoot if we were

ever found petting, sucking, licking, or worse: “Fornicating! Fornicating!” I

can hear his voice cry out across the stubbly fields and makeshift parking

lots crammed with cars back when he was just getting the act going. I knew

Con for years. It was easy to control him, and that was the problem. Jalen

controlled me — and nothing could possibly be more arousing! He

controlled my thoughts, at least, up to this point. He was beginning to

control my body now too.

 

Against all that, the unexpected onrush of terrifying intimacy in a car

interior at night in an unlit lot high above everyone and everything, in

silence when he switched the engine off, and without any apparent need to

rush the moment or fill the void — it was surprising to me. I began to feel

like I was floating among the stars myself, seeing Earth like the blue marble

the astronauts talk about, where petty conflicts and circular arguments rage

away on that one tiny pinprick of blue amidst a vast, silent, and cold

universe. I was anywhere but in my body, because my body was going

places I had heard a thousand times they never come back from in all

eternity -- burning, stabbing, excruciating places. Jalen was causing

reactions in my body. He was touching my stomach and touching lower too.

I was paralyzed and I wanted to be.

 

I placed my hand on his leg before he touched my leg. This was by

intention. It was a modicum of control I was attempting to exert on the

situation, a way of ensuring he didn’t own every initiative, so that, by also

starting things too, I was then entitled to end them if I needed to – because I

owned them. I only meant to tap his thigh to express to him how I was

feeling at the moment — nervous but okay, elated but controlled, excited

but realistic— but then I left it there, didn’t I. I never said I wasn’t guilty,

just not in control. Why is so old and so young so wrong and so captivating too? People think the young girl must be taken advantage of, that she’d

never in her right mind be attracted to the older man. People don’t know

anything. I lead him on, I pursued him, I took advantage of him, not the

other way around. I caused this, I invited him to drive us up to the look-out,

I lifted my own pants off, not him.

 

Where is the line crossed, on one side of which is the innocent

exploration of growing up, and on the other, are the damnable actions that

carry the full weight of guilt? I even commented on how I left my hand

there on his leg, not with words, but by tapping with my index finger on

him and exhaling and looking over at him and smiling sheepishly. I was

defeated— there it was again. So much defeat for so supposedly an

empowering evening! I was the one boiling over with so much want.

 

Still he hardly spoke a word. Neither did I, though. The longer the

silence lasted, the sexier the whole thing became. He smiled back at me

very close to my face and began to stretch his fingers down inside under the

waist of my pretty panties. I could feel my eyes half-lid, my lungs empty,

and my mouth open with awe, my stomach muscles clench with need. I

inhaled sharply, shut my eyes, turned my head sideways and flexed my legs.

My toes curled tight and my fists clenched his car seat leather. Oh my god,

my head screamed, this is really happening. Mr. Jackson was going to take

me. He was going to make love to me!

 

Could I explain to Dad the increments of choice, the conflicts of mind,

the tug-of-wars not between mind and body, but between judgement and

liberty? Forget Con. Dad talked in black-and-white terms for the binary

minds of people like Con. I was attracted to Con’s dumb certainty partly

because I was so wracked by grey, slushy uncertainty and halting

confidence about so much about myself, my body, and the world — men.

He could order a dinner without hesitation. I couldn’t decide what I was

inside. For two people who met in the context of nothing but words, the

silence was the forbidden thing and was itself therefore sexual, being so

denied. Jalen eased his whole hand slowly inside my panties. I held my lips

in a tiny circle and focused on controlling my breathing. My mouth dropped

wide open next to the glass of the side window but no sound came out.

I lacked for absolutely nothing in life. Dad had done well with the bully

pulpit (tents in fields at first, then YouTube, Gram, TikTok) and collection

basket (cash at first, then cc’s, PayPal, Bitcoin). So why was I yearning so

deeply? With Jalen not saying anything, he made it worse, because if he did

say something, I could at least reply to him that it was time to go back

down. I could respond that this wasn’t a good idea after all, that I didn’t

think we should go further for both of our sakes, that it was time to go, and

thank you very much. My Dad does nothing but talk. Jalen was power-

washing years of stains from Dad’s hectoring with his mere silent breathing

next to me. I couldn’t stop him. The more I told myself it was so wrong, the

more my legs eased apart. The more my hips curled up to him. To his touch.

 

I needed him to say something. But he didn’t, did he. No, he only picked

my hand up from his leg. I thought he was going to be the one, finally, to

demonstrate proper, more respectable, behavior, being the older one by far

and the professor to me, his student, and give my hand back to me and end

this. But instead he lifted it by my cool, long, elegant finger to his mouth

where he kissed so lightly and briefly you could pretend it wasn’t a kiss at

all. Well, you could, I couldn’t. His lips were softer than air itself. I caught

tiny diamond sparkles where his moist lips picked up the light of a star that

had devoted the last perhaps 50 million years of travelling at breakneck

speed across vast gulfs of silent interstellar space to achieve that one act of

beauty in this precise spot and at that precise moment before achieving re-

absorption as a blip of heat in some random atom of my retina. A Cupidian

arrow that hit its mark dead on. The way he said “his lover” talking to us

about Henry Miller, I clenched in my pelvis in my seat in class I so wanted

to be his.

 

I wrapped my hand around his hand and rather than pull away or dismiss

it all with a chuckle and a nod back toward the road down the mountain, I

instead, inexplicably and for reasons inscrutable even to myself, tightened

my grip around his hand harder than his on mine, and I inhaled sharply

through my teeth and I shivered. Then, as though we really could

communicate without words like he said in class lovers can to everyone’s

confusion except mine, both Jalen and I drew ourselves forward simultaneously to each other and we twisted into each other’s bodies for a

hug as tight as two pieces of a puzzle.

 

My immediate thought was, this is good. A hug — who doesn’t do that?

It’s what friends do, it was comforting, it was normal, and it was the first

usual and familiar thing to happen since I made that fateful decision to turn

away from my car and climb into his car back in the college parking lot —

taking him up on his invitation to talk privately about writing and the life of

writers. And texting Dad. And putting the phone away ignoring Con’s texts.

Okay — it was my idea. He invited me to a 24-hr cafe to talk. I was the one

who said maybe McTaggart would be “more fun.” It was just a fantasy

though. A fantasy I dressed for, but still a fantasy.

 

He stated it openly in class when someone pointed out there were two

girls in a love scene. He stared them down until they got the message —

“That’s right, they’re lesbians, any questions?” Again, no further words

required. His was the utter authority of a dog that never needs to bark.

 

I knew there were a ton of questions. This was not downtown San

Francisco, this was the geographic center of the mid-West, as red as a traffic

light at election time. The general take on anything new or different was

that it was a fashionable trend about which folks would learn soon enough

the errors and hazards of chasing the foreign — meaning anything

originating from outside our corner of the state. Being okay with kids

listening to music these days was a mark of uppity sophistication; it would

still be a decade at least before civil rights would be deemed “interesting,”

and forget about female liberation, AIDs was still a lively debate around

here, the internet at home was a scary personal security risk, and Black

Lives Matter was nothing more than an indecipherable set of radio

frequency transmissions from a distant quasar. Pandemic? Masks?

Vaccines? To even give a nodding acquaintance with those “controversies”

was to reveal oneself as having fallen prey to “influences.” To say we were

conservative around here would be like saying it’s dry around the Sahara.

Same sex couples were an absurdity bringing not even contempt but just

hilarity.

Into this world burst Jalen, bold, unafraid, and striking. When he

showed up in class he was the most fascinating man anyone had ever seen.

He looked alien he was so beautiful and well-dressed. He looked like

something you wanted to scoop up and shelter in your palms and protect in

a box. Only, when he wrote on his tablet with his mouth contorting the

words, out came language so shocking, so other-worldly, he landed beyond

the backfield and right out of the stadium of contention. People here had

their enemies but he was from outside the game itself. Imagine two kids’

teams playing soccer when on walks a fully-dressed professional football

linebacker. They may play hard against the enemy team, but against that?

They wouldn’t even know what opposition is supposed to look like against

that. His intelligence was alien. His power was otherworldly.

 

This is what Jalen was doing to the place. When he declared things in

our writing class — easily the most liberal little space for miles around — it

was so stunning a moment, everyone ignored it like those un-contacted

islanders are said to have ignored the cargo ship washing up on their beach.

They had no category for it so it didn’t exist, and these people had no

category for Jalen, so he didn’t exist either. He talked about Paris with the

familiarity we talked about 3rd Street. New York was to him as the K-Mart

was to us. Peru, Vietnam, Prague, it didn’t matter, the world was just a rock

in his pocket. He talked about people making love with the ease and

familiarity that we talked about the Sunday game.

 

People were shocked. They quietly talked about whether he should be

reported. They didn’t know if he was maybe even injuring them somehow.

To me he was beguiling. I was intrigued by him. To look at him in the front

of the classroom and realize that he was talking about things he did in his

own private life made me wonder what anyone around me had in their

mind, if in my mind, there was only blinding pulsating lights. It was all

couched in the art and practice of writing. But to me, he created the

vocabulary and grammar for my innermost secret feelings. He so clearly

understood things that me or nobody around there even knew had words or

truly existed.

Nobody talked to him after class, but I did. I would maybe just say

goodbye or that I looked forward to seeing him next week. And then I

would just give him a nice smile. And when the next week came, I would

just talk to him some more. And more and more and more, about nothing

and everything and struggles with writing and self-identity as he called it.

Until he asked me if I wanted to carry on at the cafe near the college, and I

suggested instead, “To clear our minds, we could go up McTaggart,” just as

I had rehearsed in my little fantasy. He didn’t know what that was so I got

to show him.

 

All the way up we laughed about how I gave directions and we carried

on talking like a good professor and his favorite student would about

writing, about souls, about observing and looking for the words. It was just

like in the hallway up until he stopped and turned the motor off. It was that

silence that changed everything into something else.

 

I patted his shoulder blade and he drew me closer against him. I smiled

over his shoulder and closed my eyes and exhaled. This then was all this

was going to be, I assured myself, two ships in the night type of thing, two

people brought together by happenstance. We’d have gone to the cafe if two

people could share writing experiences without feeling judged, without

people gossiping about the older man and younger woman. We were being

artists that was all. Of course we would naturally incline to the emotional,

being human. We can’t be expected to ignore the completely biological and

neurologically programmed responses to touch. That was all it was then,

and I gave a quiet “phew” over his shoulder.

 

And then I watched as though drugged when, falling back into my seat,

his beautiful deft hands nimbly popped my buttons one by one and spread

my top open, which was not normal nor at all explainable. I could only

think “No” rather than say it by that point, but all the while my hand was on

his leg, high up, squeezing and releasing rhythmically, and my fingernails,

painted cerulean blue, dug with loud scratching noises into his denim. It

was as natural as anything, two people doing things that was nobody’s

business but their own, and it was at the same time as exotic as anything,

feeling the upper thigh of the older man who moaned, letting him take my clothes off in his car with no pretense of resistance, allowing him to have

my body to do with as he pleased. I guess you could say intelligent men

were my thing.

 

He eased my shirt off my shoulders but that was all him, I had nothing

to do with it. I only leaned forward and pressed my arms behind me to let

the collar slide down my back before I looked sideways at him helplessly,

which is what I was, wasn’t I. Helpless. What I wanted — what I had (I

admit) planned — was how my body would look nearly naked in my

lusciously pretty baby-blue bra and panties with my sand blonde hair set

with waves and highlights in his car’s white leather passenger seat lit only

by stars, broad valley lights, and maybe some dashboard glow if his radio

was on. I didn’t want to be the type of girl who’d be in such a seat with a

man of the kind I knew he was, especially with my jeans around my ankles

and my white chiffon top hanging open like I'd been seduced or something.

I only wanted to fantasize about him, not go through with anything. I liked

it as a possibility, not a reality. Dad and his followers could attack reality

and did every Sunday. But nobody can see in your mind, nobody can judge

you for your fantasies. I wanted just a moment of it because life, or at least

the memory of it, was nothing but such moments. That was what art was

made of, painting and drawing, playing songs, and writing: it was made of

fleeting remembered moments, Jalen said. We collect them, is all, the way

someone else might collect stamps.

 

I squinted at Jalen because I thought about this very moment way back

when I was so carefully, so closely, in the bathroom mirror with the door

shut and locked, when I was painting on my new tube of desert rose lipstick

I bought especially for this occasion because he mentioned a desert rose in a

thing he wrote. I thought about it in fact days before, when I popped into

the pharmacy for some new color of lipstick. And then I meandered through

the mall and I was only half surprised to end up in the lingerie store where

the baby-blue set I now wore first called out to me. I had to explore what

was going on with me because the voice the sexy underwear called out to

me in was not anyone else’s but distinctly Jalen’s and I was intrigued by

that because I hadn’t really fantasized about him before then, not freely, the

way you do when you let it go wherever it wants to go.

I sighed and pressed my clasped hands together between my bare legs

and I chuckled with a barely audible peep being nearly nude, and I knew,

very cute, if not fucking hot, in Jalen’s front seat. For all the talk of

intelligence and words and artists and souls, he was still dressed in his car

and I was a nearly nude 18 year old student in his passenger seat. I had

thought about seducing him with my looks, but it was only the vague,

transparent visages of a daydream that everyone is allowed to explore, or at

least writers are, or should be. I fantasized about it when I texted to him

during the break with everyone else around me outside, “Hey, can I talk to

you about my project before we head home after class?” I found it a laugh

when he agreed because I knew that he would have only agreed because I

was so fucking hot. He was so predictable!

 

It was a game I played on him, that’s all. Once he agreed, the game was

over and I'd only follow through out of politeness, and then we’d talk and

come back down and be that kind of friend for each other. But the intimacy

of the space when the car turned off was not accounted for in my plan. I had

to admit, if a girl is going to let herself look like that while dressed like this

in place like that, a man like him could hardly be accused of impropriety if

he wondered what would happen if he touched the front of my bra, or — I

exhaled and shivered though it was so warm — the front of my matching

panties below. I looked and saw that my hand had wrapped around his inner

thigh higher up, still squeezing and releasing, and I had forgotten about it

there and now I marveled at how it seemed to carry on with a mind of its

own. I glanced up at him and back down the way one would if a kitten

awoke on hearing its name, and I gazed with deepening awe as my hand,

surely someone else’s, traveled up the final inch or two to slide over the

lump there below his jeans, at the top between his legs. What was I doing?

He made me!

 

I tried to convey to him with my eyes that I knew this was wrong, that it

was supposed to have stopped long before this, but all I did was flash my

brilliant beautiful pupils and flutter my eyelids at his eyes which of course

made him lean toward me again and I really wanted to stop it, I did, but I

held his face with my one hand that wasn’t clutching and releasing in his lap and I felt his cheek when, I realized too late again, his lips began kissing

my lips.

 

To be that close-up to an older man so distinguished, so warm  and so

wise with such energy in his face and in his eyes was intoxicating. The

more he said stayed silent, the more my mind raced with our own private

communications — the faster and more clearly we could talk. He tilted his

head and half-closed his eyes and pursed his lips momentarily like he knew

we were stepping together into the forbidden and my veins filled with

nothing but pure lust. He came close to me again with the slightest of smiles

on his slightly parted lips and his slightly closed eyes, so deep and soft, and

he looked at my mouth and I was nearly quaking I wanted so much to be

taken by him. His chest heaved with breath just as much as mine. His

fingers trembled, like mine. His eyes were dilated like mine and his body

writhed like mine. So this is what Dad meant by unbridled lust! I’d

certainly never been to this place before.

 

I didn’t need it, I certainly didn’t seek it, and I had always found it dirty

and morally wrong to do those things outside of marriage and outside of the

bedroom. Or so my mind barked, but in whose voice I ask again? I rested

my head back sideways on his car seat when his kiss went longer than a

peck of friendship and my legs parted for him when his touch there was not

anything innocent either. That was not me moaning, just like that was not

me pressing my lips forward to meet his, and when his hand touched my

bare stomach, that was not me who breathed and twisted and contorted, nor

was it me who arched and chuckled when the backs of his strong agile

fingers dragged over the front of my floral textured bra, or over the bumps

in the middle that gave me away. It was someone else I swear! My excuses

with imaginary Dad were getting thin. He had to know Con and I got it on

sort of, and yet, aside from keeping all evidence of it far from his discovery

and certainly not in his home, there seemed no other rule about it but to

keep it secret from him. This? Why it should be so different I couldn’t tell,

other than maybe the fact it was a thousand times hotter than the sun. I

looked up girls who crush on much older men.

I clutched at his wrist hard because he didn’t know that I was

embarrassingly sensitive there. I licked my lips and conveyed as much to

him with my wide-open and dilated eyes. I showed him, too, in case he

didn’t realize, with my stiff grip hard on him, that to bring his fingers back

down and up over my enlarging nipples still tucked inside my baby-blue

balcony cups, was a kind of torture for me. I gasped to show him how

dangerous it was. And when I demonstrated what he should not do, by

pulling the edge of my bra down enough to expose my nipple directly to the

skin on the back of his finger, I needed to show why, so I pushed his hand in

mine down my stomach, to my panties, and even under my panties where

he had earlier teased me. I slid my grip down from his wrist to his middle

finger, to guide him — gently! — to the folds between my legs, to show

him what he was doing to me and that it was so wrong. “See!” I wanted to

scream, “that’s why you need to stop! So say something!” He was so

infuriating and silent my own head screamed only louder.

 

“Can you feel that?” my voice quietly shattered the silence.

 

“You’re very wet,” he said. Con was the only one who touched me

there, besides myself, before Jalen. It seemed okay though, it seemed

natural and part of what we were about. He already owned my body it felt

like, so letting him touch it there felt more like his right than as if more

lines were being crossed. I loved feeling available to him. Sexually.

 

I giggled a bit and I left his hand there and pulled him by the neck so my

face once again was pressed to his and I enveloped his mouth with my lips

and I moaned inside our long, lingering kiss, because I was suddenly shy

and I needed to hide somewhere and that was the only place I could figure

out. When he moved his hand up, I quickly pushed it back down. “Don’t

stop,” someone whispered, was it me? I exhaled inside our kiss and I

pushed my hips forward involuntarily toward his hand. Everything was

involuntary! I ended the kiss and draped my head over his shoulder and I let

him enter me with his finger and rub my all over down there, and then rub

me on my stomach, on my breasts, both now bared, my shoulders, and my

face too, because I knew in that moment that he was going to end up licking

my pussy. It was going to go there so why fight it any longer? He had pulled his hand out of my panties in order to shift himself. I couldn’t stop

him. Another line was coming and I had no will to not cross it. I never let

Con do that. I didn’t want Jalen to know I was in a way virgin with that. His

worldly way just took me, I didn’t know how to protest or stop him or tell

him I thought it was dirty.

 

To forestall him, I tugged open his pants angrily and spread them. I

reached below his underwear and, unable to get sufficiently inside them, I

“meowed” at him and laughed a little and he helped me by lifting himself

and pushing his pants and boxers to his knees. I scratched my nails at his

neck and dragged my tongue over his chin and flicked the tip of my tongue

at his lips. “You’re bad,” I said to him, and I gripped his member and I

looked down to see. “Fuck,” my mind moaned, or I moaned, somebody

moaned. His nude abdomen, his hips, his thighs, his pubis — “Fuck” was

all I was able to say. This whole doing it to him before he did it to me thing

was going to be hard. It was best to get the dirty business over and done

with since it had by now already been determined that it was going to

happen. My intrigue with his desires had been playing on my mind the

whole time. But his cock was big. It scared me.

 

The enticement was all-embracing, the yearning was so deeply felt it

was as though it was an instinctual compelling. Framed by his pulled up

sweater to the north and his stretched pants and underwear above his knees

to the south, the white leather to the east and west, his bare lower body

between chest and tops of his thighs was like a Greek sculpture that brought

forth from within me a kind of want that was beyond possession or touch. I

had never been so sexually stirred as I was when Jalen, breathing smoothly

but deeply, allowed me all the time I needed to stare at the first sexually

aroused real man’s body I ever looked at. It was more real than just dopey

ol’ Con. And his cock: the way Jalen relaxed and sank back with is cock

like that, you just knew it was going to be finished off to his satisfaction. He

was a man, there was no going back.

 

In the quiet and the dim, his penis glistened. I glanced up at his face. He

looked how I felt — overcome with desire. Fuck. I had no name for the

feeling that gripped me like a gas filling my lungs. I thought I had experienced sexual desire with boys, with Con, maybe others I didn’t

consummate. But this. This was something people like my Dad did indeed

need to fear. It was far more powerful than just fucking or getting fucked. It

was mesmerizing. It was all embracing. It was a place of no control. There

are Bible passages of women filled with lust and no good comes of it. It

once had the power to cast mankind out of Eden forever more, didn’t it, it

was so dangerous.  And it was forbidden for him as well as me. Who was I,

such a young girl, to be messing around with the exotic powerful forces of

sexuality with a fully grown older man? It was always play for me before.

With Jalen, it got serious. 

 

I didn’t want to appear to be crass to Jalen so I took a bit of time kissing

his clavicle, dancing my lips and tongue around his chest, and licking the

ridges of his toned stomach, but in truth, I took only seconds to travel from

his mouth to where my hand covered the head of his cock, rubbing around

and around. I looked up from his lap and chuckled at myself again, pulling

up on my hands and knees and leaning over the console, but I also knew I

looked pretty in my baby blue panties and bra. I wasted no more time and

pushed my lips to his skin I exposed under my palm and I leaned closer

with my mouth. He was touching and rubbing me beneath my panties like

crazy and if my nipples were sensitive enough to make me wet, my pussy

was even more so. I felt the need to show him I was sophisticated. I got

from him this determination and assertiveness! The thought of his licking

me turned my mind to sucking him. Things were happening fast,

leapfrogging, I am sure, the stages a woman and a man are supposed to go

through before they get to where Jalen and I sped to. He was making me a

woman.

 

I could have kissed it and licked it and examined it and teased him, but

who was I kidding? I opened my lips and dragged my flat tongue down

over his shaft. I always wondered what it felt like for guys to lick a pussy so

warm and wet. The taste and heat of male arousal, the breathy sound of

male lust, the sight in dim dashboard light of a writhing, humping male

body, was overpowering my senses. I drilled my tongue down the underside

of his cock and I pushed my lips tight over the head and allowed him into

my mouth. I moaned on his cock because he should know, he had the right to know, that it felt very good for me too, to have his penis deep in my

mouth.

 

I felt myself enter again that automatic mode, rising and falling on him,

imitating fucking him with my mouth in pace and depth. He tugged on my

nipples and I yipped and squeezed my lips tight around his shaft and he

tugged again and I lifted off to protest but he pushed his hips up and shoved

my head down so that he really was now fucking my mouth and I felt my

pussy run with wetness at the thought. A virtual stranger is fucking my face,

I thought, I’m such a bad girl! Do you like that Dad? Look at your daughter

— my chin dripping with the man’s pre-cum and my saliva. And no I

wasn’t forced, I’m the one who dove down, I’m the one who pulled his

pants down, I’m the one who wanted it, who planned it, who fantasized

about it. I masturbated thinking about Jalen pushing my face between his

legs, Dad. I came in bed at home thinking about sucking Jalen off.

 

It was everything I had dreamed it would be.

 

Surely he noticed that I was not only lapping in his lap at a certain pace

and a certain pressure matched by his hips’ motions, but that my hips were

also matching what his fingers were doing, going in and out of me down

below. I realized he was thinking about doing it too. I pulled off of his cock

and raised my face up to his to let him know that I knew what he was

thinking and I squinted my eyes and shook my head and exhaled to let him

know that I knew what terrible thoughts filled his mind. I also swung my

leg over his lap. I was ready.

 

He had hooked his thumb in the waist of my pretty panties and they had

come off my legs surprisingly easily so that I realized, when I needed to

kiss him again with my fingers around the back of his neck, there was

nothing between his slick, saliva-coated cock and my own wet pussy, and I

only realized this when the heat from him came near my nearly quivering

and puffed pussy lips that hung engorged below me.

 

I thought it might be enough to tease and laugh and pretend. I thought

we could play with the thought, maybe talk about it at worst. I didn’t even know that his cock was already pressing against the lips of my pussy, but

when I did realize it in a distracted moment of guilt, my legs lost their

strength, my knees released, and, wanting only to tell him to his face that

we have to stop. I moved back from our deep kiss, which only served to

lower my hips, and being so slick from his touch, and he being so slick too

from my mouth, we were already fully engaged on each other before I had

any chance to prevent it. Our hips pushed together.

 

Realizing that Jalen’s hands were around my back and on my bare ass,

that I was holding onto his neck for dear life, and that his cock was pressing

and rubbing against my pussy, I pursed my lips but could not stop a muffled

cry. A deep exhalation escaped my throat. I lost all remaining resistance

with that breath. My hips fell down until my ass bumped his thighs and I

felt his cock push harder into my pussy — and go deeply inside me.

 

Did I get off of him knowing I was in deep trouble? No I did not. I rose

half way, but I also fell back down, weakly, defeated, consigned. I started

going up and down on him as though again some autopilot switch had been

engaged. I flung my head back and the highlighted tips of my long luscious

hair danced on his legs. When he leaned forward I jutted my chest and he

exposed my small breasts by carefully pulling the bra cups down under

them. He couldn’t have known that sucking on them would make me go

wild like that, but he did and I did — I bucked crazily, I rose and fell faster

on him, and I cried out loud because it was a private, intimate space so far

away high up on McTaggart alone like that with an intensely beautiful man.

 

I realized after it was too late that that man I only wanted to tease with

some nice make-up and sweet talk about driving up the mountain, was now

undressed under me and that I was fucking him and not just lightly or softly,

but madly and deeply. We slammed each other hard and fast. It was the last

thought I had before everything dark went light and everything quiet went

loud. Nothing had ever felt so good. I shook hard and let go of everything.

 

When, gasping and grinning with wonderment, I realized that he hadn’t

yet but that he was about to, I thought to jump off him and lick and suck

him again, but I was too slow. I felt his spasm so I rode him until he cried out too, his body bumping up into mine with spasms, before he finally

sagged. When he crumpled back in his seat, I kissed him all over and

nibbled his ear and couldn’t stop grinning. I lifted carefully off of him and

together we wiped with tissues all over and laughed and dressed.

 

When he parked beside my lone car left abandoned in the quiet parking

lot at the college, I turned to him, I held his hand, and I tried to talk. “That

probably has to be a one off thing right?” I was petrified of what he turned

me into. I already wanted to marry him.

 

He nodded but slow and thoughtfully.

 

“I mean, right? That was nice, but that’s all that’s going to be allowed to

happen. Isn’t that right?”

 

He nodded again and I climbed out. I circled around to his side and he

rolled his window down. I leaned inside and grabbed the hair on the back of

his head and I yanked on him gently and then I kissed him more deeply than

even when we fucked. “Thank you,” I whispered. It was crazy risky to kiss

him in the parking lot at night. But I needed to end it like that.

 




Chapter 2

 

When I got home, Dad was still up. “How it go?” he said.

 

I said to him, “I think maybe I’ll drop that creative writing class.”

 

“Why is that?” he said, not looking up from his spreadsheets. He was

going over supply orders — there was some rally coming up and he

micromanaged anything involving money.

“Just not really feeling it anymore,” I lied and turned to go up to my

room.

 

“Don’t give it up so easily,” he called over his shoulder. But I was

already gone.

 

When Wednesday rolled around again, I was up and down and in the

kitchen and on my computer like a cat with a twitching tail. “Just go,” Con

shook his head with exasperation. He spent more time with Dad than I did.

We were having dinner.

 

“I shouldn’t,” I winced.

 

“What can happen?” He had dreams for me of being this novelist  wife,

which was I think secretly his way of satisfying himself I’d always be at

home, even if it was a kind of working. And making babies.

 

“It’s not good for me.”

 

“You said it felt good the other time.”

 

“Con, don’t make me go, really.”

 

“It’s good for you — it gives you something to look forward to all

week.”

 

“I’m begging you Con,” I bit my lip. But I also checked my hair. Before

I came down, I went into my closet to find my hidden nearly transparent

candy-floss pink satin bra.

 

Con scanned my body up and down the way he did sometimes, the way

he felt he had a right to. “You were glowing last week.”

 

“It’s not clean,” I said. “Clean” was such a loaded word for him and

Dad. The things we read and talked about in class would make them

blanche and confirm their worst suspicions about artists like Jalen. But I had also put on my tight satin thongs that matched my cute bra, even in its

near transparency. The way day and night divided the world for most

people, or rich and poor, or home and away, for Dad and Con just like him,

the chief cleavage of the world that mattered most was that between clean

and unclean, and everything under the sun was one or the other. There was

no in-between. For Dad, there would be no “I found someone I truly love,

but it’s a man older than you,” or for Con, “I cheated, we touched each

other, but it wasn’t a thing.” His universe like Dad’s did not contain the

possibility of a thing a person craved but should not take, or made a mistake

touching. It was the craving that was wrong. And I stood there pleading

with him to make me stay home on Wednesday because I was craving Jalen

(again) and this time, it wouldn’t be accidental or a mistake or a lapse of

judgement or a surprise or a shock, that he’d want to do things to my body,

and me to his, again. Where does one even begin to explain?

 

“Go,” he said looking away. Him and Dad had a game on the big screen.

I tried didn’t I?

 

I had earlier leaned close into the mirror in the bathroom to shade my

eyes in something rosy and my lips in something peachy. I turned to face

him and dropped my head sideways. “I’m afraid to,” I said to him, not

elaborating about why. Dad would crack open like a breaking storm if he

knew what I was afraid of. Con would collapse into a puddle of

disbelieving wonder. Before I came down, I had poked my arms through

my shimmering black halter and pulled it tightly over my slim body. I had

also taken out of the closet my wrap-skirt, also black, that rode halfway up

my thighs. I had sat on the edge of the bed and fitted on my spiked sandal

platforms. I stood in front of Con in the hallway looking like a girl going on

a hot date, not like a freshman going to an evening creative writing course.

 

“How do I look?” I asked him shyly. I wanted badly to tell him he was

sending me into the arms of an older man who was going to change me.

Who was going to fuck me.

 

“Good,” Con nodded without looking. “You going out after class

again?”

“I guess I am now,” I whispered with guilt clouding over me. I cleared

my throat. “Are you going to wait up for me here?”

 

“Should I?”

 

I realized with resignation he wasn’t even worried I might be secretly

meeting up with a boy. I bit my lip again and looked down. “I’m not sure.

Maybe not. Might be later this time. Who knows.” I didn’t lie to him but

knowing that he wasn’t even worried about what was going on, it sure felt

like I was.

 

“I’ll probably go home after the game,” he said, nodding at Dad who

nodded back. That there was one life path. Dad and the boy slated to be my

husband since forever watching the game in the den and I’d be, what?

Pregnant and reading a book or writing one? Everything was certain and

predictable. But there was another world — a world with Jalen, where

nothing was certain, known or predictable. Art is the word we give to the

unpredictable, he said.

 

Con leaned his head back to see out the window to watch me back up

and roll forward and away into the night, my red tail lights slipping around

the corner and disappearing into the dark. He virtually pushed me into his

arms. It was like he wanted me to do it.

 

After class, I made like I was leaving but I pulled up right beside Jalen’s

car and reversed myself in so I could skip undetected between my driver’s

door and his passenger door. I slinked down in my seat to avoid the notice

of others going to their cars. We sped away and I found the lever to lean my

seat back, and the other one to slide it back too. Yes, I was aware I had

exposed most of my legs to him that way. I had been going crazy all week

waiting for Wednesday night. He made me feel free to frolic in his seat like

a kitten. He took all the responsibility and I got to just tease and play. He

was so grown up I didn’t have to be at all.

When the street lights gave way to the trees of the park around the base

of McTaggart, I dropped my shoes from my toes and put my feet up on his

dashboard. It was safe, there were so few cars anymore. “What do you think

of that bunch of old ladies who come to the class? They’re an interesting

bunch, aren’t they,” I said to him pulling my skirt up my thighs for Jalen’s

viewing pleasure.

 

“What do you mean,” he said, reaching over to me and sliding his hand

over my bare thigh, pushing the edge of my skirt further up. I watched his

hand the way you watch a movie. It felt so completely natural that he could

touch me there, anywhere, and it was like he should. He did it while we

were driving, casually, like it was okay for a man so much older and a girl

so much younger and already something we do. Like I was his wife, it

began to feel like. His very young wife . . . .

 

I stayed still and acted like I expected it, like he should do that if he

liked it. But inside, I was roiling again. He electrified me and it only got

worse the more I tried to act casual and sophisticated about it. I let him run

his hand over me wherever he liked, fascinated by the feel of his smooth

take-control man’s hand on my narrow, vulnerable girl’s thigh.

 

“Do you think they all knew each other before, or did they all become

friends there?” I nonchalantly eased the edge of my skirt further up and out

of his way, showing him more of my bare thigh. More of me.

 

His attention remained on the dark winding road, but his hand slid

further up, closer, hotter, following where I was leading. I kept pretending

to myself that he was seducing me. It might not have been so. Him baby

finger reached the apex where my thigh meets my abdomen. I inhaled

through tight teeth but otherwise kept my hands wrapped around the edges

of my seat. I tried to restrain my breathing but he could tell it was becoming

ragged. If a car did go by, it was already damnably wrong.

 

“I think they must already have been friends,” he said. His nails lightly

scratched my most delicate skin there. “I think they’ve done book clubs

together a lot of them. They probably have been going to this or some other class together for probably years. They’ve probably fucked each other’s

husbands,” he smiled mischievously sideways at me but I kept my eyes

forward. I’m not sure he knew what he was doing to me.

 

I was trying so hard not to start humping his hand with my hips again,

trying so hard not to cry out loud, to not grip his wrist and masturbate with

his fingers.  But my breath became more rapid and short, just like my heart.

“Do you think they know you and I are taking off together?” I rolled my

head to the side and admired the profile of his face. I parted my legs and

pulled my skirt up around my waist. Did he want to glance down and see

the panties I picked out for him? He wouldn’t see that I was already wet in

the dark of his car. Or would he?

 

“I think they fantasize a lot of things — I’m pretty sure they’re busy at

home writing totally different things than what they bring to the class.” He

moved his hand so that his fingernails, lightly as before, teased the front of

my tight satin panties. If he didn’t know before, he knew now.

 

I licked my lips even though I tried not to. I tried to keep my eyes open.

“What do you think they write about?” I breathed. I reached over and

dragged the back of my fingers over his face, down his neck, and down his

body to his lap. I rested my hand there as though it just happened to fall

there, but I scrunched it into a fist because I could hardly take it anymore. I

wanted to scream, “Where can we fucking park!”

 

“Maybe they secretly write about people like us doing things like what

we’re doing right now,” Jalen said, looking over at me finally, if but for a

glance. It was a ridiculous thought. They wrote about puppies and children

and baking pies for truck-driving husbands. They’d be mortified at what we

were doing.

 

I absentmindedly scrunched and released my fingers in the fabric of his

thigh. “And what do you think we’re doing right now,” I shook my head in

mock defiance at him, with a grin, a glint. But I also popped the button of

his pants and deftly tugged them open. I reached inside his underwear and

covered his penis with my hand even while he tried to focus on driving. I lazily petted him, dragging my fingertip up the underside of his half erect

cock. I laughed a little with delight, but my breathing had become difficult.

I was nervous, but not as much as before. Now I was nervous about a new

feeling: that he and I can do this, were doing this, arranged to do it, and

were now, after the longest week in history, actually doing it. I wrapped my

hand firmly around him. I pumped my man as he drove. I admired him and

stared at him and moaned for him. Was it really nice for him to have a cute

young girl like me so hot and wet for him, stroking his cock and so ready

for him, for anything?

 

“Right now? I think you’re getting ready to suck me a little bit while I

drive,” he said. How did he know what I craved above all else all week? I

went down on Con a few days earlier, sucked his cock and made him cum,

but not in my mouth, just all over his own stomach. The whole time I was

dreaming of Jalen’s sweet hot cum on my face, my neck, all over my little

tits and in my mouth. I wanted so desperately to please him. I wanted to

swallow him.

 

“You think so, do you?” I bit my lips again and squeezed my finger and

thumb around the base of his cock like a tight ring as hard as I could. “I’m

not that kind of girl, I keep trying to tell you,” I said, but I also stroked him

and got out of the seatbelt and on all fours on my seat. 

 

He pressed his finger against the damp front of my panties and I sucked

air in sharply as though he burned me. When he touched the back of my

head, I chuckled and bent over his lap. I pulled myself into a crouching

position on his seat and leaned down. I went down on him like I’d been

starving to suck his cock all week because I had been. I moaned on him and

twisted my head so rapidly my flouncing hair flew in his lap. I pulled up

and pushed my lips against his ear. “I’ve been dying to fuck you since last

Wednesday.” I could hardly hold his cock I began shaking so hard. I

couldn’t decide whether to jump on his lap right there or plunge my face

back down over his cock. He pushed my head by twisting my fist in my

locks and gave me my answer. I cried in whimpers I loved his cock in my

mouth so much. I loved him pushing me.

I lifted up from his lap only when he turned the car off  — we had

arrived at the same spot as the previous week, except closer to the side and

the trees there. I looked around and, satisfied we were as alone as we had

been before, I went back down on him. I was as wet as last time. It made

what I was doing feel worse somehow. It wasn’t all just an older man doing

things to little ol’ innocent me. Was I that good that someone as

experienced as he was in things like this was as turned on as me? Jalen

turned on the interior dome light and twisted the knob to a dim intensity.

 

I lifted up and kissed his cheek, cradling his face in my hands like a

precious gift. “Are you trying to get us caught?” I said, kissing him and

burying my tongue in his mouth. I panted like an animal. Dad railed at

rallies about “unbridled lust.” I used to sit on the stage behind him and

wonder, what does that even feel like? I knew now, and I knew also why

Dad and his people thought it was so dangerous. Because it was.

 

“I like to watch,” Jalen said softly.  “I need to see you.”

 

I shook my top off over my head and showed him my new pink bra,

wiggling my chest at his face. “And let everyone else see these too?”

 

“Nobody’s here,” he assured me. He casually reached over and felt me

inside my bra. I wanted to be that way with him, to be able to just let him

do with me as he pleased. And he seemed pleased. I liked my body being

something for him to use.

 

“How do you know?” I sat back in my reclined seat and lifted my skirt

off my hips and down my legs. He didn’t have to do anything this time. He

had unleashed me. I wanted to be sexually available to him. I wanted our

whole relationship to be sexual at its core. I wanted always to be nude and

ready for him to fuck me at any time.

 

“I checked.”

 

The way he so casually talked about things we did made it feel so much

more mature and so natural. He made it seem as though there was no transgression taking place at all, that two adults could do whatever they

wanted, with consent of each other only, and nobody else. Who gets to say

what is natural, and why are we constrained by what’s natural anyway? It’s

not natural to heat a house with electricity created by nuclear power.

Anybody going to rail against that? Jalen was such a genius.

 

I pressed my thumbs into my waist and slipped my thongs down my

legs. I loved getting myself naked for Jalen. I loved sharing who I was with

him. I found the lever and reclined my seat all the way back and I wrapped

my hands above and behind me to hold onto the headrest of my car seat

where it rested against the seat behind. I lifted my knees and spread my

legs. “Baby,” I said, “I had to wait all week and tell my Dad the worst lies.

Don’t keep me waiting any longer.” Two could talk like that! It felt

liberating.

 

Jalen looked out his side window a long while as though he were

deciding something before finally back and down at me prone and ready

beside him. “You look fucking delicious,” he said.

 

I undulated under his roaming gaze. I twisted and contorted like I was

dancing on my back for him. My toes curled and my fingernails dug into

the leather. “So fuck me then if you must,” I nearly whispered and I half-

closed my eyes. I said it playfully, wistfully, like I couldn’t stop him as if I

should or wanted to. “Mmm,” I moaned loudly and I smiled up at him

knowing he was admiring my body. “It’s all your fault, you know. I tried

not to come tonight.”

 

Jalen stripped down too and rolled over on top of me in my car seat.

Feeling all his skin against mine was so incredibly intimate I felt high. I

immediately grabbed greedily at his cock, already hot and stiff, and I pulled

him down between my legs with both hands around his hips. I pushed my

pussy lips up to him, soaking him with me. “I had to masturbate a few times

because of you,” I said in mock accusation.

 

“Oh yeah?” he said, rotating his hips over mine. “What did you think

about?” We pushed together and parted and smashed again and again in slow motion. He loved putting his cock into me and taking it all the way out

again. I guess he knew how to tease a younger woman as much as I knew

how to tease an older man.

 

“I thought about this,” I whispered, and I pulled him down further until

his pelvis pushed into mine. I spread my arms and knees and flopped my

face to the side. I felt vulnerable and taken. I felt imprisoned, pinned, left

with no options. “Fuck me hard,” I told him. “Punish me,” I whispered, and

I closed my eyes and hid my sideways face in my hair.

 

He raised his hips and pushed them back down so hard his cock

pounded into me heavily and I yelped and cried like someone impaled.

Because I was. He drew back up and flung himself down onto me harder

and I cried out louder. My back arched and my toes curled. I reached

around his waist and my fingernails scrunched into his skin so hard I think I

broke it. His body plunged into mine like a jackhammer and he pushed his

face into my neck. I cried out and my legs rose up to lock my ankles around

his back. He humped against me so fast I could feel myself being pushed

into the car seat. My nipples were so hard, when he grabbed my breasts, I

bucked and arched and nearly blacked out. It was more incredible than

before. It was the most intense experience of my young life.

 

And then he began to slide down my body. He kissed under my ear — a

total no-no unless one wants a gone-wild Jackie on their hands. I writhed

like I was possessed. Because I was. He left a trail with the tip of his tongue

from there to my nipples. He kissed my stomach and gripped my thighs as

he kissed further down my abdomen. He slid my car seat further back and

slipped down to his knees on the floor of the car. He took my thighs in his

hands and he merely suggested them apart. My mind clouded with spirals of

light. I opened wide.

 

“Is this what you dreamt about?” he said from between my legs and I

only chuckled with unevenness, it was so unfair of him to try to talk or

make me talk with him given where he was and what he was planning on

doing to me. He kissed as though we had more time than eternity, and my

whole being focused down into a point following where he placed his lips, his tongue tip, even his breath, the way the charge in the ground is said to

follow the opposing charge in the sky, before the electricity is greater than

the resistance of the air and the lightening discharges between them. So it

was with how he moved over my body with his mouth. When he kissed as

lightly as air the softest skin between leg and pussy, my whole focused self

discharged with a flash of released electricity. My hips involuntarily rose up

and followed his mouth, yearning, reaching, trying to pull him in for

another kiss. He reached under me and grabbed me by the ass so hard I felt

controlled and restricted, no longer choosing but now chosen. He leaned his

arms down over my legs so hard I felt pinned as a butterfly to cork. His

hands rested on my breasts and he rolled and pulled and pinched both my

nipples to the point I could only shriek.

 

Still he delayed. My hips rose up pushing hard before, in a quake,

settling back down, and my chest pushed and sank against his hands. Still

he touched with the tip of his tongue only, making tiny circles and kissing

them. I begged him, I pleaded, I groaned because it was nearly painful.

Finally, he lowered his sweet mouth over my pussy lips and without an

ability to even breath, everything I was exploded against him and lights

went off in my eyes. I felt myself flood with warmth and I could hear his

moan. The orgasm was deep, long, and so completely all-embracing, I was

actually afraid of it. There was so much release I thought I peed. All I could

do for the next three minutes was catch my breath and say, over and over,

“Oh my god.”

 

Only later did I learn that in the shadows outside the back passenger

window, Con had been creeping up closer. The light inside Jalen’s car was

exactly the right level to let him see him fuck his girlfriend without us being

able to see out at all. With the window cracked an inch open for our breath,

he could hear the passion in my cries so deep and hard. He could see my

head throw back, my eyes crunch, and my mouth open.

 

He was struck with awe that I could reach such heights of sexual

passion. He’d certainly never seen it in me before. He must have tried to

stop himself but when I inhaled so loudly, so high-pitched, as when my

breath stopped and I screamed, when I orgasmed, that’s when he lost it, all over his hand, the ground, and even the door of Jalen’s car. He scurried

back into the shadows and watched from further away when Jalen came too,

into his girlfriend. I kissed him and coddled his face and stroked him. He

must have wondered if he even had the right car and the right girlfriend. I

was a woman transformed, like someone he’d never known before. He

thought he knew the sexual Jackie because he fucked me two times. Now

he knew how little he had with me.

 

I found out that Con went back through the sliver of forest to the other

parking spot and sped home after that. In Jalen’s car, dressed again and

cuddling, I said, “That was good for our last time, don’t you think?”

 

“Do you think?” Jalen said, wrapping his hand around my shoulders and

pulling me tighter to him.

 

“It has to stop, don’t you think? How can we keep doing this?” I tried so

hard to be good. That’s the part Con didn’t see. I so wanted Jalen the genius

to figure out a way we could keep doing it. I only knew of one possible way

. . . .

 




Chapter 3

 

The following week, I was with Con at home watching a show before

going to the writing class and Dad said, “Hey. Why not bring your writing

friends over that you go out for coffee with?”

 

“I don’t think so,” I said with a laugh. “Besides, I’m not going to go

back.” I didn’t know yet what Con knew or that he saw.

 

“Don’t stop going, I think you like it,” Dad said.

 

“I’ve probably had enough,” I tossed him off with a laugh.

Con spoke up. “I asked your Dad if you could invite them over. How

many do you go out with?”

 

I looked with trepidation into the side of the couch in the den. The lies

were getting so hard to tell. “It’s really usually just one, it’s just nothing.”

 

“Perfect,” Dad said. “So just bring them over, right Con?” Con just

silently nodded, his eyes steady and cold.

 

“Be good to meet them,” he said.

 

I sighed and looked down, searching for a way out. “I can’t,” I said.

 

“You can, it’s fine, it really is. I won’t even be here, you won’t see me.”

Dad was sweet in his own way.

 

I took a deep breath. “It’s just a guy, okay? You’re probably not going to

like him.”

 

Con didn’t miss a beat. “I don’t care if it’s a guy, whatever. Bring them

over.”

 

“You don’t understand,” I said back to him.

 

“‘I’d like to meet him.”

 

I tried to find a reason why it couldn’t be. “I don’t think he’s  going to

be there this week.”

 

“He’s always there, isn’t he?”

 

“It’ll be late.”

 

“Who cares.”

“He’s actually the teacher. He’s sensitive about it, he’s not supposed to,”

I said.

 

“That’s interesting,” Con said. He didn’t seem surprised in the least.

 

“I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

 

“I do.”

 

I went upstairs and into the bathroom. I tried hard to think. But I also

breathed out hard and began to put on my makeup for Jalen again. Dad

knocked on the door softly. “Really, bring him over, but I have to go out.

Con would really like to meet him though I think.”

 

I sighed and sagged my shoulders. I bit the side of my cheek and

scrunched my eyes. I knew full well Dad was using Con as his watchdog to

spy on me. Finally I said, “Okay fine.” I said it but I didn’t mean it. I still

had a chance to change course later. I just needed them both to get out of

my hair.

 

By the time I stepped out, I looked like I was going out to the clubs. I

couldn’t help it, Jalen made me want to make myself beautiful for him, to

be as beautiful as he always was to me. My eyes were charcoal dark, my

cheeks were pink, my lips were matte desert pink, and my earrings were

loops of silver. I chose to wear my black lace hipsters with scalloped edges

and my black full cup bra with the tiny wine-red bow in the middle. I pulled

on a tight white sleeveless T and stretched to pull up my tight black pencil

skirt. I stepped into my high-heel peek-a-boo toe sandals. I stepped in front

of Con who was mesmerized by his transformed girlfriend. “I guess I could

tell him to just come here,” I said.

 

We both pulled into the driveway, my car leading Jalen’s car. I went to

the front door and came in, closing it behind me. Jalen stayed in his car a

moment. “Dad gone?” I asked Con.

“Gone a bit earlier, back in like two hours,” he said. I went back out and

moments later, I came in with Jalen behind me.

 

“Con,” I said, “This is Jalen, from the writing class. Jalen, this is Con,

my boyfriend?” I said as though it was an accusation and I looked away

from both of them.

 

Jalen nodded and shook Con’s hand. “Good meeting you Con,” Jalen

said, the perfect gentleman.

 

“You too. Can I get you a beer? A wine?” Con said. I was impressed

that he knew how to talk to him.

 

Jalen nodded and indicated beer with the slightest finger gesture of

popping open a top. He sat on the couch and Con left the room. I paced

until Jalen grabbed at my hips. But I wriggled free from him, slapping

lightly at his wrist and giving him a scolding glare. Con came back with

three beers and handed one to me, another to Jalen, and with the third,

clinked our cans dully together.

 

“So how’s the writing, is it one project that you work on the whole time,

or do you do something different each week?” Con asked, sitting in a chair.

Jalen motioned for me to sit on the couch beside his and though I sighed

and rolled my eyes, I did — but only on the opposite end as far as possible

from him. He couldn’t be trusted. I didn’t know what he thought of me

having a boyfriend even while carrying on with him. It was weird being in a

room with just Con and Jalen. But Jalen was as ever the relaxed man as

though he’d been in lots of weirder situations, and Con was behaving oddly

mature. I didn’t know what we were supposed to do, but we were doing it

anyway.

 

Before long, the mood lightened and we were all laughing — partly

because Con put on a stand-up comedy channel. I was up and down getting

drinks, leaving for the bathroom, or going out just to get my breath, but

every time I returned, Con may have noticed, I plunked down closer and

closer to Jalen on the couch. I couldn’t help it! He let on he noticed nothing. It was just a casual night at home. We talked a little about writing comedy

and Jalen was his usual self-deflecting questions about his books all humble

like. He made it out to be just scribbling and the only thing he could do.

 

Con suddenly looked at his phone even though nobody heard it. “Oh!”

he said. “I got to take this call — expecting it. Fantasy pool.” He left the

room appearing as though listening to a hard-to-hear call. We could hear the

door to Dad’s office close loudly. Con was allowed in there. He was being

groomed for the business.

 

I turned to Jalen. “I don’t think you should stay much longer. It’s too

dangerous.”

 

“What do you mean,” Jalen said, wrapping his arm around my waist. I

pushed at his hand but not hard enough to push him off me. He pulled me

against himself and I stared out the doorway checking for Con. “Just getting

started,” he said.

 

“You’re crazy,” I replied, turning to him. I had no idea what he was

thinking. But I was unable to resist him. I held his face in my hands to kiss

him quickly and lightly. “I meant it when I said that should be our last

time.”

 

But he captured me and held my face to kiss me again, longer. “I need

you again,” he said.

 

“Stop,” I said low and darkly. But I didn’t pull away. I loved being

needed. He ran his hand over my t-shirt and felt my bra, my raised nipples.

I exhaled and gripped his wrist, but I couldn’t pull him away. “I said you

should stop,” I breathed. But he refused to hear me. He seemed unable to

keep his hands off me. I did look incredible, that was true.

 

I leaned against him and kissed him again. I gripped his crotch. “I got

ready for you — even though I thought I wasn’t going to anymore.” I

squeezed him there. “But you make me crazy. And I hate it.”

“Give me your bra,” he said.

 

I shook my head with a grin. “I think he’s going to notice that.”

 

“Give it to me — take it off.”

 

“I can’t — I have a t-shirt on.”

 

“Quickly!” he said.

 

“You’re out of your mind!” I said, but I also looked out the doorway

again. He tugged at my shirt and I looked at him with a glare, but I also

quickly tore my t-shirt off and turned my back for him to unclasp my bra.

“Hurry,” I said.

 

I slipped it down my arms and I quickly pulled my t-shirt back on. I

looked down at my nearly visible breasts, my protruding and obvious

nipples.

 

Con came back into the room. He shook his head. “Big spread — big

game,” he said. “Could be the one to shoot the wad on.”

 

We talked as though we were just three people getting to know each

other. We also half paid attention to the comedians that only occasionally

interrupted our lazy un-rushed conversation. We laughed and we drank and

we clinked. I forgot that I was supposed to be hiding my chest but Con

never seemed to notice that I lost my bra, even if my top was so thin.

 

I couldn’t tell why Con wanted Jalen to come over to my house so badly

and I couldn’t understand why Jalen thought it was a good idea to come

over, either. I think Jalen was interested in how I lived, who the boy was,

what I was about. He was like that, intensely curious about anything and

everything. Maybe he was researching for a character in a book he was

working on. He was always writing books.

But why did Con want me to bring the person over, even when I said it

was actually just one person, the much older professor of the course? I

didn’t know at the time that he saw us on McTaggart. But I had a feeling he

was suspicious, and this was his way of checking the competition out. If

that was his plan, he was going about things oddly. He wasn’t challenging

really. He was even leaving us alone for long periods.

 

Con’s phone seemed to ring again because he suddenly stared at it and

nodded again and left the room speaking in staccato tone’s into his phone as

though giving code to a robot. He left down the hall and closed Dad’s office

door loudly again.

 

“Your panties too,” Jalen said.

 

“Stop it!” I screamed in a whisper. But I also laughed with nervousness.

God he was such an exciting man! Would it always be like that?

 

“Now,” he said. “Hurry.”

 

I rolled my eyes and sighed loudly. I stood up and watched again out the

door holding myself in a half squat before hiking my skirt up and wriggling

my hips to pull my panties down my legs and off my feet. I handed Jalen

my panties just as I had given him my bra earlier. I sat down again and

shook my head. “I hope your satisfied! This is so wrong,” I scolded, but I

also reached over and squeezed his crotch again. Jalen undid his pants and

spread the flaps.

 

I slapped him but playfully. “Are you crazy!?” I glared at him, but I also

stole a glance at his crotch. He was hard, I could tell that much. It instantly

made me shudder and go even more wet. 

 

I pushed my hand down inside his pants and under his underwear and I

glanced back and forth between the den entrance and Jalen’s lap. I glared at

him but I pulled my hand off his crotch and gripped it and petted his

beautiful cock. When we heard Con coming back down the hall, I pulled off and Jalen pulled a blanket over his lap to hide himself. He didn’t do himself

up beneath though. The risk was crazy.

 

“What’s going on now?” I said to Con.

 

“I’m having a hard time figuring out how to play this one,” he said.

“Got a whole weekend of games to get through, but this one has me

stumped.”

 

A few minutes later, he nodded again, showed us his phone, and slipped

out of the room one more time. “Another update. Odds changing every

minute.”

 

Jalen threw the blanket off his legs and grabbed me by the back of my

head and shoved my face down in his lap. He couldn’t have known, but I

was driven crazy by that. I kissed hungrily on his cock and nipped at him. I

pulled up and tried to say something to him, like “This is so over,” or “We

can’t do this,” but I couldn’t. He shoved my face in his lap again, and

because I was so taken by that, I gobbled his cock and when he reached

over and pulled my skirt down my legs, I forgot that my boyfriend was

down the hall and I assisted him, pulling it off.

 

When we heard Con noisily coming back up the hall, I had barely time

to grab a side of the blanket and pull it over my lap — leaving Jalen with

barely enough to cover his lap too, sitting there in only his pulled down

pants and shorts.

 

I stared at the screen and fake-laughed at whatever joke was being told

— I didn’t know. I was naked from the waist down and without my bra and

Jalen was beside me with his pants and underwear around his knees. Con

and Jalen talked more about football betting. He had brought beers back for

all three, and that was lucky because I wouldn’t have been able to get them

if he had asked me. Jalen was so cool. I had been just sucking him off but

he was able to talk sports betting with an addict as easily as he talked about

anything. Con I could tell liked him.

One more time the phone seemed to silently buzz and Con again shook

his head and left the room. “Crazy,” he said. He turned the lights way down

when he left. “Better?” he said, not waiting for an answer. Why would he

do that?

 

Jalen tossed the blanket off both of us and pulled at my arm. I scowled

at him and said, “No way!”

 

But he stroked my pussy and I looked out the door and took over

stroking his cock again behind my back. I leaned down and meant only to

kiss his cock but I decided to peel his shorts and pants all the way off so I

could taste him better. And maybe do more because he was making it so I

might have had to. I plunged my pretty lips down over the whole length of

his cock and pulled up very slowly with my lips as tight as I could press

them. When I pulled off him with a popping sound, he pulled my face to his

for a kiss. I murmured against his lips. It was so exciting my heart was

nearly pounding out of my heaving chest. 

 

He pushed me with his hands to get on top of him. 

 

“Don’t be stupid!” I said. But he tugged at me. He reached over and

touched my pussy and though I gripped his wrist, I didn’t pull him away. I

was soaking wet.

 

“Well get out of the way then,” I whispered harshly. I pushed his arms

away and swung my leg over his and straddled his lap. “You better watch

for him,” I said, and I lowered my hips against his. I pressed my soaking

enflamed pussy smoothly, deeply down his shaft. We moved against each

other and rubbed our hips together. I sighed and purred against his mouth

and sank down further, feeling him do me so good. I raised and fell on him

and bit at his neck. I panted against him. The contrast of our bodies, of our

ages, was excruciating.

 

Behind my back, Jalen curled his fingers and raised his thumb. In the

shadows outside the doorway, Con’s face appeared to him, unbeknownst to

me. I rose and fell on Jalen’s lap and I panted and moaned against his ear trying to stay quiet but very unsuccessfully. He lifted my top off me and I

again forgot I was at home, helping him by raising my arms, before

collapsing against him again. I also pulled his shirt off him so I could feel

his bare skin against mine, so I could press my bare breasts into his chest.

Behind him, he wriggled his legs and reached to pull his pants the rest of

the way off his feet. He looked through my swaying hair and could see Con

in the shadows in the hallway jerking himself off. I remained unaware at the

time.

 

When I heard Con making noise and opening and closing doors noisily

again, I crouched against Jalen and he pulled the blanket over my back.

There wasn’t time to get off of him. I reached from inside and pulled the

blanket over my head. His cock remained deep in my pussy and I couldn’t

help writhing a little bit, grinding him a little bit. It was just dark enough in

the room to possibly hide. Con came back in and sat in his chair. Neither of

them mentioned his unseen girlfriend. The two talked as though it was

perfectly natural for them, who just earlier that night met, to sit in a dark

room together and talk about things they had done as crazy youth, Con in

the present tense, Jalen in the past. I very slowly raised my hips and pushed

them down, feeling my soaking pussy lips slide up his penis and push back

down, feeling his erection inside me, impaling me. I knew Con was in the

chair. But I couldn’t help it. A tiny whimper escaped me. I didn’t mean to

be completely nude.

 

Finally, Con said, “Hey, where’s Jackie at?”

 

“Bathroom or something,” Jalen said.

 

“Okay, well,” Con said. “If you see her, tell her I had to go home.”

 

He left just like that and I pulled the blanket down. I didn’t say

anything. I only resumed humping Jalen, rubbing my pussy all over his

cock and moaning against his neck, hugging him as close to my body as I

could. He rolled us over and I spread myself beneath him on the couch. He

pressed himself so hard into me and the couch I groaned like someone

dying. I tried hard to squelch my cries but every few times one of them escaped into louder squeals. Jalen fucked me too good for me to remember

to keep quiet all the time. He also, amazingly to me, made me orgasm from

deep inside. Was it because of the way he rubbed against me, or was it the

illicit nature of our affair? The more he fucked me, the more I wanted him.

 

We cuddled on the couch naked and spent, lazily stroking skin and

kissing each other like lovers. Finally he said, “I have to confess something

to you.”

 

I laid my head on his chest and nibbled his skin and drew my hand down

his stomach. ‘What is it, lover?” I liked calling him.

 

“Con knows,” he said.

 

I only chuckled a bit. “No he doesn’t,” I assured him and I continued

playing with and kissing his body.

 

“He caught us making out up on top of McTaggart.”

 

I lifted my head from his chest when I heard that. “Why would you say

something like that?”

 

“I wasn’t sure how to tell you. He texted me yesterday.”

 

I sat up on his lap feeling alarmed and threatened. And betrayed too.

“What do you mean he texted you? How does he even?” I couldn’t finish

the sentence.

 

“He threatened to tell your Dad about us if I told you.”

 

“What the fuck, Jalen!” I said.

 

“Jackie,” he said, “I know you have to hide it from your Dad, but you

never talked about Con. He just asked about us like you and him have an

agreement.”

“An agreement with him about seeing you?” I was incredulous.

 

“He was convincing.”

 

I wrapped myself tightly in the blanket. I know that left him exposed but

I wasn’t feeling generous. “So he obviously didn’t tell Dad. Why didn’t he

tell Dad? Why not?”

 

Con appeared in the hallway. I looked from Jalen to Con and back to

Jalen. I obviously needed some further explanations.

 




Chapter 4

 

He hesitated before telling me. Con came into the room from the

shadows in the hall. “He said he would keep our secret if I let him watch,”

Jalen said.

 

I dropped my mouth open and stared at Con. “You watched us?”

 

“I didn’t know what to do,” he said sheepishly, his eyes scanning the

floor between us. “I went up to bust you, but then . . . “ he stopped. “I

thought it was just playing around. I didn’t know it was so serious between

you and him. I guess it looked hot, I don’t know.” He kicked at the floor. “I

never saw you like that before, Jackie.”

 

“Oh. My. God.” I closed my eyes and pulled away from the couch. Jalen

pulled pillows and clothes over himself as best as he could to hide himself,

but in honesty, he was never the type to worry too much about it. “You

knew, just now, that he was watching?”

 

Con spoke again. “I forced him to let me, don’t blame him. he didn’t

have a choice. He needed to protect you from your dad.”

“You were really going to tell my Dad?”

 

“Not really. No. Of course not. He wouldn’t be able to handle that. He’d

lose his shit.”

 

“You’re not kidding he’d lose his shit.” I shook my head at Jalen. He

just shrugged.

 

“I thought he would tell for real,” he said.

 

I fell back down on the couch and pulled the blanket up around my

neck. Jalen tugged at a corner and I reluctantly gave him some blanket to

cover himself with. “How long did you know?” I asked Con.

 

“I could tell you were fooling around on me with another guy after your

writing class. I followed you up to the look-out. But it wasn’t another guy, it

was him.” He pointed at Jalen with his beer can. “I didn’t know what to

think. I mean you were clearly fooling around behind my back, but it wasn’t

like another guy. It was like, your professor. Him. Like an actual man.”

 

“And so you thought it would be okay to threaten to tell my Dad about

Jalen, to what? Just so you could watch again?”

 

“I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to feel. It’s different. It’s not what I

expected.”

 

“You’re god damned right it’s different.”

 

“I had to watch again to figure out what it was I was supposed to feel. I

thought I’d be mad but I didn’t feel that. Not the way you looked when he

was, you know, when you were . . . .

 

“Fucking?” Jalen suggested. That was him all over, cutting to the bone.

He made my body twitch even under the circumstances.

“I thought I’d be forced to tell your Dad. But if I watched you again, I

thought maybe I’d see it as something that was more between just you and

him. I mean, I didn’t feel cheated on. I’m not sure you and I are even like

that, even though, you know? I wanted to feel mad but I didn’t. So maybe it

wasn’t something to tell on, something to tell your Dad about, something to

totally blow up on you.”

 

Jalen touched my arm and I only half pulled away. He knew full well

what he was saying. “Con thought it was just sex and that he wasn’t good

enough for you. He thought it was just sex you and I shared. I told him it

was more. He didn’t believe me. So, watch us again, I told him. He took me

up on it. He got you to invite me over. He knew your Dad would be out. He

pretended to get phone messages. If I told you, he’d tell your Dad.” He

turned to Con. “That part is true, I really thought you would if you got

mad.”

 

Con kicked at the floor. “I didn’t know what to think. I was losing it. I

would never tell him of course but I had to know for myself, what it was

you were doing with him. If it was just sex, then yeah, maybe I was

supposed to get mad because you were cheating on me. But if it was

something else, then I don’t know.” He looked at Jalen and back at me.

“When I think about it like that, I didn’t feel threatened.” He looked at the

floor. “We were never going to get there like that, you and me, Jackie.” He

looked up at me. “I never saw you look like that before.”

 

I buried my face in my hands unable to fathom what was going on,

unable to think. I looked up through my fallen hair at Con. “You don’t have

to feel threatened by it,” I said. “It’s a totally different thing. But don’t think

it isn’t about the sex either, because it is that too, in a very big way.” I

reached over behind my head and laid my hand on Jalen’s arm. “We’re very

compatible that way. Every way.”

 

Jalen leaned over nearer to me but with his eyes locked onto Con’s eyes.

He kissed my mouth in front of him. He indicated he could sit in the chair

and watch if he wanted. I wasn’t consulted on that, but then, because of his

kiss, I was once again no longer very clear-headed about anything. I pulled his arm and made him kiss me again, longer, deeper. Con quietly slipped

into the chair opposite us. Jalen made me do things I would never otherwise

do. He grew up in Europe. Nothing seemed too weird to him. Now he was

going to fuck me in front of who used to be until a moment ago my

boyfriend.

 

The blanket fell away and both our naked bodies were revealed in the

dim light. Jalen took my face in his hands and made me look at him, and

away from Con. “Just pretend he’s not there,” he said. “He’s happy. He’s

loving this,” he said. I peeked out the corner of my eyes when Con

remained silent. He had opened his pants and was slowly stroking his cock.

It was completely erect. That was unexpected.

 

Jalen pulled the blanket from my fingers and I reluctantly let it go. It

wasn’t because Con would see me naked — he had many times before. But

he would see me aroused to a degree he probably wasn’t prepared for, and

he would see me do things he’d never imagined. I covered my body with

my arms and hands, but as soon as Jalen kissed the back of my hand, and

then my arm, I opened right up like a flower. He slid down like water off a

cliff and reared up kneeling on the floor, squishing his body between my

knees until I parted them for him. I was facing Con. I closed my eyes when

Jalen kissed a trail up the inside of my thighs. He gently lifted my knees

over his shoulders and his hands took my breasts. He pinched and twisted

my nipples and that was the end of me. That is what Con wanted to watch.

Me become taken.

 

I moaned, I threw my head back into the soft couch cushion, and I

pushed my fingers into his luscious hair. I tugged at him and I slumped

further down, shoving my hips into his face. He covered my pussy lips with

his mouth and he whipped his tongue side to side over my hard little clit.

He made me dance on my ass and laugh and groan and squirm. I peeked

and saw Con totally lost in the moment, slowly stroking himself so slow

probably to avoid cumming too soon. I exhaled and relaxed.

 

I rolled over on my back and used my hands to guide Jalen up on top of

me, and turned him around. He smiled full of game and eased his knees carefully down both sides of my head. He looked over at Con from where

he rested the side of his face against my wet thigh. I held his hips in my

hands over my face and used a pillow to raise my face to kiss him between

his legs, to nuzzle at his hanging cock, and to kiss his head, to suck him

between my lips hard and let him fuck my throat.

 

He said from my soaking pussy, “You having a good time, Con?”

 

“I am,” was all he replied. He surprised me. I guess he was just playing

along with Dad the whole time, with all the language and rhetoric. He

didn’t take too long to convince that sex was not only nobody’s business

and perfectly okay, it was actually pretty exciting. Jalen went down on me

with messiness. He sank his hips down on my face at the same time and I

pushed my tongue over his cock and over his big head. We circled each

other and sucked and licked and flicked and entered and moaned and

breathed and gasped and inhaled.

 

His body trembled on me and his grip on my legs tightened and I knew

that he was going to orgasm on top of me. He cried out and inhaled deeply

and lifted up from between my legs. Is there anything more completely

Earth-shatteringly arousing than someone else’s orgasm, someone else

orgasming because of you? I thought I was controlling things, but his

breath, his stiffness, his surprised gasping, quickly threw me over the edge

at the same time and I was caught by surprise by the depth, the length, and

the whole-body crush my own orgasm was underneath him. We both

sweated and laughed and huffed and puffed to catch our breath. His cum

filled my mouth and ran out over my cheeks and down my neck all over the

couch.

 

I remembered Con and craned my neck underneath Jalen’s splayed legs

where he collapsed heavily over me. I tapped Jalen on the back. “His turn,”

I said with a case of the giggles. If only Dad would come through the door

right now. He’d die, literally. Jalen flopped off me and struggled to stand up

and when he and Con passed each other in the middle of the room, he

slapped his hand. They both laughed. I beckoned him to come to me, to lie on me between my legs, to fuck me the way he deserved, he was being such

a good sport about the whole thing. It was going to be his last time.

 

Jalen sat in the chair remaining totally nude. I smiled at him and he

smiled back at me like the elf he was. It was amazing that three people

could be so easy with each other, could be so accepting and open. He

stroked his limp cock watching Con lower his hips to meet mine. I gripped

his cock in my palm and steered him into me. I was so wet, there was no

waiting or care-taking necessary. He buried his face in my neck and buried

his big, hard cock in my pussy, filling me up all the way on the first thrust. I

craned to see Jalen, to find him rubbing himself barely able to keep his eyes

open. I kept my eyes on his, my smile with his smile, and I reached with my

fingers like I wanted to hold his hand, even as my body was jolted hard by

Con pounding himself into my hips.

 

Jalen’s lovemaking was so different from Con’s fucking. It was all force

and power and taking and storming, where Jalen was also force, but more of

the coaxing kind, less of the storming, insistent kind. Both, I thought, as

Con raised himself on straightened arms and grimaced over my face, both

were good. I hung on to him with my fingers clasped around the back of his

sweating neck and I opened my legs wider and locked my ankles together

behind his back. Jalen, I thought, was a pulling where Con was a pushing.

They both got you there, though. I rolled back and arched my back hard and

felt it rise from the base of my feet through my legs and into my belly. “Oh

fuck!” I screamed out loud as Con rammed me harder and harder. “Fuck me

so good, baby!” I cried out. I let him think I came again, skewered on the

end of his cock. He had done it to me before with licking, but not every

time. I made him think he gave me a big long deep one.

 

I guess I hadn’t shouted like that before and the language, though he had

come a long way that day, was still burning to his ears. We were, after all, in

the wealthy genteel den of my stridently conservative and deeply religious

Dad. He was stunned at first and I began to laugh and couldn’t stop. He

tried to start fucking me again, but he couldn’t after that — and I just

couldn’t stop laughing. He rolled off of me and shook his head. I got up and

had to race off to take a pee.

When I came back, Jalen grabbed my arm and I ended up straddling him

where he slumped on the couch and I gently rolled and rocked on him,

kissing and petting and stroking his hair.

 

My back rolled in waves like those that lazily lap a sea shore at twilight.

Jalen was thrusting his hips up into me almost to the extent that Con had

been jolting me not a few minutes before. It was beautiful. Jalen didn’t

relent even when his breath got jagged and he began to moan and groan and

stop breathing. His pace never quickened nor slowed. His body kept

moving like waves that kept coming under me. Even when he clenched his

teeth and eyes and his whole body went stiff as a board and his legs shot out

straight and he lifted me clean up off the couch on his raised hips, still he

moved under me without breaking pace. I could feel cum gush from my

pussy. And then my body quivered, and though I tried to stop it, I clamped

onto him and gasped and moaned and cried and came too. Could Con tell

the difference? I never once faked it with Jalen, I never had the chance to.

 

I fell off him and flopped between the two men, slumped, spent, my legs

splayed, my arms powerless. So too Jalen, wasted, slumped, arms

outstretched, just as rocked mentally as he was physically. I pushed up and

squished in tight beside Con and we smiled and breathed and entangled our

fingers, shoulder to shoulder on the couch where I lazily stroked his cock.

Jalen couldn’t be threatened by anything if he tried, it seemed. And Con

didn’t seem to be threatened by Jalen. It made me wonder.

 

When the headlights of Dad’s car hit the window, you never saw three

people scramble faster to find and fit their clothes on. Con was the smart

one, grabbing the remote to get a show on, lest he came in to find us

mysteriously sitting in a quiet room apparently doing nothing but looking

sweaty and spent doing it.

 

We stayed in formation, Jalen, then me, then Con, on the couch. I

flicked the blanket up and over us to have it settle down on all our laps just

as Dad came through to the den. “Good show on?” he said.

All three of us squinted stunned and all three of us simultaneously

realized he was talking about the show on the screen. We of course had no

idea whatsoever about that. But Con again came to our rescue. He picked

up from my Dad the gift of convincing bullshit. He just told a story. Dad

came in and sat down to watch, Con had made such a tale of it. Nothing

about what he said made sense with what we saw going on the rest of the

show. But Dad never seemed to notice. He must have thought he was

getting old and couldn’t understand things anymore. He seemed distracted,

not really all there. I could tell he was curious about just how old the guy

was on the couch with us. But he was acting the way he did when he knew

Con and I had been fooling around. It was like he didn’t want to know

because then he would have to say and do things. He wanted the evidence

hidden more than he wanted the actions to stop.

 

Under the blanket in the dark, Jalen very slowly, very carefully, poked

his finger into my leg. It was slight but it was tremendously sexy. Especially

as Con on my other side was doing exactly the same thing. I thought I was

going to be enraged when I found out Con was watching Jalen and I make

love. I thought Con was going to be confused and mad when he caught me

and Jalen getting it on, too. And I thought Jalen would judge me when he

saw me so thoroughly enjoy, still, fucking Con. But instead, all I felt was

pure elation.

 

I glanced over at Jalen and he gave me back such a deep, warm smile

that I knew he was thinking the same thing. I looked the other way at Con.

He looked at me through the dark with the very same deeply felt smile. Can

three people be lovers? The state had laws forbidding it, and they weren’t

those vacated laws that just never came off the books. They were active,

investigated laws, and citizens reported neighbors when they thought it was

going on. We were taking risks now not just with Dad, but with the police

and courts.

 

I was once again amazed that something that could feel so good would

be banned by the state and directly spelled out as something to be strictly

forbidden. But then I only had to look to Dad for how that can come to

pass. He wanted new laws to make what Jalen and I do a state crime, with me at my age and he so much older. I looked at him. Dude, I wanted to say

to him, what does it even matter to you? Then I noticed my panties under

his chair, and beside them almost touching his foot, Jalen’s underpants.

There was a whole lot of wrong right beneath the chief lawmaker’s nose.

 




Chapter 5

 

A few days after that incredible den session, I came home from some

shopping — I had been buying new and interesting underwear for my lover

to discover — only to find Jalen’s car in our driveway, and Jalen himself in

my kitchen. He and Dad and Con were chatting away like old friends. I

wanted desperately to show Jalen what I purchased but I wanted equally

desperately to hide what I bought from Dad. What story had Con told him

that was the cover for how he knew Jalen? Because fucking his daughter in

the den with her boyfriend masturbating to it was surely not what my Dad

had been told.

 

“Hey, Jackie,” Jalen said, spinning around on a kitchen stool at the

counter. “Have you had a chance to think about that writers’ festival at

Tahoe?”

 

Con kicked the leg of Jalen’s stool. “It’s a great idea. It’s a fabulous

idea.”

 

My gaze went back and forth between Dad and Con and Jalen trying to

piece things together on the fly. “Not sure, Jalen. Why, you planning on

going?” I never heard of any such festival.

 

Con tried to answer first. “Jalen’s going, and I really think you should

too,” he said. “I researched it. You’d love it. It would be good for your

writing. Jalen was just telling Dad that maybe it’s time for you to start

taking it seriously.”

“And I say you should go too — we can ride-share the way up. You’d

love it, all the writers we’ve been reading.” Jalen faced away from Dad and

he let his eyes strip me bare. He was doing it right in front of him. I felt his

eyes on my body and I couldn’t stop becoming wet all over again. I

wondered one thing: how can we fuck soon? With Con encouraging things

it added a new dimension to Jalen’s and my relationship.

 

“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe not a great idea. Too expensive,” I said

for Dad’s benefit.

 

“I don’t think you should go either, but what am I,” Dad shrugged. “It’s

a long drive just to listen to a bunch of windbags making money spinning

crap.”

 

“Come on,” Jalen said, ignoring him. “We’ll have fun. Maybe teach you

a thing or two.” I couldn’t believe how he was playing right in front of Dad.

He looked at my dad. “I’ll look after her, keep her out of trouble. This is the

kind of thing her development needs. She’s ready for it.”

 

Dad looked at me. “He thinks you’re a pretty good writer. He told me he

thinks you might have a career in it. He said it’s like going to the NFL

combine.”

 

“He said that?” I glanced at Jalen. God I wanted to straddle him and pull

his cock out and take him right then and there.

 

“He says maybe you need to begin narrowing your focus down and start,

what you call it?” he turned to Jalen.

 

“Assimilating with the culture. She needs to start fostering connections.

To start getting herself into the right places.” He looked at me so incredibly

sexy I was flooding for him. I didn’t know he thought about my writing like

that.

“He says,” Dad shrugged as though giving up, “he needs to introduce

you to the right people, like at the festival.”

 

I glanced at Dad and tried to steady my expression. “You’d let me go?”

 

Dad stared back at me. I couldn’t tell if he suspected things or not. Con

had done a good job of hiding the fact that he was fucking his daughter, but

Jalen was less into hiding and more into teasing. He probably wanted to tell

me in no uncertain terms that he didn’t want me to go at all. In his mind, it

was going to be some hedonistic drug-addled sexual melee. It had the word

“festival” after all and it involved artists. But going away with Jalen was

maybe taking things to a place and a level he wasn’t prepared for. But he

couldn’t bring himself to say it. “I think you should do whatever you need

to do. Whatever you want to do, Jackie.” I knew him and I knew that those

words had never been uttered by him before. Something was changing for

him but I couldn’t guess what it was. He was giving up.

 

“You think?” I said to him. Part of me wanted him to say “No.” The

weekend scared me. What else might I find out about my sexuality that I

was completely unprepared for? It turned out not only was premarital sex

perfectly good with me, so was older man, younger woman sex. And

exhibitionism too. Shall I just drop down the list to the next outrageous item

on Dad’s standard speech generator?

 

Dad looked deep into my eyes. “If it makes you happy,” he said. More

words never spoken before. He looked somehow defeated. 

 

“It does,” I nearly whispered. Oh fuck, I could have yelled at him. It

makes me fucking happy, it makes me wet and horny as a witch on a dildo,

it makes me scream and moan and orgasm! Fuck yeah, I wanted to scream,

it makes me happy.

 

“Then go,” he said. “Have your fun.”

 

“‘Have your fun?’” It was so hard to be completely certain he didn’t

know what we were actually planning.

Jalen waved paper at me. 

 

“You already booked it?” I clutched at the paper with so much

excitement that I immediately tried to restrain myself without glancing at

Dad. I noticed only one room was booked. “Two rooms, good,” I said,

grabbing the paper and folding it up small and stuffing it in my pocket. Did

Con already know about this? He was letting me and Jalen go away

together to a shared hotel room? Jesus.

 

The opening dinner celebration and keynote speaker was in three hours,

according to this thing Jalen printed. He glanced at Dad and back at me and

Con. “If we’re going to go, you got to get your stuff packed now — we

have to hit the road in half an hour.”

 

“Are you sure?” I said to Dad. He just nodded. Was he even Dad?

 

I glanced at Con. He was a good secret keeper. “You better get packed,”

he said.

 

When I was ready, and when I stopped at the front door to turn and kiss

my Dad on the cheek goodbye, I nearly buckled in my knees. I'd never felt

sexier — no doubt aided by the fact I'd never been more sexually primed.

Jalen, my lover, and me, in the same bed all night, all long-weekend long?

In my eyes, in my lips, and in my whole body, I felt like a woman who

knew I was on my way to a weekend of fucking, sucking, laying about in

bed, playing in the hot-tub, and — we both knew — probably never getting

out of bed.

 

“Bye Dad,” I said sweetly, but with so much sexual excitement dripping

from me, I had difficulty staying upright. It was one thing to sneak around,

make out in a car at night, play on the couch with a limited two hours

thinking you were going to be busted any second. It was an entirely

different thing to leave the state, take a hotel room, and book it for an entire

long weekend to actually live the life we had only tasted on the sly. Just the

two of us. Together.

“Go, have a great time,” he said.

 

From the steps out front, Jalen finger-shot both Dad and Con. “Hey,

thanks guys,” he said. “I’ll take good care of her for you.” God he was

horrible. But he did have a way of making everybody, absolutely

everybody, including my Dad, like him. It was almost as if, even if Dad

knew he was fucking his daughter, he’d still be fine with it. Jalen did that to

people. Con knew what was going on, and he let it go too. I honestly think

that he was honored to lose his girlfriend to a man of Jalen’s stature. It was

like he was my coach in the minors and I was going up to the show. Of

course he was letting me go.

 

“I know you will,” Dad said quietly as though almost to himself. Maybe

he knew his daughter was leaving, was in love, maybe even. He could see

Jalen put his hand on his daughter’s waist as he helped me in his car. He

could see when the car pulled out that his hand was on my thigh already. If

he wanted to look he would also be able to see that my hand was on his

crotch, grabbing him there. I was wearing short shorts. I wondered how far

we’d get before we’d have to pull over in some state park.

 

The writers festival would of course be a great thing to be part of. But

even though Con knew his, I suppose now, ex-girlfriend was excited more

about  fucking her lover all weekend long, he nonetheless stood aside. He

was going through an arguably bigger transition than what I went through.

He impressed me with how he embraced the changed Jackie. Jalen

impressed me too. Con liked him but he also had it made clear to him: I was

his now.

 

I reached into my purse for gum and found an envelope stuffed in there.

I opened it and found what felt like a few thousand dollars. Dad always had

slush cash around from his collection plates passed around among the older

set. There was a note: “Get yourselves a nice room.”

 

That “s” caused me more consternation than anything else that happened

the whole weekend. It wasn’t, “get yourself a nice room.” And It wasn’t “get yourselves nice rooms.” Yourselves plural, room singular.

 

I showed the money to Jalen. “Whoa” he said. He wasn’t rich —

professors at that level of college were paid worse than school teachers.

Tahoe was pricy.

 

“He looks after his little girl,” I shrugged. “And the baskets are never

counted.” I didn’t involve him in the mystery of the note. I didn’t want Dad

to dominate even positively the weekend festivities ahead.

 

When we got the hotel and bought the upgrade to our reservation, I

clutched at Jalen’s arm and hugged it close to my chest and stomach. He

signed, “Mr. and Mrs. Jackson.” He smirked and made me laugh like it was

a fun joke. I wanted to just stare at his handwriting. I twinged at the look of

it.

 

The deck was immense and featured its own big hot tub and swim-out

pool. We both decided that that would be the first order of business to

recover from the ride, and then it would be dinner in the expensive

restaurant, reservations for two. In the room, Jalen came out of the

bathroom in hot new swim shorts and I just stopped and stared. I never saw

him bare like that in a room in daylight. In our hotel room. Like a couple.

 

He shrugged all “What?” about it, like it was normal to look like that

and be like that, him and me. Was I really that for him, a couple?

 

“I bought one too!” I shrieked, and I took off into the bathroom to get it

on and surprise my lover. When I came out he was sitting on the couch. I

was wearing my new orange one-piece that rode high up my hips and very

low down my front with loose football jersey laces barely holding it

together. I took him by the hand and lead him outside to the deck of our

pool and hot tub.

 

We kissed and took turns sitting on the edge to have the other go down

on us. We touched each other and rubbed and we kissed and sucked on

everything. When Jalen and I got into a 69 again on the deck in the sun on towels, I made him cum in my mouth and sprayed his shot all over my tits

and stomach. Later in the middle of the night, he made me cum again with

his mouth, and then he kissed me by surprise and fucked me surprisingly

roughly.

 

Lovers walked close together, their heads resting on chests, even

stopping for kissing and holding by the ass and squeezing right in public on

the little paths that wound around the place. We did too. Jalen would be

filled with the need to neck with me suddenly. We were just as giggling and

private and intimate in the dark corners of the restaurants, feeding each

other and touching each other’s lips with napkins more than any other

couple. At the readings and author Q and As all day, we sparkled each

other’s minds and surprised each other with how we thought about books

and writers. I caught him many times looking at me like he hadn’t noticed

me really before. He showed me off, and it wasn’t just the young body

hanging off his arm, it felt like he was showing off my mind too.

 

At the clubs we drank together from each other’s glasses and danced

together tightly and rhythmically on the dance floor, kissing like lovers do.

In bed, we managed a bit of sleeping between bouts of rambunctious or

gentle fucking, evening, night, morning and afternoon. I went away

thinking we were having a fling, a fun silly weekend of sex and partying

and one-off experiences and some great readings and lots of writer talk. We

came back as two people in love — not just one.

 

The night before we had to go in the morning, Jalen sat up in bed

watching a show. I came out of the bathroom wrapped in towels after

showering. I climbed in bed beside him. He didn’t look up from his show

but threw his strong arms around my shoulders and I rested my head on his

big chest and watched too, sometimes kissing him. Jalen kissed me on my

mouth, holding my face by the jaw, and telling me, closely, intimately, with

his lips so close, “I love you.”

 

He looked down at me still kissing his chest. I wasn’t even surprised, I

had forgotten to be, or his saying that to me by then was the most natural

thing in the world. We met gazes and I held his face in my hand and I said to him, “I love you too.” We kissed. I never actually thought it was possible

that the fantasy could go real. Deep down, I always thought I knew that I

was just a toy for him, the novelty would wear off, and the light of day

would end it. I enjoyed our time and my fantasy as best I could, but I knew

I was being silly.

 

An older man like him, so experienced, so erudite, a published author

and professor, he wouldn’t actually want to share life with me. But love

between people so widely separated by age is not only possible, it happened

to us! It’s almost as if, were we closer in age, like 10 or 15 years apart, it

would be less possible because the differences would be less. But Jalen and

I were more than a generation apart, so we didn’t even annoy each other

with what we did or didn’t know. It was obvious we had different references

and experiences. There was no need to expect otherwise.

 

Jalen stroked my cheek and I instantly rose up to his face. “I love you,”

he said to me again like he enjoyed saying it. I kissed him back long and

hard. The love we made was not partying, it was not fucking. It was love-

making, slow and gentle and full of caresses and emotions. We were so

sleep deprived my mind could not keep track of what body part belonged to

who and what or where I was kissing or being kissed. We had melded.

 

The drive back was quiet and hard. After three days of being so open, so

free, and so honest, neither of us was prepared for how we would have to go

back into hiding. Turns out, we didn’t have to worry. Other things were

bigger.

 

The day we travelled back, news broke that Dad had been caught

cooking the books and stealing from his own church. And that wasn’t all.

He’d been busted moving money to offshore accounts and setting up non-

existing companies that got paid for things never done. I saw the news in a

kind of stupor, as though I were watching a movie I didn’t care about too

much. It felt like it was about other people, like it had barely anything to do

with me. I always knew Dad was kind of crooked. And the day we left, he

was so different. I guess he knew something was coming down. It all made

sense.

He had the house before his funny accounting had all begun to unravel,

so that stayed. And there were accounts that remained too, though the bulk

of his money was seized. The scandal was played up in the national media

and was world news for a cycle or two. My Dad’s name became the verb

for ripping off old ladies. His fall from grace had become synonymous with

the fall of the country from some innocence it keeps presuming it ever had.

He said to me, on the prison telephone where he was being held lest he try

to flee the country ahead of his trial, that if he stayed as a minister and not

tried to parlay his base into a political camp, he would have been fine for all

time. He could have gone on skimming his charities forever.

 

“How did it happen Dad?” I asked him on one visit. 

 

“It started as a cover,” he frankly admitted. “Who would suspect a

minister who calls down corruption of money?” He stared in the middle

distance. “I was good at it, that’s all. I loved the adulation. I never stopped

to consider who it was that was adulating me,” he pressed his hand to the

glass between us and dipped his head.

 

“Dad,” I said. “Did you know about me and Jalen?”

 

He didn’t have to look up, he didn’t even hesitate. “Of course I did. But

I knew I was going up for charges anyway and that they would land me in

here a long time. Con was going to be useless, he can’t do anything. I knew

you needed someone who I knew was able to look after you. I knew it

wasn’t going to be easy on you this whole thing, when the story of me

broke like I knew it was going to. You needed. . . . “ he paused.

 

“”Someone like you.”

 

“Someone like your Dad. Someone better than I was to you. I wasn’t a

very good dad for you.”

 

I pressed my hand to the glass against his hand and looked at him with

renewed affection. He was right of course. Jalen was all that, and better.

“Do you mind if he moves in with me? Into the house?” I asked him. “It’s

just hard with the cameras and reporters all over the place.”

 

“Live whatever life you like with my blessing, and enjoy the house, it’s

a nice one.” He nodded at me. “I don’t care of Jalen is even older than me.

He can play the man of the house instead of me now, can’t he. He can look

after you. He’d be better at it.”  We looked at each other long and deeply.

“Let him take my bedroom. Then you can go in there too. With him.”

 

After the turmoil and the media and the legal hoops and the public shock

and condemnation died down, Jalen and I went about what would look like

pretty normal lives of work and school and shopping and holidays and

plans. And every night we climbed into Dad’s bed together, me and the man

30 years older than me. And every morning, we kissed each other awake

and I made love to him and then breakfast for him.

 

When I found out I was pregnant, Dad was the first to know. Besides Jalen,

that is. “You’re a daddy,” I said to him in our bed.




All Grown Up

 

Sandy Laine

 

Cass pushed herself up in the steaming shoulder-deep mineral water and

turned around to kneel on the seat ledge behind her and lean over the floor.

“I don’t believe you!” she squealed with constraint trying to keep her voice

down. It was the middle of the night in the middle of the desert.

 

Griffin silently treaded water from the other side with his chin skimming

the surface to come up behind her. “You seriously never knew? I thought it

was totally obvious.”

 

Cass twisted her head down and around to look at him again through

fallen strands of her milk chocolate hair. “I liked you too, you know,” she

stated seriously. “A lot.”

 

He knelt beside her and pressed his shoulder and hip against hers. He

hung his head to match her posture. “Things we never knew, I guess.”

 

She snorted and gazed at his shoulder though distantly. “It’s sad, I

think,” she said, leaning closer to him to briefly kiss his shoulder. “Don’t

you think?”

 

Her hair brushed his fingers where they wrapped around his opposite

bicep and he let go to twirl his fingers and causally twist up a strand of hers

which he pulled mildly.

 

“Ow,” she stated flatly, not really hurting.

 

“Liar,” he murmured directly beside her. “Didn’t hurt.” They used to

wrestle and bite and pull hair and tickle till they cried back when they were

kids in the same street. They watched each other grow, then leave for college, then marry. Now, his wife getting called back for work and her

husband reading or, by now maybe, sleeping, in the trailer, they both felt the

intimacy of aloneness and silence in the pool house.

 

“Okay,” she gently tugged her head back, but only to encourage him to

pull harder. “Maybe it’s hot, too.” She looked at him through strands over

her face for three full beats before laughing in a got-you way.

 

He didn’t unravel his finger from her hair though. Instead he plunged his

hand into her mane more deeply. He pressed his fingers into the muscle

below her skull at the top of her neck.

 

She leaned further down onto the floor and rested her head sideways on

her arms to consider him. “That’s good,” she sighed. She didn’t close her

eyes.

 

He massaged her scalp and her neck and her shoulders. He floated over

top of her and sank down behind her to settle his knees outside of hers. He

plunged his thumbs into the sides of her upper spine. She pulled in her

tailbone to give him room. — they were naked. That was the one rule of the

spring fed pool. That was why there was a warning light outside that you

flicked on, so no one would be surprised coming in. Unless you didn’t

mind. Cass and Griffin both snorted with sophistication but decided to flick

it on.

 

“Harris sleeping for sure?” Griffin asked.

 

“You afraid of him?” she twisted to look up at him over and behind her.

He drove his hands down her sides pressing against her flesh and stretching

her obliques.

 

“I’m afraid of you” he said.

 

“Tell the truth, Griff,” she groaned. “You really liked me that whole

time? Like in that way?”

“You seriously couldn’t tell?”

 

Her eyes drew off into the distance as she pondered the past and she

turned her face back toward the floor and into her arms.

 

Griffin watched his hands work her sides in toward her spine lower and

lower down her increasingly arching back. Her shoulders poked up, shiny

freckled orbs, to form a perfect isosceles triangle truncated at her waist

where the two much larger round orbs of her ass reached out below the

water toward him. Along her sides her ribs rippled under his fingers and

further around, without looking too hard, he could see the bulging sides of

her breasts where they floated weightlessly half in the water.

 

“Do you now? I mean still?” she said nearly inaudibly into the floor.

The lighting was minimal. The music was at the lowest volume setting.

Every drip, every breath, was amplified.

 

“That’s unfair, Cass.”

 

“We always told each other everything.”

 

“If they asked.”

 

“So, now I’m asking Griff.”

 

“We’re both married, Cass. Did you forget?”

 

She visibly inhaled deeply and let it out long and slowly. He bent

himself backward at the waist to keep himself from touching her down

there below the water. She kept sliding further down, though, deeper into

the floor over the edge of the pool, her back relaxing more and arching

further down, her ass pushing back toward him closer and closer. “I do, you

know,” she said still without turning.

 

He drove the heels of his hands down both sides of her spine right into

the flesh of her ass before reaching his fingers around her narrow waist — they nearly met in the middle of her stomach, she was so slim — and he

pushed his hands back up her torso stiffly. His fingertips went over the

bulges of the sides of her breasts when he got there, but he pushed onward

as though that was normal, up to and around her shoulder orbs, and back

down again with his heels. “You do what, Cass,” he said in nearly a whisper

because he didn’t really need to ask.

 

“That feels so good, Griff,” she sighed. “You finally learned how to do it

right. Jacquie teach you?” She pressed back incrementally further yet and

they both felt the slightest contact between him and her down there. He

couldn’t pull away any further.

 

“You do what Cass,” he forced her hand. He brought his tight grip up

her torso again only he moved much slower this time. It caused his fingers

to linger longer on the sides of her breasts.

 

“I’m trying to tell you,” she said with a light air snort, and she pushed

her ass out further, now pressing lightly against him down below.

 

“Cass,” he whispered. He kept his hands wrapped around her rib cage

and his fingers pressed into her soft, giving flesh.

 

“I wonder what would have been different if we both knew,” she

mumbled. She reached down below her sagging stomach and touched his

cock. “You’re hard, Griff.”

 

“I know Cass,” he replied. His hands slowly stretched around her torso

until he took her suspended breasts in his palms.

 

She pushed her straightened fingers and thumb over the top of his cock

like someone holding a bottle neck from the top and she pushed her grip

down. He looked down behind her ass cheeks. Her long and shaped gun-

grey glossy nails scratched him lightly over his length. He bumped her ass

with his pelvis and laughed through his nose once.

“It would be so easy,” she whispered. She pressed his cock against her

there. She curled and uncurled her tailbone and her lips dragged up and

down on him where her fingers had earlier.

 

“We can’t, Cass,” he said, wrapping a hand around the front of her neck,

around her jaw, and her chin. She lifted her head and closed her eyes. His

hand fell over her mouth and she used her tongue to madly separate his

fingers and suck one between her lips and finally into her mouth.

 

“What are we doing, Griff?” she panted and hung her head again. She

looked down and gripped his cock and dragged her thumb over the head.

 

He pushed his tight grip down her body, over her breasts and her

stomach, and he took her waist in his hands. Then he took her hips. “We

have to stop,” he said.

 

She brought the head of his cock to the opening between her legs. She

scratched the underside of him and she squeezed him against herself. She

moved her hand further back and weighed his balls in her palm. “Just

once,” she whispered.

 

“It’s wrong,” he said.

 

“Go in just a little bit.” She pulled hard on him. The head of his cock

lodged between the lips of her pussy and she pulled her hand away and

reached further back around his waist. She tugged his body toward her.

 

“Cass we can’t,” he almost didn’t even whisper.

 

“Let me feel you just once.”

 

“Why are we doing this?”

 

“So then we’ll know.”

 

“Know what?” He pressed forward a little. He entered her.

“What could have been,” she gasped, and she pushed her body back

toward him and pushed her pussy over his cock. “Oh, fuck!” she whisper-

cried.

 

“Fuck Cass!” Griff whisper-shouted back. But he had gripped her hips

in his hands and he had pushed her forward only to pull her back against

him harder than the first thrust. His pelvis bumped hard into her ass. He had

fully entered her.

 

Cass pushed her hands into the edge of the pool and straightened her

arms, locking her elbows. She twisted around with her hair all over her face

and with her tongue protruding her mouth that hung open sloppily, she

caught his tongue and mouth with hers and they tangled and fought with

tongues and lips and moans and groans.

 

The water splashed noisily their thrusting bodies. She pushed back with

equal if not greater voraciousness than he pushing forward. Brief too-loud

cries escaped her throat and he covered her mouth with his hand and

harshly whispered for at her to “Shut up!”

 

“Oh fuck, Griff, that’s so good,” she squeezed out in a tiny voice she

was barely able to constrain. When he covered her mouth again she

clamped her teeth down hard on his skin and they both began to laugh

together even as he rammed her so hard her body jolted into the edge of the

pool. She curled her ass up to him to allow him in deeper yet.

 

Neither of them lasted long, nor did they want to. They smirked and

chuckled and cleaned the water as best they could of his ejaculate. He

pulled himself up to sit on the edge of the pool and she nestled between his

legs to wrap her arms around his waist and press her face and lips into his

stomach. “Well,” she said to his belly button that she tongued. “I guess we

know now.”

 

He tussled her hair and rubbed her shoulders and back. “Yeah but know

what?” he said with a sigh.

He held her hand walking her slowly back across the still-hot stones of

the desert  to the far corner of the property where the light inside the parked

airstream was out. She whispered facing him from the first step up to the

oval aluminum door. “I’m glad,” she said

 

He wrapped his arms wrapped around her waist and he locked his hands

together in the small of her back. His face pressed into her bathing suit top.

“I’m not so sure,” he replied. She pushed her fingers through his hair and

then touched below his chin to bring his face up to hers. She meant only a

goodnight peck befitting their return to friend status, but their tongues

accidentally came out, their lips accidentally opened, and unable to abate

the rise in both of them again, they embraced and necked like the teen

lovers they never got to be.

 

“You going to be okay all alone in that shack?” She finally broke the

kiss and caressed his cheek. “Sweet Griff.”

 

“You going to be okay not being alone in your Airstream?” he gently

patted her ass under her wrap skirt and bathing suite bottom.

 

“Okay,” she gazed off across the limitless sweep of the dry valley and to

the torn paper silhouette of the ridge beyond under the night sky lit with an

intensity unseen anywhere else. She opened the door quietly and stepped up

inside, but she trailed her arm reluctantly and they didn’t let go until it was

just their fingertips still touching. She didn’t close the door all the way

either when he turned and trundled back across the moonscape toward his

shack, but instead put her eye to the crack she kept it at and watched his

hunched, receding form rise and fall and grow steadily smaller and away.

 

“What time is it?” Harris fumbled with his glasses in the bed and she

turned, pulled the door shut, and came toward his disembodied face lit in

blue horror-show shadows by his phone. “It’s after 3?” he announced with

alarm.

 

“Couldn’t sleep,” she said, removing her wrap and undoing her top.

“Why are you in your bathing suit?” he curled half up to lean on his

elbows.

 

“Shush you,” she said. She stripped bare and hurriedly crawled in beside

him. When he began to speak again, she pressed her lips to his. Then she

pressed on his chest until he lowered back down onto his back.

 

“But . . . “ he said.

 

She crawled over top of his body and covered his mouth with her hand.

 

Earlier that day, Cass and Harris crept slowly down the sun-bleached

road in their SUV. “There it is,” Cass said quietly as if assuring herself it

really was. It was the only collection of structures for miles around and her

and Harris had been watching it grow in their window from a dark speck on

the bright desert landscape to the motley collection of dubious housing that

took shape as they tentatively crawled toward it over crunching gravel.

 

She looked down at her phone and up again to the burnt-wood sign

hanging by rusty chains from a bent pipe stuck in the ground beside what

could be taken as a driveway but was in reality merely re-arranged stones.

“Road Not Taken B&B,” she confirmed. “This is it.”

 

Lucas sat on the shaded veranda that sat guard-like along the driveway

where it moved past the main house toward the back of the sprawling

property and the various forms of housing spaced out around it. He didn’t

look up from his fat book. He knew newcomers needed to slow down, drive

past, turn around, drive slowly by again, get a solid gander at the scene,

before deciding it was safe enough to at least roll in for a closer look. Like a

photographer waiting to capture passing wildlife, Lucas stayed still.

 

The SUV crept up and stopped a few feet before being opposite Lucas

on the veranda three steps up from the red ground. He continued to remain

still and focused on his book even as Cass lowered her passenger window.

“Is this the Road Not Taken?” she asked.

That was always what Lucas lived for — that was it, the whole reason

for all of it, he could tell himself and almost believe it some days. The

pause, the weak voice, the tentative question that he knew they already

knew the answer to. The sign on the road was plain enough and there was

nothing else, no other driveway, no other buildings anywhere around. He

smiled because he loved it so much. He always wondered what would be

the perfect reply. “Is this the Road Not Taken?” To which he could poke his

finger into the underside of his baseball cap and slowly push it up, then

smile on one side of his mouth, and shrug. “You took it now, didn’t you?”

he could say with a devil’s knowing chuckle.

 

Instead, “Ah-yeah, come on up and we’ll get you booked in.” He stood

and pointed at the three stairs. “Harris and Cass, right?”

 

“Sure thing,” Cass replied, finally relaxed. The booking was real, the

website was legit, the email was received. She hopped out and urged her

husband to follow, beckoning him with her hand.

 

He looked for where to park the car.

 

“Don’t worry about that,” said Lucas, leaning down to see him across

the front of the car and reading his mind. “Ain’t no one coming up behind

you. Just leave it here, it’s fine.”

 

Cass smiled with excitement. It’s just what she wanted: an adventure.

“Have a couple named Jacqueline and Griffin checked in yet?”

 

“Ah-yeah,” Lucas nodded, sliding the patio door open but just enough to

take a clipboard off a stool before closing it again. “Well,” he corrected

himself. “Griffin yes, Jacqueline, no, she dropped him off and headed

back.”

 

“What?” Cass was alarmed.

“Oh it was nothing — she said she was called to work. Needed a hotel

with internet. She’s back in the big city two hours yonder.”

 

“You mean . . . “

 

“Yeah,” Lucas chuckled and cut her off. “That hitching post you passed

aways back is what we around here call the big city.”

 

Cass gazed around at the heat-wavering landscape of flat stony desert.

“We,” she snorted.

 

Lucas didn’t look up from under his lowered baseball cap but he

smirked. She got the joke and she made a joke. She’ll be okay. Him, he

wasn’t so sure about.

 

“Just put your . . . “ Lucas trailed off handing the clipboard to Harris. He

had put an “X” beside the boxes to fill out, like license plate, year of birth,

state of residence. “Or as much as you feel you can,” he offered. He looked

back at Cass who was shielding her eyes with her palm scanning the far off

ridge. “We don’t go in much for personal disclosure around these parts,” he

said.

 

“No,” Cass didn’t look at him. “Why would you?” she turned slowly

taking it all in.

 

“So you got your choice,” he said, taking back the clipboard. He looked

down the length of his straight arm and finger like he was aiming a long

gun. “You got your Winnebago. It’s got a good kitchen, big and all if you’re

into that sort of thing. You got your converted bus,” he turned to bring his

pointing arm across the land. “People like that one sometimes, be a hippy

again and all that.” He snorted disdainfully. “It’s taken, however. Young

couple, here for a couple days, but they’re off today, doing a little

exploring.” He coughed.

 

“Over there by those rocks is your more modern motor home. It’s

actually the only operational thing out here,” he chuckled.  “It’s not to be moved though, it’s sometimes used by me when I need to.” He turned

further. “Down there past the end of the driveway is what we around here

call The Shack. You’re friend Griffin took that one, so it’s not exactly

available.” He then chewed his cheek and put his hands on his hips.

“Finally, you got your classic and might I say beautiful and very cozy

Airstream, the classic 20 foot Globetrotter, 1966 year of manufacture.

Currently unoccupied and crying out for a young couple in love and out in

the great beyond looking for new adventures.” He looked at Cass and

shrugged. “Just saying.”

 

“Well what do you think, honey?” She hip-checked Harris and gestured

with her head toward the Airstream.

 

“The newer one would be more comfortable inside,” he nodded toward

the huge working motor home.

 

“We’ll take the Airstream — it’s perfect,” she nodded to Lucas.

 

“Already got you penciled in for that one,” Lucas nodded.

 

“Couple rules. Kitchen behind me is generally open when you need it,

but I ask you to limit your time in there as this is my home and . . . “ he

shrugged. “Well, folks around here limit their company.” He looked in the

distance. “The Lizard Lounge there,” he continued, pointing to a brick-floor

space shaded over with short palm trees and pieces of brick wall with a few

tables and lounge chairs, “can be used for your larger social gatherings. It’s

lit at night, there’s music, it’s quite enjoyable.” He nodded. “Over further

than the motor home is the Marvelous Museum in which you’ll find lots of

bits and bobs found around the local area and displayed in a pleasing

fashion to give you some history and context to all the richness that you see

yourself surrounded by presently.”

 

Harris and Cass both looked around at the emptiness and Cass restrained

a laugh with her finger to her top lip when Harris screwed up his face and

shrugged.

“Such as it is,” he seemed to think out loud. “Behind the Lizard Lounge

a few steps or so is the Special Spa. There we have four bathtubs, all old

cast iron beauties, and you can just let the water run and fill up and

overflow and you can just sit there at night and gaze up at the stars and in a

container somewhere around there you’ll find, if you look for it, an

excellent grade of green clay you can apply to your whole body and get

rejuvenated such as you have never been.”

 

“Green clay?” Harris questioned.

 

“The best,” Lucas answered with no further elaboration. “In the

foreground here is the fire pit. I like to put a fire in there every evening

about half an hour after the sun goes out and anyone is free to join me there.

Stories, guitar, sit there silently, it don’t matter, it’s just a way to be together

for part of the day anyway.”

 

He squinted and pointed up. “Over there is the Hill Top. You can climb

up there, it’s okay. You can see forever up there. Mind you,” he nodded,

staring at it, “Still nothing more to see than what you’re already looking at

down here, but you might want to confirm that for yourselves.”

 

Cass chuckled again. She loved him.

 

“The Dock.” He pointed and they looked. Indeed, there was a dock. It

was built where the land dipped down a bit to a vast flat area. He didn’t

explain. A boat sitting on the gravel was tied with a sun-dried rope to a post

rising from the dock. Harris and Cass stared but didn’t ask. There were two

camping chairs on the dock facing out over the non-existent lake.

 

“Looking over the dock is The Old Pick-Up Truck. You’re welcome to

sit in there and pretend or what not.” He nodded staring off. “Further along

are The Tents. Three of them. You can open the sides if you like. It’s nice to

just spend time there, you know? Cabana style.” He turned his body to face

an edge in the land. “Down there are the Smooth Hidden Rocks. Go and

feel those late in the day and the heat is quite pleasant and probably also

healing I should think. You go and lie on the rocks, you see. Very smooth.”

“Finally,” he sighed. “What I suppose you came all the way out here for.

The Pool House. There’s a switch inside, you turn that on if you need to let

others know you’re in there and don’t want company. You have to be naked

in the pool — that’s the only real rule here. The water is pure. We can’t

have anything go in the water that is synthetic. Just your body. If you got a

problem with being naked, turn on the light. If you see the light on, don’t go

in.”

 

He abruptly turned and flopped back down in his chair and picked up his

fat novel. His head tilted forward and he cracked it back open to his

bookmark.

 

Harris and Cass grinned at each other and shrugged. Finally Harris had

to ask. “Uh,” he started. “So where do we get the key?”

 

Lucas didn’t look up or even stop reading. “Oh you won’t be needing

any key around here. Everything’s open.”

 

Harris considered the top of his head a moment or two. “Well, just, what

about valuables — is there a safe in the, uh, the room?”

 

Lucas closed the book on his finger and looked up at Harris like it was

the most interesting question he had heard all day. “I suppose folks around

here bury stuff they don’t want others to know about. You’d put a stick in

the ground in such a way as no one would know it meant anything. Then

use a branch of something to sweep over your tracks in case anyone is

trailing you.” He gazed around in the far distance. “I’m pretty sure no one

followed you out here though. I keep a pretty keen eye out for that sort of

thing. And there is just the one road. That road there.” He gestured with his

head and they looked. They could see the way they came for at least an

hour back, where the black ribbon first breaks over the distant ridge.

 

Cass jiggled she tried so hard to keep from laughing. Harris looked at

her with annoyance. They went back down the steps and she slapped his

back and rested her hand on his shoulder till he drifted away around the front of the car and to the driver’s side. They started up and rolled slowly

across the property toward the Airstream. Lucas placed his finger in his

book again and looked up watching the rear end of their car recede. He

pressed his lips and squinted his eyes like someone doing mental math.

 

Long after they ate and cleaned up and well into the dark of the night,

Cass stepped out of the Airstream and gazed again in wonder at the

surrounding emptiness. She strolled as though she was meandering but she

made her inexorable way toward the Pool House. She checked over her

shoulder through the space of the desolate Lizard Lounge lit dimly now

with the strings of tiny lights to the orange-glowing window of her and her

husband Harris’ Airstream trailer set clear across the other side of the

sprawling Road not Taken B&B. Satisfied he was deep into his novel, she

pushed the creaking sun-beaten door open and slipped inside. She closed it

behind herself and leaned against it as though to keep anyone else out.

 

“Is that the light switch here?” she spoke in a conspiracy-like hush to

Griffin who was waiting for her bent over the 90s vintage CD player trying

to figure out which button made it go.

 

“That’s what the guy said. Lucas, wasn’t it?” He pressed his face to the

tiny window. “Flick it, I’ll check,” he said. “Yep, that puts it on,” he

confirmed with a satisfied nod.

 

“So that’s all there is, just a light that people are supposed to know

means someone’s in here naked?” She shook her head at him with a

crooked smile.

 

“It’s not exactly Grand Central out here I guess.” The moon lit their

surroundings all in silver and the heat of the desert began to rise to the

brilliant star-jeweled sky.

 

“It’s just so too bad that Jacquie couldn’t make it. I really wanted to

meet your new woman.”

“Harris not making the trek over?” Harris pulled his t-shirt off over his

head.

 

“He’s reading. Not so interested in the hot springs at night I guess. He’s

tired. Probably sleeping already.”

 

“It reminds me of that place we went to, that place in the Rockies our

families went,” Griffin smiled vacantly at Cass.

 

“No kidding, right? Maybe not exactly with the desert all around, but

I’ve been thinking about that time too.” She watched him pull down his

shorts. She was glad he had on his boxers. But she remembered what the

owner Lucas had said: “No clothes in the pool.” It’s why, he said, there was

the “security light” outside the door. Something about the sensitive nature

of the water — nothing allowed in the mineral water.

 

Griffin stood with his hands on his hips facing Cass. He didn’t look all

that different from when they were six, did he, she thought. Boyish still.

 

“Don’t get any ideas,” she said, turning around and tugging her own t-

shirt up over her head. She didn’t pause but undid the buttons of her white

shorts and peeled them down her legs too. She twisted over her shoulder to

bite her lip at Griffin. “Stop staring perv.” When he snorted and barely

looked sideways, she unclasped her bathing suite top and pulled down her

bottoms. “Whatever,” she said.

 

He pulled his own boxers off as he watched her start to step inside the

steaming water.

 

“It’s hot,” she announced.

 

“Supposed to be,” Griffin grinned. He came to the steps too and held the

railing between them. He stepped down to the bottom and the water rose to

his chest. He tried hard not to show how scalding it was. “Warm enough I

guess,” he said stoically, nodding at Cass with his bottom lip judgmentally

protruding.

She splashed at him and giggled until he crouched and admitted, “It’s so

freakin' hot!”

 

They held hands and egged each other onward into the water, sitting on

ledges on opposite sides of the small deep mineral pool. “It feels healing,”

she nodded.

 

“What’s that feel like?” Griffin asked.

 

She laughed and splashed him again. “I don’t know!” she squealed.

 

“I always liked you, you know. Like, like-liked you,” he stared across

the water at her. She blushed, and then she turned around and kneeled on

the ledge.

 

Now they were pulling up chairs the next evening around the fire Lucas

had put in the pit after coming down from the Hill Top that Harris wasn’t

interested in.

 

“Good view?” Harris said. He had been sitting in silence with Lucas.

The other couple were in the bus looking like they were tidying or cleaning

from eating or something the way it bounced on its springs. They could

hear occasional laughing and squealing coming from inside the bus.

 

Lucas glanced up at Cass without expression.

 

“So much more to see up there,” she nodded to Harris, but she also

glanced sideways at Lucas. He smirked back.

 

“Lucas,” she started. He looked up again. “Do people here, do folks

around here, do they reserve the Pool House, or is just, if you find it free . . .

“ she trailed off raising her shoulders and slowly moving her head side to

side.

“Well,” he began, thoughtfully poking the fire with his stake. “The

young couple there only came out a couple of hours ago, so I don’t imagine

. . . “ he trailed off. “And I do my ablutions strictly in the morning

following a routinized healing regimen.” He nodded knowingly. “Then you

have the gentleman and his absent wife here, who may well yet avail, you’d

have to ask him, and then there’s yourselves.” He nodded. “I supposed I

could go on up to the house,” he turned and wheezed looking at it like it

was far away, “and get us a sheet of paper and draw up a schedule and you

could put your John Henry on it . . . “ He slumped back in his chair and

resumed staring at the fire having made his point.

 

“Are the Smooth Hidden Rocks still hot now do you think?” Cass sat up

and gazed into the darkness.

 

Lucas strained to twist around and look too, though there was nothing

but blackness and anyway, seeing them wouldn’t answer the question. “I

expect so, oh yes. They’d be really nice I should think.”

 

“Oh, let’s go, Harris!” she patted his leg.

 

“Really loving the fire, babe,” he said, not lowering his arms from

where they crossed behind his head.

 

“Oh come! It’s too dark for me alone.”

 

“It’s nice here,” he countered.

 

Griffin looked in the direction of the rocks. Lucas scanned him from the

corners of his eyes.

 

“I’m going to have to drag Griff out there with me again, just like I

dragged the poor man up The Hill Top.” She appealed to Harris. He smiled

and shut his eyes.

 

“Okay then,” she said to him. “Okay. Well, I’ll see you in bed, probably,

you look like you’re about to give it up for today anyway.” She tapped his leg.

 

“I’m turning in soon,” he agreed. “Read awhile.”

 

She turned to Griffin. She pursed her lips and set her jaw crookedly. She

turned back to Harris. “Are you sure you won’t come?”

 

He didn’t answer or even open his eyes.

 

“You okay if Griff takes me then?”

 

He only shrugged.

 

She turned back to Griffin. “Come on then,” she said quietly to him.

Before they left the circle of light the fire cast, she had reached for his hand.

 

Lucas poked the fire and considered Harris form the corner of his eyes

and sat back to resume staring into the black.

 

Down over the edge of the land they couldn’t see the fire anymore, only

the glow it threw up. They could make out the smooth forms in the silver

light. Cass ran her hand over one. “Oh my god, that’s incredible, Griff, feel

it, feel this!” She tugged his hand and pushed it over the surface. She held

onto him.

 

“That’s so smooth,” he said, mystified.

 

“So warm,” Cass said.

 

They climbed up on one flat rock and sat, pulling up their knees and

wrapping their arms around their legs. The silence was immense.

 

“Last night was wonderful, Griff,” she said.

 

“We shall not speak of it again,” he grinned.

She wrapped her pinky finger around his. “You’re right of course.” She

stared at the torn paper ridge lining the distant edge of the plain. “Which is

why I’m going to lie on the rock naked,” she announced.

 

“That would probably feel incredible,” Griffin nodded.

 

“Join me,” she said, lifting her t-shirt off. She leaned back and raised her

ass to pull her white shorts off. She stood up and braced herself holding his

shoulder to pull her panties down and off. She sat in front of him and turned

to present her back to him. She lifted her hair to allow him to undo the clasp

of her bra.

 

“Come on,” she said, pulling him up to standing. She worked his t-shirt

off him and then undid his pants. He pushed her gently off and pulled them

off himself. “Everything,” she said, and he removed his boxers too. She

took his hand in his and turned to stand beside him facing the empty

distance feeling the heat of the smooth rock in the soles of their feet. She

pulled him closer and leaned her shoulder and hip into him. “It’s so

beautiful here.”

 

“It’s so empty,” Griffin said, not disagreeing.

 

She entwined her fingers with his and rubbed his thumb with hers. She

brought his hand up to her mouth and kissed it briefly and then again,

longer. “I was thinking about you all day,” she intoned deeply. “Of course.”

 

Griffin looked around behind them. All around was black. He

swallowed. “Me too,” he said.

 

She rubbed his thumb more and looked down and puffed air out his

nose. “I don’t regret what we did,” she said.

 

He took a long time to answer. He kept staring into the blackness when

he said, “You probably want to do it again knowing you.”

 

She bit her lip. “Don’t you want to? Just to see?”

“Just to see what?”

 

“I don’t know. Just to see if it was just the novelty of it, or if . . . “ she

wouldn’t finish.

 

He turned to her not letting go of her hand. They stood an inch apart

facing each other. “You know what it was,” he said.

 

She looked down. “So you felt it too.”

 

“Of course I did,” he whispered sharply.

 

She looked up at him. He took her jaw in his hand and she closed her

eyes and leaned her head back. Their kiss was long, twisting, and loud with

moans from both. She bent her knees slowly and pulled him down with her

till they first kneeled together then finally they laid together on their sides,

kissing all the way down. He rolled to his back and she nestled her head in

his arm and drew her hand around his chest. Her leg draped over his.

 

“It’s crazy, it’s a freaking rock, but it feels like the most comfortable bed

ever,” she said.

 

He absently stroked his fingers through her hair. “Are we in bed together

then?”

 

She snorted and stretched up to kiss him. She pressed her groin into his

hip and her breasts settled on his chest. She rolled half on top of him and

studied his hair that she pushed off his forehead and then touched his lips

and lowered herself to kiss him again. “I never knew you were so nice to

kiss,” she said half laying on him. Her hand roamed from his chest to his

stomach and then further down still, to his abdomen. She played in the

different hair that started there.

 

“You’re not so bad yourself,” he said.

“See?” she said closely in his ear. She had moved her hand further down

and now wrapped it around his erection. “You want to do it again, too.”

 

“I always do, I always did, I think I mentioned that yesterday.”

 

She laughed and squeezed him. “Something about it just feels so easy,”

she moaned. She rested her chin on his chest and surveilled the

surroundings. She moved down his body and allowed her hair to hang and

brush over his abdomen. When she pressed her lips on the head of his cock,

he curled his fingers. When she admitted him inside her warm, wet mouth,

he gasped. She moaned — it felt good to do that to him. She moved up and

down on him, squeezing him with her lips, cuddling his balls, and pressing

her own pelvis harder, rhythmically, into his hip bone.

 

He tapped her hips and tugged on her leg and she pulled off of him and

laughed. “What are you trying to say?”

 

“Turn around on me.”

 

“Oh my God,” she said. “Really?”

 

“Why not?”

 

“I just. We don’t.”

 

He tugged until her hips gyrated over his face. He pulled her and she

lowered herself. She went back down on him just as his mouth came up

onto her. He was slow, indirect, and gentle. She pulled off his cock, pressed

it to the side of her face, and lifted her eyes to the silver-highlighted plain in

front of her, the ridge beyond, and the sparkling sky above. The heat of the

rocks filled their bodies and his warm, wet tongue hit the right spot. She

inhaled sharply. She tried to drive back down onto him, but she erupted and

every muscle in her body seemed to spasm at once. She finally collapsed

back down onto him like liquid pouring on a floor and she sucked on him

lazily.

She turned around on him and hovered her hips over his. She reached

between them and held his cock steady as she lowered her hips. Her lips

engulfed him and she pressed her whole body down onto his. She curled her

hips and pushed her pussy down and up on his hard, hot cock. She rested

her hands, clasped together, on his chest, and rested her chin on her hands

close enough so her mouth nearly touched his mouth. “You feel too good,

Griff,” she said, kissing him.

 

His hands rubbed her sides and shoulders. “God Cass,” was all he was

able to reply.

 

He came insider her and they laughed and hugged and laid on their

backs together staring at the galaxy holding hands. “The road not taken,

right?” she said.

 

“Jacqui’s coming tomorrow.”

 

“Nice! We get to meet her after all.”

 

He brought the back of her hand up his mouth and kissed her there.

“Would you ever tell him what happened here?”

 

“Would you ever tell Jacquie?

 

“Fuck no, you kidding?” He rolled his head to face her. Her face was lit

silver.

 

She shrugged.

 

He stared at her. “You didn’t. No way.” He rolled back onto his back and

stared up at the stars.

 

“I told him I wanted to before we even got here. I’m sorry I didn’t tell

you that.” She rolled her head to face him.

 

“He knew? Like last night? And even now?”

She nodded.

 

“I don’t understand.”

 

“He likes me to.” She kissed his hand again. “When I really want to,”

she added in a whisper.

 

He took a long time to reply. “How many times have you done this sort

of thing?”

 

“This sort of thing?” she laughed. “Not very much. Only a few times.

It’s not like I’m running around jumping the bones of every man that

moves.”

 

“Just when you really want to.”

 

“Yes. Just when I really want to.”

 

“He’s fine with that?”

 

“We talk about it a lot. Before and after.”

 

“You’re going to talk about me?”

 

“Not everything, silly. Just how I felt, not the gritty details.”

 

“That’s crazy.”

 

She nodded slowly for a long time. “Maybe, maybe not.”

 

“I can’t even imagine broaching the subject with Jacquie.”

 

“If you want,” she said softly to the sky, “I can.”

 

“That’s not going to go over well.”

“I won’t start off telling her straight up you and me did it. I’ll just feel

her out. Get her talking about herself. You might be surprised, Griff.”

 

He stared off. “You can try, I guess. Whatever. I have my doubts

though.” He rubbed her hand. “You ready to go back up?”

 

“Not just yet, Griff.” She held his hand tighter and closed her eyes to the

stars.




He Won the Bet and My Wife

 

JL Sanders

 

The patio-door curtains billowed inward from the lake breeze every few

seconds. When they did, visible on the couch was my wife, Mattie, holding

her arms over her chest and her light sweater to her front. She had just lifted

her top off, and though she leaned over and squealed and hid herself with

widely-grinning embarrassment, it was already a lot more than I could ever

imagine was going to happen during my “unexpected” absence that

afternoon.

 

As the game on the TV wore on and even ended, a lot more was set to

take place, none of it in any way understandable, predictable, or even

remotely believable to me, before that day.

 

I could hear Marc and Mattie talking, or at least him talking, and Mattie

shrieking, laughing nervously, getting red in the face, and making other coy

and flirting sounds. “No!” she squealed with laughter. “I hardly think so!”

she cried with grinning disbelief. “He’s going to be home soon!” she

countered him with scolding, but smirking, head-shaking. She “tsk’ed-

tsk’ed” him so much and rolled her eyes so often, you’d think he was an

impish kitten. But he wasn’t that at all. He was a mid-50s or so guy I met at

the bar earlier in the week. A guy who I thought nuts at the time because he

bet me $1,000 he could seduce my wife.

 

“Those are the most magnificent breasts I think I’ve ever seen,” I could

hear Marc say, which, as a line, made me cringe and shake my head. I

grinned to myself and patted his thousand dollars in my pocket having as

much as spent it by then. Not that any line would ever work on Mattie, but a

line like that would never work on anybody. She did, mind you, sport

fabulous, upward-thrusting, big breasts. I watched guys on the sidewalk and in the grocery store walk blankly into their own wives’ backs they were

staring so intently at my wife’s chest.

 

Mattie was definitely the “Look but don’t touch” kind of hot girl. She

might have secretly enjoyed being the object of attention like that, but she

always spoke of it as something to shake one’s head at. In fact, most of

what passes under the heading of “sex” was something to shake her head at.

She enjoyed it, I think, but it always seemed to be almost by accident, like

she was surprised and embarrassed by how it made her feel — on those

occasions when she let herself feel it. It was hard to know, because she

hated talking about it.

 

When Marc asked her, “Do you mind letting me see under your top?” I

thought for sure the afternoon was over and he’d be shown out. I knew

Mattie at least as well as that. But what I noticed each time the curtains

billowed out of the way was that he wasn’t looking down at her chest. He

kept his eyes instead on her eyes even when he was talking to her about her

tits. It seemed to trigger something different in her.

 

Much to my amazed ears, she said, “Okay, but just one peek.” Mattie?

What?

 

“Just one,” Marc agreed with the glinting eyes of a sneak.

 

My wife bit her lip and looked around behind her toward the billowing

curtains and sun-filled windows. I ducked away just in time. I could see her

from her back. I saw her drop her arms from her front, and toss her sweater

aside, facing him full on, topless. It was more than one peek.

 

Let me explain how unbelievable that development was. Mattie went to

church every Sunday. She wore her tops usually done up to the neck. Her

experiences with sex before marriage involved nothing more than

underwear petting, but it was hard to know because she talked about sex so

infrequently. I think once before me, she might have kissed the head of a

cock of a guy at school. Before we married, we had sex, but it was stiff,

nervous, and scary for her. Even after almost two years, it was strictly vanilla, though she had learned to have fun and enjoy it on odd occasions

when everything was perfectly right.

 

With me leaving her alone in our apartment with an older stranger,

everything was perfectly wrong. Or should have been.

 

Here she was instead dropping her arms from her bare chest and pushing

aside her sweater, turning toward that perfect stranger all alone with him to

show him herself with only her pale blue full-cup satiny bra covering her.

Her face was down but her eyes were watching his through their tops,

through strands of her straw-blonde hair that fell over her tall forehead.

 

When Marc finally moved his eyes off of hers, and down her face, over

her neck, and down to her “magnificent” chest, I saw her lips, tightly pursed

and nervous, twitch into a tiny self-satisfied smile. She looked down at her

own breasts with him, then back to his eyes and to his face that she was able

to study, he was so fascinated by her chest.

 

She seemed to have all the time in the world to allow him to freely gaze.

It was like watching a wild animal eat from someone’s hand and just as

unbelievable. There was no insistence, no begging, no pleading. He asked

her once, he waited for her to think about it, and then he patiently allowed

her to show him herself on her own terms. This didn’t seem to be my wife

any longer.

 

“Do you like my bra?” she asked him in a low, quiet voice, as thought

that were the object of his attention.

 

“I love your bra, where do you buy from?” he asked.

 

Again I rolled my eyes and cast my gaze out over the neighboring

building and the lake beyond as if to find someone, anyone, out there who

would agree with me that this guy had the corniest lines.

 

But Mattie instead was all demure with him. “Just someplace online,”

she said with that grin again, but pulling on the shoulder straps and even resetting her pillowy breasts inside her cups. She wiggled her shoulders and

chest up at him and then laughed again and curled over and snatched back

at her sweater to cover herself up. Her face filled with red not for the first

time.

 

“It would be nice for me, you know, if you just relaxed, leaned back, if

we kept talking like we were, only without your top on, just like this. I like

it.”

 

“You’re only going to get ideas!” she protested. She was putting him off

but it was what she didn’t do that caught my notice more. She kept holding

her sweater to her front, not actually putting it back on.

 

“I got ideas the moment I first met you, nothing’s going to change that,”

he grinned like a fox.

 

She thought that was the funniest thing she ever heard, that stupid reply.

My eyes bugged out though when she casually reached behind her to drape

her sweater back over the arm of the couch. She folded her arms over her

bare chest and crossed one leg over the other and leaned back into the

couch a cushion away from Marc. Topless. And trying to ignore that fact.

 

She was wearing her blue-with-white dots pencil skirt and bare feet,

having kicked off her sandal pumps when she came in the door to find me

and Marc just getting the game on TV.

 

“Do you like doing sales at the Marina?” he asked her as though they

could be completely casual about my wife sitting there with him with her

sweater off.

 

She nodded and answered trying so hard to act as natural as he was, but

she broke down again and squealed and leaned way over to collapse her

body on her legs and hide her face in her hands. “This is so weird!”

 

“Maybe you’d feel more at home if you took your skirt off too then,” he

said. “You do have panties on, don’t you?”

She shrieked again like he was the world’s funniest jokester. “What do

you mean, at home? I am at home!” she cried with her cheek sideways on

her knee, looking up at him. Her laugh was so nervous. But again, she

wasn’t making moves to get dressed.

 

“I mean more like feeling yourself. Your deep, inner self, you know?”

 

“What, you think I have to be nearly naked with a man to feel like

myself?” She turned quickly serious.

 

“I’m going to make a guess, can I make a guess about you?”

 

“What about?” She continued considering him with her face down and

sideways on her own legs.

 

He took that as a yes. “You’ve never experienced being nearly naked in

the afternoon in a living room, sunlight streaming in, lake breeze blowing

in, people out there on the boardwalk so close you can hear them . . . . 

Have you.“

 

“Of course not,” Mattie answered him right away,  but in so low and

serious a voice, I almost couldn’t hear her.

 

“With an appreciative man to admire how you look after your body.”

 

“What would that prove? That I’m just a slut like all the other girls?”

 

“Is that what taking off your skirt for me would mean?”

 

“I can do whatever I want, it’s my home. Like you pointed out.” She

lifted herself up again and looked out the windows. I ducked down. “What

does it mean to you if I took off my skirt then?” she said to the outside. I

noticed that she was giving him all the look he wanted at her bare top.

“I’d only just enjoy myself. I’d like that, you sitting there with your skirt

off. That’s all. I’d just like it.”

 

She bounced her heel off her other leg with her arms still crossed over

her nearly bare chest, her fingers, long nails painted matte aquamarine,

tapping on her bare upper arms. She looked again out the curtains where

they flipped and curled with the breeze. I knew the look. It was her deeply

thinking look: should we get Chinese or pizza? Should we book it to Cabo

or Cancun?

 

She kept on with the tapping fingers and bouncing heel just like a cat

with her flicking, thinking tail, and she looked back over her shoulder to

Marc who just sat there patiently as always with the look, I realized, of a

wolf, not a fox. “You don’t get to touch,” she said in a threatening tone. My

mouth fell silently open.

 

“We can talk about that a little later,” the bold bastard replied. How far

was he going with this? How could I tell him he already won?

 

She popped her eyes out at him and drew her face away in a large swoop

of disbelief. But she also busied her fingers at her hip, undoing the tiny

button at the waist of her skirt, and then, looking at him and stopping before

laughing full on like it was her teasing him, she pulled the tiny zipper there

all the way down. I rubbed my eyes and pushed my face into the gap in the

sheet metal of the railing. What was she doing?

 

She put on a casual, relaxed face, even as she lifted her hips from the

cushions of the couch and struggled to push and pull her tight skirt down

over her ass and legs, and off her feet. She folded it like she was alone and

it was laundry day, and draped it too over her top and the arm of the couch.

 

She sat back, resumed lightly swinging her leg crossed over her knee

with her heel bouncing off her shin, and her arms crossed and her fingers

tapping. She looked over at him and said, “What?” She was full of

pretended innocence, trying to make-believe that sitting in just panties and a

bra one afternoon was a perfectly normal thing for her.

I was trying to be angry, but I was confused by how incredibly hot she

looked on the couch in the middle of the day, sitting there bouncing her foot

and tapping her nails with some kind of expression on her face that came

from somewhere I don’t think she’d ever been before. My wife was feeling

things, try as she might to hide them. How did that sly bastard get the

clothes off a woman without touching her, something that doesn’t even

happen in her matrimonial bedroom in total darkness?

 

To me, the thousand dollars was already his and I was ready to go back

inside, come down the hall, and send him home — and sit Mattie down for

a very long and serious talk. It was certainly far more than I could ever

imagine would happen even if everything was done perfectly right by Marc.

 

But with the sun beginning to yellow and fade, the events inside my

living room were just getting started. It quickly went past the point where I

could stop it.

 

“I could use another beer,” Marc said to her, making no move from the

opposite corner of the couch he sank all too comfortably into.

 

Mattie dangled her foot and stared at the can he wiggled to show her it

was empty. “Fridge is over there,” she said.

 

“I’m uncomfortable helping myself. It’s your home, right?”

 

She looked sideways at him through slitted eyes, knowing full well what

he was trying to pull off next. “You’re uncomfortable are you? Does a

nearly naked young and married lady sitting on a couch with you make you

uncomfortable, Marc?”

 

The way she said his name, I felt a twinge of something.

 

“You are awesome looking,” he offered back by way of defense. “So

yeah, you make me a little uncomfortable because of how stunningly hot

you look.”

She considered a moment longer and, just when I thought things were

over, that she was going to pull up her skirt and put her top back on and sent

him on his way, she instead pushed up, shook her head at him as though he

were being stroppy, and walked purposefully through the narrow space

between the couch and coffee table so that she would have to brush against

his legs as she passed.

 

She took his can from him — and not without, I also noticed, dragging

her fingertips and fingernails over his fingers as she found his can. She

enjoyed giving him a close up look, even a feel of her nearly naked body.

Marc had uncovered something in my wife I would never have guessed was

there.

 

I stayed low beneath the top of the balcony railing so no one would look

over from the other building and wonder what I was doing out there. Why

was I so interested in watching our living room from the outside?

 

Because that’s where I left my wife alone on some made-up excuse

about a washed out road up in the bald hills that needed an emergency road

grading. And it’s also where I left Marc, an older guy I only met at the bar a

few days earlier. This was all his idea. He wanted to bet me $1,000 he could

score with my wife. He even gave me his $1,000 stake up front. He also

wanted me to watch, just to make sure I felt confident he wasn’t going to do

anything that made my wife uncomfortable, but also, “So there’d be no

disputing what took place.”

 

What was taking place was nothing that I could ever have imagined

would happen. I didn’t know this Mattie, she was no longer the shy, timid

wife I married two years earlier. Marc was right: she had never stripped

down in any other place but the bedroom and bathroom, and in the

bedroom, it would only have been long enough to dash from the bathroom

to the sheets to hide under in the dark with curtains closed at night.

 

This Mattie was doing a weird thing in the kitchen in the daytime

dressed only in sexy bra and panties bending over in front of the open fridge as though locating the beers in there had suddenly become some

difficult task. “Do you want a Craig’s Covered Wagon or a Throttle River

IPA?” she called back to him without turning or standing and with her ass,

round, beautiful, and presented straight toward him, I couldn’t help

noticing, in her very hot light blue lacy lo-rise boy shorts.

 

I crawled over the two close railings while she was on the far side of the

room to land on the living room balcony hidden behind the curtains, but

closer to see and to hear what I was not believing I was seeing and hearing.

Mattie even slowly wiggled her ass at him as he took his sweet time

deciding. When he still didn’t answer, she didn’t shift, but she did twist

around to look over her shoulder at him. “Hmm?” she asked, and it seemed

to me she even raised her ass up a little more at him. “Having trouble

deciding what you want?” she cooed with a mischievous smirk. Where did

she get that from?

 

“Whatever you think I should want — I don’t know your local brews

here,” he said.

 

“I’ll introduce you!” she chirped up.

 

What happened next is something I can’t ever etch from my mind, and

nor, I have to be honest, do I exactly want to. Mattie came back with a can

of each for him. The way she walked toward him was flirty, sensual, and

assertive. His eyes gazed freely over her naked body and she did nothing to

stop him, instead moving slower to allow him a longer, lingering look.

 

She came back to him the same way between the couch and the coffee

table, only this time, she stepped over his legs with only one foot before

turning to face him standing in front of him, her legs now down both sides

of his legs.

 

She pulled the tab on the top of one can and then defiantly brought it to

her lips and leaned her head way back. It caused her to jut her stomach and

chest out toward him. She even put her other hand on her hip to make a

point. When Marc drifted his gaze down the front of her body, she only seemed to push herself more toward him, her knees pressing into the

leading edge of the couch cushions.

 

Even though she had just said there would be no touching, he proceeded

to wrap both his hands around her thighs and grip her like she was some

product he was sampling.

 

I thought for sure this time she would slap him, that she would pull

away, that she would dress again send him out. But instead, as I watched

from the open curtains with my heart pounding and my breath short, she

bent at her knees, dropped them to the couch to either side of his hips, and

sat her cute round ass down on his knees facing him. She brought the can to

his lips and leaned all the way over to the back cushion to watch from his

side as she carefully poured some beer into his mouth. And she giggled.

 

He opened his mouth to let her, his hands riding up and down her bare

thighs as high as the fabric of her panties. So much for the no-touching rule.

 

“Whoops,” she said, “I spilled some on your shirt.”

 

He looked down because she hadn’t. And then she did spill some,

deliberately.

 

“Guess that’ll have to come off,” she said in a small, sorry-not-sorry

voice. He only raised his arms, and she did the rest, yanking and pulling his

sweater up and off him.

 

She sat back on his legs and tilted her head as though considering him,

and then placed her palms flat out on his big chest. After a few seconds,

with his hands casually roaming up my wife’s bare back up to her

shoulders, she said, “How come you don’t want to touch my tits?”

 

“You said not to touch.”

 

She reached behind her back and with deft, long fingers, unhooked the

clasp and shook the straps down her arms and off. She looked away from him as she folded her bra over. She looked toward the arm of the couch and

leaned way back on his lap to toss her bra there, on top of the rest of her

clothes. She nearly caught me staring from behind the curtains. “You seem

to be disobeying me anyway,” she said turning back to him. “Do you think

a girl likes to be touched when she quite clearly said not to touch?”

 

She leaned back letting his large hands around her shoulders support her

as she reached for the other can of beer. She opened it and again jutted her

chest to  drink from it. Now her bare breasts stretched within inches of his

face. She looked at him, leaned in close, and lifted his chin with her finger.

She came to kiss him and before he knew it, she was passing a mouthful of

beer from her mouth into his mouth.

 

He gurgled but recovered and only some spilled out from between their

mouths. She laughed and quickly bent down to lap with her tongue on his

neck and his chest, even as far down as his stomach where rivulets of

spilled beer ran.

 

She came back up kissing all over his neck, his jaw, and his chin and

lips. “So what do you like better?” she spoke softly with her sweet mouth

right against his. He was about to talk but she pushed her tongue into his

mouth and kissed him longer, her fingers twisting into his hair on the back

of his head.

 

She pulled away and sat back on his lap with her shoulders open as

though to proudly display her breasts to him. When he took them in his

hands, there was no protest from her. She looked down as though to watch

him play with her tits. But as she played this game with him, I noticed as

well that her arms fell busy between them. When I shifted my view, I could

see what she might be doing, though it made no sense and it was beyond

my comprehension.

 

I shifted again and lifted myself higher even at the risk of her suddenly

turning around and busting me. She was undoing his pants and pulling

down his fly. “What if I touched you right back?” she said to him in a voice

suddenly breathy and deep. “How would you like that, huh?”

She dropped her mouth open in a mock challenge, but she also grinned

at him. The tip of her pink tongue poked and touched her top lip as she

struggled to pull his belt tail free. She hadn’t been looking at him fondle her

breasts at all, she had been looking at his crotch, at her own hands opening

his pants.

 

I was losing my mind out on the balcony. I stood straight up at the risk

of being seen by others and turned to stare down at the ground 8 floors

down before coming back to look through the top of our window. My wife

had fished Marc’s cock out from inside his shorts and was in the process of

wrapping her fingers around it, one at a time. I saw her mouth drop open

and her eyes go down. She had put on lipstick after she came home, after

she met Marc. She used a frosted light pink. My own cock had become as

hard as Marc’s looked in my wife’s hand. She slowly licked her lips all the

way around and looked at him and inhaled sharply with nervousness. I

could see in her ribs her deep and uneven breaths.

 

“No kissing either,” she said in a new-found sultry, gravelly voice. She

lifted herself up on her knees and leaned an elbow into the cushion beside

his head. With one hand she stroked his cock, long and slow, rubbing her

palm over the head. With her other hand, she cupped and squeezed her large

breast in front of his face, angling her erect nipple right in front of his

mouth. “You better not,” she said to him barely able to talk through her own

jagged inhalations.

 

He managed to sit still and stare up at her, with a smile. My wife then

deliberately brushed her nipple over his lips and she giggled. “You have

more self-control than most men,” she said to him. He kept his hands on her

waist and his eyes on hers, looking up at her. She fed her breast into his

mouth again, pushing softly and slowly to fill him with it. He opened wide

and sucked on her.

 

She gasped and caught her breath and pulled herself back out of his

mouth. I noticed that she had begun to stroke him faster, more unevenly,

below her wavering hips. He pulled off one tit and sucked on her other one and she fed it to him more eagerly yet. I could hear her attempts to stifle her

whimpers.

 

She shoved both her hands down between their bodies. “I know exactly

what you want, you know,” she said to him. She looked down at his cock

poking up rhythmically from between her palms where she caressed and

squeezed him. Her mouth opened again and she looked back up at him with

her eyes drooping as though her veins were filling with helplessness.

 

“You’re making me do it too,” she said to him. She began to wiggle and

her knees dropped slowly down the front of the couch to the floor in front

of him. “I don’t like to do this,” she said, her eyes locked on his erect cock

in front of her face. She squirmed her body between his legs and brought

his erection against her skin, pushing it against her cheeks and eyes and

forehead. She licked the underside of it with her tongue poking out of her

pretty little pink frosted mouth. “It’s very wrong and you know it,” she said

gutturally. “I’m married,” she nearly whispered, before opening her mouth

wide and pushing her lips down over the big bulbous head of his straining

cock. She whimpered in a muffled tone and pushed further down on him so

his cock filled her mouth so full, I could see her cheeks puff out from it.

 

She came up and off him and stroked it and licked it and kissed it. “Why

do you think this is okay to do to me?” she asked with innocence in her

voice and eyes wide open. She didn’t wait for his reply before rising higher

on her knees, raising her shoulders above his lap, and pushing her mouth

down over his slick cock with a loud, muffled moan. I could hear on the

balcony the slushy sucking sound of a woman eagerly sucking off a man.

 

She didn’t come off him again, but instead bobbed on his lap, her hands

reaching up and groping his chest and shoulders and wherever else she

could frantically grab him. Her head twisted on him like a corkscrew and

her moans were rhythmic and deep and loud as though it was her getting it

good from him and not the other way around.

 

The sight of my slender, tall wife, completely naked but for her panties,

on her knees with her shoulders poking up and her head of hair bobbing rapidly in the lap of a man splayed on our couch was almost more than I

was able to take. Her muffled cries of pleasure with his cock poking the

back of her throat nearly made me cum in my pants without even touching

myself.

 

Marc, though, just relaxed. He sank even further down and back into the

couch and played in her hair and stroked her cheeks. She lifted off him

again and kissed his cock and laughed and said, “Am I doing it good?” in

that breathy, sultry voice. She suddenly got up on her feet and hooked her

thumbs in the waist of her pretty panties and squatted to pull them down

and off her toes one foot at a time. She tossed her panties at his face and

chuckled. “Bet you didn’t think you’d have those thrown in your face, did

you.”

 

Little did she know that he pretty much did bet on something like that.

And that her husband would be paying him $1,000 for his trouble to do it to

her too. But for me, the revelation of a totally different woman inside my

shy, innocent and conservative wife was well worth the money. Also, I was

going through my own self-revelations. There was no denying to myself

that I was more turned on watching my wife fumble around with Marc than

watching any porn I ever saw.

 

She stumbled back and pulled at the bottom of his jeans until he raised

himself and allowed her to pull his pants all the way off. She came back to

him and chuckled, pulling his underwear off the same way. She threw those

over her shoulder and stepped back up to him, using her knees to wedge his

legs apart. She leaned over him and planted her hands on the back of the

couch on either side of his head and began to kiss him with even more

passion than she had before. I noted that both of them were completely

naked now.

 

Even while not breaking the kiss, she slowly eased her knees back onto

the couch on either side of his hips, and she lowered herself down on his

lap. I could just see between them. She began to raise and lower herself in

his lap with her pussy appearing to drag up and down against the length of

his stiff cock. My mind screamed, “No fucking way!”

It was impossible to see what I thought I was about to see. But when I

moved to the other window to see around the other curtain, I just caught

sight from behind of his cock standing up behind her ass, and then her

pussy lips, raised and twerked out by her arching back, touching the tip of

his cock. I literally shook my head. “No. Fucking. Way,” I repeated.

 

I watched them kiss and I saw her smile as though to herself with her

frosted lips still against his lips, her short straw-blonde hair messy against

his forehead. And then I saw her mouth drop open, her neck fall back, and

her eyes flutter closed and heard from deep in her chest a low, dark gasp. I

darted to the other window. I was just in time to see his large erect cock

become enveloped by her grasping, soaking pussy lips as she lowered

herself slowly and ceaselessly down over him until I could see no more

cock at all, only her ass sink down onto his legs. He was inside her

completely. She was actually fucking him.

 

Her back curved in and her hands moved around the back of his neck

where her fingers clasped. She leaned way back on him and raised herself

again, showing me his now glistening cock emerging from between her

legs, all the way up to the bottom of the head, before she exhaled loudly,

rolled her face even higher up toward the ceiling, and plunged her body

back down on him. She uttered “Fuck!” loudly and drawn out as she did so.

It was a word I had never heard spoken by her before.

 

Marc’s hands wrapped around her ass and squeezed. She looked frantic

to both kiss his mouth sloppily and still be able to breath and gasp and cry

and moan. She raised and lowered herself on him hard, thumping her hips

down onto his, grinding herself on his erection, and twerking her waist in

and out, using her pussy lips to suck at his cock. She smiled at him and tried

to say something but failed and dropped her face into his neck, pumping her

body against his. “Fuck that feels good!” I could hear her cry out into his

shoulder as she bit down on his skin.

 

I stared away unable to watch. It was both painful beyond anything I’d

ever seen, and at the same time, exhilarating to the point of making me feel I might have a heart attack, and that I didn’t care if I did, it was so hot. But

her shrieking brought me back to the window, pressing my face against the

glass.

 

Marc had stood up with her still clinging to him, with her still sucking

his cock deep into her dripping pussy, and he turned them both around. He

laid her down under him sideways on the couch. He proceeded to pound his

body into her so hard I became worried that he would break her, that he was

hurting her. But the sounds she was making were not those of someone

being hurt. She let her head droop off the side of the couch and propped one

leg over the back of the couch, her other one digging heel-first into his

lower back, pushing him, pounding on him, urging him to fuck her harder,

deeper, faster.

 

She cried out like someone falling off a cliff. He rammed himself into

her so hard the couch bounced on the floor. She cried out, “Oh my god!”

and I could see her fingernails dig deep into the skin on his back. I could

also see her chomp down on the skin of his neck. Her body jolted so hard

from his heavy fucking, her moans were loud enough to reach the ears of

people strolling the lake path.

 

I closed my eyes I couldn’t watch. It made it worse to only hear. My

wife orgasmed in a way that made me think that maybe she had never

actually before, with me. It was scary, deep and hard. She sounded like a

woman possessed, like some sort of demon speaking in a hairy voice

through her throat.

 

Marc pulled out of her flaccid body but Mattie grabbed at him and

pulled him forward and pushed his cock, all wet from her pussy, into her

mouth. Nothing made any sense at all. She sucked on him moaning and

crying and grabbing his ass hard. She pulled off of him just as his cock

spurted at her face and she steered it at her tits and neck before pushing her

mouth back over his still shooting cock until it filled her mouth and

dribbled out between her lips and ran down over her chin and neck.

I collapsed on the balcony and hung my head. I peeked again because I

could not stop. Marc had fallen down on top of her and they had begun to

neck again, this time with time and ease, the way lovers to. I stared

wondering what had happened to everything I knew about Mattie. She

suddenly pushed him up with a laugh and stood, reaching behind her with

her trailing hand to pull him up behind her. She looked over her shoulder

like a woman with ideas and lead him to our bedroom.

 

I hopped over the railings to the other balcony and could see through the

two doorways just in time to see the bathroom door close behind them both.

I came quietly through the patio doors and came close to the bathroom door

in our bedroom. The shower was on. I could hear the occasional laughing.

But then nothing but water — until I heard my wife’s voice again, or I

should say, that demon possession voice that had taken her over.

 

I took chances and crept closer to the bathroom door, even opening it the

slightest crack. I could see barely through the fogging glass of our shower

stall. When my eyes made out what I was seeing, I realized that she was

bracing herself against the glass with one hand and had one leg over his

shoulder, where he knelt on the shower floor facing her. He was eating her

out, licking her.

 

I went back to the living room. The couch was a mess, cushions

everywhere, pillows and clothes strewn all over. It looked like what it was:

the scene where two people fucked each other like mad.

 

I heard my wife orgasm again from the bathroom, loud and echoing out

of the shower stall. When I heard the water finally turn off, I hurried out the

apartment door and went down the elevator to the parking lot and my car

that I had moved to a different spot in case she came out and spotted it.

 

The deal was, I would come back home when Marc texted me that he

was safely gone. It was almost dusk when I came in the front door.

 

“Marc gone?” I ventured.

She was in the kitchen making something. “Oh yeah, long ago, he left

shortly after you, long gone.” She smiled and turned back to the oven.

“Gone gone gone,” she assured me.

 

“What you do all afternoon?” I tested her.

 

“Who me?”

 

She was the world’s worst poker player. “Anyone else here I might be

talking to?” I teased her.

 

Her eyes darted around like there very well could be. “No!” she

protested far too strongly. “Just, I don’t know, read, or something.”

 

“You have a shower?”

 

She was dressed in her robe, her hair still wet. “Just feeling hot I guess.”

 

“I guess,” I said. I went into the living room. It was all made up again,

perfectly. Except for one tiny detail. Her panties were on the floor under the

couch, barely visible there at all. I chose to ignore it.

 

Marc texted my phone and I took it on the balcony, marveling at how I

had just a short while ago stood there shaking, watching Mattie get fucked

harder than she might ever have experienced — although I couldn’t be sure

of anything in her experience anymore.

 

“Bar tomorrow?” Marc wrote me. It meant, give back his thousand and

add another thousand to it. I looked down at the lake path and out across the

shimmering lake beyond and thought long and hard. I had the previous two

days tried to imagine what I would feel if I actually saw my wife do things,

or let things be done to her, with Marc.

 

I tried to imagine even what those things would be. But try as I might, I

couldn’t even imagine her letting him kiss her or touch her anywhere. I

couldn’t imagine my wife being sexual in any way with another man. It wasn’t disgusting or enraging to me. It was just impossible to see. I couldn’t

imagine any kind of conversation or situation where it would even get

started.

 

But now, having seen what I clearly saw, I didn’t have to imagine, as

impossible as it appeared to be. I went through the possible reactions and

couldn’t find them in myself. I wasn’t feeling betrayed, or angry, or jealous

or even hurt. I tried to even pinch my skin to test if I had that capacity

anymore, and I certainly did. Watching my wife orgasm powerfully on the

lap of a stranger with his cock tearing her inside out, didn’t give me

anything to feel except for one overwhelming reaction: absolute, total,

complete, and nearly debilitating horniness.

 

And it wasn’t the horniness to fuck. It was the horniness to watch my

wife get off like that again.

 

I stared into my phone and thumbed it alive. Marc’s text was still sitting

there on the screen. I wrote him back and shoved the phone in my pocket

and went back inside. I came up behind Mattie and hugged her tightly from

behind where she leaned over the counter. I kissed her neck and could still

smell the sex all over her body.

 

“What’s going on?” she asked, letting me touch her, kiss her, but unsure

why I was showing such amorous interest.

 

My phone buzzed. It was Marc writing back. “Saturday night then.

Make a plan.”

 

I had earlier texted to him, “Double or nothing.”

 

I nibbled at her ear from behind. “It’s just, I might have to be out of

town Saturday, overnight too.”

 

“What? Why?”

“That job today. It’s going to need a permanent re-doing. We just got an

emergency job done today — won’t stand up to the first rain.”

 

She turned around within my hug and kissed me on my cheek. “Oh,

poor man!”

 

“Oh, and,” I said. “Marc has to drive me up, but he has to use my truck.

Can he come back later Saturday and drop my keys off to you?” I kissed her

cheek back. “Maybe even, I don’t know, take him out for a meal, you know,

to return the favor?”

 

She pulled me against her closely and patted my shoulder blade. “Take

him out? Sure, I can do that.” She hugged me longer. “Overnight did you

say?”

 

“Mm-hmm,” I said. Their little trip to a restaurant would give me a

chance to get back inside and set up for the show. My cock stirred hard at

the thought.

 

“About what time Sunday?”

 

“When I’m getting back?”

 

“Yeah. How long do I have with him?

 

I don’t know if she realized she slipped but like the panties, I chose to

ignore it. Her fingers clasped and released my skin as though she flinched at

making the error.  “Probably 12,” I said. Then I corrected myself. “Make

that one, for sure, no sooner than one in the afternoon.” I slipped too.

Wouldn’t a husband tell his wife a time home that he would be no later

than? It was too obvious I was giving her a time to finish fucking her man.

 

Saturday couldn’t come soon enough. It turns out, it couldn’t come soon

enough for Mattie either. Marc was to come get me at 2. Before he got

there, Mattie spent over an hour in the bathroom. When she came out, she was done up like a girl going out to the clubs. I tried not to embarrass her

and stare but it was hard to look away, she looked so hot.

 

“What!?” she said, and she slipped passed me with embarrassment. She

got the door. “Hey Marc!” she said. “I didn’t think you were going to come

up!”

 

“Hey, you know what?” I suddenly blurted out. “Turns out, I can drive

myself up in my own truck, there’s a guy up there who can look after the

grader. You don’t have to drive me, Marc. But I got to get going right now,

so why don’t you two still go out for dinner?”

 

Mattie looked at me both confused but also excited. Marc nodded

slowly, adjusting to the changed plan.

 

“I just need to grab a shower before I go and pack a bit, why don’t you

two get going and I’ll see you Sunday, about one.”

 

“Exactly one, right?” Mattie checked with me.

 

“Exactly one, yeah,” I agreed.

 

I went into the bedroom toward the bathroom as Mattie and Marc made

their way down our hallway together to the front door. She was dressed in a

short, red dress with a sharp white collar and tall, spiky sandals. I leaned out

to catch them leaving through the door just in time to notice her grab his

hand in hers and squeeze. She couldn’t even wait to get out the door.

 

I went to the balcony and looked down. His car pulled around in front of

the building before he got to the road. I could see down through his front

window to Mattie’s legs where she had pulled up her dress already, almost

to her waist, and to Marc’s hand, already grabbing her inner thigh right at

the top. And I also saw my wife’s hand cupping his crotch as he drove. It

looked like a hot date.

My cock grew hard and I got busy moving things out of the way in

various closets. I already knew how the date would end.
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It was May long weekend and I just turned 18. My dad started having a

friend over from work. He always used that weekend to open our pool and

Cam, who lived in some downtown high-rise, came to help. Without

knowing I was in the garage, he came in to get beers from the fridge right

where I was bending over to check the clamps and get ready to start the

pump. There wasn’t a lot of room to move around and when it’s really

sunny out, it’s hard to see anything. I took off my beach wrap so I wouldn’t

snag it anywhere, and only had on my pretty cadet-blue bikini and white

trainers.

 

Cam was the kind of guy everybody loved — brash, loud, always

making jokes, always the center of the party. I could tell it was an act

though —I’d been around enough boys by then to know when they’re

hiding something. He’d been to our house about three or four times before

that May long too, once for a dinner party my parents liked to throw (he

was the only one without a lady), and the other times, just to hang out with

dad watching football, playing games, or just talking about work.

 

I will never forget the first time I saw him. We had a big deck around

the pool and sparkling night lights and a fire place. I had come out helping

mom carry bowls of food to the big table. One of the dinner party guests

embarrassed me by saying how much older I looked. I cringed and wanted

to dump the food and disappear back up to my room. Cam, though, caught

my eye because when everyone else was looking up and down my body like

I was some sort of picture in a magazine, he just stayed on my eyes. I was

wearing my state college crop-top pink hoody that day, and my white denim

shorts, so yeah, I drew eyes. But still.

I had no choice but to glance back at him when I was making my way

back through the doors. He was still staring like he knew I was going to

look again. Everyone else was talking and laughing but not Cam. It felt like

he knew how uncomfortable I was, just like I knew how trapped he was. I

couldn’t stop thinking about him after that — which was totally crazy

because he was more than twice my age at least.

 

I made sure to make another appearance the next time I overheard dad

mention Cam coming over. He might have been loud and brash and full of

jokes when he was around other people, but around me, he just seemed

awkward and stiff. He was in our den with dad sitting on our couch with a

game on. I made up with a reason to go down there — I needed a phone

charger from behind the couch that I secretly already had wrapped up inside

my fist.

 

“Hey, Cory!” dad seemed surprised by me, and well he should, I never

showed any interest in his friends or his world. “I ever introduce you to my

daughter?” he said to Cam. “I’m more proud of her than anything at work

even,” he said to him with a chuckle.

 

“Yeah we met last time,” Cam said like someone blinking in bright light.

“But not formally.” He smiled kind of crookedly at me and I swear I nearly

dropped my phone. His smile said it all —  I remember you! he was saying.

I rebuffed him though. I had lined my eyes dark and put on aqua eye

shadow and desert nude matte lipstick just for coming downstairs to prance

like the little brat I was in front of him, though. You wanna bet he noticed

me!

 

“Hey,” I said to him all nonchalantly. “It’s Cory,” I said, “in case you

were wondering.”

 

“I was,” he said.

 

Even with dad right there, we both stared at each other for a few dead-

quiet seconds and though I know I’m often at a loss for words, I don’t think

he was used to feeling like that. It probably didn’t help him (at least I hope this had something to do with it!) that I was wearing my satiny white halter

with the scalloped edge that didn’t come down my stomach far enough, and

my slim-fit Givenchy jeans. I’d also just done my hair in layers of waves all

clove-brown with cinnamon hi-lights. Coming downstairs that night armed

with my little charger wire plan to show myself off to Cam and get his

attention again felt like the height of dares. You might say it was strange to

be so attracted to a man 25 years older than me. But the heart wants what it

wants, a wise person once said.

 

“Cory’s going to spend the summer figuring out which college she’s

going to,” dad told Cam. “Aren’t you honey.” He turned back to Cam. “She

has her choice, top of her class in every subject, athletics, everything. She’s

a smart girl.” Dad nodded at me like I was a sanded and varnished

woodworking box he nearly completed. 

 

I just shrugged. “Any of them will do as long as I get to live far away

from here,” I teased dad. I knew he was not enjoying every aspect of seeing

his little girl grow up. I leaned over to kiss his cheek to let him know I was

only teasing, but I also gave Cam a good long look at my ass all to himself.

 

“You’ll come crying back the first time the fridge is empty,” he joked.

 

“Dad,” I rolled my eyes falling down in his chair and squishing him for

space, “I cook more than you!” I rolled my eyes and shook my head at

Cam. Dad drew his arm around my shoulders and hugged me to his side. I

kept staring at Cam as dad’s arm tightened around me. I stuck the tip of my

tongue out at the man for the smallest of split seconds. I felt all flirty.

 

Cam kept trying to look at dad but he couldn’t tear his eyes off me and it

made me curl my lips together and puff air out my nose. Thankfully dad

didn’t seem to notice and he let me go with a light pat on my bum. I took

my sweet time meandering back out of the den but I glanced over my

shoulder as I went around the corner. Dad had gone back to watching the

game, but Cam was still watching me. I leaned my head back as I

disappeared down the hall and the little devil mimicked me leaning his head

forward so we both kept looking in each other’s eyes as long as possible. I couldn’t stop a smile spreading over my mouth and he saw it too. He was

just as flirty as me!

 

What is that feeling you get when someone you’re interested in looks

back at you exactly the same way? I know it’s not normal that a man his age

would be interested in a girl my age. But I shivered at the thought. I know

what you’re thinking, too: she is such a tease! But I already know that, and

secondly, so what? A girl gets to.

 

I had to lean against the wall on the other side of the den just to breathe

and steady myself. I had evidently succeeded in my mission to get his

attention, but he had also got my attention to the nth degree too. Was it

because he was the first true man to see me as a woman and not just as a

grown version of a kid they already knew? My body became insistent with

me after that lingering glance in the den and pushed me to get as near to

him as possible whenever I could.

 

The next time he was over was so painful for me, I nearly screamed. My

mom invited a single friend of hers over to another dinner party with

another couple and Cam, and she made me go this time too. “You want so

much to be a young woman, so now’s your chance,” she said.

 

Unbeknownst to Cam, she was trying to play matchmaker. But her

friend was completely wrong for him and everyone could tell except mom.

The slag was a pony-tail blonde who loved going to baseball games and

playing poker and constantly trash talking guys like she knew them. She

laughed like a horse neighing at every single thing that Cam said. It made

me want to vomit and I knew Cam was uncomfortable. He kept glancing at

me.

 

I had to wear normal clothes because of mom and dad but I spent over

two hours in the bathroom putting on make-up getting ready for him. I

needed to thread the needle between night-club sexy and parent-approved

daughter. It felt like me and the pony-tail were being presented to Cam as

his two choices. I must have got it right because Cam stared at me every

chance he could. He knew he was being watched and he was smart enough to not get caught. I even grinned at him behind my napkin and shook my

head “No!” at him because he kept trying to get me to make googly eyes

back at him. I wanted to yell at him “Later you dummy!” or reach under the

table and tell him by squeezing his leg (as if I’d stop there). I’d never felt so

frustrated in my life. The bitch kept eyeing him and purring at him and

doing ridiculous things like fluttering her eyelids at him. Old wench! She

was like his age she was so old. What a scag. 

 

Of course I knew that no matter what I might have dreamed about, it

was impossible there would ever be a scenario where he and I would be

together at a dinner party like a real couple. He was probably 45, like my

dad. But in a car alone with him or somewhere else secret? I was having

lots of trouble sleeping those days, or keeping my hands out of my panties,

he made me that wet just to think about him.

 

I was going off to college soon and I wanted to be far away not because

I hated home, but because I wanted so much to be older and independent.

But I was terrified. Without my parents always around controlling where I

was or who I was seeing, I had no idea what situations I might get myself

into. And I hadn’t been in a lot of situations involving boys. One thing I

knew from what I read though, was that most girl’s first time was nothing

special. I wanted special. Everyone remembers their first time all their life. I

wanted to remember something magical. And Cam was really starting to get

to me. He’d probably be the best teacher ever, and it didn’t have to be

anything serious or long term since I was leaving anyway. He’d make sure I

was ready for whatever I’d find in the big, bad world.

 

He helped carry dishes to the dishwasher after dinner and I rushed in to

help. I’m such a good daughter, aren’t I? At the sink, I rinsed plates off but I

made my hips touch his shoulders when he loaded the dishwasher. I took a

big chance and pressed a tiny bit against him instead of pulling away but I

didn’t press so hard it couldn’t be excused as accidental. Then, playing the

prissy girl, I just went all cool as a breeze and looked down at him to hand

him a plate. But I made him reach for it, didn’t I. I wasn’t going to be easy.

When he stood up, the little rascal made sure to brush back against me

with his arm and back. He was just as bad as me! But I was electrified by

him. I was so affected by being that close to that older man that I wasn’t

able to fall asleep in bed until after I settled myself down.

 

I didn’t usually sleep nude but I tossed and turned like a fish in the

bottom of a boat. I tore my t-shirt off and pulled the sheets down to my

waist. Lying there naked and exposed in my room made me imagine Cam

seeing me like that. What would he do if he walked in my door right now? I

touched the soft bulges at the sides of my growing breasts and imagined it

was his fingertips. “Fuck,” I thought to myself. It felt like my lungs were

emptied by a weight on my chest. My nipples got hard and I made little

circles all over my skin with my fingers. Cam, Cam, Cam! I wanted to

scream.

 

I wet my fingertip between my lips and rubbed it lightly around my

areolae. That didn’t help at all of course. I softly pinched my nipple and it

made me only do a stomach crunch I yearned for Cam so badly. I lifted my

hips and hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and pulled them

down and off. I kept them handy on my night table in case I needed to hurry

up and pull them on again. I explored myself. Of course I did it lots of

times, but I’d never thought of touching myself while convincing my mind

that it was the hand of someone else, like that of a man like Cam. I breathed

deeply through my open mouth and I opened my legs too. I pushed the

blankets completely off. I wanted Cam to see me in all my young glory.

“Hey,” I said in a whisper to imaginary him. “Why don’t you come over

here?” I pretended to say to my lover who stood staring from my bedroom

door.

 

“Would you like to lick me?” I mumbled out loud. I thoroughly wet my

second finger and pretended it was his tongue. I drew it down the crease in

my skin where my leg and pelvis meet and then I pulled it up the other side.

I shivered. I was already wet all over. Cam was good, I bit my lip. I

imagined him teasing me. He wasn’t going straight for it, he was making

me beg for it, he was making my hips follow wherever his tongue lightly

touched. He wanted me to shove my hips needfully against his mouth. My throat went dry and my heart pounded. I slipped my finger down the middle

of my slit and sat bolt upright in bed. I pulled the lamp chain on and studied

my finger. I looked down between my legs and parted my lips down there.

“Holy shit,” I murmured. I was just running with it.

 

Mom had actually bought me a little Japanese bud type of toy and said it

was healthy to do it “sometimes.” Lately, I was wondering what the

definition of “sometimes” was. I pulled open the drawer in my bedside table

and untangled the thin wire. I sucked on it to wet it and I just rubbed it on

myself at first without turning it on. Immediately my knees drew up

involuntarily and I clenched my chest and curled my stomach. I wanted him

more than anything.

 

I turned it on and quickly wrapped my hand around it. It sounded too

loud but I knew from checking in the hallway another time that no one

could hear it. I brought the buzzing little nib to my small, soaking pussy

lips. It was like riding a jet straight up through the clouds. I took it off and

caught my breath. I touched it to myself again and rocketed into the

stratosphere. “Cam,” I breathed almost like I was crying. I insisted on

holding it against myself and my legs started to quake and kick and my

shoulders lifted off the bed I crunched my abs so hard. I clenched my mouth

and eyes and my entire insides seemed to turn over. I gasped out loud and

covered my mouth and tried to stop but my body was now on auto-pilot and

waves of numbness rippled up and down throughout my torso. I dropped

back down onto the bed and my back arched so deeply, I rose on the top of

my head facing backward with my ass driving down into the mattress. I

dropped the thing and it buzzed harmlessly under my ass. I cupped both my

breasts and pinched both my nipples hard. Between my legs I felt warm and

wet and I reached down and found myself gushing. I sat up and pulled my

knees to my chest and hugged them. “Holy fuck,” I said to myself. I

realized that though I had made my body cum before, that was definitely

the first time I could claim to have experienced an orgasm for real. I sipped

some water and thought about Cam. And I knew I had to make him my

first.

Now my imaginary older lover was at our place again and hanging out

on our deck watching every move I made as we got the pool ready. Could

he be more obvious? But I guess I was also playing the game. I didn’t need

to dress in my new bikini you couldn’t see under my poncho-style cover up.

But I did, didn’t I.

 

“You pick a college yet?” he asked me as I strolled very close past him

carrying the railing for the steps and a big ol’ adjustable wrench.

 

I just turned around, walked backward, and pretended to tap the wrench

to my head winking and making the “chk-chk” sound like I had a secret

about that. I knew he was loving the eyeful he was getting of my long,

tanned legs in my white trainers. Let him, I thought. I had plans for that

man.

 

But inside, I shook from feeling so shy like he knew all about what I had

been dreaming of every night. I couldn’t believe he was talking directly to

me with dad right there putting away the tarp and even mom sitting at the

table. Cam was wearing a pale yellow golf shirt and black and red-striped

biker shorts and blue pull-on Keds. He obviously worked out. He had

patches of silver hair at his temples and a bit of grey in his three-day

growth.

 

But his most amazing feature was his relaxed, child-like smile. I had to

peek at him again through my locks of fallen hair when I got on my hands

and knees to bolt the railing in place. Yes, of course he was staring at me. I

liked how he took risks — that boded well for my planning. But being so

obvious about checking out the daughter of your friend in his own backyard

was too risky. Of course, I was just as bad checking him out right back. He

had deep brown bedroom eyes. I couldn’t  just go talk with him --- he was

my dad’s friend and it would have been weird. But every chance I got, I

walked directly in front of him, passing close beside him, and even stopping

in front of him to get a pebble out of my trainers or check my nails, or

whatever way I could think of to get his eyes on me. I seemed to feed off

his attention. I needed him to notice me.

Now I was alone in the dark garage getting ready to push the big red

button and start the pump when dad called out for me to, and who should

come strolling in still shouting back over his shoulder at dad but Cam. I

don’t think he knew I was in there bending over the pump. I stood up and

turned around just as he stepped right into the front of me. He didn’t see me

until we were face to face because it was so dark. He’d also never seen me

— nobody had — in my new swimsuit, and only in my swimsuit (and white

shoes). His hand held the handle of the fridge and so did mine — I had used

it to pull myself up. I couldn’t back up and we couldn’t squeeze past each

other either. There was nothing for me to do but to say, “Hi.” It was so

quiet, I didn’t mean to nearly whisper it, but when I did, it felt like we’d

tumbled through a portal into another, thoroughly adult, world.

 

“Hi,” he said back, and between the two of us I realized he was maybe

even more flustered than me. “You’re in here,” he pointed out.

 

“I’m in here,” I nodded back to him. We both spoke super quietly. I put

my hands behind my back where my fingers twisted together so tight they

hurt. I didn’t mean to jut my chest out toward him like that, but that’s what

happened. 

 

He actually helped himself to a good long, slowly-dropping look down

over my chest and he took his sweet time bringing his eyes back up to mine,

too. I didn’t mind it, though. I think it’s okay if a man looks at you like that

as long as he isn’t leering and people aren’t around making it embarrassing.

Especially if he sees you as a woman like no one else does and if you

dressed and put makeup on for the sole purpose of causing him to be unable

not to look at you like that. Cam was the perfect gentleman, though. “That’s

a really nice swimsuit,” he said. He was in no rush to open the fridge. But

he did look over his shoulder like he was nervous about my dad coming in.

I was a bad girl though. I slipped my hand up the handle of the fridge a bit

so my thumb and first finger covered his pinky. I had painted my nails

matte desert taupe. Yes, for him, if you must know.

 

“It’s brand new, I haven’t worn it before,” I said. “Does it look good on

me?”

“It looks incredible.”

 

“I’m glad you like it.” My heart was probably visibly pounding in my

chest.

 

He nodded and we just sort of smiled at each other for what felt like

eons. I couldn’t take my eyes off his mouth and that excruciatingly calm

smile. My breath quavered and my spine tingled and I was almost unable to

stop myself rising on my toes to kiss him. We both began talking at the

same time and both laughed and then went ahead and did it again.

 

“You go,” he said finally.

 

“I guess I’m really nervous,” I had to tell him.

 

“Why are you nervous?”

 

He said it so disarmingly, like he really didn’t know, like it was the most

natural question. See? That’s what I mean. To everyone else he was blunt

and loud. But I saw him as someone caring and really interesting. “I think

you know,” I had to look at the floor where I rolled my foot over. He just

kept staring at me until he made me say it. “I think I like you. A lot,” I

finally got out.

 

“Well if it makes you feel more comfortable, I like you too, Cory. A

lot,” he said.

 

I don’t know if we meant quite the same thing but when he said that, I

could have hugged him. I wanted to try to kiss him more than ever. I

dropped my arms to my side, I crossed them over my chest, I reached

toward him but pulled back. I didn’t know why I couldn’t just kiss a man if

I wanted to. Was there such a big risk in just going ahead and kissing a

person especially if they look like they want to kiss you too? Why should it

matter he was my dad’s age and his friend? Of course I knew why not

though. Dad would kill him and I’d be barred from going away to college. It would crush my dad because he placed so much blind trust in me. He was

also blind as well though to what I was becoming — an independent

woman. My developed body should have told him that, but he probably

trained himself to not really look.

 

“Maybe we can get together sometime,” I suddenly said, and I was

surprised how much like a woman I thought I sounded suddenly. “I mean

away from . . . “ I tilted my head.

 

“Away from your parents.”

 

“I guess, yeah.” I laughed a bit. 

 

“We could arrange that,” he said. “But I don’t think it would be a very

good idea. Do you?” He looked over his shoulder at the door to check again

— and to emphasize why it was such a bad idea, too.

 

That’s the moment I decided. I pushed up on the balls of my feet and

closed my eyes and leaned my hands into his chest and my face close to his.

I knew he wanted to kiss me too. I felt more brave than at any time in my

life. I could hardly breath and I scrunched my curled fingers into his shirt. I

could feel his breath on my lip. I smiled close to him and peeked because it

was the most intense experience I ever had. I offered my lips to him to kiss.

 

My dad’s voice boomed out and whatever light there was in the garage

went dark when his body filled the doorway. “Cam, you getting beers or

what?”

 

I dropped back down like I was still getting the filter ready and to hide

myself from dad. Cam hurriedly opened the fridge and reached in, and as he

did, his legs planted right beside my face. I was such a bad girl! I stroked

his calf and scraped my nails into his skin. He ignored me though and

grabbed the beers and went out the garage pushing my dad in front of him

and turning him around.

 

“Anytime Cory!” dad shouted.

I pressed the button and started the pump, and I pulled my cover-up

back on and went out. “All good?” I called to dad shading my eyes. Dad

looked into the intake on his hands and knees and nodded up at me — the

water was flowing through and he didn’t suspect anything. When I walked

past Cam where he stood on the deck surveying the yard, I accidentally on

purpose brushed against him. I was being such a bad tease! But so was he,

standing there like that and even pressing back against me when I passed

him.

 

Something had to give.

 

“Dad,” I began execution of stage 1 of my plan.

 

“I’m actually sort of interested in a finance degree

 

maybe, but I don’t know. Shouldn’t I decide

 

something like that first before I pick a college?”

 

Dad was, suitably, stunned. It looked like

 

something had been shot into his veins and he took a

 

few long seconds to regain consciousness. “Cory,” he

 

said raising his face from his always-open screen in

 

his lap where we sprawled in the den with some show

 

on. “You don’t have to choose based on what I’d love

 

you to do.” He couldn’t however make his mouth

 

stop curling at the corners he loved the sound of that

 

so much.

 

“Yeah well I don’t know though, maybe it’s kind

 

of interesting. If only there was a way to get my feet wet without needing to commit.” I’m certainly

 

devious enough for that career, dontcha think?

 

“Hey!” he said, like a moth to a flame. “We could

 

use a summer intern at the office!”

 

Bingo.

 

I knew Cam was nervous about me being there

 

and he hardly said a word to me the first two days

 

despite what I was wearing, which was solid office

 

with a heaping side of sexy. By Day 3, my

 

opportunity came via — who else? — dear dad again.

 

“We finished the Berringer deal — lunch on me,

 

everybody,” he shouted out to his group. He slapped

 

his credit card on the counter above the central

 

receptionist desk I worked at.

 

I snapped it up immediately. “I know a great place

 

— if you guys want to trust me, that is,” I looked

 

right at Cam. They were all in of course. “Oh!” I,

 

paused. “Gonna need a ride, it’s too far for a walk.”

 

Once again, dad came through as if on cue. He

 

threw me his car keys. I immediately tossed them to Cam who was trying to slink away. “Drive me, I need

 

to text in the order as we go.” He fumbled but he

 

scooped low and held on. He looked at me all bad

 

boy like, or was just being all bad girl like? Did I

 

mention what a corruptible tease I was? I was only

 

18, and I was just getting started!

 

He didn’t have a chance to refuse with everyone

 

on him about driving Bob’s daughter. We got into

 

dad’s car and I made like I was putting in the order.

 

Cam was nervous but there was little he could do

 

about it. Next came stage 2. I slapped my head. “Oh,”

 

I said, “You have to swing by my house first,” I said

 

to him, “I got to pick up my phone charger, I’m

 

almost out.”

 

“Little out of the way,” he said.

 

“Lunch will take a bit to get ready, so no

 

worries,” I said, tapping his leg to reassure him. Tee

 

hee, as they say.

 

He swung left, and up into the big houses up the

 

side of the hill we went. We parked in the circular

 

driveway and he sat there with the car idling. “Well come in with me, I’m not going to make you wait out

 

here.”

 

“You’re just picking up your charger aren’t you?”

 

“I need help with something else too.”

 

He followed me inside full of suspicion, which to

 

be fair he should have been. Stage 3 was a go. As

 

soon as I closed the front door in the big empty house

 

behind him, I phoned my dad. “Hey dad,” I said, and

 

I pinched Cam’s top and bottom lips together to tell

 

him to be quiet. “I’m okay, but I had little fainting

 

spell at the place. It’s just all this anxiety about

 

college and choosing and everything.” I scrunched

 

my face and bit my tongue looking at Cam. “No, no,

 

I’m alright, Cam drove me home but I asked him to

 

go to the pharmacy for Tylenol for me because I

 

couldn’t find any here. He might be a bit later

 

coming back. Can you guys get lunch and I’ll get it

 

tomorrow instead?”

 

I ended the call and leaned back against the

 

kitchen counter with both my hands on the edge

 

behind me. I stuck my little pink tongue out and

 

laughed. “So what are we going to do now, we’ve got the whole house to ourselves and at least an hour to

 

kill.” I swept strands of loose hair from my face and

 

widened my eyes and narrowed my mouth to give

 

him the most young, innocent, lost-doe-in-the-woods

 

I could.

 

“So you like to play games, huh,” he said.

 

I pushed myself up onto the edge of the counter.

 

“Pretty sure I’m not the only one here who likes to

 

play around.”

 

“You think I’m going to go anywhere near the

 

daughter of my friend and soon-to-be boss?”

 

“You certainly wanted to that day in the garage.

 

You were going to, too, don’t deny it.”

 

“Moment of weakness,” he said, as if.

 

“Are you weak now?” I pulled down my bottom

 

lip with my hooked fingertip and cocked an eyebrow

 

at him.

 

He took that like a man unsure of himself, if I

 

knew my men. “I really don’t think it’s a great idea,” he said, but his eyes looked at my body.

 

“Well I do, so there. Maybe I need someone with

 

experience to show me. You ever think of that?” I

 

crossed my legs and laid my hands one over the other

 

on my knee and stared right in his eyes. I was

 

wearing my black square-rim Diors and still had my

 

hair tied back with dangling strands down both sides

 

of my face. I was wearing a black and red plaid Mac

 

dress and scarlet red lipstick with some serious

 

platform sandals with peek-a-boo toes. I was nailing

 

the office look dead. I dropped my head slightly to

 

the side and pushed the top button of my dress out of

 

its hole.

 

“You don’t know what your messing with, kid,”

 

he said, but I could tell he was losing his resistance.

 

Like water that wears down rock.

 

It was the bulge in his pants that gave him away

 

dead to rights. I looked straight at it and giggled and

 

undid the second button of my dress. “I’m hardly a

 

little kid anymore, as you can plainly see,” I said,

 

undoing the next button so the sides of my dress

 

flopped open. I had on my jet-black full-cup bra with

 

tiny lacy edges. He stood there looking at me like a starving man not trusting his eyes when looking right

 

at a sizzling steak. He stared at my fingers as I

 

worked further down the front of my dress looking

 

downright angry.

 

When I got to the very last button, I uncrossed my

 

legs and wrapped my hands around the edge of the

 

counter. I reached up and undid the clasp in my hair

 

and shook it all out loose. “Haven’t you wanted this

 

since we first met?” I said softly. “I saw how you

 

were looking at me.” I felt like a movie, like a

 

seductress, and a good one too.

 

He stepped forward but was as tentative as a man

 

at the edge of an open airplane door. I spread my legs

 

enough for him to see my panties, also jet black with

 

a tiny dip in the middle of the waist and little red bow

 

right in the middle. I pulled the edges of my dress

 

aside so that he could now see my entire body. I

 

dangled my feet till my shoes fell to the floor and I

 

leaned back till I was leaning on my elbows over our

 

kitchen counter. “Can’t you help a girl out?” I said,

 

twisting my full painted lips all over each other. 

 

“This isn’t right,” he nearly whispered. But he

 

also didn’t step back — he stepped forward a little more. He was clearly a man engaged in a battle —

 

just how I like them! He placed both his hands on my

 

knees and tried to close them. I pressed them open

 

against his resistance. He was surprisingly weak,

 

don’t you know, because I easily won. I could see in

 

his eyes he was looking down the body laid out in

 

front of him all the way to the apex of my legs even

 

if his eyes struggled to stay locked on mine.

 

“What does a man like you normally do when you

 

get here?” I said. I bit on my finger I held sideways

 

between my lips. I lifted my foot and curled my toes

 

against the tent in the front of his pants. He leaned his

 

legs into the edge of the counter, leaned way over top

 

of me, and placed his hands on either side of my

 

head. I lifted my legs and wrapped them around his

 

waist and drove my heels into the small of his back.

 

We both intermingled our breath together in time. I’m

 

pretty sure our hearts were beating together in time

 

too. It felt amazingly close and intimate, like bed.

 

“You’re Bob’s daughter,” he scowled at me as if I

 

was wrong to be who I was. “Cut it out.”

 

I lifted myself up to him and fluttered my eyes

 

closed like butterfly wings and brought my lips, full and round, up to his. “As of a short while ago, I am

 

whoever I want to be. I’m 18. Now are you going to

 

teach this girl how to handle herself when she goes

 

off to college with strangers in some faraway town,”

 

I murmured, but then I put on an angry tone,  “or are

 

you going to let her find her own way in the big bad

 

world not knowing what,” I pulled his belt tail from

 

its loop, “or who,” I pulled the pin from the hole, “or

 

how,” I fed the tail out the buckle, “to do,” I pulled

 

his pants button from its hole, “anything?” I breathed

 

the last part more than spoke it, and drew down his

 

fly tooth by slow tooth.

 

“You know it’ll kill him if he finds out what we

 

did, he lives through you!” he seethed, and I giggled

 

a bit because he said “did” like fate was sealed and I

 

knew I had won. I curled my lips in between my teeth

 

and I wandered with my eyes lazily down my own

 

body following the path of a fallen feather to between

 

my legs and out over the small mound under my

 

black panties to his dangling belt ends, his spread

 

pants, and his open fly showing his boxers below.

 

Through the slit stretched the real object of my

 

attention.


I reached out to him petulantly and I withdrew

 

that snake from its lair and weighed it in my palm. I

 

shivered because the thing scared me, but I was

 

desperate to make Cam think I did it before. It was

 

like wrapping my hand and fingers around a thick

 

rope that grew thicker as I held it, and harder and

 

hotter. I tried to look back up into his eyes and flutter

 

and be all dreamy for him, but I couldn’t keep my

 

eyes from locking onto that monster awakened from

 

its depths below. Nor could I fathom what I was

 

going to do now that I had stirred it. For one thing,

 

there was no way that that thing was going to go

 

inside me anywhere perhaps other than my mouth. I

 

clasped it between my two hands to try to stop it

 

from growing. It only stiffened and grew yet more

 

like it had a mind and will of its own. I even tried to

 

shove it back inside his shorts like a jack-in-the-box.

 

No way Jose.

 

Cam wasn’t saying anything. He wasn’t even

 

moving, and when I looked in his eyes for help, it

 

was like he wasn’t even there anymore. They had

 

rolled up and showed me their whites below. He

 

groaned in a deep, other-worldly way. He had

 

clamped his jaw tight and the muscles in his neck and

 

stomach bulged with tension. He looked for all the world like someone in a seizure. I guess I was that

 

good!

 

I tried to squirm my body up the counter to get

 

out from under him but his hands, now planted like

 

tree trunks beside my neck, stopped my shoulders. I

 

tried to spin around but my dress was caught under

 

his hand and came off. I ended up under him with my

 

head hanging over the counter edge — with his thing,

 

now hard as steel and thick as pipe all mean and

 

insistent-looking — staring at me like a cyclops. I did

 

the only thing I had ever known to do with one of

 

those, even if all I had ever seen or touched before

 

had been much smaller, less powerful, more toy-like

 

versions.  I opened my mouth. Because, like I said, I

 

am a tease! And it might be fun.

 

I reached over my head and took his ass cheeks in

 

my little hands and dug my nails into his skin hoping

 

at least to be able to control him a little. I knew what

 

he was going to do to my mouth and throat if all boys

 

are indeed alike as I had always been told by more

 

experienced friends they were. I wanted him to relax

 

so he wouldn’t hurt me. I laid my tongue out, soft

 

pink and small, and I touched and petted the velvety

 

underside of that stump trying to calm it. I was glad I put on pretty lipstick for him and I pressed my lips

 

like a kiss stamp to the smooth, broad head of his big

 

mean cock, upside down. And then I crooked my

 

head further back, I relaxed my jaw, and I urged him

 

with the slightest pressure through my fingertips, to

 

do to me what I knew he so wanted to do since that

 

time he first saw me on our deck.

 

“Come on,” I urged him from below with a

 

whisper, flicking my tongue on him, massaging him

 

with my soft pink lips.

 

But he staggered back from the edge and grabbed

 

his pants and held  up, stumbling backward against

 

the brushed steel fridge door that framed his rippling

 

hot body so coolly. “I can’t!” he raged. He wiped his

 

mouth with the back of his hand and tried to stuff his

 

massive and straight-out cock back into his shorts,

 

which was as likely as stuffing a flagpole into a

 

purse. I giggled at him and he pulled his pants up

 

over his stiff cock anyway and did the button. He

 

looked ridiculous with his hard penis raging below

 

even more powerfully than his face raged above.

 

“Don’t you get it? Don’t you know what’s going to

 

happen if we do it?”


I spun around and eased myself off the edge of

 

the counter and stood on the floor before him small,

 

soft, and pliant. I didn’t think about the future, the

 

future was a blank slate. All I knew was the now, and

 

in the now, I had to have him, I needed to have him,

 

and if he didn’t let me have him then and there, I

 

wasn’t sure what I might do or say — or scream. “No

 

one will know,” I murmured to him. 

 

I reached behind my back with both arms bent up

 

and I unclasped my bra. I squeezed my shoulders in

 

and let the straps fall down my arms pulling the cups

 

from my small breasts. I tossed it behind me onto the

 

counter without looking — my eyes, lined dark and

 

shaded cobalt blue, were locked on his. I hooked my

 

thumbs in the waist of my panties and I pressed my

 

knees together and bent them drawing the panties

 

down and off my pointed toes one foot at a time.

 

When I straightened up I pulled on them where they

 

hooked on my toe lifted behind me on my bent leg

 

until they popped up and off.

 

I wrapped those satiny black panties with the cute

 

red bow around his cock and I stroked him slowly

 

and lightly with them. I pressed my whole young soft

 

and nubile body against him and I began to ooze like

 

oil down his body until my knees touched the floor.

“Stop it,” he whispered, but his hands betrayed

 

 

him. He drove his fingers into my hair and pushed his

 

hips forward into my face.

 

“You know you want to,” I whispered, smiling

 

devilishly. “Don’t you want to take my mouth?” I

 

opened it wide right in front of his trembling cock

 

and I held out my tongue and closed my eyes for him

 

like a girl getting first communion. I exhaled my

 

warm moist breath all over him like waves of the

 

ocean washing up a beach. I moaned. I whimpered.

 

And I reached down between my own legs and I

 

clamped my hand there and pressed and pulled. I was

 

so close to the edge myself, too.

 

I chuckled and lifted his cock so I could lick the

 

underside and look up in his eyes at the same time. I

 

loved watching his reactions. I felt like a woman

 

controlling her man, making him feel what I wanted

 

to make him feel, making him lose his control to my

 

whims, causing him to cross lines he thought he

 

could stay on the right side of. We both knew it was

 

forbidden but only one of us seemed not to care. I

 

dragged my fingernails up and down the velvety skin

 

of his cock and I sank my lips around the big head.

His thighs shook violently. His fingers twisted up

 

 

in my hair and he tugged. I could see his neck bulge

 

and his teeth and eyes clench. He foot began to tap

 

the floor at my knee. He held his breath before

 

exhaling and inhaling rapidly in fits and starts as

 

though his whole chest was clamped in a vice. He

 

sounded like a man stuck in a vice.

 

“Cam?” I breathed, and then I encircled his head

 

with my pretty little mouth and I pushed my lips

 

tightly up his shaft until he filled me and then some,

 

and with his cock cramming my mouth wider open

 

than I knew it could go, I whined on him like a

 

woman stabbed.

 

“Fuuu-huck!” he groaned like a man stretched on

 

the rack. His hands shook and he moved them down

 

unevenly to hold my face, his fingers digging under

 

my jawline and into my neck and his big palms

 

cupping my high cheekbones. I clamped my lips as

 

hard as I could and I sucked like a girl pulling up all

 

the milkshake from a straw that she could and I

 

pulled slowly back up his cock. I made a glorious

 

vacuum popping sound when I came off him and I

 

giggled.

Cam had lost. He gripped my face to hold me still

 

and he curled his hips up. I opened wide just as he

 

ploughed himself so hard and deep into my mouth I

 

thought he was going to give me a bloody nose with

 

his pelvis. I gagged he hit the back of my throat so

 

hard but he did not care anymore. He shoved my face

 

up and down his cock like he was jerking himself off

 

with my mouth. I held onto his waist for the ride and

 

nearly blacked out he jackhammered my face so fast

 

and hard. I was scared. I played with boys a bit like

 

that and got them crazy wild. But this was a man and

 

yes, I got him out of his control, but it’s not like I had

 

him in my control. He was like a force of nature

 

unleashed.

 

He pulled out and yanked me up by my armpits. I

 

was like a doll to him, like a wisp of fabric, and he

 

pushed me head first over the back of a chair. He

 

pulled my waist out and kicked my feet to widen my

 

legs. I turned around to ask him to be gentle, but it

 

was like looking into the eye of a hurricane. And

 

before I could tell him, he had shoved the business

 

end of his cock between my ass cheeks, straight to

 

the lips of my sweet chaste pussy, and like my mouth just before, he rammed himself into me all the way

 

on the first stroke.

 

I yelped and my knuckles went white gripping the

 

chair back. I wanted to tell him, I wanted to plead

 

with him, but I was as speechless as in a dream no

 

matter how wide I gaped my mouth. His cock went

 

inside me like a block of cement. I thought he was

 

destroying me. He rammed so hard the chair hit the

 

table and the table slid to the wall. His hips jolted my

 

whole small frame so violently I thought my spine

 

was going to snap from the rippling he sent up to my

 

neck. My hair waved with my head bouncing and

 

each heavy thrust he threw into my puss lifted my

 

feet off the floor. I had never imagined anything so

 

powerful in this universe as I experienced in my own

 

kitchen when I enticed Cam into fucking me that day.

 

He ejaculated into me. When he finally spent

 

himself and fell out of me and slumped onto the floor

 

like a man shot, I finally poured my wrecked body

 

off  the back of the chair, and sore in my bones and

 

pussy, I floated down beside him. I soothed him with

 

my touch and I kissed him because he looked dead or

 

nearly so. I felt him run out of me and looked down at the mixture of white and red running over the floor

 

between my legs.

 

Cam opened his eyes and noticed. I covered my

 

mouth, shrugged sheepishly, and chuckled. Still

 

breathing deep, he lifted his heavy face and turned it

 

toward mine. It darkened like a cloud occluding the

 

sun. “No,” he said, slowly shaking his head.

 

“Seriously?”

 

I reached up and petted his cheek and flattened

 

his messed hair and I cooed at him, “Seriously.” I

 

strained up to kiss his lips softly and I said with my

 

mouth against his, “You’re my first.” I almost added,

 

“And I love you.” But I know boys hate that.  And

 

yet . . . .

 

I pretended I wanted a lesson in casual sex useful

 

for going to college. But somewhere in the midst of

 

the storm I unleashed in him, he triggered a switch in

 

me. There was an eye that passed directly over me

 

and in that moment of sudden calm and peace, I

 

didn’t see a sweat-covered mass of rippling muscles

 

motoring into and through me, I saw a boy struggling

 

to talk to me. I didn’t want to just fuck Cam. I wanted

 

to care for him. If I could have burned a little piece of paper with those three little words written on it and

 

get rid of the emotion, I would have done it in an

 

instant. But emotions never work that way — I’d

 

read enough books to know that at least.

 

And now my Pandora’s Box was opened.  I

 

looked at him in a completely different way. “My

 

Cam,” I whispered to him and I strained to kiss his

 

jaw. He just looked way off into the distance like he

 

was watching something move rapidly away.




He Stole My Wife

 

Dylan Chase

 

I

 

By pure chance, I spotted my wife talking with an older man in the window of a cafe. I drove past the place that was nearby where my wife Charlotte worked. I had a new building site in the neighborhood to check out — the client wanted to know if the city might be viewed from a potential roof-top deck. I caught sight of her with glowing eyes and an animated expression. It wasn’t odd that she should be in the cafe. She mentioned it before as a place she likes. “I bring my novel,” — she always had a novel on the go, the thicker the better — “and no one bothers me there,” she told me. I knew the very small crew she worked with at the fine chocolate importer she did accounts for. The older man — chiseled jaw, easy smile, styled shock of brilliant grey hair, you know the type — was not her boss. He looked at least 20 years older than her 32.

 

I turned and turned and snaked my way back through the winding streets to find the rear of the cafe. I wanted nothing more than to stop close by and out of sight and think a second. I didn’t know why I felt a sudden rush of blood to my head seeing her talk to an older stranger, other than for the fact that, though on the surface you might think it wasn’t a big deal, knowing Charlotte as I did, it really was a big deal.

 

Charlotte went beet red with shyness at the mere mention of her name. She was physically small and shrunk her personality even smaller. When we had to attend functions at my architectural firm, she hung tightly onto my arm and crouched behind me the whole evening. She would smile and look away instead of saying anything to anybody.

 

This was ironic because she not only had the type of body that drew lots of attention, she dressed it in ways that advertised it well. She loved sundresses and had a collection of them across the rainbow. She loved those that showed her bare shoulders — round and smooth. Her breasts were not large, but they had the kind of slope that made me, and just about every other man, stare at them from the side. The way her lower stomach gently curved down and in toward her pelvis, like when she was wearing a bikini at the beach, or at the resort pool, was something I died to run my fingers or my mouth over. She must have had a hundred pairs of heels and wore all sorts of different glasses.

 

She had long dark hair and naturally coal-lined eyes as though she had some Arab blood in her from desert nomad days. She put bows in her hair and for all her shyness, she loved wearing sexy underwear — it was just the start of her contradictions. She took forever to get ready to go out even to the grocery store, but I never complained. When she was ready, she was a wet dream come to life. It was like she was driven to test her own distaste for being seen by men especially and watched by them. No man and half the women we passed could help themselves from staring. Hidden behind her sunglasses, she pretended to not notice. At home afterword, her wetness gave her away. She was shy about that too, but not so shy she wouldn’t press me to fuck her — though she never called it that. “Do it to me?” she would murmur under her breath with a guilty smile and red face, and nearly twisting my fingers off my hand and biting clear through her bottom lip, she would be so hot.

 

When she came, she would make one final huge intake of breath like she’d been frightened, and then her head would thrust back, her toes would curl over, and she wouldn’t breath for what seemed like a minute. Her pussy would gush and then she’d be all shy again.

When I found the back of the cafe, I parked, but before I got out, I saw Charlotte come out the back door of the cafe. I immediately slumped down and hid under the dash of my car. I was shocked to see the older man come out the door behind her. I was able to peek through my steering wheel. She was headed to her car and the man followed. I could see on her face that look of shyness I knew so well. She was grinning and trying to stop it and she was dropping her face down. As she got to her car door, the man reached out and took her by her slim, tight waist and turned her by her hips. She appeared both shocked by him but also compliant in a way I never knew her to be.

 

I was compelled to jump out and storm over there but my body was oddly immobilized. My heart began to beat so hard I worried about a heart attack and though I pushed hard to rise, it was like in a dream when you can’t move or scream. She faced him defiantly, clearly giving him the message to back off, but he only stepped closer. She was looking everywhere but at him. I saw her fiddle with her purse and try to step back but she was already against her car. Then I watched the man take her chin with his fingers and lift her face to his. I expected to see her slap him, to push his hand away, to pull her face back. Instead I saw her lips part and her shoulders collapse like she was in some state of paralysis herself. My gut sank. There was no mistaking how her neck stretched up to bring her lips up to his when he leaned down over her. I was appalled. It felt like I was going to vomit. It wasn’t just a man kissing my wife. She clearly kissed him back too.

 

I swallowed and felt my muscles shake and drain of all strength. I pulled my head below the dash and I felt my throat constrict. I peered up again. The man was almost laughing. He had reached around her sweet round ass in that gripping yellow dress and he had groped her and pinched her. She reached behind and slapped at his hand, but not strongly. She looked away full of pensive diffidence but he took her chin again. He squeezed her ass and instead of punching or slapping him, her hand gripped around his wrist. I thought she was going to yank him off hard. She didn’t. I saw her whole frame instead rise up into and against his. He wasn’t kissing her yet but if I didn’t know her, I’d be certain she wanted him to. I watched as the man pressed his whole body against hers. She seemed to spread her feet apart on the ground between which he stepped forward. I saw her subtly hike the hem of her dress up to allow her legs to part wide enough for him. It was definitely Charlotte’s shy smile when he finally gave her what she seemed so badly to want. But aside from that, I squinted not sure anymore whether it was actually Charlotte at all. If I didn’t know her so well, I’d swear that woman over there was excited and showing it by a stranger she just met.

 

II

 

She got in her car and the man got in his, peeling off in the opposite direction. Neither of them even seemed to try to watch the other leave or even wave. I sat there in my car deflated and confused. Another man in my place would have gone straight over there and taken them both on. Another man would have at least got out of the car, would have expressed surprise, made them force themselves apart and scramble for excuses. Another man would have made that fucker think twice about mixing it up again with a married woman. But this man? I banged my forehead on the steering wheel and wondered what this man even was.

 

It didn’t look like they knew each other before that day. None of what I saw made a lick of sense. Charlotte didn’t even fantasize — she assured me of that multiple times. We played that game at friends where you have to say who you’d go for if your spouse let you go for any celebrity; she couldn’t do it. She confessed there was no one. On the way home, she told me she found the whole night was off because of that — she didn’t know why everyone teased her as though she was too afraid to admit who she secretly fantasized about. “I don’t think like that!”

“Well, I’m okay if you do,” I encouraged her in the privacy of the car.

 

“I don’t think about that!” she protested more.

 

“Not even, like, strong desires? That maybe you’re a little bit shy about?”

 

“No!” she blushed. “Not even those.” She stared out the window a long time. “We weren’t raised to have sexual yearnings,” she mumbled.

 

I stared at the back of her beautiful head. “Well, no one is raised like that.”

 

“Anything like that, it was for shame, it was for guilt. I drove it out of my head.” She seemed to be gazing into the middle distance, or the deep past.

 

“You had them in your head when you were younger, though,” I probed.

 

She took a long time to answer. I couldn’t tell if her face was red or not in the passing lights of oncoming cars and overhead streetlights. “Yeah,” she said lightly. “That’s right.” She studied her hand. “Things frowned upon,” she snuck in there barely loud enough for me to have heard anything.

 

“What was that?” I said.

 

“Nothing, honey,” she said, stretching up to kiss me on the cheek.

 

That night, she sucked me and she wanted to ride me too — both things that were infrequent events in our bedroom. Now I was the one staring into the middle-distance of the front window, her words ringing in my ears again, and her kiss, her stretched neck, her hiked dress and her parting feet, replaying in front of my eyes to the point of blinding me.

 

The worst thing about the whole incident was what I could not deny in my own body. My cock grew hard. Why would I get an erection watching some older man take advantage of my young wife like that? I fought to make my brain not go there, I struggled to dampen the vision that kept playing like a looped video. I slapped my face and cranked up the radio in the car. Anything to make my mind forget the vision, and to make my body stop showing arousal. Even when you clamp your eyes and slap your ears, you can’t unsee or unhear those kinds of things, though. Not when they have such a strong, beguiling, and confusing effect on you.

 

I looked down in disbelief. My pants were tented. I was wildly erect and I couldn’t deny to myself that I became erect when I saw her shy smile when she rose up to meet his kiss. And especially when I saw her wiggle her feet apart ever so subtly. When I saw her fingers subtly pull up her dress. There was a want in her.

 

III

 

We pulled up stools on opposite sides of the counter and dug into the Chinese food bowls that were just delivered.

 

“Anything happen today, honey?” I said as nonchalantly as a fully rehearsed question could be.

“Meh,” she said with a shrug, not raising her eyes to mine. I chewed and stared at the top of her head she had dropped down as low as a person could to eat from a bowl without actually putting your mouth in it.

 

“Usual day at work?” I didn’t know what I would do if she picked up on my line of inquiry. I was fascinated by how well she played it though. There wasn’t a flinch or blink in her.

 

“Normal day, yeah.” She poked at the noodles and looked up and smiled at me. She blushed though and she knew it and she smiled and looked down and hid her face again. “What!” she shrieked. “You’re making me nervous!”

 

“Just asking how your day was, honey,” I continued to keep it light. I bit a mouthful of pork from my chopsticks. “That’s all. What you so nervous about?”

 

“I’m not!” She couldn’t stop laughing nervously. “You’re staring at me.” It felt like she was close to breaking, which was in itself amazing because, prior to that day, I didn’t know she even had something like that in her to break.

 

“Lunch good?” It felt like torture now, but given how I didn’t do anything at all at the time I caught her, this was small potatoes.

 

“It was good, yeah. Why you asking me so many questions?” She suddenly wasn’t laughing anymore, nor smiling.

 

“Can’t I just ask how your day was?” Our eyes met.

 

She burst out laughing again like she couldn’t hold it in anymore. But it was one of those exposed laughs, not a laugh at yourself kind. I knew her way better than that. “Honey,” she said through hair falling over her face, “you’re making me laugh too much, I’m going to get indigestion trying to eat! Stop it.”

 

“Okay.” I kept watching her. “You go out or stay in for lunch?”

 

“Honey! What the F? I’m begging you! You’re making me feel like I’m being interrogated.” She shook her head at me as her level of frustration grew.

 

“Just asking, love. I know you didn’t bring a lunch, your bag is on top of the fridge. Was just wondering if you went out.”

 

“I did,” she stopped laughing completely and stared at me. “Excellent detective work, Officer Lucas.” This was new.

 

I reached over and patted her arm, but she pulled it away. “Honey, I was just concerned about your lunch when I saw your bag on the fridge.”

 

“It was great. Okay? It was fine.” She wasn’t laughing. She wasn’t even nervous or shy. She was more deadpan than maybe I’d ever seen her.

 

“Where’d you go?”

“Hm?” She stuffed her mouth more full of food than normal.

 

“Lunch. Where’d you go for lunch?” Was it fair that I was nailing her like this? After what she did to me, I had to think so.

 

“I stopped at Starbucks on the way in. I ate at work.”

 

“Oh yeah. That’s nice. The whole hour?” She had to know I was asking for a reason, she had to know I knew something. Finally, she began to crack.

 

“Honey, is there something you’re trying to ask me here? Is there something you’re leading up to?” She dropped her  chopsticks and rubbed her forehead like a headache was coming on.

 

“I’m concerned that’s all.” I pushed a bowl of noodles toward her.

 

“Well, now I don’t really feel like eating anymore.” She pushed it back at me.

 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it,” I said. I’d never known her to lie to me. I’d never suspected anything was ever hidden from me. And I certainly didn’t know she had those skills.

 

“No problem, okay? Look, I’m just not hungry now. Going to go read,” she said, pushing the stool in.

 

I let her nearly leave the kitchen. “Thought you said you went out for lunch.”

 

There was a long silence as she made her way to the living room. “I meant a take out, at Starbucks.”

 

“Oh,” I said to myself. “Because I could have sworn,” I mumbled.

 

Still, I didn’t do anything, did I. I didn’t exactly confront her. I didn’t tell her what I saw and I did nothing to stop it. I would have thought I’d be the kind of man to shut that down immediately. I had to wonder though if my line of questioning had only served to give her a taste for lying, cheating, and getting away with it. It was new for her; it must have felt like she was succeeding at it, and it must have been thrilling.

 

IV

 

A few days later, she phoned from work. “Honey, big things going down at the office. They’re going to need me to stay late.”

 

“Oh yeah,” I nodded scanning the backyard without really seeing it. “How late do you suppose?”

 

“Can’t really say, big new supply contract to finalize, lots of details to put in there.”

 

“Right, right,” I nodded more vigorously. “You going to need dinner? I can bring something down for you.”

 

“Oh no! No-no.” She was quick to reply. “Boss is getting something in. All good.”

 

“Well let me know your progress,” I said.

“Bye bye hon,” she ended the call.

 

Time dilated as my mind clouded over with blackened thunderheads. I tried to read, I tried to watch shows, I even went out and weeded and clipped. But it was like a radio tuned between two stations. I couldn’t focus on anything.

 

The idea of hopping in my car and just cruising past that cafe the way I had that first time when I inadvertently caught her filled my head like a viral infection. I paced around the house from empty room to empty room growing increasingly feverish with the maddening idea. I argued with myself and even shouted at myself out loud. “That’s insulting! That’s insane!” But my other self said, “What’s it cost to just see? How hard is it to just look?”

 

I cruised past the cafe and realized my mistake too late. She might recognize my car and it would be hell to try explaining what I was doing. I quickly got off the street and parked a block away. There was another cafe nearly directly right across the street from the one she used before. I sat at the bar in front of the window and pulled my hat down low and brought the magazine I found up high, leaving only a slit for my sight.

 

My heart skipped a beat. Charlotte was in the same seat at the cafe. I gasped and needed to look away. The same man was right beside her, too. When I was able too, I peeked again between the top of my magazine and the bottom of my hat brim. They were talking. He was laughing and smiling very close to her and she was looking down and away and smiling and shaking her head — she looked shy and nervous. And then I saw under the bar they sat at. She was in a short dress with heels sitting on her stool. He was on a stool beside her, dressed in a light blue suit. HIs hand was on her bare thigh under the counter.

 

I felt the air leave my lungs. His hand slowly squeezed her thigh and slid up an inch. She did nothing to stop him. She only looked behind her and then down again with that coy, shy expression of hers. The man smiled his wide, big confident smile staring right in her eyes. His hand moved further up past the bottom edge of her dress, pushing it up. My wife glanced around herself again. I could see her face turn red. But I also saw her part her knees slightly.

 

Traffic flowed past blocking my view periodically and reflections in both my window and the one across the street made it difficult to keep track of what I was seeing. She appeared to be trying to carry on a normal conversation and having trouble with it. She kept looking left and right and behind her. She was apparently unaware that it was all window below the counter. I watched her appear to straighten and pull down the edge of her dress but she covered the man’s hand with it. I saw her shift as though straightening in her stool, but she also spread her legs wider. I could no longer see his hand on her thigh, but I could see him reposition himself in his seat and his arm shift so his hand slipped higher inside. They talked and grinned but their faces were so close together, they could have kissed without trying.

 

He must have been the world’s greatest comedian, I thought, the way she threw her head back, pressed her palm into his chest, and laughed fully. She also dropped her hand in her lap and then brought it over his wrist. It appeared as though she maybe had had enough and was going to nudge him off her. Instead, I saw her hand grip around his wrist and her thumb rub his skin back and forth. She appeared to be adjusting his hand’s position, moving it slightly right and left, but also under her dress more. Their faces were serious as though they were speaking important things, and her eyes were fixated on his lips. Her knees parted even more and her hand pushed his wrist. I watched as Charlotte’s eyes blinked and then remain closed for seconds. Her mouth parted but she wasn’t speaking. I glimpsed a flash of white between her legs — her panties. The man appeared to be fingering my wife in full view in front of the window of the cafe.

 

He pulled his hand out from under her dress and quickly pulled his phone out from his inside jacket pocket. He slipped away to take the call, probably out the back door in that parking lot again. My wife watched traffic go by. He came back and didn’t sit down. They talked briefly and she gathered up her things. She left him in the window and went to the back. My phone buzzed. It was her.

 

“Hey hon,” I attempted to sound as relaxed as possible.

 

“Hey. So, just about wrapped up here. Won’t be long, okay?” I was amazed at how normal she was able to make herself sound.

 

“You on your way right away?” I don’t even know why I asked that. But she was mysteriously quick to put that notion away.

 

“Oh no, maybe not right away, not sure, could be but maybe not.”

 

I headed home straight away myself. I’d have a hard time explaining where I was since we had just spoken on the phone and I didn’t indicate anything about being away from home. Coming from exactly the same place made me panic a bit and drive recklessly. I needn’t have bothered. I was parked, inside, changed and on the couch with a movie on and there was still no sign of her actually getting home.

 

How could that be? Her strange evasion on the phone about whether she was coming home sooner or later began to play in my mind like a kitten with a ball of yarn. I saw them both leave out the back, where I already knew both parked their cars. If she left the cafe the same time I left mine, was she making a stop somewhere, was she going back to the office, or was she, I had to envision it again, in the back parking lot still. With him. It was dark now. My mind swirled and my heart began to pound.

 

It was the not knowing. That phone call he took looked like something calling him home. Her call to me was about coming home. I saw them leave through the back door and I had already witnessed how they carried on in that parking lot in the daylight. Were they together? Were they in his car under cover of night? What were they doing? My cock grew hard. I could imagine her doing things, reluctantly, but stepping over her own lines all shy and nervous, but compelled. I could imagine her deciding to slip her panties off her upraised legs, or him taking them off for her. I could imagine her looking out his window up and down around the parking lot before disappearing under the window, into his lap. I took my cock out, it was straining so hard. I could imagine her moan, light and surprised sounding, and I could see her hips involuntarily mashing against his hand. I stroked my cock not even knowing what I was doing. I could imagine her fingers pushing through his salt-and-pepper temple hair, I could imagine her lips on his neck, on his mouth, and when I gripped my cock to keep from ejaculating, I could imagine her mouth opening around his cock, and I failed.

 

I was shaken by the experience of ejaculating at the thought of my wife becoming uncontrollably aroused with another man. I had a lot to think about but had no idea where to begin or any inclination of how to start, not knowing what weird place I would end up at. Her car pulled up and turned off over an hour after she had phoned. I didn’t know anymore who it was coming through the front door. But damn, seeing her in the same short dress, seeing her thigh where I watched the man’s hand squeeze her, knowing he had been rubbing her inside her panties, I grew hard again. She rose on her tiptoes to give me a tiny kiss on my chin as she passed me by. I could smell her aromatic pussy. I also noticed, when she leaned over into the fridge, that the tight ass of her dress showed absolutely no panty outline. I had to turn around so she didn’t catch me in a state of near heart attack.

 

“So tired!” she moaned when she straightened up with the jar of peanut butter.

 

“You in the mood?” I put it straight out there.

 

“Oh honey,” she cocked her head to the side. “I’m sorry.” She shook her head sympathetically. “Too worn out.”

 

I was struck by the brazen choice of words. She obviously meant worn out from work, but was it a slip? Was she worn out from something else, something that had taken place over the previous hour in the parking lot behind the cafe?

 

V

 

On the edge of town were these vintage 50s cabins set about with tall pine trees that had become something of a destination motel after a famous movie had been shot there. One afternoon, Charlotte called home.

 

“Looks like another late night, hon,” she said. “This accounting overtime is getting out of hand!”

 

“Well I hope he’s paying you for it,” I said, not believing a word.

 

“I get mine,” she said coyly to me. I was struck again with her double entendres and had to wonder if they were intentional, they were so thinly veiled.

 

“How late this time?” I asked her.

 

“No saying. You should probably not wait up for me, could go very late.”

 

“That so,” I pressed. “What are you working on anyway?”

 

“It’s another big deal, last minute thing. Boss needs all the numbers. Big contract, hon.”

 

“Okay well,” I said. “You need me to bring you dinner?”

 

She was so quick to say no I had no doubt left in my mind.

 

I gave her til about an hour after her usual time for finishing work and pulled into the back of the cafe across the street. I didn’t see her or the guy across the way. Could she have been telling me the truth this time?

 

I walked across and through the cafe to the back door to get a feel for the place I had spied on a few times. I thrust open the rear door and nearly died. I saw the tail end of his car moving through the alley with her in his passenger seat. Her car, meanwhile, was right in front of me in the parking lot.

 

I ran so fast out the cafe and across the street and through the other one people must have thought I was running from the police. I screeched my tires to get up my own alley and into the main street, I was so scared of losing them. But I was fast enough — I could see the back of the man’s car a few cars up at the red light.

 

I followed a safe distance for about ten minutes. We were just getting to the open fields and the forests that still surround our college town, when I saw his indicator flashing in the growing darkness. I stopped on the side of the road and watched them pull into that boutique motel.

 

They didn’t stop at the check in but rather drove straight to a cabin door. He already had a key. I made a mental note that whatever it was that was going on, it had been planned. I saw him guide my wife with a hand around her waist into the door and I saw him kick it closed behind her with his foot.

 

It was a strange place to get after-hours work done. I ran all the other possibilities through my mind too like the obvious truth of it was still in doubt. I hoped so strongly that I’d see them come back out shortly, like something was being dropped off, like there was only a conversation that needed to be finished, something, anything, other than what it plainly appeared to be.

 

There was a woman in the lit-up office who would notice any car pulling in. But around the far side, there was a dark parking lot belonging to a diner and a bowling alley, and what appeared to be a thin line of shrubs between it and the backs of the cabins. I clamped my eyes shut to try to talk myself out of what my mind was contemplating. But I just the same pulled my gear stick into drive and rolled quietly as smoke into the neighbouring parking lot.

 

I cased the scene out a full half hour before concluding that there was no one to see me, and no light to catch me, going through the shrubs and creeping up on cabin number 8. I gulped with a dry throat and pressed my hand against my chest to try to stop my heart over-pounding in my cavity. Even though my legs wobbled from adrenaline, I made my way forward as though possessed.

 

It was too easy. I was crouching under the one window on the back of the cabin Charlotte and the man had disappeared into without a chance of being seen by anyone. If I were caught, I have no idea what it would do to my professional reputation. Could I explain that I was checking out development property?

 

I rose slowly up enough to see that the curtain over the window was closed and that there was dim light on behind it. I searched around again. It was all crickets. I stood taller and peeked to see if there was a seam in the curtain. There was — but it just a centimeter and showed me nothing but the opposite wall of the cabin. I wondered if they were in there at all. It was a long time before I realized I could lean my ear against the glass to see if there was anything to hear.

 

I wonder now what would have been different if I hadn’t. I go back to that moment often. I replay it sometimes voluntarily, but sometimes involuntarily too. It just starts playing in my mind at the oddest times. When I pressed my ear to the outside of the window, what I heard made my eyes pop out and my knees buckle. But if I am trying to be honest, I must also admit that it made me hard — so hard I had to relieve myself.

 

I heard the high-pitched, drawn out, surprised-sounding but repeated sighs of my wife in the throes of a kind of pleasure I had never myself witnessed with her. I recognized her sound of orgasm because she had, with me, emitted that kind of sigh at most once and only on the most successful of sessions between us. What I heard when I straightened up and pressed my ear again against the glass was that sigh of hers, louder, longer, and most especially, repeatedly.

Her pitch seemed to grow higher each time. Her surprise seemed to grow deeper too. And her volume was so loud she bordered on shrieking. I pressed my eye to the seam in the curtains but saw nothing. I shoved my ear back into the glass and heard Charlotte orgasm in a way I never knew her to. I crumbled on the ground. I had come in my pants. In a daze, I finally rose again and before I shambled back to my car through the shrubs, I looked again through the curtain. I saw the backside of the man making his way back from the bathroom to the bedroom. If there was any doubt at all about what I heard, it was laid to rest. He was naked.

 

I sat in my car with my forehead lightly bouncing off the padded steering wheel and thought nothing at all.

 

Charlotte came home around 11. I was already in bed. She showered before even kissing me or saying anything. She hardly ever showered at night — she only did so after we had had sex. When she crawled in bed, I reached around to pet her there and kiss her neck, but she pushed me away and said one word. “Tired.” Her bare hip felt soft and warm and I missed it.

 

VI

 

I waited in my car behind that damned cafe of hers, and his, for hours. Three times I walked around the block, crossed the street, to spy on them from the other cafe across the way to make sure they were still there. But they weren’t. She had phoned me and left a message for me earlier. “Another late night, honey. Don’t wait up, no telling when we’re going to get done this time,” she had said. I immediately made my own plans. Sleuthing might not be my first calling, but I had no problem spotting their two cars in the parking lot once again. But there was no sign of them in the cafe.

 

I had nearly fallen asleep before I caught sight of Charlotte and the older guy walking in the alley. Their arms were around each other’s waists. They strolled slowly, meanderingly. She twirled her purse at the end of her arm and laughed at something he said, with a big smile. She looked up at him and they paused to kiss. They walked toward me and she pressed herself even tighter against him.

 

I slinked down in my seat. My car wasn’t as hidden as it was earlier. It was later and most other cars were gone. She didn’t seem to notice my car. He leaned against the door of his and pulled her in close and she didn’t resist at all. She leaned against him fully. They talked with their mouths an inch apart, his fingers interlocked behind her in the small of her back, her hands interlocked behind his neck. When they kissed, which was often, it appeared as though she were the one pulling his face down to hers. Her feet were parted and his legs were pushed out so that hers were straddling his. She seemed to be gyrating ever so slightly against him. They laughed.

 

I watched through the curve of my steering wheel. She looked around behind her both ways and he seemed to whisper in her ear enough to make her cringe and laugh. She looked guilty to me. It was dark but I could see her hand slide down his body and push itself between them, though there was little space there. She giggled more and I could see movement between their pelvises and her elbow poke out from between their tight bodies.

 

I grew hard again. I tried to not touch myself, but seeing my wife’s ass move around and press her hips against his made that impossible. I knew the look on my wife’s face when she was wet and wanted it. When she looked around again, I ducked, but I saw that look on her face. She was undeniable when she got that way. I knew how wet she must have been — I felt her wetness when she had that look on her face.

The man reached behind himself and pulled open the passenger door. They began kissing long and deep. She pushed his chest and he fell back through the open car door. He reclined it and I saw her pull the bottom of her dress all the way up over her hips, and climb in over top of him. He closed the door and for the few seconds the dome light inside remained on, I could see her adjusting herself on top of him, her arms busy reaching down between them.

 

I couldn’t see much when the light went out. I watched a while longer arguing with myself about all the things I would do to him and her, even while I stroked my cock inside my pants, and in fact did nothing. Not seeing was slowly grinding my mind like a pepper mill. That’s when I saw the half-wall and sidewalk along the side of the building next to their cafe. It ran down in front of the parking lot, and in front of his parked car. I’d be seen for sure, but only if they looked up out his front window. But her back would be facing the front window, and she would be in front of him, blocking his view. The thought gnawed at me like a mosquito that couldn’t be ignored. I realized that if I slipped into place carefully, I’d be able to stand up and see over the wall and down into the front of his car. I’d be able to see what was going on from only about 4 feet away. As if I didn’t know what was going on.

 

I scanned the scene. Unless someone was looking out one or two of the windows of the building, there was no way anyone would see me there. I tried to resist the thought and I attempted to start my car and drive home. But I didn’t. I walked along the sidewalk in front of the cafe looking for where the sidewalk with the wall began down the side of the neighboring building. And when I found it, I didn’t hesitate. I turned left and scurried in.

 

It was dark and I realized no one on the sidewalk of the main street would be able to see in the shadows that I had disappeared into. I crouched and made my way like a creep, like some sort of pervert, to about half way down and judged myself pretty close to where the car was. I very carefully raised myself so I could peer over the top of the short wall. I had nailed it. I was directly in front of the car.

 

I raised myself a little higher and could see inside the top of the front window. It was perfect. I could see the back of Charlotte’s head where it completely blocked the line of sight for the man. I could see her two arms, elbows locked, straight out in front of her and her hands gripping the back of the passenger seat on either side of his head. Her shoulders were up around her ears and her head was sunken down with her hair spread around his face obscuring him further. I raised myself a bit higher and I could see lumps under the back of her dress and deduced his hands were rubbing her bare back underneath. I saw also her body moving rhythmically forward and back so much the curtain of her hair around his face swished in time.

 

I began to lose my breath and my heart once again pounded as though it was trying to break out of my chest. My legs were barely able to hold me even with my knees pressed into the cement wall hard enough to pinch my skin painfully. I knew what I would see if I lifted myself further up and did and didn’t want to. But my cock was straining and my mind was swirling. I stood up straighter. My jaw fell open and my lungs exhaled. My eyes swam and my legs disappeared. I looked down into the front window of the car and saw my wife’s lower back and ass rising up and falling down on the man’s bare legs. Her own thighs squeezed hard against both sides of his bare legs. Her white panties, thin thongs, glowed in what light there was. I squinted and could see between her galloping legs. Her panties were pushed aside. I didn’t believe what I was seeing at first but it could be nothing other. It glistened as though to taunt me. It was his cock between her legs. It glistened because it was wet. And it was wet because I could see my wife’s pussy slide down and back up over his cock. Repeatedly. She was pushing herself onto him. Her hips curled and uncurled and her hips met his hard enough I saw his body — his whole car — jolt each time. They weren’t just screwing in the front seat of his car in the parking lot behind the cafe. She was fucking his brains out.

 

VII

 

She came home after 1 AM. I laid in bed awake most of the night after she came in, my mind in turmoil. In the morning she said nothing.

 

“That was a very late night,” I finally said, handing her a fresh cup of coffee.

 

“Mm-hm,” she said, not looking up from her phone.

 

A few days went by and we hardly talked. I got another text from her: another late night of work was on. I looked myself in the mirror and decided this was going to be the end of it.

 

I drove slowly by the cafe at the time I suspected they’d be there. They were right in the front window, pressed together, talking, smiling, carrying on. I parked in the back and came through the back door so they didn’t see me coming. I felt strong, I felt like a man. I walked right up behind them and stood there three feet away. My heart wasn’t pounding, my legs weren’t shaking, and my resolve was that of a six-shooter at a showdown. It was over.

 

I waited until she noticed me. He saw me first, but not recognizing me, he just scanned me up and down wondering who I was staring at them. She noticed him and spun around to find me glaring at the back of her head. I was ready and I stood tall. I even had a forward lean.

 

“Lucas!” she said in great surprise. She pulled her hand off the guy’s lap and pulled away from the huddle they’d been sharing. “What are you doing here?” Her voice cracked.

 

“What are you doing here?” I put it right back on her.

 

She stammered and gestured toward the guy but her words failed her. She didn’t know what to say.

 

The guy put out his hand as though to offer to shake mine, and said, “Tomas.”

 

I didn’t shake his hand. I just looked at it like he was offering me a piece of garbage and looked back up at Charlotte. I didn’t say anything — I put all the onus on her to speak, knowing full well she was hardly able to say anything at the best of times.

 

Tomas, as his name turned out to be, broke the silence, but I still didn’t take my eyes off Charlotte. “So you’re Lucas,” he said in a way to make me think Charlotte had mentioned me. I still didn’t look at him. “She’s some gal, you’re Charlotte,” he said, and he wrapped his arm around her shoulder and pulled her against him.

 

I didn’t expect that and now it was me who was stuck for words. I stared at his hand clutching her shoulder tightly.

 

“She was just going to text you,” he went on. “She’s not coming home tonight.”

 

I studied his eyes and his face and saw the most hateful, loathsome creature I’d ever laid eyes on. But I also scanned quickly around the cafe and didn’t think a fist fight was the idea just then and there. Besides, I was pretty sure I’d end up on the wrong side of that. Mostly, however, I felt just pure awe. Of all the things I had imagine he’d say when I was driving down intent on confronting them, that was nowhere in my list of possibilities and I was caught off guard by it.

 

I looked at Charlotte but she only stared at the floor biting her lip. I said, “Charlotte, that’s enough,” and I held out my hand for her to take so I could bring her out of there and into my car and home. But she didn’t take my hand. She glanced at it but looked at the floor again. Tomas’ hand was on her back rubbing her — much like what I’d witnessed that night in the parking lot.

 

“Charlotte!” I said again.

 

“I’ll be home later,” she nearly whispered.

 

“She’ll be home before noon tomorrow,” Tomas spoke up.

 

I stared at the top of Charlotte’s head. She raised her face to mine and said, “I’ll be home by noon.” She swallowed and never looked prettier or in fact sexier for some reason in that moment. “Tomorrow,” she barely was able to squeeze out.

 

I was stunned. I was broadsided, destroyed, crumpled like paper inside. I had no idea anymore what planet I was on. Of course I had no response — it was an impossibly unexpected reply. I was frozen even as they both brushed against me to pass walking together through to the back of the cafe. I turned to stare and she looked over her shoulder back at me and fluttered her fingers in a tiny wave to me and with an expression on her face as if to say, “I can’t help it.”

 

VIII

 

It was Saturday the next day. It was 2 PM when Tomas car rolled up in our driveway. I swallowed and felt the blood leave my face again. I expected her to climb out and I was unprepared when he turned the car off and got out too. She held his hand as she lead the way up our steps and came in the front door. I felt like someone caught or trapped when I realized she was bringing him inside our house. I didn’t know whether to challenge and fight or run and hide. I thought she had made some weird decision that we all had to talk things out. I gulped and my head spun.

 

But all she said was, “I hope you don’t mind.”

 

Don’t mind what? My mind raced. She lead him into our den and sat him down on the couch. I followed, She said to him, “Can I get you a beer? A whiskey?”

 

“Beer’s good,” he said.

 

I followed her into the kitchen. She went into the fridge and pulled out two beers.

 

“Charlotte,” I said.

 

She turned to me as though surprised. “Mm?” she said like nothing odd was going on.

 

“What’s happening?” I said.

 

“What’s happening with what?” she replied.

“What’s he doing here?” I said like something incredibly obvious was not being acknowledged.

 

“Oh,” she kept playing it strangely cool. “We just wanted to hang out a bit. It’s okay, isn’t it?”

 

I felt like I had missed something crucial, like a month in a coma where this had become something normal. “Hang out?” I said incredulously.

 

She went back to the den opening the beers as she walked. She handed one to Tomas. I had assumed the other was for me and followed, now curious about what was playing out. But the other beer wasn’t for me, it was for her. Another first. She never drank beer.

 

I sat in the chair opposite the couch willing to play this scene out and see where it was going. I felt lightheaded, as though I were in a dream or on some kind of strange drugs. I felt like I was watching us three as though in a movie, as though it wasn’t really me and that wasn’t really Charlotte.

 

Tomas had found a football game to watch. And so we sat there, the three of us, watching a football game — even though I hadn’t don’t that in years and Charlotte for sure had never done that in her life. Hours like this passed by and weird as it was, the more time passed without anyone talking about it, the more weird became normal in a way.

 

Charlotte removed herself leaving Tomas and I in the room alone. I could hear that she was in the kitchen pulling some dinner together. I felt like I was floating, like I wasn’t even inhabiting my body. She came back in with a big spread of finger food and announced happily, “dinner!” She put it down on the coffee table and though I wanted to scream, I was also hungry and the stuff smelled good.

 

We tucked in. Tomas said, “So Lucas, what do you do?”

 

I answered before I realized I was talking to a man who had earlier laid claim to my wife right in front of me, to a man who I witnessed making love to my wife in a parking lot. “Architect.”

 

“Cool,” he said.

 

That was all that was said. We finished eating and Charlotte took the plates back in. When she returned, she turned down the lights real low and went onto the couch beside Tomas. “My turn,” she squealed, turning off the sports talk and finding a movie to watch. I was foolish enough the whole time to think the point eventually was to talk about what was going on. But she found a movie and leaned back on the couch, propping her feet up on the edge of the coffee table and settling in.

 

“Nother beer?” she said to Tomas.

 

“Sounds good,” he said, patting her.

 

“Honey,” she said to me, “Do you mind?”

 

I was too appalled at her request to think about the best way to refuse it and ended up going to the fridge to get Tomas a beer. I brought it back and handed it to him because I didn’t know what else I was supposed to do.

Charlotte seemed to nestle against him, but in the darkness, I couldn’t be sure and I was nervous about staring at them. “Honey,” she murmured again. “It’s a bit cold, can you run get me my throw?”

 

I wanted to shake my head, I wanted to guffaw, I wanted to say, to scream, “No!” But I got up and got her wool throw from the hall closet. She spread it over herself and I noticed she went to some trouble to spread it over Tomas’ lap too.

 

I peeked through the corner of my eye trying to not get caught staring, trying to make it seem as though I could play this game too and pretend we were all just friends watching a show at night. I was dying to know where she was taking this charade. Charlotte shifted and adjusted and each time, seemed to be closer up against Tomas. I couldn’t believe it. I looked over and saw Tomas move as though shifting his position. I pushed back my chair into a deep recline as though I were able to relax just like they were. But in doing so I was able to gain a better vantage point for happenings on the couch without being noticed. It was dark and the screen threw up shifting shadows, but the blanket over Tomas’s lap was unmistakably moving up and down in a rhythmic pattern, even if it was barely noticeable.

 

When the show was over, I decided to put my foot down and end things. “Time for bed,” I said and stood up. I meant that it was high time for Tomas to get the hell out and my wife to come upstairs with me. I cleared my throat even.

 

Charlotte said, “You go on up, honey, I’ll be up shortly.”

 

I stood and stared at her. She looked up at me. Did she in that long moment of each of us staring each other down still have her hand inside his pants? “I think it’s time,” I said firmly.

 

“I’ll be right up,” she said.

 

There was nothing for me to do but to go upstairs. After I finished in the bathroom and pulled the sheets back and fluffed our pillows, she was still not up. I crawled in bed with my book and tried to read but I could not focus. A half hour passed and still I heard nothing. When an hour went by, I decided it was time to investigate.

 

If they were up to something, I didn’t want to give them a warning and decided to sneak downstairs and surprise them and catch them in the act. I got down the stairs without making a creak and still heard nothing. Had he in fact left without my noticing, and had she fallen asleep on the couch? I crept carefully through the living room toward the archway into the den. The flicker of the screen on the opposite wall told me a show was still on. The couch was against the wall separating the two rooms and I got to the other side of it unseen.

 

I heard sounds but not seeing the screen, I couldn’t be sure it wasn’t the show. The sounds were those of someone breathing hard and stifling her murmurs. It sounded like someone was gagged. She show was a conversation and I realized the sounds were those of either Charlotte or Tomas. The murmurs became moans. I then heard Tomas’ voice say, “Yeah, baby,” and I realized the muffled moans were those of Charlotte. Still I could not understand what they meant.

 

I got on my hands and knees to avoid being seen and carefully poked my head out through the archway and around the corner to see what I could see of the couch. I was under its side. I could see up at Tomas’ face and I realized his eyes were shut and his head was leaning back low on the back of the couch. Confused, I stretched out further around the edge of the arm of the couch. I saw Charlotte on her knees between Tomas’ legs. I peered from the floor and saw her face moving down in his lap. I raised myself a little and saw her lips retract to reveal, slowly, carefully, Tomas’ cock from deep inside her mouth. I watched her unaware of me to her side below her as she wrapped her hand around his saliva coated cock and smiled at him and giggled slightly and licked her lips as though her were a delicious treat to her.

 

She pumped his erection in her fist and proceeded to wrap her lips around his cock again, pressing her head down and taking it almost entirely into her mouth and throat. I was struck with paralysis. She lifted off him again and said in a half-whisper, “Would you like to come on my face, baby?”

 

He laughed and stroked her hair with his hands. She went down on him with renewed vigor, swirling her tongue around him and gyrating her head down so his cock I could even see poked inside her throat. When he groaned and tapped her shoulder, she pulled off like it was herself who was about to orgasm, and she pumped him hard looking up in his face with eyes and lips and hair looking like the hottest, most incredibly sexy woman I had ever seen. When he ejaculated, it was as though she did too, closing her eyes and apparently loving his shots of come covering her face. When he subsided, she licked his cock and her hand and swallowed what she could catch. She laughed up at him and rose onto her feet and turned to get towels.

 

She noticed me on the floor then. She stopped in her tracks but only for a moment before carrying on. I tried to get off the floor but it was as though I was buried under cement. I also didn’t want to move because then Tomas would know that I was there. She returned with her face cleaned up and brought hot soaked towels to wipe him up. She ignored me still lying there beside the couch. While she cleaned up I slinked away and went back upstairs.

 

A while later, I heard the front door close and his car start and pull out. I heard her come up the stairs and go to the shower. I waited in bed. She came out and climbed between the sheets beside me. “Honey,” I said.

 

“Not now,” she replied. She seemed to be quickly asleep.

 

IX

 

The following Saturday unfolded in a very similar way. It was as though every new and unexpected thing then quickly became the new baseline normal upon which the next level of absurdity and outrage would be played.

 

Her hand was under the blanket in the dark during the show clearly stroking his cock. But I didn’t have to guess at that because both of them didn’t bother hiding things when the blanket slid off their bodies. I again was in paralysis unable to think or do anything, even when my wife, moving slowly as though she was hiding anything, ducked down in his lap and took him in her mouth. It was like I wasn’t there.

 

He got up suddenly and stripped himself naked between me and the screen, just in case I wasn’t aware of what was going on. I saw Charlotte glance at me unsure but he yanked her up and took her clothes off too. She didn’t resist in the slightest way. I was appalled and disgusted but though I peeled my eyes open and shook my head, they didn’t stop.

They hugged in front of me pressing their naked bodies together and I dug my nails into the arms of my chair angrily. Charlotte glanced at me but only between gasps and moans — she was sliding further into ecstasy and away from me by the moment. He picked her up and she dutifully, instantly, locked her ankles around his back and draped her body, small lithe and eager, from his shoulders. He entered her, I could see in the light of the screen his cock disappear insider her, and if there was any doubt, her gasp and moan gave it away. She pressed her face into his neck and her hair flew over his face and she shrieked. I saw my wife pump her body against Tomas.

 

I could barely breath. But nor could I tear my eyes off the scene. It felt like I was a patient in a mental hospital, or a coma ward. I tried to shout, to speak, but no sound came out and I tried to pound my fist but I could not peel my hands off the chair. Tomas leaned over me with my wife’s body clinging to the front of his. He lowered her down onto me so that her body, light and small, naked and smooth and hot, laid on top of mine. I felt Tomas’ hands on my wrists lift me off the arms of the chair and he placed them on Charlotte’s knees. He pressed my arms so that, gripping my wife’s knees, I opened her thighs up wide in front of him. My wife’s hair was in my face and I could smell her body and her sex. She had perfumed herself for him. I could look down over her neck and see her breasts and her hard erect nipples. I looked further down and could see in the light of the screen her pussy, open, full, and glistening.

 

Tomas stood in front and looked down at my wife laying on top of me her legs spread wide. She began to moan in anticipation and her body began to buck for him. He stroked his cock and stepped a foot on the edge of the chair. She moaned and yearned and he let her take his cock in her mouth because she wanted it so badly. He pushed it in and she still wanted more. She begged.

 

I could feel her body writhe and twist on top of me. Tomas nudged me again and unable to resist, I opened my wife’s legs wider for him. He leaned his hands on the arms of the chair and lowered himself until his cock head touched my wife’s swollen pussy lips. She cried out and tried to lift her hips off me to meet him, to suck him inside her. But Tomas had other ideas. He leaned his legs against her open thighs and again he pulled at my wrist. I was dizzy and overcome with confusion. He wrapped my hand around his cock and began to stroke himself with my hand. I of course wanted to stop, to pull away. But I couldn’t.

 

He let my hand go and started to push his hips toward my wife’s open hips. His aim was off and the head of his cock pushed against her stomach. Charlotte whined and moaned and squirmed and bucked on top of me. I gripped his cock in my hand and pulled and steered him so the head of his cock met the soaking wet lips of my panting wife. I pushed him into her by reaching around his back and urging him. He buried himself into my wife and she screamed with a breath that sounded like she was dying.

 

I nearly passed out. Tomas began to fuck my wife hard with all his weight and she cried out so loud in my ear I didn’t even hear myself cry out, “Yes! Yes!” He jolted her so hard my breath was pounding out of my lungs. She orgasmed on top of me and when she did, he lost himself too, and his come was so much, it ran out of her and I could feel it, hot and sticky, cover my own crotch.

 

When he pulled out, he pulled my wife, rag doll and worn out, off of me. “Baby,” she moaned. He steered her upstairs. When I came to several minutes later, I took off my clothes and went upstairs. I could hear moaning behind our bedroom door. I was ready for anything. But when I turned the knob, I found it was locked. I knocked but they didn’t hear or didn’t want to answer. I slumped against my own locked bedroom door and heard my wife, some time later, squealing, shrieking and panting again.

The night passed like a strange dream. I slept naked curled up on the floor outside the door and woke up in a daze every few hours to the sound of the headboard pounding the wall, of my wife crying out, and her giggling. I was still asleep when they rose and I didn’t have time to move before they opened the door. She laughed a little and stepped over me, and so did he, wearing my robe.

 

By the time I gathered whatever dignity I had left and made my own way downstairs, I found her sitting in his lap at the kitchen table, her legs swinging while they giggled and she fed him breakfast and coffee. I sat down too. It was like they didn’t notice me, but Charlotte did push what remained on the plate toward me without looking. She kissed him deeply as I ate what they left behind.

 

X

 

“We’re going out,” she told me.

 

“Where?” I asked. But she just shook her head like I was silly to ask.

 

I heard his car leave. “He’s going to change and come back and get me.” She was putting on deep red lipstick and eye shadow that killed. I watched her in panties and bra check herself in the bathroom mirror. “Babe?” she said when she came out. I was sitting on the edge of the bed. She was a totally different person. She straddled my lap and threw her arms around my neck and kissed my forehead.

 

I moaned against her wanting to kiss her mouth but she turned her face away from me.

 

“When we get home,” she said softly, “Can you . . . “ she trailed off.

 

“Can I what?” I stroked her skin and tried to touch her breasts, her bra, but she pushed my hand away.

 

“Can you not be around?” She kissed my forehead again.

“I know it’s hard, but . . . “ she trailed off again.

 

“What do you mean, like not seen?” I wanted to say there was something wrong about her going out, and about her coming home with him, but instead my stupid mind was locked on the issue of whether I was to be involved at all.

 

“Tomas doesn’t like it when you watch,” she said.

 

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I protested. “Am I supposed to stay upstairs or something?” I was outraged all over again.

 

“Well,” she said, rolling her eyes. “We’re going to be up here most of the time I think.” She said it in a shy voice.

 

I was stunned. “Where am I supposed to be? Waiting in the fucking car?”

 

“No silly,” she said. She kissed my forehead again. “He’s got an apartment near the cafe,” she said. She leaned over and scooped up a key that was already there on the bedside table. She dangled it in front of my face. “See?”

I took it from her hand in amazement. I wanted to throw it, I wanted to shout. But she squirmed her lithe little body in my lap and my mind clouded. She squealed and wiggled and wrapped her arms around my neck tighter. “Thanks babe,” she said.

 

I stared at the key in my hand as she lifted herself off of me and went to her closet and began trying on various nightclub dresses. “Bring over some stuff if you want,” she called over her bare shoulder. “Tomas doesn’t mind. You should make yourself at home there.”

 

“I don’t know the address,” I said, as though that were the biggest problem.

 

“Oh!” she said, grabbing her phone. She texted it to me even though I was in the same room. She began switching between panties, checking her look in the big mirror. “We’re going to be back around midnight, so could you, like . . . “

 

“Be gone, you’re saying?” I shook my head.

 

She shrugged and looked over her sweet round shoulder at me sympathetically. When his car pulled up she applied her finishing touches. She looked amazing — and white hot. And she glowed like a woman knowing she was going to get her own brains fucked out sooner than later.

 

Tomas didn’t need to ring the bell or knock, I noted. I heard a key turn the lock in the front door and I heard him enter and go to the kitchen where heard the pop and hiss of a beer being opened. Charlotte squealed and fitted her earring and lifted her leg behind her when she leaned against me and kissed me on my cheek. She almost danced her way down the hall and the stairs.

 

When I heard the front door close, I looked out our bedroom window. I saw her press herself against him and kiss him at the passenger door to his car. When he climbed in the other side, I saw her speedily lean down in his lap. Even before the car was out of the driveway, I saw her hair flow over his face and I watched her kiss him long and deeply.

 

I packed my travelling bag and went to find this apartment. It was small and cramped by charming. It was furnished by someone not staying long. And it was a block from the cafe. I went downstairs and up the street and found a stool in the window. I wrapped my hands around the mug and stared at the cars going up the street all night. Just before 12, I saw Tomas’ car. It stopped behind others waiting at the red light. He seemed alone — until I saw Charlotte’s head pop up from his lap. She kissed his face all over. When the light went green, her head went down again in his lap. They were headed in the direction of my house.

 

I went back up the street to his apartment and climbed the stairs to his door. I laid in his bed and masturbated as I imagined my wife Charlotte riding Tomas enthusiastically in our bed probably at that very moment. I came when I imagined her fingers entwined with his, and pressing his hands into her bouncing breasts, her head thrown back, her hair swaying, his hips pounding up into her, and her shrieking in pleasure. I was so angry I used his bed sheet to wipe up the come on my hand and stomach and left it like that, falling asleep.




Boyfriends, Girlfriends, and the Lies They Tell

 

Marissa Reed

 

I

 

Lucas gathered Marissa’s long and straight caramel-brown hair in his left

hand. He took care to separate and lay down each stray strand. The more he

lifted off her shoulders, the more the soft, smooth and usually unseen skin

on the back of her neck was exposed to the dancing golden shards thrown

up by the hissing and crackling fire. Her breathing became shallow and

faster and her shoulders scrunched up high and stiff. She kept her eyes fixed

on a hook screwed to the far wall, and her toes, still inside her wool socks,

curled under, just like her fingers, which curled into fists lurking inside the

over-long sleeves of her bulky blue and glinting turtle-neck sweater.

Imperceptibly shifting her weight from one heel to her other made the old

grained wood floor below the rug creek. Her face felt as though in sun from

the heat of the fire that rose so serpentinely around her, even while the back

of her neck felt refreshed and cooled, the more uncovered Lucas made it.

 

Satisfied he had all her hair together, Lucas lifted the silken rope off her

back completely. He noticed goosebumps rise where her neck met her back,

where the loose neck sweater fell back enough to show him. He ran the

pads of his two first fingers through the curve of her neck down to where it

met with the rise of the balls of her shoulder. Her skin was as smooth as

though he were touching nothing cream or nothing at all. His hand slid

down the slope of her shoulder plowing the loose, heavy sweater ahead of

it, pushing it right off her shoulder, so that it stretched lazily around her

bicep. When he took her newly-exposed and now golden-glowing and round shoulder in his hand, it rose up into it and she shivered. She smelled

like cherry to him, he noticed, the more he exposed her. He pushed the

sweater off her other shoulder in the same manner, so that now its floppy,

luxurious neck hung from her arms like an off-shoulder top, stretched and

hinting at treasures below. Her entire upper body rose and fell with her

deep, rapid breaths. He could hear it passing in and out of her nostrils and

he could see her fingers and thumbs, with their nails freshly painted in

glossy deep red, twisting and tensing inside her pulled-over sleeve ends.

 

Lucas and Marissa had been left alone in the cabin while his girlfriend,

Courtney, and her boyfriend, Colin, had driven further on the road into the

village to get groceries for dinner. They would be gone for 30 minutes.

Courtney would have gone with her boyfriend Colin except she had a sore

neck and didn’t like the idea of bumping over the washboard gravel road all

that distance. Lucas wasn’t going to go in any event, having had a few more

things to fix up and repair around the cabin, including getting some

necessary wood chopped. And nobody trusted Colin to shop for food alone

in any kind of useful or even minimally nutritious way, so Lucas’s girlfriend

Courtney went with him. That’s how Marissa and Lucas ended up alone in

the suddenly quiet cabin, her with a sore neck, and him with his big strong

massaging hands.

 

He had come in from some wood chopping to find her standing in front of

the fire in that bulky beautiful blue sweater with her head tilted and her

hand gripping and rubbing between her neck and shoulder.

 

“Bothering you lot?” he said, putting down work gloves and shaking off his

jacket.

 

“Must have slept wrong on it,” she spoke softly, not turning around.

 

“I do back rubs,” Lucas said, toeing his boots off each foot. She turned and

puffed air out her nose with a smile, before grimacing from the turn. “Oh,”

he said, coming up behind her. “Doesn’t look good at all. Not going to be

much fun if we don’t fix you up.” She invited him to give it a try by tilting

her head down and offering herself to him.

Now Lucas was running the back of his finger over her temple and her

cheekbone. She was stunning. Her dark-lined eyes and her high,

pronounced cheekbones gave her an exotic, eastern-mysterious look, and

her lips, full and red, made that mystery inviting. He had been only thinking

to get her sweater and hair clear of her neck and shoulder muscles to see

what knots he could work out of her, but she sighed, she bit her lip, and she

leaned back ever so slightly into him. Her hands had been hanging limp at

her sides as though ready and willing for his attentions, but when his finger

brushed her cheekbone, her hand involuntarily pressed palm-first into his

thigh behind her. She even gripped his jeans slightly. It could have been to

keep her balance — she was a bit off with her sore neck. Her fingers were

long and slender, her nails painted a creamy white. Her face turned toward

his touch.

 

In Colin’s car on the way up, Marissa kept turning to glance over her

shoulder at Lucas in the back seat behind her. With Colin focused on the

road and Courtney asleep beside him in the back, Lucas stretched out and

accidentally poked his toes into the bottom of the passenger seat in front of

him. Marissa spun around with a cross look, but also a smile. Nothing was

said. As a tease, he did it again. She didn’t turn around but her hand slipped

down between her seat and her door, and she hooked the edge of Lucas’

pants with a finger and pulled it. He poked her again and this time she

wrapped her hand around his ankle. He moved the toe of his shoe around in

little circles under her and her hand gripped his ankle but did not pull it

away. She kept staring forward as Colin, focused on the road ahead, talked

with her about the weekend plans and whether the lake would be frozen

enough. Courtney shifted and got back to sleep with her head on Lucas’

shoulder. When Lucas stopped rotating his toe against Marissa’s ass under

her seat, her finger traced a similar circle into his ankle. When he didn’t get

the hint right away, she dug in with her long sharp nails. When he pushed

his toe back into her and traced out little circles again, she backed off,

making similar circles on his ankle, but lighter. In her conversation with her

boyfriend Colin, Lucas thought that she was becoming obviously

preoccupied, but Colin seemed not to notice anything.

 

Now alone in the cabin with her sweater pulled down around her shoulders,

Lucas leaned around her face with his mouth close to her ear. His fingers continued to trace the contours of her striking face as though he was given

unspoken permission to freely explore. When he touched the corner of her

full and red lips, she turned her face, closed her eyes, and opened her tiny

round mouth. His finger ended up inside and she closed her lips around his

finger. Lucas watched from the side as his finger sank deeper into her

mouth. She took it in, sucking gently on it. Her tongue swirled around his

finger like a water snake around prey. She murmured as her small hand rose

up and seized his wrist, holding it tight.

 

She pulled his finger from her mouth. “What do you think you’re doing?”

she whispered.

 

“Something we’re going to get in trouble for,” he said.

 

She wrapped her other hand around his forearm and leaned her head down

to rest on it, almost kissing it. “It’s just a neck rub,” she said in a whisper

more to herself than anyone else. “But yeah,” she agreed. “You better stop

now.”

 

The cabin was warm even though it was becoming bitterly cold outside and

the wind started blowing again. Little ice bullets whipped sideways against

the tiny single-pane windows. The fire snapped and grumbled, sending an

upward roll of sparks up the chimney, and glowing embers out onto the

hearth to die. The beams and poles of the cabin creaked with each gust.

Their coats dripped in the corner behind the door where they hung them

from nails after getting snowed on walking in. Their boots sat in puddles

there too. Her jeans that had gotten wet at the bottom were draped over the

back of one of the four simple wooden chairs scattered around the big thick

plank table. Her big floppy sweater was just long enough. They stood on the

fur rug in their socks, feeling the warmth of the fire fill them. It was so

quiet that when her phone buzzed they both startled and instinctively

pushed away from each other.

 

It was Colin. “Hon?” she said, glancing at Lucas who stepped back from

her. She kept her eyes on him even while pulling her loose sweater up over

her bared shoulders again. “The road?” she asked with her brow creasing in

worry. “Really?” She listened intently. She covered the phone lightly with her hand and said to Lucas, “They don’t think they can risk getting back on

the road, it’s like a blizzard he’s saying, once you get out of the forest!” She

went back to listen more. “It’s too dark now,” she relayed to Lucas. She

turned away from Lucas and moved into the doorway of one of the two

bedrooms. Lucas could hear her talking but in a tone too low to hear the

words. Her voice sounded worried. After a while, she came back out and

put her phone on the big table. “They can’t get back tonight. They’re going

to stay at the motel, you know the one at the edge of town?”

 

“Of course,” said Lucas.

 

“Colin says they’ll try in the morning when it’s light out, he says it’s too

dark to try doing it now.” She twisted her fingers up together and looked out

the darkened window into the brewing snowstorm.

 

Lucas’s phone was next to ring. It was Courtney. Lucas also moved to the

bedroom for privacy and spoke quietly to her. Marissa tried to do something

busy in the kitchen, but she ended up standing staring at the sink, retreating

her hands back up inside her long sleeves, and peeking a glance behind her

at the back of Lucas, hunched over the phone in his hand at the edge of one

of the bedrooms. He loomed there, his broad shoulders lit by the fire, his

swimmer’s physique narrow in the doorway. She tore her eyes off him, but

only after he peeked around his shoulders himself, and only after their eyes

met in that golden flickering darkness. And they lingered a moment longer

than either of them should have.

 

II

“Courtney okay?” Marissa asked. She forced a clear-throat cough to cover

the fact her voice was a lot quieter and softer than she intended. The air

between them became heavy with awkwardness. Lucas turned, put his

phone down on top of hers and reached and put his hands on the top of the

door frame to lean and rest. “Looks like it’s probably just you and me

tonight,” he said, with a nervous chuckle. “They’re taking a motel room,

and then they’ll wait out the storm, come up when they can.” Marissa

sniffed and looked at the floor beside her. “Might be all night, who knows.”

 

“It’s quiet here,” she said.

 

“Yeah,” Lucas said, coming out of the bedroom. “I always liked that about

this place.” He sauntered in a meandering direction as though going to

check the fire and changing his mind and going to the kitchen where

Marissa stood but changing his mind about that too, and then finding

himself caught in a no man’s land in the middle. Marissa was suddenly

aware of her near nakedness from her sweater on down and twisted her legs

together where she stood, leaning on the back of one of the kitchen chairs.

She brought her hair in a rope back over her shoulder and ran her fingers

through it where it fell over her chest. She looked up at Lucas and blew a

puff of air out her nose. Lucas was caught again staring at her.

 

She said, “You don’t have to stand so far away,”. She said it in a whisper,

again by accident. And she didn’t know why she said it either, and she

blushed and looked down.

 

Lucas sank his hands deep in his pockets and hung his head between his

raised shoulders. He poked at the floor with his toes and laughed a second,

nervously. He came over toward her and without taking his hands out of his

pockets he bumped his body into hers. She looked up from behind her

curtain of hair and when she felt the back of his hand press against the back

of hers, still hidden inside its warm sleeve, she snuck her pinky out and it

instinctively wrapped around his. He turned with them now connected however tentatively and urged her to follow with the slightest tug, pinky on

pinky. She laughed nervously again but she followed, not knowing where.

 

“Can finish your back rub I guess,” he said, startled, like she was, by the

low tone and volume of his own voice, and the contrasting quietness of the

cabin with its faraway creaks like an ancient ship on a quiet sea-going

places no one had been.

 

Lucas paused on the carpet in front of the dying fire but Marissa bumped

his shoulder ever so slightly with her forehead. He looked down and she

was using her eyes to say where — through the open beckoning doorway of

the dark bedroom. There were two bedrooms. She pushed herself into his

arm that she held so lightly still with just her finger around his, and she

puffed air out her nose again, unsure of what she was doing, not knowing

what she was feeling, and falling more than walking with Lucas toward that

black hole.

 

Lucas had questions. He looked up ahead as though there might be some

other thing she had in mind, but there were only two bedroom doors, side

by side, and nothing else there, like a fridge, or some fire logs. There was

nothing on that whole wall she pointed them both toward besides bedrooms.

He followed her slight pressure and got to the doorway ahead of her. He

turned there and pulled his hand free with the intention of asking her

something about the bedrooms and preferences and who would be sleeping

where and what did she think of the place, but when he did, her face was so

close to his their lips accidentally met and his hands accidentally fell around

her waist, and because she had reached up around his neck, his hands

actually felt the surprising warmth of her bare skin, the sweater having risen

above her waist where his hands touched her. He misinterpreted her attempt

to hug him around the neck and lifted the edge of her sweater that just

seemed to collapse like a cloud. Once she felt her sweater coming off in his

hands like that, she understood and put her hands up to help him, and before

they both knew it, her sweater had come off, he was holding it like a robber

with a bag of loot, and she was in her bra and panties before him, he noticed

when he looked up from the sweater in his hands. She put her arms back

around his neck, she smiled with her eyes fluttering closed, and she pulled him down so they could kiss. Their lips met for the first time like that, in

the threshold of the dark bedroom.

 

“It’s warm,” he said. She bit her bottom lip and untucked his shirt and

started undoing his shirt buttons, starting at the bottom. Nothing was said as

she peeled his shirt back from his big chest and he let his arms fall behind

him so the shirt slid off his body. She didn’t stop but went to his belt and his

jeans buckle, and his fly, as they kissed a few or so tiny little pecking

kisses. She pushed his pants down and he shook his legs and used his toes

to peel them off and stepped aside from them where they fell in a crumple

on the worn wooden floor. He was only in his boxers. “There,” she

whispered. “Now we’re even.”

 

“We should probably stop,” Lucas said, but he wrapped his arms around her

back and felt her warm smooth skin at the same time, and he kissed her

longer and deeper. He also without thinking unclasped her bra behind her,

more easily and quickly than he had ever managed with Courtney or

anyone. “Magician,” Marissa whispered with a chuckle. She brought her

arms free from his neck long enough to let her bra slide down her arms, and

she caught it and tossed it to a chair in the room. She reached behind him

again and brought her hands up his back to take both his shoulders. He felt

her warm bare breasts and hard nipples press into his chest.

 

“Cold,” she said. He lifted her and his feet slipped under her feet and he

walked her backward like that to the edge of the big huge bed with the tons

of blankets all over it. She laughed playfully and held on, till the back of her

legs touched the edge of the bed, and she let go of him and fell back onto it.

It felt luxurious and warm, as though she fell into a cloud. Lucas stood at

the edge with his hands on his hips and looked down on Marissa where she

landed on the bed. One hand lay face-up beside her head. Her other hand

lay face down on her tummy. Her hair spread around her face like a fan. His

eyes roamed over her eyes that glinted in the firelight, and her mouth that

was wet, to her chest, which heaved, and her breasts, small and soft and

round and smooth.

 

She felt his eyes wherever they went, and when they went there, she didn’t

cover herself, but she ran the back of her finger between her lips and bit it. “Are you afraid?” she smiled briefly, but she bit her bottom lip to stop.

 

“No,” Lucas said. His knees pressed into the side of the big warm bed

where he stood.

 

Her legs folded at her knees over the edge of the bed. She raised her feet

and pressed her heels into the back of his legs. She laughed, still with her

finger against her teeth and between her luscious lips. She reached with her

tummy hand toward his abdomen and when she couldn’t reach she fluttered

her fingers and pressed more with her heels behind him. He came forward.

Her fingertips found his stomach. Her other hand came from her mouth and

now eight fingers touched his stomach. They carved swooping shapes all

over his six-pack. She watched with renewed seriousness from the luxury of

the cloud of blankets as her hands moved around his whole torso. She bit

her lip. Her breathing went deeper. She refused to raise her eyes to his. But

her fingertips ran routes that came closer and closer to the waistband of his

boxers. “We really shouldn’t,” she said softly.

 

“No,” said Lucas.

 

She said, with her fingers now running along the edge of his boxers, “Does

Courtney like to touch you here?”

 

Lucas snorted slightly and Marissa looked up into his eyes. He had been

running his own eyes freely around her naked body sprawled under him and

only slowly raised them from her breasts to her eyes. When they met, they

were both smoldering coals. Lucas dangled his arm forward and scraped the

inside of her thigh lightly with the back of his nail, halfway up on the

inside. “I don’t know, does he like to touch you here?”

 

“Who?” she asked, her legs falling slightly more open, slightly more

available to his touches.

 

“Colin,” he said, his eyes going back down to where his finger was circling. “We both do,” she breathed out. She shivered for a split second. Her

fingertips pulled his boxers away from his stomach. She edged them down

over his ass and even though his cock sprang up from inside, she kept her

eyes on Lucas’s eyes. “We’re just keeping each other warm on the cold

stormy night, right?” Her legs crept up over his hips until her feet wrapped

around each other behind the small of his back. He shook himself to let his

shorts fall the rest of the way, to the floor in a pile around his feet. Her

fingertips started making circles again, but lower, into the top of his pubic

hairs. Their eyes remained locked on each other in that silence punctuated

by snaps and hisses from the fire in the other room, and in that darkness

illuminated by the orange flickering light throwing shadows dancing on the

raw wood walls.

 

“What are we doing, Marissa?” Lucas said, now with both his hands

massaging both her thighs where they wrapped around his hips.

 

She pushed her hands — they were perceptibly shaking — down his

abdomen and gently cupped one under his cock and settled the other on top

as though carefully cuddling a small, trapped animal. She brought her hands

together around him and pulled and pushed his skin up and down his now

hardened rod. “I don’t know,” she whispered. “But I can’t help myself.”

 

Lucas leaned over and landed with his hands on either side of her face

where it lay beautiful as a renaissance painting on the big soft blankets. She

kept her eyes on his till their faces and their mouths were an inch apart. He

remained standing at the edge of the bed and her legs adjusted around his

back, where they stayed locked together. She casually and lazily rubbed

both her hands up and down his stiff cock that now was as close to her

panties as his lips were to her mouth.

 

“I don’t think I can either,” he said in a low voice. She smiled and closed

her eyes and emitted an “mmm.” She squeezed him and her mouth fell

open, all-round, pink, and wet. She smiled because she knew even with her

eyes closed he was watching her mouth. She caught him staring a lot. When

she felt his lips touch hers, her head rolled back, her neck rose, and she met

him with her own yearning, wanting it, begging for it, and making the

sweetest high pitch and tiny moans of desire he’d ever heard, and that he would remember, he realized in the moment, the rest of his life. He placed

his hands on her breasts and she arched her back in response, her torso

rising to his touch as readily and eagerly as her kiss did. They felt hard to

his hands, tight and firm. Her nipples were aroused. Her body jangled with

electricity that seemed to shoot around inside her in waves. His fingers ran

to the sides of her breasts and she moaned; they ran under them and her

body twisted and turned involuntarily following him. He scratched lightly

as he could down her stomach, taut and fit, and her hips jangled and her

breath caught short and her hands, still wrapped around his cock, now

grabbed and pulled. Her whole body shook. She whispered his name. He

touched her nipples, both at once, and she thrashed her head side to side.

“You’re teasing me,” she accused, but she was smiling, she was whispering,

and she was raising her hips off the edge of the bed, closer and closer to that

which she pulled down toward her. He kissed her again and she dug her

heels in hard to his back and bumped her panties to his head. She said his

name again.

 

Lucas slid down the edge of the bed to his knees. As he did, his mouth, still

kissing, made a trail from her lips to her neck, between her heaving breasts,

down her twitchy, ticklish tummy, and over the waistband of her dainty pink

panties. He even kissed the growing wet patch that was obvious on the front

of them. Marissa panted and her hands, pulled off his cock by his settling on

the floor, ran up at the same speed over his stomach, tight and ridged, along

edges in his hard chest, over his nipples and to the muscles in his neck, then

over his beautiful face, his cheeks, and into his luxurious crop of hair,

where they tangled, pulled, and twisted. She moaned out his name a third

time, this time not being quiet about it. She rested her bare feet down on his

big, broad shoulders. She yanked his head with her fingers in his hair. He

gingerly wrapped his fingers inside her waistband and gently pulled till she

raised her butt and he peeled them off her hips, up her stretched out legs,

and off her. She realized now that, aside from a thin gold necklace and an

equally thin gold anklet, she was naked, and not with Colin. But with

Lucas. And that those were Lucas’s hands that took her thighs under

control, and that it was Lucas, with whom she innocently and secretly

played in the car only hours earlier, who was now spreading her legs, who

was now kissing light kisses on her thighs, and who was now touching her above, below, beside, and all around her exposed pussy that was open, wet,

and ready for him.

 

He kissed like he touched — everywhere except for where she was dying

for it. Her pussy followed his touches and kisses like a homing device, and

her hips, her chest and her whole body shook. She heard herself moaning

loudly and was surprised. She felt the moisture between her legs and was

amazed. She became infuriated, frustrated, and almost angry, until she felt

his mouth, his lips, and his tongue land on her so lightly, so expertly, she

felt like she was going to lose her mind. How did he know how exactly she

liked to be licked? She lolled her head back and moaned out loud like a

woman possessed. There was no need, she realized, to keep quiet. They

were alone in a cabin deep in the woods by a frozen lake in winter with no

one for miles around. She gripped his hair too tight and yanked him harder

into her groin and yelled his name out loud. His hands reached up and took

control of her breasts. They filled his palms a little too perfectly. She didn’t

think much but she did think this: “You’re amazing!” and she cried it out

loud.

 

III

 

Courtney held her phone close up to her face to make sure she was pressing

“end call,” and not missing it. Colin sneered at her gesture. “What?” she

said, half in laugh, half in faked confusion.

 

“Missus Finlay?” He grabbed her from behind as she bent over and tried to

evade his grasp.

 

Courtney squealed and spun around in Colin’s embrace. She stepped against

him and he stumbled back till his legs hit the edge of the motel room bed.

She let her phone drop to the bed and wrapped her arms around his neck

and stared up at him with a big pearly smile. “What? I can be anybody I

want to be.”

“I thought the guy at the check-in was going to ask for your ID when you

said that.” Colin tugged her hair roughly in his hands.

 

Courtney purred. She said, “I think Courtney Finlay sounds literary.” She

opened the top button of his shirt and kissed the chest she found there. She

kept on with his shirt buttons.

 

“Courts,” Colin said.

 

“What?” she said softly, not really asking. She pulled his shirt open and

kept kissing his stomach, bending over to do so, and peeling his shirt off his

shoulders in the process.

 

“It’s just, Lucas.” Colin dropped his shirt onto the bed behind him. He

began to pull up and untuck Courtney’s sweater. “It doesn’t feel right.”

 

“You saying this doesn’t feel good?” she guffawed with an open, mocking

mouth, as she tugged his belt end hard to the left to pop out the pin. She

squatted as she pulled his jeans down to his ankles. When she stood up, she

undid her own jeans and stuck her ass out to peel them down off her own

ankles. Colin was down to his underwear and Courtney was down to her

panties and puffy pink sweater. “Tell me what doesn’t feel right, baby,” she

whispered, rising to her toes and pushing her fingers into the hair on the

back of Colin’s head, pulling his face closer to hers. She smiled to herself

just before their lips met in a long tongue-busy embrace.

 

Colin took her by both biceps and pushed her back a step. “No!” he

whisper-shouted. But he didn’t use strength. When she pushed back against

him, he relented like wet paper and fell on his back onto the bed. Courtney

chuckled with mischief. She lifted her sweater off her head and turned to

see where she could fling it to and let it sail across the room to the chair by

the table. She was wearing a matching pink bra. Her breasts were

considerably larger than Marissa’s. And her hair flung all forward over her

face and body, was considerably longer too. And blonde, where Marissa

was brunette.

Colin took in all these differences, looking up at Courtney from flat on the

bed while she stood there letting him linger with her hands on her hips.

“Like what you see?” she said teasingly. She enjoyed being looked over.

 

He nodded his head and stretched his arms out to fold them behind his head

and give himself an elevated view. “Uh-huh,” he smiled back, mirroring her

mischievousness.

 

“You should,” she scolded. “I know you’re always looking at me. You

undress me with your eyes right in front of Marissa,” she said, shaking her

head at him. But she spoke softly and intimately.

 

“I don’t!” he protested with a smile.

 

“You probably jerk yourself off thinking of me sucking you instead of

Mar,” Courtney said to him, leaning down so her hands landed on his knees

bent around the side of the bed.

 

Colin bit his lip watching her breasts, full and heavy, sway just an inch

above his naked stomach. “Maybe,” he said.

 

“Am I better than her in your dreams?” Courtney pushed her tongue in her

cheek and looked at him sideways. She dragged her hand up his thigh and

looked down to watch it go over his underwear and down the other thigh.

She laughed full of seduction and lust. Her blonde sparkling hair swept over

his groin.

 

“I imagine you’re pretty good,” Colin nodded.

 

Courtney fell slowly to her knees and reached forward, looking coy and

evasive behind her hair, and twisted her head side to side as she hooked her

thumbs into the waistband of his underwear. “Just pretty good?” she said

softly and innocently, full of breath and closeness. She pulled his shorts and

he raised his butt. She watched her hands pull them off his legs and she

threw them also toward the chair by the table. She came forward again and

leaned her breasts against the bed and without looking at his cock, she

picked it up in her hand and wrapped her tiny looking fist around it. “Where’s your phone?” she asked. “Don’t you want some music on when I

do this for you?” She pushed her body all over him and her breasts and hair

fell all around his stomach and legs. Her face and his cock were hidden

from him but he suddenly felt the warmth and wetness of her lips, her

tongue, and her mouth as she brought herself around his cock and took it

inside. He saw stars the feeling hit him so hard. She came off him again and

pumped him slowly in her hand. “Or the TV on?” she whispered. “Is there a

game on?” She went down on him again, deeper.

 

“Court,” Colin breathed out. He draped an arm over his eyes and sighed out

loud.

 

“Yes baby,” Courtney cooed. She wiped spittle from her mouth with the

back of her hand and laughed a little. “You’re bigger than Lucas,” she said.

“You might take some getting used to.”

 

Colin found his phone by reaching up over his head and fumbled to find his

playlist. She giggled and took him back in her mouth. “I can’t see,” he

whispered to her.

 

“Baby likes to watch?” She laughed again and stood up to tie her hair in a

knot behind her head. “Straighten,” she ordered him, kicking his legs. “On

the bed,” she said. He pulled his legs up and reoriented himself. Courtney

crawled up on her knees on the bed and roughly pushed his legs apart and

crouched there. “Poor baby driving all day, must be tired,” she smiled, and

she went down again and this time, she watched him with her big eyes as

she took his cock, wet and hard, between her pursed lips, into her mouth,

and over her tongue, before closing her eyes and tightening her fist around

the base of it.

 

Colin pushed his fingers into her hair and massaged her head. Courtney

began to moan on him. “Courts,” he said again.

 

“What does baby want,” she said, breathing hard both from holding her

breath but also from becoming more aroused than she was herself prepared

for.

“I want to taste you too,” he said.

 

Courtney squealed and rolled on the bed to whip her panties off. She turned

herself so her butt faced Colin. She backed up until Colin’s hands wrapped

around her hips and she let him pull her and guide her down onto him. She

swallowed him back in her mouth and groaned hard and loud when his

tongue touched her pussy.

 

They alternately moaned as they were overcome in turns from the mouths

and tongues of the other, Courtney raising herself to cry out, “Oh God,” and

“Colin!” and Colin coming off her by pushing his head back and moaning

out, “Courtney,” and “So good!”

 

She dug into his hips with her fingers and bobbed harder and deeper on him

and he responded by smooshing his face into her pussy and sucking on her

clit. “Baby, you’re going to make me come doing that,” she whimpered to

him, pulling off his cock and kissing it tenderly and softly. Colin only

pushed himself harder onto her and she realized, going down on his

pulsating and even harder cock, that that was exactly what he was trying to

do.

 

She ground down on him determined to make him cum first. He tapped her

ass and then he slapped it, pushing her up and crying out, “You’re going to

make me cum in your mouth!”

 

“Uh-huh!” she cried back, taking him deeper to her throat and tightening

her fist around the base of his cock. “That’s the idea, baby,” she said, going

back down on him deeply. She sped up her bobbing and increased the

strength of her sucking until her cheeks imploded. Not to be outdone, he

rotated faster on her and flicked his tongue and entered her with two

fingers. Her mind was exploding and she cried out in a muffled noise with

his cock poking her throat. He felt all his lower muscles twitch and go rigid

and he could feel himself rise and begin to lose the power to hold back. She

could feel his body rise under her, and she could feel his muscles go hard in

his legs. It made her lose control and she could feel her whole body from

her hips, up her spine to her neck, and her arms and legs, start to shake.

He felt her shaking spasmodically and he sucked her clit in his mouth. She

 

began to buck hard against his face with her hips and pussy. She arched her

back uncontrollably and flung her head back. She grabbed at his cock and

pumped it without control. She felt her whole body go into release of

everything just as she felt his cum flying up and hitting her lips and face.

She instinctively plunged back down onto him and caught his orgasm deep

in her mouth with his hips pounding up against her face. She ground her

hips down on his face and felt as though she were peeing on him, the

release was so complete and overpowering. She lifted off him for breath

and his cum flooded from her mouth and down all over his cock and balls.

She realized he was groaning so loud he sounded like he was being tackled

in football.

 

Later, when she told him that, he laughed and said, “Yeah, well you

sounded like someone was stabbing you!” She curled up her nude body on

his and played with her fingers on his chest. “You made me feel like that,”

she explained in a coy voice.

 

“We should try to get back,” Colin said.

 

“I know,” Courtney agreed. “They’ll be wondering about us. It hasn’t been

snowing for an hour.”

 

IV

 

Lucas and Marissa both heard the thump of the car door and if they didn’t

know what it was, they certainly heard the second thump. Lucas looked up

over Marissa’s heaving body with utter terror in his face, and she too looked

down over her breasts and pussy, his hands still on her, his face glistening

on the chin from her wetness, with equal terror. Lucas thought fastest and threw her across the bed and buried her under the blankets. He yanked on

his pants and grabbed his shirt, tossed them into the second bedroom, and

dove into the bathroom just in time. The cabin front door swung open and

Courtney came stomping in, shaking snow off herself and calling out his

name.

 

Lucas flung the bathroom door open and looked at her with faux surprise.

“Courts! What are you doing back?” he feigned surprise.

 

“Why weren’t you answering my texts?” she said.

 

He didn’t remember where he left his phone and wished to heaven it wasn’t

in the bedroom where Marissa was pretending to be sleeping. He said loud

enough for her to hear, “Uh, my phone…” in case she saw it and could do

something to hide it. Courtney sent a text, however, and there it was,

beeping and buzzing, on the rug in front of the fire. Marissa’s phone was

under it, as though they were placed there together, which they were. If it

had beeped and buzzed in bed with Marissa, that would have been a

different situation.

 

Lucas hit the fact their phones were stacked together and picked up his

phone quickly before the two phones could be seen together. He opened the

screen and found a string of texts of over a dozen from Courtney, each one

more frantic with exclamation points and question marks than the last. “I

swear, these weren’t coming through till now. My phone didn’t make a

sound. I was on the couch right here the whole night.”

 

The next morning, Colin and Courtney went out to explore the land while

Lucas said he’d make some food and Marissa offered to help him.

 

“They keep leaving us alone together,” Marissa mumbled in a low tone

leaning over the counter and sink looking out the window at Courtney and

Colin walking in the snow and reaching down to throw some at each other

and laugh. She took one step back and found Lucas so close behind her, she

let her body lean into his chest. They both watched out the small window as

Colin and Courtney trudged out to the shuttered boathouse to look for snow

toys.

Lucas didn’t back away but instead, even while keeping his hands safely in

his pockets, leaned forward against her back. He could smell her hair and

hear her breath it was so quiet. Colin pulled the door open and Courtney

and he went inside and disappeared. “That was pretty close last night,”

Lucas said. He meant to sound factual, objective, but it came out soft,

almost a whisper, and he knew right away it sounded intimate in the silence

and stillness of the cabin.

 

Marissa’s two hands slipped out of her pockets slowly and she reached

around behind Lucas and gripped his butt. She pulled him tighter against

her. “It was very close,” she whispered, intending it to sound intimate.

Lucas’s jeans pressed against Marissa’s jeans. She could feel him down

there. It had the same intoxicating and mind-clouding effect on her when

she held him in her hands the previous night.

 

“What are we doing, Mar?” he said, truly asking. His hands half-

involuntarily wrapped around her hips. They pressed their bodies together

each of them equally.

 

“Can’t help it,” she whispered again. She slipped her hands between their

bodies and her deft fingers fumbled and scrambled their way under his shirt

and t-shit, to find his stomach and the skin along the top of the edge of his

pants. Her nails gently scratched him there.

 

“We’re supposed to be getting the groceries out and getting breakfast

ready,” Lucas said, his nimble fingers finding their way under her clothes

and to her skin, in the same place, her lower stomach along the line the

waist of her jeans made. He was the first to press down inside the other’s

jeans.

 

She was the first to sigh audibly. He could feel her hands shake. She leaned

her pelvis into the counter edge and while both their faces were glued to the

tiny window over the sink showing the snowy scene that included the

boathouse and the two trails of footprints in the fresh snow leading to it, she

busily and nearly frantically unpopped the button of his jeans and found the

tag of his zipper. She slowly, knowingly, and seductively, drew it down. “It’s wrong,” Lucas said, following suit on her jeans, feeding the button out

the hole and tugging down her zipper.

 

“So wrong,” she agreed, pushing her hand inside his pants and tugging

down the waist of his boxers to go deeper down yet, scratching tiny light

circles with her busy little fingers, coming closer and closer to it.

 

Lucas only meant to spread her jeans to give himself room to get under

them, but they pushed off her hips and she shimmed and shifted so that her

jeans came down off her butt entirely and slowly gathered first at her knees,

and as she shifted and shimmied more, eventually around her ankles. He

also meant only to go on the front of her panties, but his fingers accidentally

slipped inside them, and before he knew it, he was touching her bare,

smooth, and wet lips.

 

All her shimmying to get her jeans to fall made her butt rub against his

hardening erection, and it grew into her hand that was, innocently, she

thought, only massaging the skin above. She didn’t mean to take it in her

palm but it stretched up and into it, and she had to ask, when she wrapped

her gentle soft fingers around it, “What’s that for, Lucas?”

 

He snorted and she giggled. But not for long, because his finger, at first

only attempting to discover where it had ended up, accidentally pushed a

little inside her because she was so wet and slick. She gasped and dropped

her head, only to see between her legs Lucas’s big man hands down

between her legs, a sight that made her realize anew what was going on,

and she could feel how the scene before her made her body yearn and grasp,

and moisten all the more.

 

Marissa slowly turned to face Lucas who didn’t move back at all so that

their bodies rubbed tighter in her slow turn, and with his hard cock pressed

down and aching up hard against her bared pussy lips, she groaned,

wrapped her hands around both sides of his face and took his tongue and

lips with her mouth. She said again, “Lucas,” in a whisper inside their kiss. Lucas reached around behind her butt and very carefully lifted her just

enough to set her on the edge of the counter. As her feet lifted, her jeans fell

off. Her socked feet wrapped around his legs. He moved his hips back to

give his cock, sore from being pressed down, room to go up, but instead, it

caught halfway, pointing hard against the fabric of her pussy, where it was

wettest. He stood a moment awkwardly with his butt sticking out behind

him, her arms around his neck not letting him go further, and her legs rising

to go around his lower back, where they locked and pressed him harder

against her.

 

“Lucas,” she said softly again, smiling against his lips with hers, her eyes

watching his mouth from close up, and her hand going down between them,

where she pulled her panties aside so the head of his cock popped into her

an inch.

 

“Don’t move,” he said. Her eyes rose from his mouth to his eyes, to see he

was staring out the window. She slowly twisted around and saw out the

corner of her eye that Colin and Courtney had stepped back out of the

boathouse door with snowshoes on. Colin waved with a big smile and

motioned for Lucas to come out, and Courtney turned to smile with

excitement too and pointed down at the snowshoes for Lucas to see what

they found. That’s when Lucas leaned forward and sank his fully erect cock

deep into Marissa’s wet pussy, slowly, deeply, and all the way till his thighs

met her upturned butt. Lucas waved. He knew they wouldn’t be seeing

much — enough to see someone at the window, but not enough to see

details. Colin waved again for them to come out and Courtney laughed as

her boyfriend pulled back and shoved his cock into Colin’s girlfriend again,

slow-motion slamming into her ready, willing, open and soaking pussy just

hard enough to make slapping noises between their bodies, and to make

Marissa shudder and moan out loud.

 

“Shh,” Lucas said, keeping his eyes on the others as they crouched down to

figure out how to put the snowshoes on. Marissa whimpered into his shirt

that she bit and kissed. Her hands roamed around to his butt and she yanked

him to make him fuck her pussy harder. She pressed her forehead into his

chest and looked down to see his huge magnificent cock swallowed by her

glistening wet pussy lips. He pumped into her deeply and steadily. She held onto his sides and scrunched her eyes, his cock felt so good and deep inside

her. She tried not to make sounds, but she couldn’t help it, she thought. She

cried out half in breath and half in whisper. Colin leaned over the counter

and her body splayed there, and pumped into her harder. He looked down at

Marissa. She looked up with glistening eyes and open gaping mouth. She

was below the level of the window and Courtney and Colin would only see

him and probably think, he thought, that he was working hard at the dishes

or cutting something.

 

“They’re coming up to the cabin,” he said to her, out of breath and nearly

sweating. Marissa pulled him harder with her thumbs and fingers grabbing

his sides.

 

“Fuck me, Lucas,” she said through gritted teeth.

 

He wasn’t sure she heard him. “Marissa,” he said, watching the smiling face

of Courtney as she delighted in the snowshoeing. He could feel himself

tense up. He knew the path Courtney and Colin would take would be

around the side, around the outcrop of rocks, and then to the porch steps,

they wouldn’t be able to navigate with the snowshoes still on. He could hear

the sounds of his thighs smacking hard into Marissa’s butt cheeks. She tried

to stifle her whimpers, but she was getting louder. Lucas could tell he

wasn’t going to be able to stop.

 

He looked down at Marissa when Courtney went just under the window and

out to the side. Colin passed higher up in the window but was looking down

watching his steps. Marissa was beginning to moan and groan in barely

controlled whispers. He could feel her body go tense and begin to lose

strength. He felt his foot twitch and he knew he was past the point of no

return. He slammed into her pussy harder, and she began to slam back at

him with her hips.

 

Marissa lost it first, crying out loud and losing all grip and strength. Her

cries might have been hidden by the sound of Courtney and Colin talking

loudly and stomping up the steps. They had their snowshoes off and were

nearing the door. Lucas felt Marissa’s pussy clench on his cock and it made

him lose control. He pulled out of her just in time to shoot hard spurt after hard spurt all over her nude stomach, chest, neck and even face. She was

covered in cum before he came to and realized what a mess he made, all

over her, her laying all over the counter, and her clothes laying all over the

floor, with Courtney’s hands jiggling the door handle to the cabin, and

Colin right behind her.

 

Marissa managed to roll off, grab her things, and make it into the bathroom

just in time. Lucas stood at the window in front of the sink where he

moments ago was fucking Colin’s girlfriend, and managed to surreptitiously

pull up his fly while Colin came up to him and slapped him on the

shoulders. Some of Lucas’s cum had drained out of his girlfriend’s pussy

and pooled on the edge of the counter. Lucas managed to wipe it away.

“Breakfast coming along buddy?” Colin said full of joviality.

 

“Got a bit distracted,” Lucas responded. Courtney and Colin shot glances at

each other. The shower came on in the bathroom.

 

V

 

“Had trouble getting the new propane tank in place,” said Lucas. “Dinner’s

a bit delayed.”

 

“Oh!” Courtney said, “Well if it’s not ready, maybe Colin and I should go

straighten up the boathouse. It’s kind of a mess out there,” she nodded at

her boyfriend. Lucas was all too happy to get away with that he seemed to

be getting away with and to be left more time to get started on dinner after

all.

 

“No problem, give me 30 or so, dinner will be ready.” He heard the shower

running and knew she was madly washing his cum off her tits and

everywhere else.

 

“Whatcha been doing then?” Colin asked.

“Doesn’t matter,” Courtney redirected him. “We can go back to the

boathouse.”

 

“Go back, I’ll give you a shout when it’s on the table,” Lucas said, patting

Colin on the back in turn. Courtney grabbed Colin by the hand and pulled

him toward the door. “I’m not doing it myself, you made half the mess

too!” She marched him to the porch. “Just shout then, we’ll hear you, when

it’s ready, right Col?”

 

Colin nodded, getting her meaning. He glanced at Lucas nervously, but

Lucas was smiling and waving him off, happy to see them go off together, it

seemed to Colin. He watched them walk together carrying their snowshoes

back toward the boathouse. Courtney was smiling and laughing up at him,

but she also looked over her shoulder as though checking the window. Colin

turned to look too, but Lucas was already gone. He’d snuck into the

bathroom to sneak up on Marissa.

 

In the boathouse, Courtney opened the door and Colin stepped through. She

found the light switch again and set down the snowshoes. “We have 30

minutes or so, baby, you heard him yourself,” she said, scanning around for

where a nice place to lie down might be. “He’ll call before he comes out

here, you don’t have to worry.”

 

Colin closed the door behind him and looked around too. He spotted the

canoe the same moment she did and they met eyes. Courtney raised her

eyebrows and smiled. “Nobody ever said the canoe had to be on the water!”

and she started whipping her coat and pants off.

 

Colin opened the door a crack and peeked back at the cabin. He couldn’t

see anything in the window. “You sure about this, Court?” He stared longer.

He felt her hand on his crotch reaching from between his legs. When he

turned he found Courtney completely naked. “I guess you’re sure,” he

mumbled, closing the door again and putting the hook in the eye to latch it.

 

She giggled and lead him by the hand and stepped into the canoe. She

clasped her hands in front of her stomach and looked down, inviting Colin

to follow her gaze. At the bottom of the canoe she laid a blanket she found. She jumped and laughed and held his hand to steady herself as she carefully

laid on her back in the bottom of the canoe. She draped her legs over both

sides. “Come fuck me, baby,” she said, and she laughed teasingly.

 

Colin took one long look down at her below him, then wasted no time

getting naked too. He stepped into the canoe rocking it but got down on his

knees and leaned over her. She took his face in his hands and brought him

gently to her face to kiss him, to lick his lips, and to smile that close to his

own smiling face. She reached below and found his dangling cock thick and

hot. “Baby I so want this inside me right now,” she said. She pulled him and

guided the head of his cock to her pussy. He reached down between them as

well and felt her pussy with his fingers. She was already very wet. He

pushed a finger inside and she gasped and smiled and draped her arms over

the sides of the canoe as well as her legs, and felt so good and so available

and so free in the moment. “Fuck me, Colin,” she said. She leaned her head

back and closed her eyes. Her body lay wide open and ready for him. He

looked her over from head to toe. She looked delicious, hot, and eminently

fuckable. He took his cock in his hand and steered it home, into her open

pussy. She panted and moaned and he covered her mouth and sank into her.

She was so wet he went all the way to the hilt inside her, and she cried out

against the palm of his hand. He lifted back out and pressed into her again,

deeper still. As he fucked her the canoe rocked gently and began to

synchronize with their two bodies and generate momentum between them.

 

“Oh god, Lucas,” Courtney cried out. Colin stopped pumping into her.

Courtney immediately realized her mistake and covered her mouth. But

Colin, at first looking serious, began laughing at her and she began laughing

too. “Sorry,” she smiled, and he rammed her all the harder. It made her

bellow out in pleasure. “Do you think they’re missing us?” Courtney said to

Colin between poundings by him between her wide open legs.

 

“I think they’re still making dinner,” he said, and they laughed and fucked

with renewed vigor.

 

In the bathroom in the cabin, Lucas had found Marissa leaning with her

palms against the wall with the steaming shower pouring over her head and

back. He carefully undressed and without her opening her eyes or noticing, he opened the shower curtain and closed it quickly so she didn’t notice the

blast of cool air. He paused behind her and admired her beautiful slender

and toned back. He looked down over her round, wet perfect ass, and her

gorgeous legs below. He put his hands on her hips and she jumped and

startled but twisted around, wiped her hand over her dripping face and

smiled. “Honey,” she said to Lucas. “You surprised me!”

 

“That was the idea,” he said, kissing the back of her neck and over her

shoulder.

 

“Aren’t they just out there?” she whispered.

 

“Nuh-uh,” Lucas said, running his hand down her irresistible back, and over

her smooth wet ass. “They went back to the boathouse to clean up,” he said.

 

“Oh,” Marissa said, sticking her ass out to meet his caressing hand.

 

He slipped the hand between her legs and cupped her pussy from behind.

“And they’re going to stay there till I call them up for dinner.”

 

Marissa laughed. “So then maybe you can fuck me again,” she said.

 

“Uh-huh,” Lucas replied. His erect cock pressed against her butt. Marissa

leaned further over and kept her legs straight so her butt stuck up for him.

 

She arched her back and spread her feet and looked back behind herself.

“Take me then honey, I’m all yours,” she said smiling at him. “Fuck me if

you’re able to so soon,” she whispered with delight.

 

Lucas took his cock in his hand and aimed it at her pussy from behind. She

shuddered and shook and reached between her legs herself unable to wait

any longer. She gripped his cock, pumped it twice then held it as she backed

her ass onto him. She drove back against his cock till it stuffed her between

her legs. She moaned out loud and felt warm and intimate and loved with

Lucas. He reached around her body, slid his hands up from her hips, and

gripped her breasts from behind. She rose into his embrace and with her

back sharply arched, she twisted her head and met his mouth with hers to kiss in that warm, spraying rain of the cabin shower. His cock buried deep

into her, his hands massaged her wet breasts, and she broke the kiss long

enough to say, “Oh Colin.”

 

Lucas rammed her hard in a jolt and pressed her against the shower wall.

He gripped her face in his hand and fucked her harder. “It’s Lucas,” he said

in close against her ear.

 

“Did I just call you Colin,” Marissa asked him in a sleepy, lazy voice and a

big warm smile.

 

“Yeah huh,” he replied, feeling himself climb higher.

 

She smiled and puffed air out her nose. “That’s funny, babe,” she moaned.

“Punish me then,” she breathed. She could feel him getting ready to cum.

“Yes,” she said. “Cum into me, baby, you get to now,” she said. They kissed

again with her twisting around to find his mouth.

 

He pinched her nipples and rubbed her hard and his hips began to pound

ferociously into her from behind.

 

“That’s so good baby,” she cried out. “Fuck me harder, cum inside me, my

Lucas, cum for me!” she yelled.

 

Lucas began to shudder and spasm and she felt his hot cum fill her. He

came a long time, shooting into her over and over. She felt it run hot down

her leg. When he was finished she turned around and kissed him like she

would if they were on a date and it was the first chance she had.

 

In the boathouse, Colin began to slam into Courtney. She grabbed him by

the hair and growled at him to fuck her harder. She locked her ankles

around his back and lifted her body into his. She could feel his body go

hard and stiff. She knew he was soon to lose it. She bit his ear and pushed

her tongue in. “Fuck me, Colin, fuck me good like you fuck Marissa!” she

gritted out between her teeth. He rammed her body harder and the boat

banged on the floor of the boathouse. He began to shoot into her and she felt his come fill her. She cried out and flung her head back and rammed

herself back up against him.

 

“Yes baby,” she said, “you fuck me so good!”

 

They had just finished folding the blanket when they heard Lucas call from

the porch. They looked each other over to make sure they didn’t have

lipstick in the wrong place or the wrong clothes on and made their way up

to the cabin.

 

When they got there, Lucas explained that he burned dinner, it wasn’t going

to happen, and they would have to go into town to eat. They all decided to

pack up and make the run back to the city that night and home after they ate

dinner in the village.

 

VI

 

Coming out of the restaurant, Lucas and Marissa ended up in the back seat

of Colin’s SUV though they tried everything to avoid it. But Courtney said

she got carsick if she didn’t sit in the front. On the long drive back, she fell

asleep. Colin asked over his shoulder in a quiet voice how Marissa was

doing.

 

“Cold,” she said.

 

“There’s a blanket, red and black one, just reach over the back, there’s a

blue tub,” he said helpfully. Lucas did the reaching for her and pulled it out.

Marissa smiled at her boyfriend in the rearview mirror and spread the

blanket out over her legs and body.

 

She and Lucas were doing everything possible to avoid contact, even eye

contact. “Thanks, Babe,“ she said to his eyes in the rearview mirror. “Tired

now,” she said to him. It was night out and Colin focused on the oncoming headlights. Something soft and soothing was playing on the radio. Marissa

said to Lucas loudly, as though she wanted to make sure Colin heard,

“Going to stretch out back here, you fine with that?” She chuckled. Lucas

and she looked in each other’s eyes, but briefly.

 

“No prob,” Lucas said in pretend disinterest and looking out his side

window deep into the blackness stretching out there.

 

“Where do you keep the pillows, Col,” Marissa joked, calling forward. He

just chuckled. She knew there weren’t any. This was his emergency survival

kit. She said to Lucas, but with a voice meant to be heard by Colin, “I can’t

get my head comfortable, you okay I use you?” She chuckled again and

checked the rearview mirror. Lucas slumped down and stretched out as best

he could to accommodate her head on his lap. She pulled the blanket up

around her face, and over both of them.

 

Lucas started a conversation with Colin, unsure how he felt about his

girlfriend resting her head in his lap. The conversation didn’t go far and it

seemed to Lucas that Colin wanted more to just quietly drive.

 

After a while, Marissa rolled over so that her face now looked at Lucas’s

stomach. Lucas tilted his head and could see that Courtney was out cold in

the front. His hand shifted to his own lap but accidentally touched Marissa’s

mouth. She inadvertently opened her lips and Lucas’s finger came inside.

She began to suck it gently and soothingly. She shifted and brought her

hand up to his hand and began lightly squeezing his finger between her

thumb and finger and stroking it up and down, pulling it deeper into her

mouth. She closed her lips tightly around his finger and began to swirl her

tongue around it when it stretched inside.

 

Lucas looked down and Marissa’s eyes were locked onto his. She wasn’t

smiling, she was looking serious, as though she was deep in pleasure with

his finger in her mouth. She closed her half-lidded eyes knowing he was

watching in the darkness of the back seat of the SUV. Lucas adjusted the

blanket to hide more of her from any peering eyes that might turn to look

from the front seat. Under the blanket, he lightly petted the side of

Marissa’s head and stroked her soft, silky hair.

“You sleeping?” Colin called from the front seat lightly. He strained in his

 

seat to get high enough to see down through the rearview, but he couldn’t

manage. Marissa stopped sucking but didn’t move or say anything. Lucas

looked down through the little breathing hole for her face to see she was

plainly awake, smiling up at him and making exaggerated sexy faces.

 

Lucas said, “Pretty sure she’s totally asleep, bro.” He looked down again.

His hand kept gently caressing Colin’s girlfriend’s face and hair, and she

swung her face side to side trying to catch his fingers again to suck on them

more, under the blanket. Colin’s attention went back to the road.

 

Marissa crept her hand up Lucas’s lap. He pushed it down, but she forced

the issue. She cupped his bulge in his jeans. He again tried to push her away

and looked at her with bulging eyes, but she bit down on his finger. He gave

in and she deftly began to undo his fly. His jeans were loose enough that

she was able to work her hand inside the front of his pants. He again tried to

push her out from there but she again bit his finger, harder, and he finally

relented. He slumped further in his seat.

 

Marissa shifted again and rearranged the blanket so that it fell smoothly

over Lucas’s lap, as well as most of her body. His cock was for a second

exposed to full view. He was fully erect again. Marissa looked over her

shoulder and up at the back of Colin’s shoulder in the front seat, driving.

She shifted again and brought herself up closer to Lucas, close enough that

she was able to raise her face over his cock and kiss it. She wrapped her

hand around it and squeezed. Lucas looked down and she waited for him to

do that so she could smile and let him watch her lick the length of his cock

and take it in her mouth all the while holding his eyes on hers, and with a

cute smile on her face, too, all while being less than a foot away from her

unaware boyfriend. Lucas, she surmised, wasn’t fighting it anymore. Both

his hands were stroking the sides of her head and getting lost and tangled in

her hair. She closed her eyes and sank her mouth down onto him all the

way.

 

Marissa moved up and down on Lucas's cock right behind Colin’s back.

She moved slowly to avoid sounds and to not make any fast movements with the blanket that Colin might notice. But the effect was only harder on

Lucas, who watched his cock, glistening in the odd passing light, disappear

between her luscious, full lips. She twisted her head on him, slowly, and

wrapped her tongue hard around his cock inside her mouth, slowly. She

took him deeper, slowly, and so deep she was able to touch her lips to his

pubis. When she came off, she looked up at Lucas and smiled. She stared at

close range as she stroked his big cock in her smooth hands. She brought

the head of it against her eyelids, over her cheeks, and around her neck.

Lucas thought she was moving way too much, but the risk was nothing

compared to the high pitch whimper she emitted when she brought it

between her lips again.

 

“You guys okay back there?” Colin said. No matter how far he raised

himself out of his seat, he couldn’t see far enough down into the back seat.

 

“I think she’s dreaming,” Lucas said.

 

Colin laughed to himself. “Funny,” he said. “You okay with that?”

 

“I’m okay,” Lucas said. Marissa took him to her throat again and he

coughed and cleared his throat to cover his groan. She was good.

 

“Thanks for that,” Colin said. “She usually has a hard time falling asleep in

the car.”

 

“Yeah, no problem,” Lucas said with a teenager's breaking voice. Marissa

playfully bit on his cock. He twitched and looked down with wide, scolding

eyes and she squinted and nearly giggled. After that, she got serious and

went down on him with purpose and intent. Lucas could tell she was trying

to make him cum now. He was unable to quell the urgency in him and he

could feel her tongue and mouth expertly drawing him up. His body began

to tense and he tried hard as he could to hide it, but he had to grip the door

handle and the seat edge beside him even as his feet pushed down and his

whole body rose out of the seat. Still, Marissa sucked on him even more

methodically and harder and making low moans. Lucas closed his eyes

when she sucked him past the point of being able to care if Colin noticed

what was going on or not. He held his breath and his body went stiff as a plank before he shot his load of cum into Marissa’s sucking, licking, greedy

mouth. She caught and swallowed all of him. Just as he began to become

aware of his surroundings again, Colin’s voice shattered the glass bubble.

 

“Gotta get gas, anyone need a coffee or something?” Immediately the car

started breaking and filling up with light. Marissa pulled off his cock fast

and rolled over to face the back of Colin’s seat. Lucas did what he could to

stuff his still half-erect cock up against his stomach and try to do up his fly.

He was still panting and not fully re-engaged with his drained body.

 

Good thing he was under the blanket though because Courtney, awakened

by the slowing of the car, turned to look at him through the two front seats.

“You two behaving back there?” She meant by it as a mother would with

kids. But both Marissa and Lucas were frozen by the question.

 

Lucas finally answered, “Getting into lots of trouble,” he said, but in a

breaking, accidentally high pitch voice. Marissa pretended to just be

awakening and she stretched and sat up, taking her head off Lucas’ lap.

Courtney helped Colin figure out the entrance to the upcoming gas station.

Sitting up but still under the blanket, Marissa squeezed Lucas’s cock under

his pants and shirt so hard he nearly yelped. She leaned forward between

the two front seats to see where they were going, but her hand remained on

Lucas’s cock that she squeezed more gently and soothingly.

 

“You okay, Lucas?” she half laughed without looking back at him. He

didn’t say anything.

 

She squeezed him hard until he said, “Yep.”

 

Courtney hopped out on the pretense of having the next turn to pay for gas.

She went to the back of the car with Colin, outside. As he held the gas

nozzle, she kissed him deeply on the mouth. Inside the car, Marissa watched

and she smiled. When Lucas saw her smile, he twisted around to see what

she was looking at. But she caught his face in time and straightened him

out. She began to kiss him on the mouth as well. “Don’t you worry,” she

whispered to him. She looked again out the window and saw that Courtney

had also positioned Colin facing away from the window. She smiling at Marissa, over Colin’s shoulder. Marissa, her chin on Lucas’s shoulder,

smiled back. She also laughed a brief, knowing laugh. She kissed Lucas

again to distract him from wondering. Courtney watched and went back at

Colin’s mouth with hers. She flashed Marissa a thumbs up.




Seduced

 

Toni Addison

 

I’d had a couple of tentative experiences with “friends” before Kate, but

never with someone older like her, and never where we knew what we

were, and what was going to happen. Until Kate, I was still having trouble

understanding what I truly was. “Tomboy” didn’t seem to cover it.

 

First day of grade 12 English, in walks this brand-new and very young

teacher. She had no idea how to handle a bunch of out-of-control seniors.

She was easily the smallest person in the classroom. When she first walked

in, her dark, straight hair was pulled tightly back in a pony tail, but missing

a few strands that fell lazily down the sides of her face, framing her. She

wore heavy, black rectangular glasses. I watched her silently from the back

corner of the room, my favorite place. She looked hopelessly fem. She blew

strands of her hair up and out of her face with her tiny pink mouth pushed

sideways in a little circle. Her fingernails were light peach. Her eyes were

dark copper. I rolled my eyes and gave up on the year before it got started.

 

Purely out of sympathy for her, I joined her creative writing club that

she wanted to start. I was the only one who did, the first day it met. I stood

at the door and told her maybe people got the time wrong. I told her that

maybe they just didn’t know her yet. I had plans for her – I was going to get

really creative with my writing. 

 

She just sat straight up in one of the chairs she’d arranged in a circle and

nodded at the floor between us like I was saying things that really made

sense and that she hadn’t thought of. I told her I’d check around and text her

when I got more people and we could start it again the next week. She gave

me her number. I wasn’t thinking when I asked for it but I was pretty sure

she wasn’t supposed to do that. There was a lot she didn’t seem to know,

back then.

I forced a friend who liked to write as much as me to join up and I

texted Ms. Paulson right away, again without remembering we aren’t

supposed to do that.

 

She texted back. “Um. Do you know the time right now?”

 

“Woops,” I wrote. It was like 9:15. At night.

 

The next time I saw her in class, I stayed after everyone left and said

“Sorry about the text.”

 

“Well not like anyone’s going to notice,” she said with a curt smile,

bundling up her piles of paper. She stopped herself. “Sorry about that.

Home life. Separate world.” She pursed her lips and looked up at me

without her glasses on, which was the first time I saw her like that.

 

I told her things were that way for me too: home life was a whole other

world.

 

Later that evening, though, I got another text from her. It said, “I meant

what I said about separate worlds.”

 

I stared at that totally confused for 30 minutes before I wrote back. I

thought about, “Um, do you know the time?” or “No one to notice your

texting a student again?” But it didn’t feel right trying to be funny or cruel

to her. She seemed so helpless. I just wrote, “I know. I understand.”

 

About another 30 minutes passed before my phone pinged again. It was

her. “I just wanted to make sure you did. Because we can’t be texting like

this. We’re student and teacher. A big fat no-no.”

 

“Got it,” I wrote. I looked at my phone like it was some new foreign

object suddenly. Who was this teacher, anyway? She sounded totally

different in private compared to how she was at school. Kind of like me, I

realized . . . .

“Ok, great,” she texted me again. And then, “Goodnight.”

 

I wasn’t sure if I should respond again. Her writing me “Goodnight” hit

me a little more intimately than I think she meant to. But I did anyway.

“Night,” I said. And I went to bed with the phone under my pillow so I

wouldn’t miss any more of her possible texts later. She made it hard for me

to fall asleep though. She knows she isn’t supposed to talk to students, and

especially at night.

 

The next day, a Friday, I had to miss her class for a field trip that went

over time. When we finally got back it was already 4 and the school was

cleared out. On my way home, I texted her: “Sorry I missed class today.

Dumb field trip to courts went long.”

 

There was no reply all evening. I had to get up early Saturday for my

job at the shoe store and I hit the sack early Friday night. It was just after 12

when my phone woke me up from under my pillow. Ms. Paulson had finally

texted me: “Courts huh? I hope you weren’t arrested for something!! Lol.”

 

I stared at my phone a long time, blinking my eyes to get them clear and

unsure what to do. She texted again while I was trying to wake myself up.

“I know you’re still looking at your phone right now.”

 

I had to write back. “I was asleep.”

 

She took no time to reply to that. “Well I was drinking!”

 

I worried. If she was so reckless to drink and text a student after

midnight, I hoped she wasn’t about to drive home or do something else

stupid. So I wrote her. “Where are you right now?”

 

“In bed,” she wrote back straight away.

 

I blew hard out my puffed cheeks and stared at that one a long time, too.

I pulled my pillow up the wall and pulled myself up against it and tugged my hair forward. She was hot, everybody knew it. Just really strict, very

uptight, and seemingly never happy. She always wore heels and often

usually black stockings under skirts and bulky sweaters that made you

wonder. She always had a tiny serious mouth and big dark eyes. She looked

like she really took her time to look good before she stepped out in the

morning. She was the complete opposite of me. But she also had a

bewildered look about her in the hallways, like an anime character. She

looked too young to be a teacher, but she definitely wore adult clothes and

real make-up. I didn’t go in for the look myself, but I was bothered by how

much I stared at her, who did.

 

She wrote again before I could reply. “And if you tell anyone about this,

I would have to report you.”

 

“But you’re the teacher, I’m the student! Lol.” I wrote back.

 

“And don’t you forget it! Hahaha,” she wrote right back in no time.

 

“Ok, Ms. Paulson, I’m glad you’re safe and I’m happy you had such a

good time tonight. Goodnight.”

 

“Who said I had a good time?” she wrote back.  “I only said I was

drinking.” Then she added another text. “You can use Kate btw, seeing as

we’re talking at 1 in the morning.”

 

“Ok Kate,” I said, using her name for the first time. “Goodnight.” I felt

my heart race when I used her name. Everything about it felt wrong. And

good.

 

“It’s nice talking with you, Cherie,” she wrote back. “Even if you’re my

student and I’m your teacher and we should never do what we’re doing

right now.”

 

It was my turn to tease, even though I could tell it was her booze texting.

“And what is it you think we’re doing right now, Kate?”

This time there was a long pause and I wondered if I had crossed a line.

She finally wrote back. “You’re keeping me company and helping me fall

asleep at least somewhat happy for a change.”

 

I took a long time staring at that. Then I wrote her, “I like talking with

you.” There was no further reply that night. It wasn’t a lie. Maybe it was

because she was so incredibly different from me in every way. And yet also

the same as me in one way.

 

Saturday night I was at a party but not having a good time, which was

normal for me. I was standing alone outside getting fresh air. It was already

after midnight when Kate wrote me. “Wherefore art thou, Cherie?”

 

I was worried about where this seemed to be going. But at the same

time, as a young woman, I couldn’t help notice that she was so different in

real life, so serious, so out of her element, and so afraid. In her texts to me,

she was fun, she was loose and funny, and she sounded so much more like a

real person. I wrote her back. “You’re quoting Shakespeare to me now?”

 

“Well, paraphrasing maybe, lol,” she wrote. “But where are you?”

 

I got bold. “Not in bed, if that was what you were hoping.”

 

“Touché!” She wrote. “Alas, I am.”

 

“Alone?” I asked.

 

“I’m your teacher, Cherie, remember? Out of bounds.”

 

“Can’t a student even ask if you’re married?” I wrote.

 

“Why would you care?”

 

“You seem alone,” I texted her back, and immediately regretted it. She

didn’t respond and I left things there. I thought I had probably ended things

with that, but that it was probably good I did, if she wanted to keep her job.

Except, when I got up that morning, I saw another text waiting. It was

sent at 4:16 AM.

 

“Ok. Yes. I am married. But I am alone too. End of questions. I’m the

teacher. Never forget!”

 

Her text bugged me. It seemed angry and unfair. I wanted to tell her that,

but instead, I wrote, “Bored at Runners High. Stop by and say hi. Here till

6, ugh.” I pressed “send,” regretted it, and put my phone away. I wrote her

like she was a friend or something.

 

At 5:50, ten minutes before we closed, Kate sauntered into my store. I

hid from view at first, disbelieving she actually came to the mall. The way

she drifted down the aisle looking at the styles, I couldn’t even tell if it was

coincidence. Before the other two clerks had a chance, I strolled up beside

her like I would approach any customer.

 

“What kind of activity are you looking for footwear for today?” I said,

looking at the same shelves she was, wanting to slap myself for that “for

footwear for” idiocy.

 

“Maybe something for really fast running,” she said in a normal but

maybe a little quiet, voice, touching one of the shoes with the tip of her

finger. She’d painted her nails mocha brown, matte. She didn’t even look at

me.

 

I gestured down toward the back corner where we had our high-end

joggers. I took one down, flexed it, and said, “This one looks great, really

strong reviews.  What size can I get for you to try?”

 

She sat down on one of our fitting chairs and crossed her legs. She was

wearing a baby blue hoody, unzipped nearly all the way, and a white t-shirt

that stretched across her small chest. Below, she had on black tights and flat

sandals. She looked up at me with her dark-lined eyes and fuchsia lips and

said, “Looks don’t matter to me so much.” She kept staring at my eyes as she pushed her sandals off with her toes. “But how they perform under

pressure, how long they last, does.” She didn’t stop looking at me still.

 

She dangled a little purse by its gold chain between her thumb and

forefinger when she said that, before she let it drop in the seat beside her.

“I’m a 6,” she added. And then she wiggled her foot to draw my attention

away from her face. I saw her grin very slightly. It was the very first thing

close to a smile I’d ever seen on her face.

 

I looked around the store because I was sure everyone could see my face

burning, could hear my big swallowing, and could tell my hands were

shaking. I said to her, “Let me go find something I think you’d like,” and

disappeared into the back to catch my breath and steady my nerves.

 

When I was ready, I came back out and pulled up the fitter’s stool in

front of her. She had her sunglasses up over her forehead and her forefinger

pressed into her bottom lip. I pulled up and lifted her bare heel in my palm.

Her toenails were painted as exquisitely as her fingernails, soft, matte café

mocha. There was the tiniest gold chain around her ankle. She pointed her

foot straight out for me to fit the store stocking over her foot. I rolled it in a

donut and put it to her toes. She compressed them for me into a point.

Slowly I unrolled the ankle stocking up her tiny slender foot. She let me

take as long as it was going to take, and watched my work closely.

 

I turned to open one of the shoe boxes I brought and breathed deep and

methodically to steady myself. I felt as nervous as a surgeon doing an open

heart. I fumbled stringing the laces. She dangled her foot like someone

tapping their fingers. I turned to her and looked up the length of her leg

stretched out toward me. She was biting on her baby finger and stared right

back down her leg back at me and into my eyes. We held our stare for

probably a second, which felt like at least 25. She had the most stirring

expression on her face. Her teeth were perfect. Her eyes were more alive

than any I’d ever looked into. And her face was like a kid at a movie, her

mouth a little open, a little smiling, but mostly surprised, like it was full of

new wonder.

I slid my hand up to her calf and pushed the shoe over her foot. I had to

concentrate with all my powers just to tie her laces and not fumble that up.

She rotated her ankle and either said, “That feels nice,” or “That felt nice.”

 

Then she startled even before I heard the deep, sudden male voice

behind me. “There you are! You gonna take all day? Fer chrissakes.” He

was huge, at least 6-4. He was walking up the aisle toward us picking up

women’s shoes, bending them, twisting them, and tossing them back on

other shelves. “We gotta go, let’s go,” he barked.

 

She sat bolt upright, pulled her folded leg up hard and yanked the shoe

off without undoing the laces. “Finished here,” she called back to him. She

stood up and said to me flatly, “I’ll take these. Ring them up.”

 

I said, “But you should try them both on, walk around. . . “

 

“Ring them up, I said,” she cut me off. She walked to the register

digging out her wallet.

 

She was already tapping the counter with her credit card when I got

there with the boxed shoes. She had pulled her sunglasses down over her

eyes. I swiped her card and noticed it said, “Craig Paulson Jr." on it. The car

dealer? His ads on TV were famously ridiculous.

 

When he was finished fingering and tossing our stock, he came up

beside her and nudged her. “Money-money-money,” he said. “Tsk, tsk.” He

cracked his Porsche fob hard into the counter twice and looked down at me.

“Am I right?” His fingers were fat. His neck was sweaty.

 

I looked up at him unsure what he expected me to agree with. He

couldn’t have been more than 35 himself, but he talked and walked like he

was 55.

 

“All you all really do is cost us money,” he said. “All you all really do in

the end,” he repeated as he turned and walked away even before she had

picked up her bag or put the card away.


I handed her the bag but held it so she tugged twice and looked back

over her shoulder at me. Her mouth had become that tiny tight mouth again,

the kind she wore at school. She yanked the bag free and strode away.

 

I forced three friends to come to her next Creative Writing Workshop so

there were five of us, including Kate. I could tell she was nervous. She had

us sit in her circle. She said she wanted us to think about writing as not just

pen on paper, but as a journey “to turn ourselves inside out.” She wanted us

to think about how it feels when we write, and to ignore what we feel about

what we write. “We can feel what it feels like to be a writer when writing.”

 

We all looked at each other wondering what in the world she was talking

about. But she got us into it. She knew she was mystifying us and in fact

that seemed to be part of her plan. She looked delighted. “We can be other

people!” she said.

 

We talked about feeling naked when people read what we write. We talked

about how it felt totally different depending on who we imagined was

reading something we’d written.

 

Kate agreed with us like she was one of us. She said, “Depending on who

we have in mind as our audience, it can totally change the meaning, the

impact, of everything, can’t it.” She spoke so softly I wasn’t really hearing

her words. She nodded at each of us around the intimate little circle she’d

made. “So of course it will feel different if it’s your mother, or if it’s a

stranger, or even maybe if it’s a boyfriend. Or girlfriend,” she added after a

slight pause, looking right at me.

 

She kept looking directly at me. “Cherie? How would it feel if you had

written a personal story and your boyfriend began reading it?”

 

The others laughed. She stared at me as though she had all the time in the

world for me to find an answer.

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” I finally said. And I looked right back at her

hard.

 

The others left and I stayed to help put the desks and tables back in place.

 

“Thank you for making the others come,” she said.

 

“I didn’t make them come, they wanted to,” I told her

 

“You don’t have to lie. But I appreciate that too.”

 

“They really liked it. I could tell.”

 

She stopped packing her purse and big bag of papers and looked at me long

and hard. Then she said, “I really felt like a teacher today, you know?”

 

It felt strange enough that my spine tingled, for a teacher to talk to me like

that, not like I was a kid.

 

“You’re a great teacher, Kate,” I nodded at her.

 

“Hey!” she said sharply but in a whisper, “It’s always Ms. Paulson, at least

around here. Don’t forget that.” She bugged her eyes at me and shook her

head, but she also pursed her lips to keep from smiling.

 

“You’re a great teacher, Ms. Paulson.”

 

She walked over and closed the classroom door and then came up to me

where I was still packing her stack of papers in her big bag. “Cherie,” she

said, looking up through the top of her glasses.  “I know what you’re

thinking. You see me struggling all the time to get classes to settle down

and do something, to do anything.” She exhaled and shook her head. “I

know you’re just being nice.” She nodded and walked back toward the

door. “You’re a good student.”

I followed her toward the door. “It takes time for kids to warm up,” I said.

“They have to trust a new teacher.”

 

She stopped before opening the door and briefly touched my forearm with

her cool fingertips. She said, “I know you know that.” She smiled that way

with pursed lips again and fumbled around her purse for her room key.

 

It was the first time I felt her skin on my skin. Her hand was small and

delicate. Her skin was smooth. Her fingers were long and thin, like a

pianist’s. They looked as fragile as glass. Her fingernails were, as always,

perfect. Not like mine. Red today, red like wine. When she lifted her

smooth, cool hand off my arm, her fingers dragged along my skin a bit. She

rubbed her thumb and fingertips together when she turned away, the way

you do when you just felt something interesting.

 

It was getting dark. I told her I would walk with her to her car. She said that

would be nice, and could I help with one of the heavy bags too. She talked

to me about how the day started off hard. I found I liked it a lot when she

talked to me as if I was someone she knew, maybe as a fellow teacher or

something. “Do you walk home?” she asked me.

 

“Yeah, it’s not far,” I said,  “15 minutes.”

 

We walked for about 20 seconds more before she said, “That’s too far, I’ll

drive you home. Least I could do, you helping me so much!”

 

I told her that her bag wasn’t that heavy and that I was walking this way

anyway. She said, “Nonsense, I’m driving you, end of story.” She knocked

her sunglasses down from her head to her face. I walked behind her. She

looked like she weighed less than the bag I was carrying.

 

We loaded her bag into the back of her car and I waited at the side for her to

unlock the doors. I saw some kids from school walking on the track and I

turned my back.

I got in beside her. She backed up and I told her “Left,” pointing at the

entrance to the street.

 

As she sped up climbing the street, she said, “You’re a pretty special girl.

So how come you don’t have a boyfriend?” She smiled teasingly over at

me, leaning forward and hugging her steering wheel.

 

I hated that kind of question of course. It was the kind I asked myself every

day, and the kind I obviously wouldn’t have much of an answer to. “I’m

pretty shy around boys I guess,” I said, my usual answer. We’d already

shared enough personal things in the workshop. That pat, throw-them-off-

the-trail answer was all she was going to get.

 

She seemed to ponder what I’d said, looking straight ahead. She turned to

me again with that teasing smile. “You don’t seem very shy around me.”

She kept looking at me.

 

I said, “Another left at the stop. You didn’t see me in the back of the shoe

store that day you came in.”

 

She laughed and pushed her hand through her hair pushing it back from her

face. I hadn’t realized that she had let it down since we left the classroom

and I wondered how long it had been like that. I was transfixed by the

change in her look with her hair falling in waves around her smaller, softer

face. “What are you talking about?” she laughed. “I was just checking your

shoes out,” she smiled at me biting her tongue. She crunched her eyes too.

 

“You were driving me crazy is what you were doing,” I said, and indicated

with my hand a right turn ahead. Something about her made me begin to

feel like I could say whatever I had to say. It felt like space. It felt like air

and time.

 

She laughed some more. Then she smiled and pursed her lips again. “That’s

cute.” We drove a long distance around a long rising curve.  We got to the

red at the top. She looked sideways at me through her hair she made fall in

front of her face. She bit the tip of her forefinger. “So how was I driving you crazy?” she asked, speaking with a put-on child-like innocent voice.

And quietly too. The whole car was suddenly quiet sitting at the red light.

But I felt none of the usual fear. Still.

 

“By doing the same thing you’re doing right now,” I said, returning her

stare. I felt emboldened by her. It didn’t feel like she was teasing me

anymore.

 

She closed her lips around her finger and pushed it into her mouth an inch

before slowly pulling it back out all the while staring right into my eyes.

The light went green. I said, “Third house up here, on the right,” relieved

for the break. “The one with all the lights out.”

 

She slowed down but drove right past, leaning over far and gawking out my

window.

 

I said, “What are you doing?”

 

“You don’t have to go home right away, do you?” she said. “Doesn’t look

like anyone’s home anyway.”

 

“They aren’t,” I said.

 

“Where are they?”

 

I shrugged. “Search me,” I said.

 

“You feel like talking instead?”

 

I said, “Yeah, sure.” I never felt like talking once in my life. But that reply

came out before I had a chance to analyze all the possible responses.

 

“Do you know somewhere where we can just sit and chat and not…” she

hesitated. She slowed past a street. “Not be seen,” she almost whispered,

emphasizing “seen,” dragging it out and sticking her face forward and

shaking it.

I did. I told her the road she just passed ends at a forest. “It’s got some

pretty hidden parking spots and no houses around.”

 

She slammed on her brakes and reversed. At the end, she turned the car

around to face us back up the street. “A pretty good spot to bring a friend,”

she said, searching around herself outside her windows.

 

She turned the motor off and cracked the window open. It was so quiet, I

could hear her take a long breath. Her hands fell off the steering wheel and

into her lap. At the same time, we both pulled a leg up and leaned into our

respective corners to half face each other. She puffed a breath out her nose

and smiled across at me. 

 

After what seemed like a long time of silence, she finally said, “Is it weird

sitting out here with your teacher?”

 

I fiddled with the edge of my car seat. “Yeah,” I said. “It’s different.”

 

“I won’t tell anyone,” she said.

 

“It’s not that,” I said.

 

There was another long silence that we both seemed to enjoy more than feel

awkward in. “It’s weird for me too,” she finally said. “But . . . “ She looked

up the street where car lights drove slowly by on the other road.

 

“But?” I asked.

 

“I guess I never knew . . .  different types of girls when I was in high

school.”

 

“You’re kidding right?” I said. “I mean, you’re cute, you’re hot.” I looked

away from her. “Very hot,” I said to myself.

She smiled and breathed out her nose sharply. “Thank you,” she didn’t quite

say, she more just mouthed it. She wiped the back of her hand against her

eyes and looked down.

 

“Did I say something?”

 

“No,” she laughed. She smiled, but the corners of her mouth wavered. She

looked long out her window, twisting around away from me. “You just

seem to make me say things, Cherie,” she said to the window, “before I get

a chance to think them through first.”

 

Exactly, I thought. “Did you have boyfriends? In high school?” Not the

first, or last, of my stupid questions.

 

She nodded, pushed her hair back again, and said, “Yeah, yeah.” She poked

a thread hanging from the bottom of her steering wheel cover and made it

swing. “One.”

 

“One?” I said, confused.

 

“You met him,” she said, and she looked up at me from her downturned

face.

 

“That was your boyfriend?” I said.

 

“And now my husband.” She looked at me with tightly pursed lips and

sucked in a big breath.

 

“How long did you go out, I mean before . . .” I asked.

 

“Well,” she nodded out her front window. “His mother and my mother say

that we were already dating when I was 3 and he was 9. We grew up

together. Everyone always said that he was going to marry me, it’s what I

kept hearing all my life. And so he did. And so here we are.”

 

I stared ahead unable to say much.

She touched my upper arm, laying her palm on it. She said, “Hey, I meant

what I said earlier, you made me feel like a real teacher today.”

 

I looked at her. “You made me feel like a real person, Kate.”

 

She drew in a sharp breath and “Phewed” it back out. She gripped her

steering wheel with both hands. She said, “Okay, that’s it, time to go home,

right? Bye bye.” She looked over her shoulder back at me. “See ya,” she

carried on. “Craig is going to call the police if I’m out too late,” she

laughed. “You can walk from here, right?”

 

She started the car to make her point. I got out and walked around to the

drivers’ window. She stared ahead with her hands gripping the steering

wheel like she was already miles away and driving fast. I rapped on it with

my knuckle. She powered down her window and looked at me with

reddened and glassy eyes. She said, “What?”

 

“Nothing,” I said. “Bye Ms. Paulson.” I walked away in front of her car.

She didn’t drive. I turned to look and couldn’t see her from the glare of the

headlights. Finally she found her gear and sped past me – too close –

without looking out the side window at me.

 

Hours later, I was still lying in bed thinking about her and struggling to

quiet my mind. I was toying with my phone, dying to write her something. I

had a text box to her open and ready. But all I could type was “Goodnight.”

Just as I was about to send, I got a text from her and it startled me. All she

said was, “Goodnight.”

 

I wrote her back. “That’s amazing. I was just about to write you the very

same thing, it was sitting on my phone, I was just about to send.”

 

“Stop,” she wrote. “We can’t do this.”

 

“I’m in bed,” I wrote her.

“Don’t care,” she replied. But a few minutes later, she wrote, “Me too.”

 

“I’m lying on my back,” I said.

 

“On my side. Hiding the phone light from him.”

 

“Is he asleep?”

 

“Duh,” she wrote. Then she wrote a lot more. “He’s been acting so weird.

But once I’m home, he doesn’t give a sh** about me.” I waited because I

could see she was writing again. “You never told me how I was driving you

crazy at your shoe store.”

 

I relived the moment I slipped her sandal off and held her heel in my palm,

and felt again the burn as our eyes held each other’s when I looked up her

outstretched leg. She was typing again. “Wait, on second thought, you

better not answer that.”

 

I replied, “I was struggling to put it into words. I was just in that place you

said all real writers live in.”

 

“Teacher - student,” she wrote. “This is wrong.” Another text quickly

followed. “But married to psycho - also wrong. To any man,” she then

added, ambiguously.

 

I didn’t know if she meant it was wrong to be talking to me like this as my

teacher, or as a married woman, or if it was wrong for her to be married to

that guy or to any guy. “I’ve been thinking about you all night,” I wrote her.

 

“Goodnight, Cherie,” was all she replied.

 

“Goodnight Kate,” I wrote, throwing my phone on the floor.

 

Ten minutes later, she wrote something else: “But ditto.”

I could just see her in her bed, lying on her side, her face lit from her phone

in her tiny glass fingers. I wanted to rescue her.

 

Every Thursday after school was Creative Writing Workshop. Kate started

bringing boxes of books of short stories from home. We didn’t read them.

We studied their “structure,” we looked at their last sentence first, we

flipped through looking for when minor characters came in and went out

and noted the page numbers and the locations and did math.

 

There were five students now, and her. She’d say things like, “We’re

reverse engineering how the author got here.” She said they often start with

the last sentence first. “Imagine,” she said, looking at me for some reason,

“if you knew how and when you would die. Would that not affect how and

what you do every day?”

 

I always stayed after with her because there were always boxes or bags

of marking or something to help her carry to her car. But sometimes there

wasn’t anything. She always drove me home on Thursdays anyway. And we

always first went to park in that hidden little corner at the end of Patterson

St.

 

One night, she unrolled her window and stretched to lean her head far

out, looking straight up at the sky. She was wearing a white collared shirt

and red leather skirt. She said to the black sky, “The air feels so good after a

rain.” I could just see her panties: white with a little red bow in the middle.

 

She pulled back in and pulled a leg up on her seat and stuck the foot

under her other leg. She was so small, she could move into all sorts of

positions in her driver’s seat. She brought a strand of her loose hair across

her mouth and pulled it between her lips, staring at me.

 

She said, “Hang on. Stay still.” She pulled her phone out of her purse. I

thought she was looking something up to show me. Her phone was silenced

so I still didn’t know what she did till she laughed and smiled and turned

the camera to show me. She had taken a picture of me.

“Why you do that?” I said.

 

“Do you know that you often look like that, so serious and thoughtful,

just like that? It’s like you’re thinking all sorts of wicked things.” She stared

at my picture on her phone and curled her bottom lip between her teeth. 

 

“You don’t want to know what I’m thinking,” I said.

 

She took another picture. “Show me you being angry,” she said, and

laughed.

 

I snatched her phone out of her hand and pointed it at her. I said, looking

through it, “You show me you being angry.”

 

She opened her tiny mouth and ran her tongue across her top lip and

then made her lips kiss the air. And then she laughed and snatched the

phone back. She flipped it around and said, “You didn’t take it!” She put it

down in her lap. “Give me your phone.” I said no, and laughed. “Teacher-

student, are you forgetting? Phone. Now.” She held her hand out, palm up. I

rolled my eyes and handed it over.

 

She flicked her head to make her hair cover her face and she undid the

top button of her shirt and leaned forward, bringing the camera above her.

She made a peace sign with her lips kissing the air again. “There,” she said,

tossing my phone back into my lap. “Now you have something to look at

instead of just imagining me when we’re writing each other.”

 

I stared at it. She was beautiful.

 

She said, “You’re turn.” She tossed her camera into my lap.

 

I said, “I don’t do selfies,” and tossed it back.

 

“Fine,” she said, “I’ll take it. Then it’s not a selfie.” She centered her

camera on me. “You have to give me something good to look at so I don’t

have to imagine either.” She leaned against her door facing me with both her feet up on the console between us. She had black stockings on and no

shoes.

 

I just stared at her, not giving her what she wanted. She took several

pictures anyway.

 

She pleaded with me and kicked my thigh trying to cajole me. “Come

on, just one Cherie.” Both her feet now rested pressing into my thigh. I

couldn’t keep myself from looking up her stockinged legs, past the edge of

her red leather skirt, and into the darkness there, noticing again her white

panties just peeking from underneath. She kept the camera close to her face.

Her legs began to spread open slightly. I thought I saw her hips move.

 

I lowered my hand to my thigh. She stayed quiet. I covered my crotch. I

felt foolish and shy. She pushed with her feet against my leg. ”Keep going,”

she said quietly. She lowered her camera and stared at me. She said, “Don’t

worry, I was only kidding about taking pictures.” Then she moved the

camera in front of her face again and I could tell she was taking shots.

 

I undid the top button of my jeans. Her feet pressed me rhythmically

like a cat readying herself. Her toes curled against my leg. I reached inside

my pants and pushed my hand over my panties inside.

 

“That’s all,” I said, doing myself back up.

 

“You’re right,” she said. “I’m glad someone is able to act like an adult

here.” She got on her hands and knees and leaned over the console and

kissed me on the cheek. “Thank you,” she said.

 

She sat back down in her seat, pulled the rear view to check her lips and

hair, and said, “Lesson over for today. Time to go home, student.”

 

I said, “Just like that?”

 

She looked in my lap and smiled like a devil. She stretched her arms up

and back, right over the back of her seat, and arched her back in an incredibly tight curve, sticking her chest far out. She moaned in a big

stretch. Then she said, “I guess this doesn’t help, does it,” and she came

back down and laughed. “I’m sorry,” she said. She pulled most of her hair

over her face, but looked up out the tops of her eyes at me as she slowly did

the buttons back up on her shirt. “You make me feel this way.”

 

“I do?” I asked.

 

“I never usually want anyone to look at my body,” she said.

 

“You like teasing don’t you,” I said.

 

“Would you like me to go back to being the way I was before? I know

Craig would.” She looked at me challengingly as though expecting an

answer.

 

“No,” I said. “I like you like this.”

 

“I agree,” she said. “I like me like this a lot more too. It’s driving Craig

crazy though,” she laughed sardonically. “He can’t figure out what’s going

on.”

 

“What do you think is changed?” I asked, not sure if I wanted an

answer. But I needed to know what exactly we were talking about.

 

She looked at me with her hands on the steering wheel. “What’s

changed is I don’t need him anymore to feel what I want to feel. What I

need to feel.” She rubbed the steering wheel with her thumbs. Her nails

were glossy grey today. It made her skin look rich. “It terrifies him.”

 

“I think he might be the terrifying one.”

 

“Cherie?” she said, staring in the distance out the front of her window.

“Are we going to get in trouble for this?” I didn’t say anything. But the

prospect of it was a sobering thought. I just didn’t know why she was asking me. “If I asked you to kiss me, would you do it?” she suddenly

blurted out. And there it was, plain as day.

 

She kept staring ahead. I wasn’t sure if that was a discussion type

question or a request. Like a lot of times, when I can’t decide which way to

take something, I get tongue tied and say nothing. It was Kate who said,

way back in the first week of the school year, that people who say nothing

are usually the ones thinking the most. She made it okay for me to not have

a reply.

 

I reached out without thinking and grabbed her side and tickled her. Her

elbow drove down and she squirmed and shrieked, “No!” and she laughed

maniacally. I reached over with both hands and tickled both her sides and

she laughed so hard she couldn’t tell me to stop anymore.

 

Her whole tiny body contorted in her seat and her legs came up to kick

at me. I grabbed her foot in my hand and held it still and tickled the bottom

with my fingers. She shrieked even more and rolled over and over trying to

get away. I kept tickling her, up her legs, grabbing her sides, tickling her

armpits. She was so ticklish I could keep her shrieking and flailing with one

hand while I got my phone ready with my other hand. I took pictures of her

going crazy in wildly contorted states.

 

Finally I stopped and she collapsed, trying to catch her breath. All her

limbs just lay where they flopped, including her head. She was lying flat on

her seat and her ass was on the console. One of her legs was pushed down

behind me, the other flopped sideways across my lap. Her head was

propped uncomfortably up against her door. Hair was all over her face. She

was biting her finger again. Her other hand was cupping her breast.

 

Her shirt had come untucked and her skirt was pushed up around her

waist. She had stockings on that didn’t go all the way up. She just lay there

panting, her white panties and red bow staring up at me.

 

After a long pause, she said, “Time to go home, Cherie.” She lifted her

hips and pulled her skirt back down. She dragged her foot back off me, but right across my crotch, slowly. “I’ll have to shower now before Craig . . . “

she stopped herself again.

 

“Before he what?” I asked.

 

“It’s not your business,” she said, tucking her shirt in.

 

I got out and walked home.

 

Just after midnight, my phone pinged. “Can talk now,” she said.

 

I wasn’t sure why she couldn’t talk before and I didn’t want to ask. I

wrote her back, “You in bed?”

 

She didn’t write back. Instead, she sent a picture. It was her face on a

pillow sideways lit up in only phone light. She was doing the air kissing

thing again. While I stared at the picture, she sent a message: “I have a new

thing on.” Soon another picture came to my phone. It was a torso and legs

wearing what looked like a baby blue velvet tank top and shorts. She wrote

again: “You like?”

 

I wrote her back: “Is he in bed with you?”

 

She said, “Of course. But he’s done. So, out like a light.” A couple

minutes later she wrote, “Giving him too much credit calling him a light,

even a burned out one.”

 

I sent a picture back. I had extended my arm out and pulled my sheets

off me. All I had on was my red panties. I hesitated before sending it. But I

sent it anyway.

 

I sweated for several minutes thinking I had definitely crossed the line.

She sent a picture back. When I swiveled my camera the right way around,

I realized it was her hand sticking outside her bed dangling her shorts.

 

So I sent the same shot, with my panties off.

Her next picture was a close up of her face with her finger deep inside

her tight little mouth. Her cheeks were sucked in. Her eyes were half-

lidded. She had spread her hair over her face. Her shoulders were bare and

the picture showed just the top of her small breasts. She had taken off her

top as well. She wrote, “You’ll know what to do with that. Sweet dreams,

Cherie.”

 

Of course I knew.

 

She wrote me in the morning for the first time ever. “Unbelievable

news! He’s going out of town for the rest of the week,” she said.

 

I was sitting on the edge of my bed after a shower wondering what to

wear when my phone pinged. I was scared. But I wrote back. “When to

when?”

 

“He’s flying tomorrow in the  morning. He gets back Friday afternoon,”

she wrote.

 

I pondered this information. “We need to talk,” I wrote. Three days. And

three nights, I said to myself.

 

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” she wrote.

 

“You have school,” I reminded her.

 

“I want you,” she replied. She stopped me in my tracks with that. I

stared at the phone. It pinged again: “Kidding!!! Lol.” But then about 15

minutes later, when I was thinking about getting out the door, she sent a

picture. She took a selfie in front of her full mirror wearing a short-cut

faded denim jacket, a white skirt, and a black top. “You like?”

 

I did. I told her so. She wrote back, “Come to my classroom for a sec

when you get there. XOXO.” What were we doing? What were we getting into? I knew it was wrong, and she definitely knew it was. And yet,

someone was driving this bus in a bad direction.

 

I ran into Carrie on the way. She questioned me hard about how tough I

had been to reach lately. She wouldn’t let it go. She asked if I was

depressed (a hard “No” on that), if my parents were having problems again

(a harder “Do I care?” on that), and if I had a secret boyfriend. I shoved her.

She scoffed like I was keeping it from her. I told her, “It ain’t happening.” A

boyfriend? As if!

 

She said, “I don’t know Cherie. You sure had a shit-eating grin on your

face just a second ago.”

 

I told her I had to go do something when we got to school. Again, she

came at me with the 20 questions. I told her I just have to drop something

off at Ms. Paulson’s. Except I said, “. . . at Kate’s.”

 

She stopped dead and stared. I pretended not to see her reaction and

walked on. But inside, I was thinking, “Shit! Shit! Shit!”

 

I went straight to Kate’s room.

 

“Close the door, close the door!” she said, all excited and beaming. “I

got something for us!” she said. “You have to come help me pick it up.”

 

She handed me her phone. It said something about a romantic dinner but

I couldn’t make it out. I looked at her.

 

“It’s a pre-made dinner for two that all you have to do is heat up, and it

comes with candles and wine and everything, you don’t even have to wash

the dishes.” She squealed.

 

I said, “Kate,” and I corrected myself, “Ms. Paulson. Do you really think

we should?”

“Oh my god, we’re just having a little bit of fun!” she protested back

right away. “It doesn’t mean anything,” she said. She walked back to her

desk. My phone pinged. “I sent it to you,” she called over her shoulder. “I

don’t want to cook. I just ordered it up for myself anyway cause I’m alone

tonight, duh. I thought you might want to try it with me, that’s all.”

 

“It doesn’t seem safe. To go to your place, I mean,” I said.

 

“If you don’t want to, that’s fine,” she said. She started working on

something on her computer.

 

“Kate,” I said.

 

“What did I say?” she didn’t look up.

 

“Ms. Paulson,” I started again.

 

She pushed her chair back from her desk, turned to face me, crossed her

legs, and pulled the edge of her skirt up her thigh. She dangled her foot.

“Are you going to make me eat alone? I already paid for it.” She uncrossed

her legs and crossed them the other way, but she did it slowly. She sipped

from her huge mug. “We can eat it with our backs to each other if that

would make you more comfortable.”

 

“It’s not that,” I said.

 

“Then what is it?” she said.

 

“It’s like what you said. Teacher and student,” I said. Things had

happened so fast, she had changed so much, I wasn’t sure about anything

anymore.

 

She got up and walked across the floor toward me. She stopped in front

of me too close for school. She put her palm against my crotch. She

squeezed a little bit. “Don’t you want to?” she said.

I looked at her face that was turned up to mine. Her mouth was open.

Her eyes were glowing. She was dressed in that denim jacket and black top.

Her hair was bunched up at back and long strands fell like wisps of smoke

down the sides of her face. She caressed me there, up and down. I said,

“Yeah” in a whisper, and caught my voice and coughed.

 

She said, “If I was your doctor, I’d say you were perfectly healthy right

now,” and she laughed and turned. “So Tuesday,” she said. “Why don’t I

pick you up at our spot at 5. That’ll give us both time to shower. Then we

can run over to the place to pick up the package.”

 

“Okay,” I said. I had to. I didn’t know how to say otherwise and she

made me feel things about myself I had never felt. Like desired. Like

respected. Like a person.

 

She walked back toward me. The first bell went off. She yanked me by

my top and pulled me down to her face and quickly kissed my mouth. She

pushed me away and said in a low, quiet voice, “I know it’s risky. Your fault

though. You should have been at my high school eight years ago,” she said.

She pushed me away. “You could have saved me. We could have played

together.”

 

The rest of the day was really hard. It passed like a blur. It felt like a

memory, even in the moment I was living it. I didn’t know whether to be

excited or scared. No one had ever been interested in me like that before.

And now Ms. Paulson, Kate, seemed like she couldn’t wait to get all over

me. She liked how I wrote. She said she loved my mind. Every time I said

something in Workshop, she hung on every word, staring. I wondered what

she meant when she said, I could have “saved” her?

 

Monday night I was climbing the walls. One more day seemed like an

eternity. At about 9 my phone pinged. “Meet me at our spot for a quick

one?” I didn’t know what that meant, but I was running out the door when I

texted her back.

I sat on a cement barrier waiting to see her headlights. She showed in

about 15 minutes. She parked her usual way, shut the motor off, and popped

the locks. I climbed in.

 

She said, “I realize I’ve been pushing you.”

 

I began to reply but she cut me off, putting a finger to my mouth. “I

didn’t ask you, I made you come. I’m sorry. I want to ask you, and I want

you to really answer honestly. If this is too much, if you don’t think we

should, I will totally understand.”

 

I took her wrist in my hand and pulled her finger back to my mouth. I

pushed it in and I sucked on it. I wrapped my tongue around it.

 

She said, “Now it is your fault.”

 

“What is?” I said, kissing her palm.

 

“Anything that happens from now on.” She didn’t pull her hand away.

 

“Does that mean that everything that’s happened till now has been your

fault?” I asked.

 

“You’re learning quick, student,” she said, placing another of her fingers

in my mouth for a sucking.

 

“I sure don’t feel like a student anymore,” I said.

 

“Is that because of me?” she asked, using that innocent little voice she

puts on sometimes just for me.

 

“It has everything to do with you,” I said.

 

“Cherie?” she said.

“Yes?” I answered, pushing my tongue into the web of skin between her

fingers.

 

“You’re making me feel something that I think I should tell you about.”

She sucked in a breath sharply.

 

I turned in my seat and reached over to watch my hand cup her tiny

breast inside her black top. I squeezed. She panted and her head dropped to

watch my hand there.

 

“You were saying?” I said.

 

“I think you already know,” she whispered between faster breaths. Her

hands pressed into her seat as though she had to hold on and steady herself. 

But she also stuck her chest out the more I rubbed her. I went back and

forth.

 

“Ms. Paulson?” I said.

 

“What is it, Ms. Cherie?” She was still watching my hand on her chest.

 

“When you drop your hair over your face?” I said.

 

She breathed more than spoke: “Yeah?”

 

“It turns me on.” I began breathing hard too.

 

“Does it now.” She leaned her head back and shook her hair down.

 

“And when you bite your finger?”

 

“Uh huh?” She turned in her seat to face me and pulled up her feet to the

console again. I leaned over close to her. I could feel her hard nipples under

the backs of my fingers.

 

“It makes me wet.”

She laughed all broken up and jagged. “You don’t say.” She stared at me

and spread open her legs.

 

“And when you suck your finger?”

 

“Yeah?” She began biting it.

 

“I want it to be my pussy.”

 

She exhaled deeply and mashed her two hands into my hand, pressing it

hard against her breast. “That’s what I think too,” she squeezed out. She

began biting her bottom lip hard and making tiny whimpering sounds.

 

“Ms. Paulson?” I said.

 

Her smile was big but it was evil too. Her legs fell all the way open.

“I’m your teacher,” she breathed through her smile, and she pulled her top

up over her breasts to show me her black bra.

 

“When you sent me that picture from your bed sucking on it?”

 

“Uh-huh?” She squirmed. I rubbed her little breasts outside her bra.

 

“I made myself come.” I could only whisper.

 

“Oh my fucking god Cherie,” she moaned. She yanked her skirt up

above her waist. She was wearing black panties. She pushed her hand

under. “So did I,” she said in a tiny voice. Her other hand massaged her

breasts.

 

I tried to go under her bra, but she pushed my hand off. I reached to her

panties, but she pushed me away from there too. I reached inside my own

panties. She said, “No.” She rubbed herself, though. Her breath sounded

like she was suffocating.

“But why do you get to?” I said, rubbing the outside of my panties.

 

“Teacher-student,” she said, laughing, but barely able to. “One more

day, Cherie, and you won’t have to do it yourself.” Her head rotated and she

sucked air in through her teeth. “I’ll look after you,” she managed. Her

hand was so busy inside her panties.

 

I rubbed myself harder watching her.

 

“Look what you do to me,” she panted. She pulled her fingers out of her

panties. They were wet.

 

I grabbed them and sucked them into my mouth. I tasted her.

 

“That’s what I needed to tell you I was feeling,” she got out, watching

her fingers go in my mouth. “Look,” she said. She pulled down the band of

her panties with her thumb. She put her fingers there again and spread

herself open. I could see it glistening in the yellow street light.

 

“You don’t have any hair there,” I said, barely hanging on, rubbing my

panties.

 

She sank her two fingers inside herself, jamming her panties down with

her thumb. “I never grow hair there,” she moaned. “Do you like it Cherie?”

It was that high innocent voice again.

 

“Kate, I’m going to . . .“

 

“Uh huh?” Her eyes closed.

 

“You’re going to make me . . .”

 

“Oh my god Cherie . . . “ she said inside a long breath, and she clamped

her legs tight and moaned the most beautiful and long cry I had ever heard.

When she caught her breath, she said, “You better go now. I’m glad we

had this talk.” She looked like a mess.

 

I got out and came around to the driver’s window. She said, “Tomorrow

night, baby.”

 

“I can’t believe you’re the same teacher who came into our room that

first day.”

 

“I think you broke me,” she said.

 

I leaned down and we had our first girlfriend kiss. It was long. Her

tongue came into my mouth. She said she had a secret. I leaned down. In

my ear, she whispered, “I’m going to make you cum so hard tomorrow.”

She added, in her official teacher voice again, “You do realize that, don’t

you?”

 

I said, “Yes I think I understand, Kate.”

 

“Ahem!” she looked alarmed.

 

“Yes I think I understand, Ms. Paulson.”

 

She pfffed out her nose with a scrunched up smile. “Dress up for me?”

she said. “Wait till you see what I bought to wear for you!” She shoved her

car in gear and sped away, “Bye!” she called, her voice trailing as her

window sliced up.

 

I stood there a long time in that little cul de sac by the forest. I had never

experienced anyone saying anything remotely like that to me before. I had

never said anything remotely like what I’d been saying to her before. I

surprised myself. I wasn’t tripping over my tongue. I wasn’t saying stupid

things. I wasn’t being an idiot.

 

I felt good when I started walking home. It felt like I had turned a

woman on. I felt like I’d become an adult. I never felt more strong, more confident, and more happy than I was in that moment. She made me feel

like a real woman.

 

She was away the next day and we had a substitute. I would have

skipped the afternoon too and just gone to where she lived but I had no idea

where that was. It was torture to sit in her class with that idiot droning on

about his day back in the stone ages. I missed her small body pacing slowly

back and forth in front of us, her painted toe nails, her tied-back hair that

missed a few strands that she blew sideways, her tiny little serious mouth,

her pointed chin, her waist so small it looked fragile. I would watch her

teach and see her tiny perfect breasts I squeezed inside my hands and see

her pussy, clean, pure, and wet. The way she called me “Baby,” the way she

said “cum.” They were like foreign words now. And her long breathy cry.

 

I was more nuts by the end of the day than I was at the beginning. I ran

home. My two friends just stood there on the sidewalk in front of the school

not even saying anything, just shaking their heads at me. They probably felt

like they didn’t know me anymore. And they were right. I was a changed

woman.

 

I flew through my front door and rounded the corner to pound it up the

stairs. “Not so fast, kiddo.” It was my mom.

 

“Not now, mom,” I shouted.

 

She stuck her foot out and tripped me. I got up fast and ready to run

again.

 

“Now,” she said. She was holding a butcher knife. That was nothing

new — she liked waving it around when she was in the kitchen. I saw her

bottle of vodka open on the counter. She pointed with the tip of her knife to

a chair at the table.

 

“You’re going to tell me everything you know,” she said, just seething

through her yellow teeth.

“What?” I asked, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

 

“Don’t you try that with me,” she leaned in close. The knife tip was

inches from my face. “You don’t think I know what you’re hiding?”

 

I hesitated.

 

She said, “Ha! You’re a bad liar, Cherie J. Clark!” She went over to the

counter and poured out a few more ounces into a wine glass. She leaned

heavily on the edge looking out the kitchen window and drank half of it.

 

She started working with food again on the other side. Her voice became

all normal and conversational again. “Where do you go when you go out at

night?”

 

“What do you mean?” I said, trying to evade as best I could.

 

She mocked me in a high pitched whining voice. “What do you mean?”

She turned to face me and it descended to a devil’s growl. “What do you

think I mean?”

 

“Just walking, mom.”

 

“Your dad’s gone off again,” she announced, back to the friendly mom,

as though it was the weather she spoke about. And to be truthful, it was like

the weather: routine, ordinary, and usual news when it came to dad. “But I

suppose you already knew that.”

 

“No I didn’t already know that.” Mom always got drunk and paranoid

that dad and I would hang out somewhere and talk about her. Of all the

things that a person might not like, that was the biggest thing for her. But it

never happened. From what I could tell, my mom was my dad’s last

concern. He was busy all the time and hardly ever home, but it wasn’t to be

with me, and it wasn’t to talk about mom.

 

Time was slipping by fast. “We don’t hang out, mom.”

“I wish we could just be a happy family, all three of us, sitting down

together, eating together, talking together, playing board games. What

happened to all that, anyway?” She swigged her vodka like water.

 

I had to throw my head back. Happy family? I scoffed. In my whole

memory, we had never done a single thing that would be like anything she

just described. If they were both home, it was mom with her knife accusing

him of everything, but vaguely in a real mind-twisted way, and him yelling

back at her, “See a doctor,” “Get your head examined,” “Get help,” or just

the plain old, “Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!”

 

When he wasn’t home, it came out on me, but it was all about him. I

realized from early on she didn’t know anything about me. Of course not. I

was stupid to think she’d even notice me.

 

I tried to get up. “Don’t you dare!” she shouted, spinning around and

grabbing her knife. I wanted to shower. I wanted to look at all my clothes.

 

Dinner was flaccid. Meat loaf, but more bread crumb than meat. “Come

on,” she said, “you used to love this!” She smiled and pushed my plate

against my chest. She opened the ketchup and poured it on. “Want me to cut

it up for you?”

 

She sat there with nothing. “Where’s yours?” I said.

 

“Oh I’m not having anything,” she said. “Not on my diet, are you

kidding? You don’t know too much, do you.”

 

I breathed three times. “No,” I said, and I tried to eat the loaf. “I guess

not.”

 

“All that time at school. Not doing you too much good, is it.” She

flipped her hand all proud like she knows better than education. “Go on,

eat.”

“I’m not that hungry,” I said.

 

“You’re going to clean off your plate,” she snapped back at me. Then

she said to herself, but loud enough for me to hear, “Stupid. Just my luck.”

 

I shoved the food in and watched the clock.

 

She began talking to herself in whispers leaning over the sink like she

always did. Sometimes it broke out into voice. “Come crawling back.

Pathetic.” She shook her head. “Be a man!” she suddenly burst out. Her

angry eyes were on me like two blow torches. Her expression looked like a

person on a roller coaster for the first time, in the front seat.

 

I had no idea what was going on in her head. No one possibly could —

but all this was situation normal. It was getting on past 4:30. I knew from

past experience this ran the risk of going all night, especially if the vodka

was out of the freezer.

 

I was dying inside worried about what Kate was thinking. Maybe she

took the day off to get really ready. Maybe her whole place was going to be

some den of luxury. I imagined her in a bathtub. Her little face surrounded

by clouds of suds. And her, giggling and blowing them at me. I watched her

sweet tiny foot coming out of the water and pressing into my chest. Because

I was in the tub with her. And there were candles all over.

 

“Clock got your eye does it?” Her voice snapped me back to the kitchen.

“I hope you’re not planning on going anywhere soon, because you have the

kitchen to clean up and you’re taking out the garbage and you’re going to

clean up your pigsty of a room too.”

 

“Mom, I’m eighteen, I can clean my own room,” I said.

 

“Ha!” she cried out loud. “Well I guess you don’t need me for anything

anymore, all grown up like a real woman now.”

 

“I didn’t say that.”

“You’re my baby and you’ll always be my baby. Let’s get something

straight.”

 

“Okay. Can I clean it up tomorrow then?”

 

“Where would we be if everyone wanted to do everything tomorrow?

We’d be right back in the caves.”

 

“I was going to go to Carrie’s to do homework,” I lied.

 

“Homework!” she cried out. “Homework, homework, homework!” Her

voice rose to a shrill song and her arms waved like a car lot air man.

 

“My room’s not that bad,” I said.

 

“No, we can all just live like slobs. Why don’t we all just be slobs then,

I don’t care, I’d love to be a slob and just stink the place up. I think I’ll give

up cleaning too. Screw it. Get fucked.”

 

I knew when she started talking like that, she was pretty far gone. I got

up to the sink to clean off my plate. I snuck her bottle and filled her wine

glass to the top. I got another glass down and filled it up too. I put the first

one beside her on the table when she was looking the other way. She turned

and just reached to it like it had been there all along.

 

I quietly went upstairs. I knew she’d forget and drink both glasses and

not even know I wasn’t in the house anymore, even if she kept screaming

up the stairs every five minutes.

 

In my room, I tore through my closet, grabbed the best I could, slapped

on deodorant in the bathroom, and slipped down the stairs, dragging my

back along the wall to get out of the kitchen safely, and out the front door. I

heard her scream, “Don’t think I don’t know where you’re going!” I took

the screen door in my hand and slammed it hard as I could.

I ran to our spot. It was already ten after 5. I could see her car peaking

above the cement barrier in the usual spot. I waved and smiled and shook

my head, so happy to see her, so relieved she was there.

 

She lived in a condo. In the elevator Kate said I should just try to relax,

but I still wasn’t sure what was going to happen. Was she going to make the

first move, or did she expect me to? What were the rules supposed to be?

 

She made me sit on her couch and then she seemed to change her mind

about something and sat down too. She found music on her phone and then

she slid halfway toward me. That’s when I noticed her new outfit that I had

never seen before. It was a beautiful red dress with big white buttons all the

way down in front. It spread out at the bottom just above her knees. She

wore black stockings and black strappy heel shoes. Her hair was down, but

it was all wavy. She wore deep red lipstick too, which was different. She

looked incredible. Her condo was incredible. I felt like a fish out of water.

 

She pushed up against me. The first thing we did was hug each other a

long time. “You look incredible,” I said. She smiled like she was more

nervous than me, and we fell against the back of the couch together. We

laughed. She poured out two glasses of wine and we interlinked arms and

sipped from each other’s glasses and laughed some more. Then we stopped

and kissed briefly every time nothing was said. I told her that her dress

made her look sexy. It’s not a word I was used to using. She said she got all

hot and bothered when she was shopping for it. She said, “My husband

doesn’t know who I spend all his money on.” She laughed hard and I tried

to join her but it was too hard.

 

“When you were lying in my car all spread out, after I tickled you, I

wanted so bad to touch your feet again,” I finally said.

 

“But Cherie,” she squealed. We both nodded and smiled. “All you have

to do is ask, you know that.” She leaned back on her elbows and brought

her legs up into my lap. She let one foot slide over my legs, over my crotch,

and up to my chest. Her toes curled and she drew a line with her toe back

down to my crotch. I looked at her and she bit her bottom lip. “I’m yours,” she said. “I’m all yours,” she mouthed. And that’s when I realized it was

really happening. I’d played at it with a couple of friends, but never

seriously. No one had ever tried to seduce me. Realizing that that was what

Kate was doing to me made me shiver. This was going to be a for real thing.

I wasn’t sure I was ready.

 

She put her finger between her lips and bit on it. She snapped her head

so her hair fell over her face. She breathed out sharply and smiled. It was a

sexy, mischievous smile. “Come on, baby,” she said. She started rocking her

hips, pushing her foot into my thigh. I started to cradle her foot and rub it.

Her dress fell up her legs. I looked and saw a garter and straps. She smiled

again and breathed out her nose. “That’s right baby. I got all dressed up just

for you.” The music was loud, deep and beat-heavy. Kate was acting like

someone I never knew. Things were going on – inside my body, as well as

between us. I felt high.

 

I touched her leg above the stocking. She breathed out. She dragged her

finger down her cheek and made me watch her suck it deep into her mouth.

She pulled it out all wet. “Know what I want in there instead?”

 

I reached over to her mouth and touched her lips for the first time ever. I

ran my finger all the way around the small circle. She kissed it and I pushed

it in her mouth and she sucked it hard and her eyes half closed, looking at

mine. “Give it to me baby,” she said.

 

I pulled the garter straps off her stockings and rolled both down and off

her feet. She laid on her back and kicked one leg in the air, bending the

other to poke me with her toes again. “Do you like what you see baby?”

Her dress fell around her waist. She had on satiny black panties that had a

red bow in the middle.

 

“I love the bow,” I said. I wanted to say so much more. I wanted mostly

to tell her, I’d never done anything like this before. And to not stop.

 

She laughed all coy and sexy. “I know you do baby!  I was thinking

about you when I bought these.”

I reached under her and pulled them up her legs and off. She let me,

raising her tiny round ass for me. She ran her fingers down between her legs

and sucked air in her teeth. She undid all the buttons on her dress. She sat

up and shook off her black bra and laid back again. All she had on was the

garter around her waist and her heels. I didn’t know I liked girlie-girls. I

did.

 

“Are you going to lick me, Cherie?” she said. She let her legs fall open.

“You know I’ve never wanted a girl to lick me as much as I want you to lick

me right now. Baby I’m so wet for you.” She reached down and rubbed

herself. The way she talked! I was paralyzed again. She stood up in front of

me naked with her legs spread. She started undoing my top with

exaggerated gestures. She undid my jeans and yanked them off of me.

 

“Baby,” she said, “I’ve been wanting to do this with you for a long

time.” She went down to her knees and licked my panties on the outside

with her tiny little mouth. She moaned loudly on me. She pulled off, tugged

my panties down my legs and said, “I’ve never wanted to do this so much

before.” She pressed her lips on me tight and sucked and swirled her tongue

on me.

 

I reached forward for her bare breasts. “Yes baby,” she said. She took

off her shoes and garter and climbed up into my lap. She fed one breast and

then the other into my mouth. She wrapped her arm around the back of my

head and groaned. She was so small. She arched her back far and I rubbed

her breasts and sucked on her nipples. I ran my hands all over her stomach

and sides and legs. She felt so good. She fell forward and her hair fell all

over my face. I could feel her wet pussy on my stomach. In the tiny private

space between our faces, she whispered, “I’m all for you, Cherie.” She

reached down my front and massaged my breasts.

 

We kissed long and deep. My pussy got so wet. I reached down between

her legs and touched her pussy. She was easily as wet as me.

“Yes,” she said in my ear. And she moaned and licked and bit me there.

I rubbed her. Her hips started to rub against my hand. She was draped over

my shoulder. She whispered in my ear, “I want to cum on your mouth.”

 

I pressed on her ass. She rose up instantly and reached down behind her.

Her slender cool fingers rubbed my pussy. I could see her midnight blue

painted nails. “Oh baby,” she said out loud. “I have to have you now.” In

one smooth motion she rose up and pushed me down under her.

 

“I want to cum on you!” she said out loud.

 

I licked her where she pushed her hips down into my mouth. She made a

loud, low voice. She pressed her whole body against me. She began

bucking against me and making short, sharp breaths and tiny yelps that

sounded surprised.

 

I turned around under her so we could lick each other. She cried out,

“Oh my god!” She sang out in that same high pitched cry and she sucked

and licked so tight on me I thought she was going to crush me. I licked her

until her whole body shook. She fell down beside me on the couch and

turned her head still breathing hard and she kissed me sloppily. She said, “It

feels like I’ve never been licked before.”

 

I laughed, still catching my breath.

 

“Baby?” she said, scratching lightly along my jaw.

 

“Yes Kate?” I said, rubbing both her breasts in my hands.

 

“You’re a naturally gifted lover. You made this girl happy.”

 

We kissed and rubbed. “Shower?” she said.

 

She got up and took me by the hand.

We came back and laid naked in bed together. She started making out

with me again. It was quiet and everything was soft, including her. We just

kissed at first. It was as though in slow motion. The sheet slipped off her

when she moved on top of me. I could see her round shoulders in the light

from outside. Her hand made me wet again. She nibbled my ear and pushed

her chest all over mine. She tweaked my nipples hard and made me yelp

and breath hard.

 

I reached down and felt her pussy. She was like an oven, and wet again,

too. She whispered in my ear, “Yes.” She lowered herself and our pussies

pressed against each other’s. She whimpered directly in my ear. “It’s so

good with you,” she said.

 

We must have fallen asleep like that, seemingly in mid-make-out mode,

because the next thing that happened was, I was woken up by Kate kissing

me and leaning over me. She was already in her panties and bra. “Wake up

for school, sleepy head,” she said softly cooing. My head swirled. Waking

up with Kate felt like I was still dreaming. Kate smiling and relaxed, just

fixing her earrings in the streaming morning sunlight, made it feel bizarre.

Did last night really happen?

 

She pulled up her skirt and came to me, turning her back, expecting me

to pull up the zipper. I sat up and put my legs down either side of her. I

zipped her but I also wrapped my arms around her stomach.

 

She pushed her ass out into my breasts and wiggled it. “You get to look

at what now belongs to you all day long,” she said. Then she turned around,

pulled her skirt up to her waist, and sat straddling me in her bra. “Baby, you

were such a good lover last night.” She kissed me long and then she left the

room. I found my clothes all neatly folded on a chair. I went to the

bathroom and found a new toothbrush, toothpaste and other stuff laid out

for me.

 

Next day, where we stopped so I could get out of her car two blocks

from school so nobody noticed, she said, “Meet me at our spot at 5. I’ll take

you shopping. Buy you a whole new outfit. It’ll be fun.”

“You can’t afford that.”

 

She rolled her eyes. “You saw the name on my credit card, Cherie. It’s a

bottomless money pit.” She said, “Now out you get,” she smiled all full of

mischief-making again, and touched my leg. “I have to go be a good teacher

again and you have to go be a good student.”

 

I didn’t have her class that day but I peeked through the window in her

door. Despite what had happened the previous 24 hours, she never looked

more confident and relaxed and happy at school as she did that day. I would

use the word “powerful” to describe how she looked. Kids in the class were

paying attention.

 

After that class, I pretended to have a book to drop off. “Cherie,” she

said, “think you can you take this note to your friend Sam for me please?”

 

She sounded all official while she was writing something out. Others

were around. “Thanks,” she said, not even looking at me, but she just strode

past me.

 

I had no friend named Sam. I opened it up when it was safe. “I want to

fuck you so bad right now I’m drenched. Have to change my panties

because of you,” the note said. It was followed by three hearts.

 

I skipped classes after lunch and went home. I tried passing through the

kitchen but mom cut me off. I physically pushed her out of the way. I

wasn’t violent, I just removed her from my path. I barely even lifted my

face from my phone. She was stunned. So was I. I didn’t think, I just acted.

She said a whole ream of things to me as I climbed the stairs that I didn’t

hear at all.

 

I got to my room and closed the door. The room suddenly seemed tiny.

The whole house felt old and worn out. I don’t know if it was because of

what Kate said about getting my stuff and getting out, or because of what happened to me the last 24 hours, but it no longer felt like my room, or my

house. At some point, I had already psychologically moved out.

 

I had a backpack. I grabbed school stuff and my laptop. I looked in my

closet. Everything looked like it belonged to another person, a kid. Even my

panties and bras didn’t look like mine anymore. I decided, “Fuck it,” and

packed nothing but my phone and computer charging wires.

 

I slung my backpack on and purposefully pounded down the stairs so

she wouldn’t be surprised when I entered the kitchen.

 

She was standing there with her hands on her hips and her knife in her

hand. “Where do you think you’re going?” she said in her tiresome

accusatory tone. She didn’t seem to notice or care it was the middle of a

school day.

 

I said, “Friend’s house, mom.” I stood there nodding at her.

 

She snorted. “Big girl thinks she’s just calling the shots now, does she?

What about dinner?”

 

“Throw it out, give it away, I don’t care. I don’t want it.”

 

“You think you can just waltz on out of here, do you? You got a lot of

growing up to do,” she shook her head.

 

“So yeah,” I said, turning. “Goodbye, I guess.”

 

“Don’t you dare leave when I am talking to you!” she shouted.

 

Here it comes, I thought. “Mom, really, just let me go.”

 

“You take one more step young lady and you are going to get it, my god,

you’re going to be sorry!” She took a few steps toward me holding her

knife at her eyes pointed at me.

I laughed at her. For the first time in my life, she looked like a cartoon to

me. “Bye mom.”

 

“I’m telling you, you are going to be sorry, you take one more step

toward that door, missy, it’s going to be the last steps you take, I’m going

to. . . “ she stopped herself as though she was about to say something she

shouldn’t.

 

“What are you going to do mom?” I just stood there.

 

She breathed in through her nose and twisted her head sideways like she

was trying hard to restrain herself.

 

“Okay,” I nodded. I turned and walked to the door.

 

“Turn around Cherie!” she shouted. “You turn around or so help me

god!” she screamed. I kept walking. “I am warning you!!” I opened the

door and went outside, and still she screamed. I think I heard the knife hit

the wall beside the door. I just closed it softly behind me. An old couple

was just then walking in front of the house. They looked mortified. I smiled

and waved at them and walked on.

 

I could still hear screaming three doors away. The air smelled rich, like

it had more oxygen in it. I was stunned by the colors of the trees and grass. I

could even hear a grasshopper jumping on the lawn beside me. I just started

walking. I didn’t care where. It felt like I wasn’t even touching the ground.

 

School was out. I walked back in and sauntered through the empty

hallways. I felt like a stranger there. I got to Kate’s door but I didn’t go

inside, I just tapped it, showed her five fingers, smiled, waved, and walked

on. She smiled serenely at me. It felt as natural as anything. It felt like a

weird kind of normal.

 

When I got in her car at our spot, I leaned over and kissed her mouth,

and said, “How was work today, honey?” I laughed because I thought I was

being funny.

She didn’t laugh, she just smiled, found reverse gear, stepped on it, and

began chatting to me about how her day really did go.

 

I put my hand on her knee. She was wearing black tights. She looked at

me and said, “You like?” like she expected a simple honest answer.

 

I laughed again because I wasn’t used to it. She just waited, letting me

have time adjusting to this new reality. “They look good on you. They suit

you.”

 

“Thanks honey,” she said. “Did you get your stuff?”

 

I said, “You’re looking at it.” I had my school backpack in my lap.

 

She smiled with pursed lips and nodded. “That’s the way to do it, isn’t

it,” she said. She reached casually over and squeezed my crotch. “Do you

realize how much you turn me on when I see you like this, the way I know

you really are, on the inside?”

 

I just stared at her. I had never felt so relieved.

 

“This is who I saw inside you, but it was hard to see it at first.” She

looked at me again. She bit her lip and looked down at my crotch and

laughed with mischief.

 

I said, “You better watch the road.”

 

She said, “I might have to find a place where we won’t be seen.”

 

She was serious. She looked all around her then took a few turns and

ended up in the back of a big empty parking lot, and found a slot under

shade. She took her jacket off and started to undo my jeans. She laid down

across the console, curled up on her side like one might in a bed. Her head

rested in my lap. She began to lick my pussy where she pushed my panties

aside.

She said, between licks, “Did you always know you were more sensitive

than other people around you?” She kissed my wet lips.

 

“I, uh, yeah I guess.”

 

She slowly slid a finger inside me.. “Try again,” she said. “Better

answer.” She licked me broadly, but lightly and slowly. Her tongue felt like

a cloud floating against my pussy.

 

I said, “I think it made me need to put armor up a lot more. Other people

already seemed to be well-protected or just didn’t feel anything.”

 

She stroked me. “See? You could be a writer.” She licked me so good. “I

asked you just once to think a sec and you came up with a poetic response

you could build a whole novel around.” She kept licking me more and more

and I was becoming delirious from her tongue.

 

She pushed herself up to face me with her pretty mouth almost touching

mine. She said, using that innocent voice she knows I can hardly take,

“Honey? Would you like to cum on my mouth?” She just sat there as

though it was a natural question, waiting for me to answer. She rubbed her

thumb over my enlarged, buzzing clit.

 

All I could say was, “Oh my god.”

 

“I’m gonna say that’s a yes,” she kissed me lighter than a feather. “But

baby?”

 

“Yes?” I answered, about to explode already.

 

She touched my mouth with her finger and pulled my bottom lip out.

She put on a pouty face. “Tonight? I’m going to need you to do that to me.”

 

She made me cum so hard I nearly blacked out.

When she finished on me, she sat back up to kiss me. “I almost come

with you on my mouth like that. It’s amazing.”

 

When we got back to her place, she rushed inside and unsnapped her bra

and dropped it in the hallway. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall in front

of the double bedroom doors. She peeled her panties off her hips and shot

them like an elastic band toward the front door. She turned her head to me

and nodded inside and disappeared. The panties, blazing pink and lacy,

landed right in front me.

 

I went to the bedroom door. She was on the huge pure white bed like an

angel riding a cloud. She was squirming in slow motion there like a manta

ray patrolling the sea floor.

 

She pulled her knees up and spread them open and ran her finger up the

crease of her pussy. She went half-lidded and exhaled. I buried my face in

Kate’s bare pussy. She started moaning and groaning. I wasn’t doing

anything, I was just holding my face against her. She was so wet. She

pushed her fingers through my hair. “Just like that,” she kept saying. “You

made me sooo wet. And then I had to squirm all the way home:”

 

I laid down on my stomach between her raised legs. She found my hands

and pressed her own hands into them. She squeezed me and I felt reassured.

I kissed her between her legs. She pulled my hands up onto her breasts and

brought her hands between her legs. Her figurine fingers with pale blue

nails pulled her pussy lips open in front my nose. Her fingertip touched a

miniature rose flower at the top. “Right there,” she whispered.

 

She wanted to take me out to dinner and we made out all the way down

on the elevator. People in the building were waiting to get on at the bottom.

She hung from my arm and pressed herself against me as we left, even

pushing my hand into her crotch. She lead the way to her car, saying “This

way, honey.” They stared but said nothing.

 

We took a booth in a retro diner. She bit her burger once, pushed it to me

and helped herself to my pizza. She said, “I’ve had enough, I need you more.”

 

In her car, Kate’s hand stretched wide over my stomach and breasts and

her other hand was the same over my ass. She pressed me against her mouth

and twisted her head with each push onto me. She looked ravenous.

 

She leaned her head on the seat back, smiled at me in a haze, and rolled

her head side to side. “Baby?” she said. I laid my head back too and rolled

to face her. Our mouths were inches apart. “Let’s go to Mexico for

Christmas break.” Our hands were together. It was the slightest twitch. I

peeked. Her mouth showed an equally slight curl. But she didn’t say

anything.

 

Between my mom yelling and her husband ignoring her and taking trips

out of town, the month until the break was filled with languid nights

between each other’s legs sprawled on her bed, and rushed hide-and-seek

dashes down sidewalks and school hallways and up and down my stairs at

home. People talked. But we never left any good evidence.

 

I didn’t know how to travel. But she did. Through both airports, it felt to

me like we were dawdling, and yet, we passed through everything like fish

in water. The cab ride was a limo with darkened windows. We slept against

each other. At the resort they gave us glasses of champagne for the trouble

of signing us in.

 

I fought for my bag with a man in a white uniform, before Kate

scrunched her face at me, pulled me off, and hugged my arm to her body,

taking me on a winding stone walk through the palm tree-filtered sunlight.

The man lead us through a locked gate — a private gated space inside the

private, gated resort. He unlocked our door and bowed.

 

I had never seen anything like it. Kate squealed and kicked off her

shoes. There was an outdoor shower that looked like a miniature park with

shower heads lurking everywhere surrounded by walls of stones and ferns

and benches like some sort of Eden.

The patio was as big as the room and was covered in thatch. There was a

private pool just for us. There were huge round chairs as big as beds. There

was a bed outside, with a low thatch roof, and walls made of thin, white

billowing muslin. “Palapa,” said Kate.

 

“Palapa,” I repeated.

 

A woman appeared amidst the trees. She said, “A drink for . . ?” I stared

at her with fear clenching my heart. Kate come out, kissed my cheek softly,

and said, “My girlfriend would like another champagne, and I’ll have a

michelada. Thank you!”

 

She turned me to her face. She leaned her forehead against mine and

pulled my top up and began massaging my breasts. When she spoke, it was

as though at once too quiet to hear, and yet it filled my ears like someone

whispering in a dream.

 

“We’re all alone here. No one knows us. Come with me. Come into my

garden. I’ve been waiting for you here all my life. I’ve missed you so much.

I’ve waited so long.”

 

The flight and the sun and the champagne took my legs away from

under me and laid me on the bed in the palapa. She encircled me with

pillows. She laid on her side propped up on her elbow.

 

The other woman came into my consciousness and out again, and Kate

lifted a fresh, cold stem of champagne to my lips. There was the taste of

grapes, mango, and watermelon that passed over my tongue. Breezes like

hands of gods stroked us. The white walls undulated around us. I came on

Kate’s mouth. I wondered where the gold bracelet had come from that was

around her wrist. I felt her crush her pussy down onto my mouth and I

heard her cry out as though a distant hawk cried high in the sky. For the first

time in my life, I was free from anger. I didn’t lose it, I just forgot it.

 

It was dusk when I pushed myself up. Kate lay beside me on her side

sleeping naked. I jolted because I thought I was floating in a painting. She raised her head. “Baby have a nice sleep?” I didn’t know that was sleep. It

was some third state of existence I had never been to before. She pulled

herself up using my shoulders. She kissed me and I came back to Earth.

“Hungry?” she asked.

 

We walked along the winding narrow road lined with under-lit palm

trees. Other couples, equally enamored of each other and as oblivious to us

as we were to them, passed the other way. Our steps were in tune. She

walked with one hand around my waist and my hand around hers. We

talked about nothing and everything.

 

I realized we were outside in a kind of public area not hiding anything.

At the restaurant she hung onto me just as tightly till we were seated in a

corner by huge windows looking onto gardens and the ocean beyond.

“We’re a couple,” I said to her. She had her thumbnail in her teeth, her face

down but her eyes up, smiling like a criminal.

“We are, aren’t we!” she scrunched her face again.

 

She pulled her hair over her face because she knew what that did to me.

She opened her mouth and dragged her fingers down over her lips and then

seemed to taste her fingertip. That’s what she had done when she made me

come on her mouth. We had steaks and crab and tall, blueberry pie.

 

Monkeys and cats watched us roll back to our place. We slept some

more on the bed inside. When I next woke up, Kate was kissing me on my

mouth as though she’d been doing that for some time. When I dragged my

eyelids up, she leapt and clapped. She pulled me by the hand out of bed.

She walked behind me, hugging me, and steered me to the shower garden.

 

I turned it on and soon warm water fell like rain everywhere. I touched a

switch and was able to dim the light to when Kate bit my ear and said,

“Yes.” It looked like a sunset. I wondered what another button did. Harp

music filled the garden. She held one hand and walked backward leading

me through the tiny rounding path. She laughed and held her face up to the

warm rain. She let go and spread her arms out. We found soap and walked

around and sat on benches soaping each other up all over our bodies.

She darted behind a tree trunk. When I reached she ran to another and

hid there, squealing and shrieking. When I caught her, she fell back in my

arms so trusting I had to scoop her up. She flopped like she had no bones

and pretended to be fainted.

 

I came over her on my hands and knees. I began kissing her on her toes.

I kissed every inch of her, making my way up her limp body. I stayed away

from between her legs and continued up, covering her fingers, up her arms,

and then her neck. When I kissed her mouth, her eyes fluttered open.

“Cherie,” she said. “Is this heaven?”

 

I sucked and kissed her nipples. I kissed a trail back down her stomach.

I made a circle all around but not on her down there. She began to bite on

her finger like a horse on a bit. I didn’t need to nudge her legs apart. I blew

on her there and she emitted a high pitched cry of awe. I held open her lips,

exposing her tip, and I put my name on her.

 

When I got to the “t” she sounded like someone who jumped off a cliff.

I couldn’t do all of the “e” because her thighs squeezed my head and her

fingers felt like they were going to pull my hair out in clumps. Her hips

twitched and then bucked at my face as hard as repeated punches.

 

We went in the heated pool after. It had a ledge. She straddled me and

we made out slowly and gently. She didn’t even know I was about to

orgasm until I shook under her. She looked surprised at me with her tiny

perfect mouth in a little circle.

 

Later, on one of the big circle bed-chairs outside, as the sunlight came

up to fill the sky above us with silhouetted palms, she said that that one in

the pool caught her by surprise.

 

We wandered through the stores at the resort and I bought her a thin

gold chain to wear around her waist. She bought me a ring, “just for your

right hand, doesn’t mean anything.”

We watched a show in the evening sitting at a round table with another,

older couple. She did most of the talking, saying “My girlfriend and I” this

and “me and my girlfriend” that.” She squeezed my leg under the table

when I said to them, about joining them for dessert, “My girlfriend doesn’t

like blueberries.” She does, she just ate a pie of them hours before. We ran

back to our cottage and fucked like bucking mules.

 

We bought clothes together. She made me sit outside on the big round

chairs to model her purchases. She showed me a long, airy white robe. She

showed me bras. She came really close, propped her foot up on the chair,

and demonstrated how her new grey panties with pink bow opened to allow

me access, “So you can lick me whenever you need to, honey,” she said as

though showing me features on a dishwasher.

 

“Red bow,” I said.

 

“I know,” she said.

 

When it was my turn, I came out wearing a bikini. It was tiny. But what

I noticed was the glint of gold around the waist. She tied a light printed

fabric around my hips and slipped on my sandals. She also put gold around

my ankles, neck, and wrists. It dangled from my ears too. She crooked her

finger and said, “Come on. I want to show off my prize.” She set a wide,

white sun hat on my head. You could be anyone when you forget to be

yourself.

 

We wandered into an area where other guests lounged by the pool. She

left me on a cabana and draped her printed thing over my head and laughed.

She sauntered out to the pool edge wearing nearly nothing but hat, sandals,

and gold. She dipped her toe, walked as slowly as a drift of sand along the

side letting her shoulders fall back. Her hips moved in circles as she

walked.

 

She took her time walking to the bar and made up enough questions to

linger there, bending over, kicking her legs up behind her, laughing and

turning around, leaning against the bar. She lifted a knee as though stretching. She circled her head as though getting kinks out of her neck. Her

hair swooped like a harem scarf. She knew I was staring at her being all

flirtatious with the staff.

 

She strolled the long way back down the other side of the pool with two

glasses. When she got back to me, she stood with her bikini bottom against

my nose where I sat on the edge of the bed. She said out loud but not loud

enough for the next couple to hear, “Did you like that, honey?” She sipped.

 

I said, “Yes I did.”

 

She said, also just loud enough, “I think I need to take my prize home

now and open it up.”

 

We finished before our ice melted. We sat up leaning on a field of

pillows. She toyed with my waist chain. “Do you think,” she said, stirring

with her straw, “anyone knows about us here?”

 

I said, “I’m pretty sure everybody was watching you an hour ago.”

 

She rolled over and laughed guiltily and said, “I’ve never done anything

like that before. It’s your fault. You make me do the wildest things I’ve

never dreamed of doing.”

 

I shimmied down the bed. I lifted one of her legs over me so I was

between them. I brought my drink with me. I sipped on my straw and let it

run out my mouth over her lips down there and caught it before it dripped

on the bed, licking back up to the top.

 

“Fuu-uck,” she exhaled, rattling her glass on the bedside table trying to

get rid of it without dropping it.

 

I said, “If they are, they’re really good at not noticing,” and I causally

kissed and sucked at parts of her down there.

She winced and said “My,” trying to start talking a few times. “That’s

very good, honey,” she finally said. “The student is mastering the teacher.”

 

I pushed my tongue inside and she gasped.

 

“Maybe,” she got out, breathing harder, “we can try to sneak into the

village we saw coming in.” She grabbed the sheets in her fists and said, “Oh

fuck god.” She sucked in several high-pitched breaths. “That could be fun,

you think?”

 

I sipped and kissed and sipped and licked. “Daytime. A random cab. I

don’t see why not.” I chanced a finger into her, after coating it in my mouth,

and curled it up inside as though beckoning her.

 

She made a guttural groan that ended in a long forced breath. “I didn’t

teach you that,” she said almost out of breath.

 

“I read ahead,” I said.

 

I crawled up over her and kissed her nose. My pussy touched hers.

“Teacher, there are things that I still have to learn,” I said. I kissed her fully.

Her hand pressed me there and she pulled me toward her. I pushed her into

the pillows. She held onto my shoulders.

 

“What you do to me,” she breathed in my ear with her lips kissing at the

same time. She inhaled all raggedly and stopped breathing. I kept grinding

my hips against hers. Her nails curled into my skin where she dug in. Her

head drove backward till she was facing the headboard upside down and

she lifted me up on her feet and elbows. She cried so loud and so long I was

scared I broke her.

 

We dressed. The couple next door on their big round chair looked at us

then quickly away and giggled with each other. There were cabs at the front

check in. We found an open market. She draped t-shirts and tops across her

chest for my opinion and I modeled wraps and bikini tops. She laughed so

hard she couldn’t walk. We walked against each other to the beach. She took me to get our nails done together. She bought and wore a long skirt

slitted all the way up the side that made me stare. I got a mini-skirt to wear

and make her stare. We talked about books we liked and roamed silently

together through a night market.

 

As daylight dimmed, we waved over a cab and made out in the back

seat. The next morning was our flight back home – she to her husband, and

me to my mom. We both travelled silently a long time. She was watching

the city lights recede out her side window when she suddenly said, “I can

divorce him. We’d lose the money to have fun like this mind you.” She

raised my hand she held in hers and kissed my fingers without looking.

“But you could move in.”

 

“Move in with you?”

 

“Together.”

 

I looked out my side window too, to the dark sea and the distant

blinking lights of another city far away across the bay. “Why couldn’t we?”

I said.

 

She rubbed my hand and her eyes filled. She held her phone up for me.

There was an email from the school board.

 

“What’s that?” I said, uncomprehending.

 

“A meeting first thing Tuesday.”

 

“What about?”

 

She looked at me with pursed lips. “They’ve arranged already for my union

rep to attend. They’re going to ask you things, Cherie.”

 

I looked back out my window through the inky blackness of the sea out

there but I couldn’t see the distant shimmering city any more.

A Wife’s Perfect Lover
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I

 

Madison exposed the silver metal tag of Luke’s fly by peeling open the denim flap and she tugged at it and watched as it zipped down under the control of her deft fingertips all the way to the bottom with a low ripping sound. She was fascinated by how her hand so effortlessly slipped inside his parted jeans. She could tell his breath was rising and his heart was pounding. She more than anyone knew all the reasons this was strictly forbidden. But his hot and heavy ropey cock came out in her hand as easy as picking an apple out of a fruit bowl. It was as nothing to lean slightly forward in her straight-back wooden kitchen chair and kiss the head of his quite beautiful cock. Quiet loners, she thought to herself, always intrigued her. Whose fault was it that one should grow up in her own house?

 

She teased its underside lightly with her fingernails and it twitched to her amusement. She crouched and twisted and licked it under there too and it yearned as though alive, and grew bigger and harder. She chuckled a bit to herself. Knowing she was crossing so many big red lines made her feel somehow more in control, as though crossing one made any further evils redundant. So she pushed her mouth over it too and felt his cock force her mouth wider. She felt stretched but still controlling and oddly comfortable as though there was also some unwritten and secret witchy thing that was good and right about this act. When she carefully pulled back off him, she didn’t wonder that men liked taking this kind of initiative with women, especially when it was inappropriate. Some boundaries are made to be tested and it was her turn, damn it! Surely her Luke wouldn’t mind helping her out. He always liked to, so much a man now.

 

She went back down on him and bobbed so much her long ash hair swayed like curtains at once obscuring and revealing his stomach and legs. His hands crept tentatively around her head whether to stop or to urge her, but she pushed him off no matter. She would be controlling every aspect of this fantasy of hers. She cupped her tongue under his cock as her mouth engulfed him wholly. She tickled his balls with her delicately red-painted nails. She decided that she would make her young nervous buck cum in her mouth and that she would swallow it into her belly, because that might just be the two wrongs that might make everything all right. It completed a secret, very private, and tidy circle between her and her Luke.

 

Only 20 minutes earlier,  Madison had looked over the top of her dark-rim Karlie Klosses from the vantage point of her kitchen counter and nailed Luke at the kitchen table with her brown eyes. Luke was comfortable by himself, the quiet, brooding loner. “A tortured artist,” she laughed with Kendra, her friend and colleague, when they drank too much wine and compared their brats. After they stopped laughing at all of their foibles, Madison’s mind circled back around to Luke, whom she didn’t say much more about. Loners don’t talk, a tight-lip smile curled up the corner of her mouth.

 

Luke made her think for other reasons too. “Nothing like flat out sex for sex sake’s to get the blocks out,” Kendra said, clinking her glass to Madison’s. Madison said something to the effect of, “You can say that again!” even though she had not ever had sex like that.

“Seriously though,” Kendra said. “Who doesn’t do it? Anyway, all I’m doing is what males have been doing since time immemorial!” Kendra was justifying to Madison her penchant for college frat boy parties. Madison’s mind was distracted by thoughts much closer to home.

 

But her words stuck with Madison. Was that what she was missing? In all the rush of advancing her career — and she had advanced it impressively for a 42-year-old — she had made sacrifices to her relationship life, her family life, and her friendships. She had also ignored her body — and her sexuality. Maybe Kendra was right. Free the body, free the mind.

 

Luke, tall and slim, unkempt and sloppy in jeans and sneakers, now stood before her at the kitchen table having come as bidden. She looked up from the screen of her laptop and did what any man would do — she let her eyes linger on the body of desire even if she was being obvious about it. She couldn’t deny the power-trip feel of staring without concern, knowing he was trembling nervous and unsure. He reminded her, at that moment, of boys she’d been with in college two decades ago. Back then, it was she who was the one standing nervously, she was the one whose leg the generationally older man’s hand wrapped around as though she was his present to examine, she was the one being objectified.

 

She squeezed the back of Luke’s thigh. She took a glance around the kitchen. They were alone and the blinds were down. The idea that he could be her object of amusement filled her with new-found courage. He wasn’t exactly protesting. Was she actually, she thought to herself, now, finally, the powerful one in these situations? And if so, she thought to herself, if so . . .

 

Maybe he was staggered by her expertise – surprising, isn’t it, Luke, that I have a history -- and she enjoyed knowing that it might even be the best, or at least the most surprising, blowjob the young one had ever had. She almost laughed even with his cock stuffing her mouth, thinking about how he would try to make sense of it for years if not a lifetime after. Oh well, she thought, feeling herself get more blindly aroused, more clouded in her ability to think things through with his cock seeming to rise to the occasion and grow more within her mouth, how many women go their whole lives trying to figure out something an unthinking man did to them one time without ever thinking of the girl another time?

 

He moaned loudly and he nearly fell down with buckled knees and then he stopped breathing altogether. She sucked harder on him and she used her tongue more, shooting forward and back under his cock. He began to spurt the cum of a young man who didn’t get that kind of treatment very often: it was a lot. She let him finish in her mouth, then tucked him away, zipped up his fly, patted him on his abdomen, and said softly as she turned and walked away without looking over her shoulder, “I hope that was ok with you.”

 

II

 

The next morning, Madison forced herself to not look up from her laptop when Luke came down to the kitchen. She felt queasy all night. Blowing young Luke gave her ambivalent emotions. On the one hand, she felt hot, unpredictable, and risk-taking, and it made her wet several times just recalling how she tugged him open, how she didn’t even look him in his eyes, and how she stayed on him when he began to lose it inside her.

But on the other hand, it wasn’t really like her. She was girly, but only she knew that. She had to put it all away whenever friends and colleagues came over, but in her closets at home resided twinkling light strings, too-cute-for-work plush toys, and very feminine dresses that hardly ever saw the light of day. Being more in touch with the sexual needs and wants of her career-neglected body was one thing, but did it risk taking her even further away from how she really wanted to define herself?

 

When she looked up through escaped wisps of hair and over the dark rims of her polished glasses, her eyes fell directly as if drawn magnetically onto Luke’s eyes, even though he was otherwise a face in the sea of staring faces. They connected for one second that felt like five before she slid her gaze off him as though he was nothing more than a bump in her scan. She was meticulous about registering no expression for him to catch.

 

Her lecture, normally a topic she was impassioned about and needed no notes to guide her, was chunky, flowless, and uninspired. She paced in front of the huge screen several times in silence searching for lost words. She could feel Luke’s confused eyes follow her. What had she done? Of course, he’d be hurt. She picked him up like that, gave him probably the best experience in his life, and then dropped him like yesterday’s garbage.

 

The fact was, she was embarrassed. She was a star in her field, and a prominent field it was too, neuroscience, the flavor of the day in all the media. She had popular books out, she was gone half the time on speaking tours, she was interviewed on TV shows. So why was she picking up loners barely able to shave? The idea that all she needed was to reconnect with her animal instinct and take the way others take, without shame, guilt, or second-thoughts, was wrong-headed from the start and now she’s gone and wrecked the self-identity of a kid who was happy enough with a smile.

 

She resolved to kick it before it happened again.

 

Thursdays in the same time slot were her office hours. Her office was the opposite of her downtown condo. Dark and dungeon-like, it was lined on three sides, and even all four if you count shelves above the door, with books stacked flat and mixed with files of paper. There were more stacks on the floor, and where wall space was visible, it was covered in whiteboards scribbled with all the colors of markers in diagrams that laid open the squirrel walks of her thinking when a thought was being born.

 

As much as she loved her home, she loved her office just as much. It was her cultivated alter-ego that reveled in there. She had constructed it from the time she was half-way through college and met her first real true-to-life intellectual. That too was a woman, though everything about her, from her mannerisms to her sense of humor, to the way she ate, was male. She was tough, she was crass, and she had flat out respect from everyone in the room. Little Madison stared in awe when she saw her take the podium at a talk her father brought her too. She was a professor of law. The lawyers in the audience, her father included, usually men, usually too powerful to even talk to, were all pushed back, pushed down, and held down by that one pony-tailed woman in the front.

 

Had she become her? Not quite. But the facade was almost complete. She still had to get over that one final hurdle that usually sent her back to where she came: that stupid, unstoppable, ridiculous sense that she was, in fact, an imposter. She didn’t even notice Luke standing in her half-open door knocking on the air an inch away from the actual door. She knew the reticence. It’s exactly how she would have been, going to a professor’s office hour, back when she was an undergrad.

She had to hand it to the kid, though. After what happened last week, and then how she treated him two days earlier, to make it all the way up to the 8th floor, down that long imposing hallway and to actually come to her door and not run away? He had a bit of moxy, the skinny loner.

 

“Luke!” she said, smiling, ignoring any history they might have had in the last 9 days.

 

“Uh,” was all he said, his eyes casting about the surprising craziness in which she appeared to him to be suspended in her office.

 

Madison noticed there was no place to sit and quickly apologized and heaved an armful of work and books off what turned out to be a chair. There was no doubt he was a brooder. She considered him anew once he settled in the chair opposite her. She thought he might have come to confront her over what she had done to him. Instead, he had come to pick her brain on a fine point in her latest book — which hadn’t even been mentioned in her lectures.

 

In a lot of ways, she reflected, as he spoke, he was the boy she wanted to get the attention of, before she became so powerful, confident, and male. Was it the way he needed help with everything? Was it how he seemed to have potential so wrapped up and hidden deep down, the way it drew on her deep down identity too, to want to be the woman who brought him out of his shell? Or to be the one who he invited to join him in there, which is what she really wanted?

 

She watched him talk and it dawned on her. There was more than one reason that thing happened a week ago. He had that sexiness of the young who doesn’t know he has it and doesn’t particularly care. The kind of man she could all too easily imagine rolling around with all over the Sunday New York Times spread all over the sun-shaft-lit condo floor, coffees and croissants half-drunk and eaten, laughing, teasing, and fucking.

 

Wait, what was that he was saying? She had no idea — and he stared at her like she had, after asking some questions. Another of his questions . . . .

 

III

 

There was nothing for it. She was helpless against him. At least, that’s what she told herself. Had she anticipated this happening? Luke probing her office door so meekly? Her alone, nobody else coming? The door even closing by itself in the one single breeze of the whole day billowing through her open window? She normally doesn’t dress in a rocking summer dress, all flirty and tight looking, for a day locked in her office, and nor does she trim herself closely down there on a weekday with no plans for a night out.

 

She blocked from her mind the plain fact that she had hoped Luke would come by. She had also conveniently omitted to mention to herself that she said he should as a note on his recently submitted paper, even giving him a time that was technically in her office hour but at the very end when no one else would come. She did that just in case. In case of what she wasn’t going to admit to anyone let alone herself, but all that nonsense from Kendra, all that joking in their staff meetings about things they could do or did do with undergrads — whether boastful lies or true tellings, she couldn’t not fantasize. She had a true-to-life young one on the line that actually did turn her on in all the surprising ways she was unprepared for and had no guard up for. He was sexy because he so was not sexy. He was hot because none of her friends would say he was hot. She wanted him because he would so easily remain a secret.

 

“Close the door, Luke,” she flicked her head in the direction of the hallway. She realized she could show him a pattern. She sucked him off as though that was the answer to his question last time. This time — the thought was both scandalous and delicious — she couldn’t answer him any better, verbally, having not listened to a word he said, and so she might, she just might, do what Kendra boasted doing. The ultimate power trip that men do: open her legs, pull her underwear out of the way, and get sucked off, or the female genitalia equivalent thereof.

 

She smiled when he stood against the door he closed behind him. She undid the belt around her waist and stood up too. She stared at him and jerked her head forward to make her hair fall around her face and give her enough of that mysterious look he’d easily succumb to. She stared at him with her mouth open. She knew all the tropes. She parted her feet — her feet done up in tall strapped heels. Absurd, she well knew, for a day at the office, but not when you send a beckoning love note to a young man who would come like the loyal puppy he already was.

 

She leaned back against her desk. This was her lair. He was locked in it. She used her walking fingers to make the bottom of her light cotton dress ride up and up her legs. She laughed a little watching his eyes bulge and his mouth drop. It was essential that he be the nervous one and she the relaxed power-center playing with her body, as though at once detached from it and responding to it like nothing else mattered aside from her sexual satisfaction in the moment.

 

“Get on your knees, Luke,” she said to him. “Here,” she pointed to the floor right in front of her. She lowered her gleaming white panties to just above her knees. She pulled the bottom of her dress to her abdomen. She clenched her stomach otherwise she would have visibly trembled because she was nervous. She had never owned her body the way she was owning it right now, and she had never operated on a male the way she was operating on Luke right now too.

 

“Now,” she said lightly, but it was a firm order all the same. He came as he was ordered. She looked down and she used her two fingers to first pet then part her pussy lips. She spread herself and exposed her clit to him. She didn’t have to look, she knew it was red and engorged and she knew she was a lot wetter than she wanted him to see and was so wet it was embarrassing to her. But she wouldn’t let him know that. She pushed her fingers first gingerly and caressingly into the hair on the back of his head, but then she pulled in an increasingly relentless way until his face was buried in her snatch, as she wanted to call it just then — a word that always repulsed before but that now, suddenly in that moment, described her femininity perfectly.

 

Either, she reflected, Luke had hidden his talents, or he had done his research. She had had men before go down on her of course. But Luke — it was as though he had a pussy himself and knew instinctively how to treat one. She was prepared to give him the lessons, even cleared her throat in her professorial way, and even expected that the first time — yes, she was already calling it that, had, in fact, called it that the previous night when she was getting ready for him, as though she had already known there was going to be other times — would be an ultimately unsatisfying introductory offer that would be the baseline to build on.

 

Instead, he surprised her into submission and silence. Silence, that is, except for her instantly hard breath and even her escaped surprised whimpers. He transported her to that other planet almost instantly. She let her dress fall over and around his head. She leaned back and grabbed the desk edge. She raised her heeled feet around his shoulders and dropped them down his back. She leaned her head so far back her hair swept her desk. “Fuck, Luke?” she burst out with shock and awe. He wouldn’t stop.

 

She shot her head up and looked down again to make sure she knew what was happening and that she wasn’t dreaming it or in the embrace of someone who more looked the part. But no. It was the sheepish and nerdy 19-year-old, the dutiful loyal puppy, who was on her like a machine. She wanted to slow things down, to teach him, to make him beg and make him earn it. Instead, an infuriating, shocking, and bewildering orgasm gathered in the soles of her feet and rushed without asking her up her legs, gripping her stomach, and making her chest heave before snapping her head to attention and shaking her whole body like an Earthquake.

 

The little brat gave her one of the most powerful orgasms she had ever had. It was supposed to be the other way around. When she recovered, she sent him away. The embarrassment was real. She had lost all control, she had become that girl again, her need and her want written all over her face and now scrawled all over her body, her stomach and between her legs and he knew it. Luke found the nerd girl within, and he did it fast, unexpectedly and without her able to fight him off. Years of facade building had crumbled under Luke’s unexpectedly expert tongue in about two minutes.

 

“Go,” she said, pulling her dress down, turning from him. She hid her face. He stood looking at her back confused. “Go!” she yelled at him.

 

IV

 

It was a rainy day. She tidied herself up and packed her briefcase with her laptop and stood with her hand on the door that Luke had 20 minutes earlier closed behind him. She realized it was the situation that was causing her to make these stupid, adolescent mistakes. She was using him and she didn’t know who she was anymore.

 

She got to her car wet in her ironic sundress and resolved, again, to not invite the kind of situations that would lead to her taking advantage of such a gullible, formative young man. She thought at least she ought to be trying to have her fun with the kind of young guy who would blow things off, who would understand the episodes, like on her office desk, or beside her lecturn, for the one-off mean-nothing goofing around that they truly were. “Tag and release,” she said out loud to herself. “And release!” she repeated, stomping on the gas.

 

She turned her key and told herself, “No more,” out loud. “Get a grip, Maddy,” her name for herself, her name she wanted friends to call her when she was younger. She shook her head. A woman who commands a room, who signs multi-book contracts for multi-figure dollars, who can roll in the hay with any man she wants on Tinder, should not be, “cannot be!” she shouted, acting like this with a young, impressionable and probably fragile thing like Luke.

 

But she also heard though she tamped down the sound, of her internal voice when it said “Luke.” She even heard her internal voice say it a few more times, as though she were rolling his name around her mouth for fit. She wanted to cradle him. She wanted to protect him. And just when she was biting her lip to stop herself from saying out loud that she wanted to be with him, she drove past the bus stop and saw Luke huddling under a hoody, barely under the cover of the shelter, crowded with other students, waiting for the overcrowded steamy bus. He watched her car go by too. There was eye contact but did he recognize her behind the glass?

 

She drove on. She was strong. She wasn’t going to do something as stupid and ridiculous as going around the block and pulling up in front. She wasn’t and she didn’t.

 

Madison called up Kendra when she was home and though she was not feeling up to it, Madison talked her into going out.

 

“I need to,” Madison stated flatly. “If you know what I mean.”

 

Kendra laughed, but she didn’t understand her friend completely. She knew what Madison needed, but what she didn’t know was why. Madison had fun getting ready to go out because she knew why she had to. It was to find a man her own age — a better match in every way — than that infuriating boy who kept invading her mind and setting up camp there.

 

Even when she was dressing specifically for undressing, for undressing by a real man, the type who talk loud, who tell you what they’re going to do, and who you can tease right back knowing you’re going to fuck their brains out later his place or yours, her stupid mind kept seeing Luke’s face, shocked, shy, and unsure, as she peels off her panties, shakes off her bra. He would be fun in his own way. She shook her head and cleared it of the nonsense. She wanted to get a man under her as different from Luke as possible. Preferably a man who would get on top of her and pound her into yesterday, knock some sense into her, and restore her sense of self and what she had become since the time so long ago when she would have pursued a boy like Luke.

 

The night was a blur. Kendra picked her up in her Uber and they laughed about who would be toes-to-ceiling first. At the club, Kendra watched Madison and Madison watched Kendra on the floor showing their stuff. They ended up with two guys who were together and all piled into an Uber together back to Kendra’s. Madison’s was not appropriate for visitors — too messy, she said. It was still outfitted in tiny lights and candles. She had been thinking of you-know-who and took her daydreaming too far.

 

On the couch with her man, they both got talking and drinking wine before they even noticed that both Kendra and her guy had left. They noticed when they heard noises from Kendra’s bedroom. Madison laughed and her guy went all faux-suave. He was ridiculous, but he was like a thousand other guys out that night — perfect for a senseless fuck to get her mind off things, the kind of guy you can kick out when you’re done with him and his body (including parts) and he wouldn’t expect anything more.

 

And yet. She sat there on the couch finishing her wine alone pondering things from the past. She blamed a song that came on Kendra’s Spotify — Boy is Mine, by Brandy and Monica. “Get away, it's my time to shine;

If you didn't know, the boy is mine,” she smiled to herself. And drained back the remainder of her glass and peeled out of there.

 

V

Tuesday couldn’t come soon enough for Miranda. She knew it would be a test. Who would she turn out to be? The imposter whose brave, powerful facade crumbles with one unplanned encounter with a boy? Or was she the meek mouse who grew up and inhabited the world with strength and confidence and who laughed at herself and her occasional foibles? Taking on the stranger, the jerk, on the weekend gave her half an answer. The other half, she knew, would come with how she reacted when students shuffled into the lecture hall. When the one student did.

 

She scanned up from her laptop and smiled pleasantly across all the freshly scrubbed faces. Including, her mind noted but not her eyes or her expression, Luke. He always looked a bit scared, a bit cowering. In a sense he was pathetic. She gave him two unearned treats and he still skulked around like life was a black cloud. He was silly. He was playing at being the tortured artist. He was a fake.

 

She began her lecture and didn’t miss a beat. She held the hall in thrall. She strode across the stage and crafted images in the minds of her students one after the other, giving them some of her best stuff all year. She rose out of her body and fell into a seat in the hall and watched herself performing, being the powerful, clear, and intelligent intellectual filling minds with ideas new and beautiful. In her out of body experience, she felt like she was able to see herself in a new way. She watched herself down there, face-up, smiling, and connecting with everyone. In the seat, she looked to her left and then to her right. She was sitting right beside Luke. Close enough to touch him, if she was not ethereal. She looked at his notes. He was only writing her name over and over again.

 

She zoomed right back into her body and stumbled mid-sentence. She stroked her hair and cleared her throat. She wasn’t going to fall off her stride, she was going to find her place and break through. She was not that girl.

 

The lecture was over thankfully. She stopped at the little cafe and was grateful for the warm cup she was able to wrap her hands around and distract her thinking with. She realized she was off her game because she hadn’t been affected by a man like she was by Luke in some years. But surely, she thought, sipping and staring long out the window, it was all her and not him at all. She wanted to play around and maybe she found that she isn’t Kendra and she doesn’t do well with that kind of playing around. It had nothing to do with Luke, and how could it? He was 19. She had left that time of life behind long ago.

 

She strode off the elevator renewed in her confidence that she had done right to try something new, but that she had simply picked the wrong person to experiment with, and it wasn’t surprising she cared about him, he was a cowering weak thing and we all feel something toward those types and that was all it was.

 

She rounded the corner and headed down toward her department’s end of the building’s floor and nearly stumbled when she came across Luke who was sitting on the random couch, appearing to be waiting for someone. He looked cute, he looked thoughtful, and he looked deep. He rose to walk with her as soon as he saw her. So apparently it was her he was waiting for, which should have been obvious at first glance, and should have been — was, secretly — pleasing, on first realization.

 

He had some fresh questions about “extra reading” he’d done — another of her books from a few years ago. If this kid was stringing her along, he certainly seemed to know what he was doing. He played it all serious and real but quoting obscure yet key passages from her life’s work back to her, to ask for further elaboration about what was meant? She looked him up and down when she reached her office door. If he was pulling something off, he was very good at it. If he wasn’t, he was hitting all the right spots by accident.

 

She stood with her arms across her chest in front of her door conversing intellectually with Luke but firm in her mind she wasn’t going to go inside. And if she did, he wasn’t coming in behind her. Given what happened the last time, and given what she learned about herself on the weekend, and given how wrong it was, he being 19, she 33, he being a student, she being the teacher, it was astonishing to her that anything had been allowed to happen at all. Was she crazy? She shook her head thinking how risky and how needy she had been to take this boy the way she had taken him.

 

It had to stop of course, and she was stopping it there and then. She tried a few times to bring the conversation with Luke to a logical conclusion. He was good looking to an earlier version of her — not maybe good looking, but attractive in a Mission: Impossible sort of way, in the “should you accept this mission . . . “ way. But she was beyond that now, she realized, even if it took two very out of character and ill-advised episodes for her to learn it.

 

“Got to go now, Luke,” she said with a smile. He smiled back in a devastating way but she was strong and she turned and fell through her open door and got it closed behind her before he had a chance to stick his foot in. The fact that they were able to talk at all without talking about what happened in the lecture hall, and what happened on that very desk, was amazing to her. Did he not have questions? He must be trying to play her. By not bringing up what had happened on two separate occasions, he was making it clear: he could be discreet, he could be even secretive if that was what she seemed to want. The fact that he had thought that through and that he was able to contain himself to the point of showing nothing from their earlier encounters showed plainly just how much he was playing her. I mean, she said to herself, he’s sitting at his seat in the lecture hall writing her name out over and over!

 

It took her a few seconds to recall that she saw what he was writing only in her imagination when she sat by him in her out-of-body experience. It was her who had him in her mind writing her name out over and over. She had no idea what he was writing. And so he was in her mind. Again.

 

VI

 

She made it back to her car and headed home. She saw Luke again at the bus stop, huddled inside the shelter to stay somewhat out of the hardest of the rain. She drove on two more blocks, but then yanked her steering wheel right, went up a block and circled back around. She rolled up slowly in front of the shelter and powered down the passenger window. Luke bent down and Madison only smiled with pursed lips and shook her head. He chuckled very slightly and pulled the door open and plopped down inside.

 

She peeled off and back into the lanes of traffic and drove for what felt like minutes before either of them said anything. But what they said, they both said at the same time and then both stopped again mid-sentence, and silence, aside from the rain on the roof and the wipers over the window, took hold of the interior of the car all over.

 

She stopped at a red light in a long row of cars and stared ahead not knowing what she was doing. Luke looked over at her, leaned close enough for her to turn her face toward him, and he surprised her with a kiss right on her mouth. She should have pushed him off, she should have firmly spoken his name, and she should have been offended. Instead, she fell back against her seat, opened her mouth to his kiss and lost herself in the embrace long enough for three cars behind her to honk in unison and anger.

 

She drove on but they both knew what was on the agenda now: both their faces swiveled as though on a stick, searching out the windows all around for a hidden spot to park. “The beach,” Luke snapped his finger.

 

“Right!” Madison agreed. “Good idea.” She sped past cars and got into rally mode as though the beach, as though the ocean, wasn’t going to still be there. When she finally parked in the deserted parking lot, she turned to him to explain things, but his face was right there again, as were his hurt boy lips, and before she knew it, she was kissing him again, even with her hand, her fingers, pushing through his hair.

 

Her hand fell from his shoulder right into his lap and though it rested there on its back as though a fallen dead leaf, it was only a few seconds before it righted itself, landing palm down on what was clearly his bulging crotch. She ran her fingers along the outline of him and she squeezed. Their kiss came apart and she chuckled at herself. But she kept tracing him out back and forth. She looked up through her fallen hair at him. His face was lost in pleasure to a degree she wanted to be as well. As though able to read her mind (but of course, because that was the kind of fantasy she had as a 19-year-old herself — a boy like him who read her mind), his own hand, interesting, dextrous, moved gently onto her crotch.

 

He proceeded to outline there what he could. When she moaned as much in self-disgust as in sexual pleasure and leaned back in her seat wondering why she loved this so much and pushing her hand under the waist of his jeans, his hand followed suit, pushing under the waist of her jeans.

 

She searched around out all the windows. There was no one there. She opened his jeans by undoing the buckle and spread the denim and brought out his handsome cock in her hand. She bit on her lower lip. He, of course, followed suit and opened her jeans the same way. She let him. She helped give him access by raising herself off the seat to get her pants more out of the way. She hummed sheepishly but she moved his hand back between her legs.

 

His long, pianist fingers found their way under the fabric of her red panties. He went further down and he found that she was wet. She rubbed the top of his cock with her thumb. So was he. “Oh Luke,” she sighed. She looked again all around and pushed herself up and over to sit straddling his lap and she reached down behind his back to find the seat release and he flung back harder than she planned and they both laughed. But she stopped him laughing by leaning over him close again and started kissing his mouth, his pretty, sad mouth. Her hair fell around their faces forming a private tent for them to enjoy. She squirmed against him and she realized that that wasn’t his hand pressing against her below, but his cock.

 

She moved against more and they kissed longer and more deeply. His cock had moved her panties aside and the head of his cock was now rubbing directly against the lips of her pussy. She stopped squirming on him because one more move and he’d be inside her. But she kept kissing him because nothing had ever felt as good as kissing him. She had to open her top for him and even had to grab his wrist and push his hand onto her breast, and when he did, she had to push his hand under her bra. This boy! She had to show him everything. But when she did, she saw stars.

She rubbed herself up and down on his cock. She panted on him. She pushed her bared breast into his mouth. And when she thought she wouldn’t be able to resist fucking him a moment longer, she fell off him and got on her knees on her seat and took him in her mouth, deep, fully, and strongly, and she sucked him and licked him and pumped him in her clenched fist, trying to make him cum as fast as possible to get her away quickly from the possibility of fucking him because if her body had its way, that is what she would be doing instead of sucking him off, and she was quickly losing that fight.

 

Luke obliged her and he spurted hard and long into her mouth but also all over her face when she at first thought that he’d finished, and when she liked his cum on her face, she pumped him more and made more of him land there. Another treat for him, as though he deserved it! But there was at least some finality to it, to him, and the near fucking that took place in the parking lot by the beach faded, allowing her to get control of herself one more time, and stop the craziness.

 

She slept the sleep of angels. For a woman new to sneaking around with a taboo lover, Madison concluded, spinning in her office chair back at the university the next morning, she wasn’t doing a very good job of it. So far, she had had three encounters with her amant tabou, once in her lecture hall, once in her office and once in her car at the beach. Those were not exactly safe from peering eyes. She also reflected that each time, she more or less resolved to not engage, and failed. Her friend Kendra never seemed to be troubled by such conflicting motives.

 

She stared out her office window. She knew enough about psychology to know that if someone is going to do something, she is going to do it. She was batting oh-for-3 so far and got away with it in less than secret locations. The chances she was going to avoid playing with her new toy a fourth time were appearing slim to none. And the chances she would be caught and needing to explain herself in front of a university board was increasing with each encounter.

 

There was only one conclusion. She opened her email and found him.

 

“Luke,” she wrote, “I need to see you in my office when you have a chance today, sooner the better.” You only live once, she said out loud in a murmur. If anyone would appreciate how she lives a double life — how she has at home the nest of a girl even if at work she was the appearance of a power center — it would be Luke. If she was going to have a personal plaything, why shouldn’t she enjoy him the way she chooses to enjoy him, in the privacy of her home? If it’s not just playing with sex, but playing with the deeper things in life, so be it. It’s what she enjoys. That’s the guiding principle.

 

“Can’t right now, pretty busy,” was Luke’s reply.

 

“Can’t right now?!?” Madison sat up in her chair and set her jaw. “Can’t right now?!?” she repeated gripping her phone hard.

 

“Make time. Now,” she wrote him. If she was going to be a power-center, she wasn’t going to start by sharing that power. Did he not know the role he signed up for when he quite willingly enjoyed the two blow jobs and the free access licking?

 

“I’m in an exam,” he wrote back.

 

She pondered that. Fair enough, she thought. “Was just going to tell you to come to my condo tonight. Special lessons for you.” She put her address in.

It took him a while but he finally replied. “What time?”

 

“8 would be about right,” she wrote back. “Bring your appetite, I’m cooking.”

 

It was a date. She got her place as ready as she got herself. And she got herself ready to the nines. The thought of enjoying her boy toy all alone without the possibility of getting caught, and all night, filled her with excitement. She felt sexy again, she felt feminine. She tried on all her favorite panties, all her favorite bras, all her favorite necklaces, and anklets and bracelets and earrings. It was a fine line she was aiming for. Casual no-big-deal chic, with lots of enticements underneath. When she was finished with the underneath — blazing red lacy boy-cut panties, matching half-cup bra, garter-less black shimmering single stockings, loop earrings, hair tied up in loose loops, black-rim glasses, red lipstick, black spike heels — she covered it all up in a baggy broad-knot tear-filled off-one-shoulder sweater, and torn, faded tight blue jeans. She looked like a college girl on the outside. Underneath, porn actress all the way. It was time to blow poor Luke’s mind and show him what a girl can get like when she really wants a boy.

 

He was on the dot. Her phone buzzed at precisely 8. She practiced how to answer as casually as possible, as though she was both expecting him or not, depending on whatever. And when he came up, she would do the same thing about dinner: feel like eating? Yeah, I guess I do too. Hum, I don’t know, what’s in the fridge? Oh, look, gourmet meal, just sitting there. Same thing would happen making out on the couch. Did you want to kiss me? Oh, okay, I can take my sweater off. Oh look, just this old bra. Oh look, just my usual hang-around-home underwear. Maybe we should fuck if you want to. She laughed at herself.
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She cracked open her door so that when he tapped, she could call from her desk in the nook off the kitchen to “come in,” and continue as though she had been reading papers all evening. Hence the glasses. The evening would start, she decided, as though the professor and student would collaborate on thinking up a good research project for the student. If they ate at the same time, if they ended up on the couch, if they stripped, if they went to bed, all that would be in the category of “things happened.”

 

“Hey,” she called, “come in Luke.” She didn’t look up, just like she practiced. She made as though finishing up something and told him, “There’s wine in the fridge, I think, why don’t you look.” She knew there was of course. “If you want, pour me a glass too.” There were already two wine glasses set out on the counter beside the fridge.

 

He was quiet, which was both okay with Madison and expected too. She let him fumble with the fridge and the bottle and glasses and kept reading her laptop screen waiting for him to figure out to come sit with her at the nook table. She wanted him to see the outstanding night view from there. She stopped herself from getting all silly with daydreaming about what it would be like waking up and having coffee and breakfast and the New York Times in that nook with Luke every morning.

He set the two glasses down and sat in the only available chair that didn’t have books or papers on it. It was the chair closest to Madison. She thought maybe she was too good at this shit. She only looked up when her hand was already around her glass and the edge was already at her lips. She paused to let him know it was time for him to sit too. “You find your way okay?” she asked. It could have been taken so many metaphorical ways.

 

He answered geographically. “You’re directions were pretty clear.”

 

“I’ve been thinking about your questions. They tell me you have a certain kind of scientific mind. I wanted to think out loud with you about what you’re going to pursue in your  degrees.” It certainly sounded plausible. Professors are supposed to identify and mentor up-and-comers. The evening was indeed innocent.

 

Luke looked around over his shoulder. He could see into the living room the myriad tiny lights strung just so, both hurriedly as though without much thought, and yet, exactly like that. And he could hear from the living room too, what was distinctly like spa music, or massage therapy clinic music, in his taxonomy.

 

Madison noticed Luke noticing and both smiled in her glass and laughed at herself out loud spontaneously. “Yeah,” she sighed. Was she that obvious? “Hey look,” she said. “What happened the other day . . . “

 

She wanted to leave her options open based on how he responded. He didn’t respond. He just looked at her waiting for her to continue. The kid was a natural. She wondered whether he, in fact, had lots of girls and that he knew exactly what he was doing, letting them draw themselves out, letting them cross the divide themselves. It was a sure-fire way to make sure the girl was comfortable with all the steps — she was the one making them. He played the helpless project well. If he was playing. She couldn’t tell, despite her so-called expertise in the field of human motivations.

 

“I was caught up in the, you know,” she trailed off. He was making this so damned hard. “I want to help you, Luke,” she finally spit out. She slid her hand over toward his and covered it on the table. He looked up from his wine into her eyes and she tilted her head to its side with a sympathetic smile, though who she was sympathetic for, him or herself, she couldn’t just say.

 

They held hands and still, he stayed quiet. “You make it hard on a girl,” she said, biting her lip for being so unambiguous. She said it in a whisper, though, as though that made it less obvious. He lifted his hand and hers with it, and the way he made minimal movement with a swing of his wrist, she felt like a dancer following an expert lead from her chair, around the corner of the table, and into his lap, straddling him. It was so sudden and so graceful and so natural. But here she was again. A professor with a student, sitting on his lap. How was it she was always getting herself in these situations. “Luke,” she sighed. “If only you were around ten years ago,” she said soft and low, clasping his cheeks in both her hands and lowering her face to his to kiss him. Of course, she was going to do this. Of course, he was going to kiss her back. Of course, it would be an electric arc between them. This boy had something she didn’t know she needed so badly.

 

She rose from his lap and said, “Shall we?” and she urged him up and lead him by holding his hand with both of hers behind her back through the arch and into the living room, dark, sparkling, and filled with soft lilting music. She quickly lit the candles she had earlier placed about just so. She came back to him, wrapped her hands around the back of his neck, pressed her body against his and with her mouth close enough to his to kiss him again, she said, nervously, she was surprised, as though she was again that girl in first-year college, lost and wanting to find herself, “Do you like it?” She almost didn’t want to ask in case the answer was no. Why though was she so dependent on this boy saying yes?

 

But he did. He nodded and he smiled at her. He was quieter than she was when she was his age. That’s how come she understood him so well, so much better than anyone else understood him. She swayed against him and even though he was not a dancer, she was. She held onto him and she danced against him slowly. She looked up in his face and chuckled but he wasn’t chuckling. His eyes were closed.

 

“Luke,” she whispered. She felt like she was slipping beneath waves, as though her body was weightless and her mind was struggling to get free again, like in the lecture hall. She sighed again like she was the helpless one like she was fated somehow to end up here again. She reached down both sides and lifted her sweater off. She resumed swaying against him hoping he enjoyed how she made herself ready for him. She shook her head at herself: her, professor, intellectual, author, and happiest about making herself ready for a boy. But she also pushed her head into his shoulder.

 

Lukes's hands crept up from her waist to her bared torso. Madison looked away like it was some unnecessary fact of life and peeled her jeans off her legs. She pressed herself against him again now in her underclothes only. She reached up with her face to kiss him more. She also kissed his neck, and his shoulder, and then his chest. She pushed him back so he fell into the couch and she puffed air out her nose. She nodded at him and he seemed to know and undid his jeans and lifted his legs so she could, seamlessly, tug them from the bottom and off his body. She climbed onto him and lifted his t-shirt off his torso. She sucked her lips into her mouth and reached behind her back, sitting in his lap, and unclasped her bra. Her breasts fell free and she cupped the back of his head and pushed them into his face, into his mouth, and he sucked and licked and pulled on the nipples with his lips.

 

She sat back and worked his underwear off his legs so that he was nude. She sniffed. She had had his cock in her hands and mouth before, but she had never fully looked at it. It was indeed handsome, and big. As an afterthought, she stripped her panties off before climbing back in his lap. She knew what it meant.

 

She wanted to purr and talk and kiss and make out and laugh and tease, but instead, she only pressed, and his cock without effort or even aim, just seemed to end up inside her. She wanted to take time and rock him, but instead, her body acted on its own and just pushed down to get him as deep as possible. She wanted to inspire him to rise up and fuck her stupid, but instead, he sat there and her body fucked him, rapidly, wave-like, fully, of and for the body. Her body.

 

She had become a spectator to her body. Since the moment he walked into her place, she was not controlling it. Now his cock was inside her and she still merely watched herself, marveling at how it acted without a mind-controlling it, moving on him, stripping him and itself, and working things so that it now pumped itself on him. The kind of orgasm she experienced with Luke was different than anything she had had before. It was sudden, it was body-deep, and it was without mental effort. It was in fact without warning.

 

She cried out, which she never did before. She nearly cried, period. And she humped like a maniac. And when she was done, she apologized. But when he still didn’t say anything, she opened her eyes and only then noticed he had held himself back somehow through it all but was in that moment cresting and about to lose it. She got to watch his face from an inch away when he came inside her. It was powerful, strong, and deep, and it was the most beautiful thing she was ever a part of.

She quietly lead him to the shower where they cleaned and she lead him to bed, where they slept in all newly washed white sheets. At three in the morning, they had both awoken and, noticing each other’s eyes were open, he rolled over on top of her, entered her again, and they made slow, glowing-ember love in her bed. When they were done, she rolled over and he spooned her from behind and she thought to herself, “He is going to be fun,” and she fell asleep again with a smile on her face.
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She made him leave in the morning. She scrubbed herself like a nuclear accident in the shower. She looked at herself hard in the mirror. There was a level of self-loathing and disgust she hadn’t ever felt before. The previous night was everything she had struggled so hard to free herself from, to grow up from and out of.

 

She went to work but nearly canceled her lectures. She could barely make it out of her office to the elevator, feeling like everyone in her department knew what she had done, and had seen it, even. She swore it was all recorded like a video in her eyes and she kept them away from everyone, staring at walls and doors to avoid being revealed for the cradle-robbing craven slut she was. She felt all morning like she was going to vomit.

 

That was Monday. She didn’t answer any phone calls. Tuesday was worse: that was the morning she’d have Luke in her lecture hall if he showed up at all. She wanted to whip herself, she wanted to tie reminder wires around her fingers to give herself pain. She understood those who self-harm. She realized she was worse than men who help themselves to students. That was a known trap girls were raised to protect themselves from. But the boy? He was defenseless against predators of which she was surely one. She wanted to have her jollies with him and so she did, and he wasn’t even asked. And she picked him because he wasn’t the type to resist or to know how. She preyed on the weakest one. She identified him, she groomed him, and she took him. She probably destroyed him.

 

When students came into the lecture hall, she nearly ran away. When she approached the podium, it was as though the thing were a ticking time bomb. When she began to lecture, she stared at the back rows, the walls, the ceiling, or her notes, anywhere but at him. She felt pathetic. She felt horrible. She decided that she should not evade her consequences, not give herself an out, not treat herself to yet more privilege and that she should make herself face her victim.

 

And so she did. She paused in her lecture about moral judgment in the age of automated unconscious action, and she opened her eyes onto Luke’s. She stared a long enough while that other students began to follow the line of her gaze, confused about what she was looking at that made her stop so abruptly. But it was nothing. It was just another student hunched over his laptop busy making clattering notes on his keyboard. And when he noted what she had said, he looked up like the rest of them, only interested in what next she had to say.

 

Madison blinked twice and got hold of herself. She restarted and carried on. Her gaze scanned back across the room of students and she passed over Luke and he was like any other, listening, noting, thinking. He didn’t appear wrecked in any way. His behavior, already a bit different, was not changed. There was, she realized, no effect whatsoever, insofar as evidence on his face and body language was concerned. It was like nothing happened. And she began to realize as well: nothing did really happen. She had put a lot into it, but not even the nerd who probably never gets fucked — or maybe fucked a lot because of his apparent neediness — put anything into it. It was a strange kind of fantasy she realized she’d been having the last few days. But a  fantasy all the same. It truly was sex for sex sake and she needn’t have worried it was more than that, for him or for her.

 

In the early evening, still in her office where she ate ordered-in Chinese and got a lot of paperwork caught up on,  Madison decided to change her scene and stroll down the road off campus to a dark, quiet jazz bar she once in a while needed to escape to. It was the kind of place that attracted those who want to listen, and so there were plenty of people by themselves, reading a book or writing or just watching the trio on stage. She poked around at the high booth tables around the furthest back corner looking for the best hideout and when she got to the last one, all of them unoccupied, she turned into it expecting to dive down and pull her hood up and put her face in her book and let the darkness, the aloneness, and the jazzy softness take her someplace else to clear her head and press her restart button.

 

Luke had beat her to it. She hung her head and snorted. She pulled up into the booth and closed her eyes and shook her head. “How did I know,” she said to herself more than to him. “Can’t seem to leave you alone,” she said.

 

“Would you like to be left alone?” he answered. He even made a few motions like he was fully willing to gather up and leave his perfect table for her.

 

“No, no,” she laughed. “Stay boy,” she snorted. She reached out her hand palm up and he took it in hers. She stared at their hands clasped together. “Oh Luke,” she said. She unconnected their hands and pushed his away. “I feel like I owe you an explanation.”

 

“No,” he shook his head. He slipped his bookmark into where his finger was holding the page of his book.

 

“Luke, I kicked you out of my bed,” she looked up at him through the top of her eyes. “That was pretty rude of me.”

 

“Not really,” he seemed genuinely perplexed.

 

“I’ve been using you, Luke,” she went on.

 

He was infuriating. He frowned in confusion at her.

 

She looked long at the band on stage then back at Luke. “I’ve been going through some things, annnnnd . . . “ she began. She knew better than to expect him to interrupt her or finish her sentence. Or, it seemed, to even gather what she was talking about. “I shouldn’t have been doing those things with you. It was wrong, and it’s against the code or something, and I know I’m supposed to be with people my own age, but you know?” She looked at him as though she expected him to understand adult angst. He stared at her hand. “I was silly. I was wrong. I apologize.”

 

“Apologize for what?” He was truly confused.

 

“Yeah!” she agreed with him. “It was pretty good, wasn’t it. You’re right there.” She clasped his hand in hers again. “But it’s not going to happen again, alright? That was a one-off thing. Maybe a four-time one-off thing,” she laughed, but he didn’t. “But a one-off. I’ve learned something. You were my fling. I enjoyed it, and I hope you did too.” She pursed her lips. “I would like it if you didn’t tell anyone about it, and I think we should both forget it happened and go on about our lives.” She nodded with finality and put his hand down on the table and put hers under the table. “Right?”

 

Luke nodded. She knew he would. She looked at the band and urged him to do the same. “They’re pretty good, aren’t they.”

 

He nodded and checked with her again before resuming watching the band like she did. She glanced out the corner of her eye at him. Yes, she said to herself, that was handled well, and it was over. She’d stay just long enough to establish that they could be in tight quarters like a quiet dark table at the back of a jazz bar about as invisible as you could be without being in a bedroom, and nothing was going to happen.

 

She nodded in time with the tune and her foot circled on its ankle where it hung from her other knee it crossed over. She slumped down lower in her seat and stretched her arm out over the pillows set there. This was easier than she thought it was going to be. She glanced at him again and saw him bopping his head in time with the music too. Everything was cool. She breathed in deeply and let it out slowly. It felt good that it was over, and she felt proud to have faced her responsibilities so adult-like, that she had come clean, apologized and moved on. It felt good to be free. She thought about how she could even use the neatly bookended fling as some sort of case study for some chapter in some sort of future book. “Wow,” she thought. “I started it and I ended it.”

 

Luke looked over at her and she looked back at him. He smiled and she smiled back, not knowing what he smiled about. He said, “Come to my place?” She locked eyes with him.
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She said “Yes,” and before she even got to the “s” of that word, she was already pushing her arms through the sleeves of her jacket and was violently jerking her body along the bench seat to get out and grab him and steal away with him again. He took her hand in his and nearly ran out the door of the tiny club. “My car’s this way,” she said.

 

“My apartment’s this way,” he said, tugging her in the other direction. She huddled up beside him and walked in the fastest little steps she could.

 

She stepped back when she realized he tugged her toward a looming old shadowy house. “In here,” he said conspiratorially. Old hoary trees hid most of it. The front door creaked and when she stepped through, he warned her with his finger to his lips to stay quiet. Mail was distributed on an antique hall table. Luke beckoned her to follow him and as her hand took grasp of the massive wooden ball that stood guard at the beginning of the curving banister, he pointed down firmly at the far edge of the staircase, where his own feet were landing. When she stepped in the middle, a loud creak emerged as though throughout the house. Luke put his hands on his hips and Madison nearly cracked up. She followed in his footsteps the rest of the way on the edge of the stairs as they rounded tightly against the wall under a set of spaced out tiny windows.

The carpet of the hall upstairs was thick and old. Luke continued to beckon and circled around to another staircase just like the first, bookended with massive wooden balls on each end of the banister. She followed him still creeping quietly and stealthily. She reached out and took his finger in her hand. It felt like they had to sneak into his own place!

 

He opened what appeared to be a half-sized and short closet door. Inside was a tiny narrow and steep staircase further up. Their shoulders brushed both walls it was so narrow. At the top, she had to wait with her face at the back of his knees as he fumbled with his keys. She wondered why the door needed to be locked: who would find this door? It creaked open and he rose in front of her and she emerged into his kitchen behind him.

 

It was a tiny apartment tucked inside the risers of a top floor roof of a two-century-old house. The kitchen looked like it was designed by munchkins. Everything was there, but in half scale: a tiny fridge, a tiny two-burner stove, a tiny sink, and tiny shelves. His table was big enough for two chairs at most. A tiny window peeked out over the city.

 

She moved past him brushing against him with excitement on her face of someone brought through a portal into another world. But it was one she vaguely recognized. She moved through the tiny narrow hall to another room, his bedroom, also tucked inside another riser with its own tiny window. His bed sat on the floor. A tiny lamp sat beside the pillows, and a stack of books rose up both sides of the bed.

 

She moved back through the hall to where Luke was shaking off his jacket and hanging it on the hook inside the door. She rose on her tiptoes and clasped the back of his head and kissed him lightly on his mouth. “It’s beautiful,” she said.  Of course, she recognized it. It was the romantic attic apartment of every novel she dreamed of reading or writing. It was the student apartment of the Paris of her dreams. It was where Raskolnikov brooded. It was a starving artist’s lair.

 

She tugged his pants buckle and pushed them down and off his legs. She walked backward leading him to his own bed. She pulled him down with her and embraced him and kissed him. He kissed her back. They pulled each other’s clothes off one item at a time, exploring, touching, allowing and pushing. It felt like there was no time. It took her back not to her own youth, but deeper than that, to dreams of her youth, to daydreams she never told anyone about, to feelings she never allowed herself to fully feel. No longer was she the professor and Luke the student, she the strong, powerful intellectual woman, he the quiet, loner, unformed student. They were both rudderless boats in the night that found each other. The fact of the 14-year difference no longer seemed a relevant fact. The fact of the professor-student dynamic no longer seemed relevant either. For once, she didn’t feel the slightest need to be anybody for him. Being naked with him, instead of being a state she packed with meaning with other men, with Luke, being naked felt strange to her, strange in how not strange it was.

 

When she rolled over on top of him and they laughed together at anything she didn’t know what, and when she reached down and took hold of him and guided him into her, it felt as good as going home. When she rode him like that, her breasts in his mouth, or her mouth on his mouth, moving like waves over his body, neither rushed nor lazily, she kissed his nose, called him “Honey,” and wanted nothing more than to learn about him.

 

When, after, they sat in his kitchen by his tiny window at night, sipping chais, she wrapped in his bed blanket, he in his sweat pants and nothing more, looking sexier than he could know, she looked around and noticed it was messy, there were dishes in the sink and food bits on the floor. “It’s perfect for you here,” she said to him with both her hands wrapped around her mug. When he looked at her questioningly, she only smiled. “I like it here,” was all she could say. Maybe someday she could explain it to him. She wasn’t sure she understood it herself in a verbal way yet, but the place felt like somewhere she was already more familiar with than her own place.

 

They made love twice more through the night, and again in the morning, and after walking around looking for breakfast out, they returned and made love again, before she finally, reluctantly, broke off from him and managed to get out of his arms and back to campus and her office.

 

This time, Tuesday came without her usual, lately anyway, anxiety. She was instead excited. Kendra noticed her.

 

“Why are you looking so happy lately?” she said passing Madison in the hall.

 

“Don’t know,” Madison said, giving her a finger flutter wave. Of course, she knew, though. She was getting good and bounced every night, and half the time in the middle of the day, too. But she wasn’t going to give Kendra the satisfaction of knowing, not until she understood more fully what it was she was involved in. Was it a relationship? Kendra would not approve. That was what she warned Madison to avoid at all costs. And she did try. But giving up fighting it and instead going to him felt better than anything she ever experienced before.

 

She strode into the lecture hall after most students had already arrived. This time, she beamed at Luke and even gave him an inappropriate little finger wave. He excited her. She was able to put him and his presence, and his body, out of her mind long enough to get through a lecture with her usual verve and splendor. In the middle of her lecture, when she needed to wait for the students to read and absorb a passage on her screen, she picked up her phone and texted Luke: “I want you” she wrote.

 

“Your office, after this?”

 

She smiled to herself putting her phone down. Yes, she thought to herself, that would do. Was that all it took, she wondered? To find the right guy? Did it matter that nobody would see it that way, that nobody would have predicted this as her type? Or especially, that nobody would find it at all appropriate? But what nobody knew was that all of that was true only for the facade that she had constructed. For the person she was on the inside, the 19-year-old college freshman who yearned to find poetry, mysterious boys, and romantic apartments — all the silly things professionally successful intellectuals like her were supposed to not have time for — she got all her wishes made true.

 

She had never walked with such a clip in her step or a smile fighting for her face as she had after that day’s lecture, on her way up to her office, where she knew her star student would be waiting for his own personal office hour. Her boy!




Reverse Harem on a Tropical Beach

 

JL Sanders

 

“Of course he trusts me!” Aria pushed her bare shoulder into Colt’s bare

shoulder, privately noting the unique sensation of skin touching skin. They

both tilted their Singha bottles to their lips. Colt shot his feet out into the

sand and leaned his elbows behind him on the top wooden step of his tiny

thatch-roof beach hut. The sun was half dropped into the hyacinth blue sea

beyond Taatoh Bay, and lit the sky with brilliant bands of ochre and

vermillion.

 

Aria chuckled inside her closed mouth and imitated Colt, stretching her

legs out too, but she had to push herself down a step to reach the sand with

her toes. She twisted around just to see where Colt was looking. It was at

her, her light ash brown hair, long and layered down her slender, exposed

back, her round, polished shoulders that it draped heavily around, her

narrow neck she pulled her hair away from, for him to see. She chuckled

again, deeper, more quietly, and turned to gaze out to the sea and the

fiercely glowing, dying sun knowing — feeling — his eyes remaining on

her.

 

“Which one was yours again?” Colt asked.

 

“My boyfriend’s and mine you mean?” She raised her eyes scoldingly at

him. “You can just barely see it between that clump of palm trees, see?” She

pointed with her long, slender arm, her faded-denim painted nail touching

the door of her hut when she squinted with one eye.

 

Colt leaned down to squint along the sight she made of her arm. He

lightly held the underside of her forearm with his hand and steadied her.

“See?” she said all too intimately. His chin touched her bicep, her scent

filled his breath.

“It’s really hidden,” he said, not moving away.

 

“I know. My boyfriend found it. He’s a genius, did I mention that?” She

gave a self-satisfied “hmp” in her throat.

 

“No one would even know if you’re bringing someone home,” he said,

turning his face to hers even though his chin was still on her arm.

 

She didn’t push him off. “I think I would know,” she stared into the

jungle that rose up behind the secluded row of beach huts. “And then my

boyfriend would know, because we share everything.” She poured more of

her bottle into the circle formed around the neck by her terra cotta painted

lips.

 

“How’s your neck?”

 

“Still sore,” she stated flatly, reaching up to squeeze and rub her

trapezius.

 

“Come on,” he said, pulling up his knees and spreading his legs. He

gestured with his hands for her to shift in front of him and pulled his left leg

out of her way so she could slide over on her emerald green string bottoms.

 

She pulled her bundle of ash brown silk hair around one side of her neck

and dropped her head down between her shoulders. “Just my neck, now,”

she warned him.

 

“Can I untie this one to get it out of my way?” He tugged on the black

ribbon tied around her neck. She reached behind herself to pull one of the

strings for him, and when it loosened, she used both hands to hold her

bikini top in place without its top support.

 

His hands felt like hot stones from a fire. She knew what he was trying

to do, but the heat of his fingers — powerful, thick, deeply pushing —

penetrated into her chest. She tried to just take a massage, but her lungs were pulled and pushed by his palms on her upper back and shoulder blades

and it made her exhale with a moan she didn’t want to make. He pulled her

shoulders up and pressed them down and her whole torso rose and fell,

making her stomach flex and relax. She steadied herself by hooking her

elbows around his knees. When he seemed to separate the muscles of her

back with his probing fingers, she gasped and instinctively scratched like

grasping claws on his shins with her long, shaped nails. He pressed his

palms into her mid back and opened her left from right and made her inhale

through her mouth that dropped open as though pushed from a plane. He

really was as good as he said back at the beach bar earlier. She reached

behind her and pulled the remaining black ribbon holding her top on and let

it, light and as inconsequential as a leaf, bunch into her hand, a tiny mound

of mint, and she put it on the step beside her saying nothing.

 

His hands, warm like a bath, gripped her pectorals and lifted them,

pressed them out, and eased them back down. She rolled her head to the

side and jutted her chest. The cool air rolling gently off the surf under the

darkening violet sky, felt fresh on her bared breasts. His hands went under

her arms and squeezed her obliques and she breathed in so deeply, her chest

heaved. “That’s good,” she said almost as though only to herself, and she

closed her pink posey shaded eyes and leaned her head back. Her hair

spread over his bare thighs. She had been rubbing his calves but didn’t

realize it. She felt the lump between his legs with the back of her head but

she chose to keep it there — it seemed to draw less attention than if she

pulled away. But she realized he’d know that she knew what she was

feeling. The tease in her could not resist slowly rotating her head to rub his

lump back and forth and she emitted a tiny and high pitched squeal inside

her closed mouth.

 

“Come,” his voice was at once gentle as the breeze and as commanding

as a father and he guided her by lifting in her armpits to settle her on the

step he sat on, between his legs closer against him. Her arms now reached

under his thighs — he had slid back — and her head rested on his lower

stomach. She hung on by wrapping her hands around the outside of his

thighs to grab his knees. She could feel his lump now in the back of her

neck. She knew — she finished with a long series of swallows the rest of her bottle — her bare chest was now completely visible to him, but she felt

it was dark enough out. His hands, so huge it felt like he could just fold her

up and put her in his pocket, spread out on her taut, sculpted stomach and

she couldn’t help arching her back. She tried to protest but only managed to

raise a hand behind and above her head to grab his neck where she

accidentally clawed at him again, lightly, playfully, with her long scratching

nails.

 

She looked down when she felt his chin rest on her head and realized

they were seeing the same thing at about the same angle, and in the same

light — her body, her breasts gently rising and dropping to her rib cage,

dipping down to her stomach, and into the tent her bottoms made over her

pubis, and the rise of her hip bones, the copper skin of her thighs that she

stretched out, and her toes — nails painted the same faded denim that she

wiggled and giggled. “Do you like my toenails?” she said, twisting her head

around in his lap to see up into his eyes with her creole eyes. She didn’t lift

her head from his lap and she felt his lump, obviously bigger, squish below

her shifting head. She waved her fingernails in front of his face and totally

ignored what she was doing to him with her head.

 

When his long, masculine fingers roamed down along the line of her

bikini bottom, she inhaled sharply through her teeth and folded her arm

behind her head so her fingers, her nails, now grasped at the area below his

t-shirt, slightly pushed up, and above his own bathing suit bottoms. “You

shouldn’t,” she whispered so quietly it was more of a gasp. He began to

massage her glutes and her tensors, reaching down along her rectus — that

thick muscle down the front of her thigh, and sliding up more inside her

thigh, along her femoris. 

 

“It’s all connected,” he said, sliding back down and rising back up again.

 

She scrunched the front of his bathing suit below her neck. “You’re a

long way from my neck,” she said. His hands, though, were coals. He

pushed down hard along the length of her outside thigh, leaning over to

reach as far as her knees, and she looked up and into his face, upside down

to hers and her lips protruded as though, without her input, they yearned to kiss his. He wasn’t looking though. She stared into his sable brown eyes

and reached down silently to pull the tiny ribbon below her hip that held her

bottoms in place, on both sides. He ran both his hands hard and deeply all

the way up from her outside thighs over her hips up her rib cage over her

pecs and up to her trapezius and further up yet under her scalp to the base of

her skull, unimpeded by straps or ribbons or cloth all the way.

 

She moaned and said, “better?” He pushed his hands down the front of

her neck and pushed into her breasts, over her nipples, his fingers

individually splaying as they moved down separately over the curve of her

under breast, over her stomach that clenched, and on down over her pubis

even though she sucked breath through her teeth loudly. Still he pushed

further, reaching between her inner thighs and the real danger zone, sliding

down that small area of tender skin between, before he pushed again hard

on her inner thighs all the way back to where he had started.

 

“Colt,” a voice abruptly sounded out of the blanket of darkness the

beach and sea had become. Aria flinched and crossed her legs, cupping her

hand over her pussy, and Colt’s hands slid up to cover her breasts, but he

otherwise didn’t move and it gave her a sense of protection and safety. “Oh

sorry!” the voice said just as it emerged within the circle of light.

 

“No worries, Jax,” Cole’s voice was resonant in his chest against the

back of her head. “This is Aria,” he said as Jax came close enough to land a

foot on the bottom step. Aria said lightly, “Hi Jax” and she turned her head

into Colt’s thigh and let her hair cover her face and his lap.

 

“You’re from that hut up there behind the trees aren’t you?”

 

“Mm-hmm,” Aria meant to string hair through her lips thoughtfully but

missed the hair and ended up putting her lips, full, warm, thick, against

Colt’s inner thigh, and not wanting to admit a mistake, she kissed him there,

taking her time. When he didn’t react at all, she nipped him with her teeth

and he lightly slapped the side of her head and she giggled and sank her

face further down and began to kiss him there thinking, why not.

“You’re boyfriend had to go suddenly,” Jax told her. “Family thing?”

 

“Mm-hmm,” Aria said from under the obscuring blanket of hair. She

squirmed a bit and lifted her face so that her lips could tease the outside of

his bathing suit and the lump beneath.

 

“What are you guys doing?” Jax said gazing away and out into the warm

darkness.

 

“Just hanging out,” Colt said, sliding his hand down her body again,

revealing her breast to Jax, though it was dark, and he covered her hand, the

one that covered her own pussy. She realized she would now give it to him

if she were to retract her hand.

 

Jax sat down on the lower step and gazed out. “Such a warm night” he

said to no one, his back to Colt and Aria.

 

“What you get up to today?” Colt asked him.

 

Aria slowly pulled her hand out from under his hand and reached slowly

up to his stomach. She pulled the lace she found there and when his bathing

suit loosened, she slowly, carefully, pulled it.

 

“Rented a motorcycle with this chick, rode around all day up the other

side of the island.”

 

“That rocks,” Colt said. His middle finger pressed slightly and Aria’s

labia welcomed the pressure, opening up and around his finger. She was so

hot and wet she steamed. Her breath became louder. She squirmed between

his legs and moved her face up. She pulled on his cock and kissed it,

pressing it to her lips with her long, elegant fingers.

 

When his finger pushed on her, she kicked out a leg but it didn’t get far

— she needed badly to stretch it but it bent against Jax’s back. She moaned

and twisted in Colt’s lap and when his cock lengthened with her kiss on it, her leg lifted and straightened and she lowered it onto Jax’s shoulder by

mistake, but it was more comfortable being held up like that.

 

“Was awesome,” Jax said, slowly turning to find her calf. He touched it

with his fingers and her toes wiggled and her foot strained. He glanced over

his shoulder and noticed that Colt’s finger was disappearing inside her

glistening pussy. He looked further up and saw Aria’s very slowly, very

snake-like body writhe and twist. He leaned over a bit and saw that she was

taking Colt’s cock between her pretty lips. “You should come out

tomorrow,” he said, “I kept the bikes.”

 

“Let’s do it,” Colt said quietly.

 

Jax carefully raised her calf over his head and gently lifted her other calf

over his other shoulder, turning to kneel on the sand. “Tomorrow bro,” Jax

said softly. He kissed the inside of her knee and looked up. She was

stretching to take more of his cock in her mouth and her hand roamed freely

over his stomach. They could both hear her soft, low moans even though

Colt’s cock grew to fill her mouth. Jax licked her inner thigh. He swatted at

Colt’s hand silently but as soon as it lifted, Aria’s hand returned. Only this

time she didn’t cover her pussy. Jax watched closely as her two long fingers

worked to spread her labia. He came close and touched with his protruding

tongue. Her legs stiffened and her hips raised her butt off the step and she

pushed her pelvis into his face. She groaned and squealed in a high pitch

and gobbled Colt’s cock deeper into her mouth.

 

She twisted and then came up from breath, her legs ignoring Jax below

her as she yearned to lean on Colt’s stomach and kiss his mouth. Jax leaned

on the step against his back and watched the ocean, unsure if she even knew

he had been the one between her legs. She purred at Colt with her lips

nearly against his, “My boyfriend texted earlier — he can’t come back.”

 

“That’s too bad,” Colt said just as privately.

 

“Uh-huh,” she said, her hand cradling his cheek and her fingers covering

his ear as she twisted her head, studied his lips, and lowered her mouth to kiss him. She kissed his chin and his neck and she dropped to his chest,

tonguing him and biting him. She moved further down to his stomach and

looked up. “This didn’t happen,” she said to him, fixing him with her

dreamy gaze. She raised her shoulders, lowered her head, her hair spreading

like a luxury blanket over his stomach and lap, and she delicately lifted a

knee over Jax’s head and squatted over his face just as she lowered her full,

warm lips to Colt’s straining cock.

 

She squealed when Jax kissed her pussy and she twisted and pumped

down on Colt’s cock hard and deep. Her hips curled and uncurled against

Jax’s mouth and she grabbed Colt’s cock in both her hands and counter-

twisted him, sucking hard on his head with her mouth and wrapping her

tongue around his shaft like a snake.

 

Her hips shivered and she came off Colt’s cock to pant and moan before

plunging back down on him more determined and focused. She grinded her

hips against Jax’s face, spilling her juice all over his face and chin. She

moaned on Colt, knowing she wanted to feel him lose it in her mouth which

it made her hips hump chaotically against Jax’s face. When Colt suddenly

filled her mouth, her own body seized and she accidentally squeezed and

pulled on his cock as it sprayed against her neck and her breasts.

 

She slid down onto Jax’s chest and into his lap. He had his cock out —

he was stroking it — and he tried to grab her thighs, small as his own

biceps, and steer her onto him. But she kicked and struggled and writhed

away from him, all legs and arms. “No,” she said. Colt held her by her arms

as she slid down the steps and when she regained her footing, she stood up

and over Jax and walked up and over Colt into his hut where she flopped

down on her stomach with her face staring out the door.

 

“You can sleep with me,” she said dozily, “But no fucking me.”

 

“Okay,” said Colt, smiling at Jax as he pushed himself up.

 

“Give me your word,” she said with her face pushed into the bed, “no

fucking me, only my boyfriend fucks me.”

“No problem,” he said.

 

When Colt entered his hut, Jax stood up and came toward the door still

with his hard cock in his hand, stroking it. She kicked her long leg out and

caught the door, slamming it in his face. He could hear her giggle from the

other side. He stayed a bit. He could hear her giggle and he could hear the

deep tones of his friend’s voice, and then nothing. A few seconds later, he

heard her voice: “No! I told you, no!” But he also heard her laugh. And then

again, he heard her voice, but more sleepy and softer, almost chuckling:

“Stop trying to fuck me, would you!”

 

He tried to peek inside but it was too dark. He listened more to the

sound of rustling and creaking. Then he heard her whisper, “I told you only

my boyfriend is allowed,” but he also heard her moan in a high pitch. In a

few moments, he heard the sound of flesh slapping flesh, the creak of the

wooden bed frame loud in a rhythmic pattern, and her breath, short and

sharp, rise to the level of repeated moans in time with all the other sounds,

and he knew. Even back in his hut, he heard her cry out.

 

In the mid-morning at the bar on the beach — it was a breakfast

restaurant in the earlier part of the day — Jax, having eggs, looked up and

saw Aria crossing the sand, pushing her long, thick hair back from her face

with her spread hand, seemingly floating in the morning sun in her sheer,

maxi length white and porcelain blue beach dress looking like a cloud was

carrying her. She stepped up onto the boards under the thatch roof and,

noticing Jax’s tiny wave, meandered over to his table and pulled up on a

chair.

 

“Did you order me one too?” she said smiling.

 

“Didn’t know you were coming,” he said.

 

“Then why were you peeking and listening last night?”

His face went red and he stared at his breakfast plate until she laughed,

tugging her tiny gold necklace over her chin and to her lips. “I’m sorry

about last night.”

 

“What are you sorry for?”

 

“I slammed the door at you. I didn’t want you to go, though.”

 

“Why’d you shut it then?”

 

“I don’t know,” she laughed. “It’s not like I know what I’m doing.”

 

“I think you knew,” he said, smiling.

 

She looked away and down the beach and into the dark green band that

surrounded them. “You met my boyfriend.”

 

“Yeah — hard not to, it’s not exactly a  beaten trail out here.”

 

She bit her lip and pushed her hair in front of her face. “Do you think

I’m a cheating slut because of what I did with Colt last night?” She stared at

him seriously.

 

“I think you’re a free individual.”

 

“But no, come on, you could hear, you knew what we were doing.” She

sucked on her necklace then straightened up and leaned over on her

shoulders and opened her pretty painted mouth like a bird demanding food.

Jax lifted a forkful of egg to her mouth and she took it, licking her lips and

laughing. She leaned closer to his mouth with hers. “Do you think other

people could hear in those other huts?”

 

Jax studied his food and ate a forkful himself. “If they could, they either

probably started fucking too or beating off if they were alone like me.”

She opened her mouth to demand more of his food. “What do you

mean?”

 

He sat back and stared into her eyes. “It sounded fucking hot. Hearing

you fuck is like sitting through a porn scene in a movie.”

 

She laughed and looked around in embarrassment and pulled her hair

closer over her face. “Did you pull on your cock listening to Colt and me?”

 

“You know,” he kept his gaze on hers.

 

She looked sideways again and her foot rose up between his legs and her

toes squeezed at the apex of his bathing shorts. “Did you make yourself

come?” She wiggled her head and kept as straight a face as she could, but

her smile curled the corners of her mouth.

 

“I went back to my hut,” he said.

 

“Poor thing,” she said, licking her lips and squeezing her toes on him.

“Do you need to come now?” She leaned in a way that jutted her chest. She

glanced at the kitchen and then reached down and pushed her fingers inside

her bikini. She breathed out hard and her eyes rolled back before she fixed

them, glassy, on his again. “Did you want to last night with me?” He could

see her elbow rising and falling slowly. She pulled her hand up and he saw

her finger was glistening before she inserted it between her lips and plunged

it deep into her mouth. She wrapped her tongue around it and pulled it back

out, and pushed it back down under her bikini.

 

“I guess,” he said.

 

“Why don’t you do what you wanted to last night.”

 

“We’re in the restaurant.”

 

“Take me to your hut then.”

He shot up and took her by the hand and she giggled and rose up with

him, hugging his arm as they scampered over the hot sand. Half way to

Jax’s hut, they came upon Colt trudging with his head down going the other

way. “Oh hey!” he lifted his face into the sunshine. “Was looking for you,”

he said to Aria shading his eyes from the sun. She pressed herself tighter

against Jax’s body, hugging his arm tighter, even pressing her hips into his

hand where it hung against her bikini. “Just showing me something he

found,” she said before giggling and nudging Jax to walk.

 

“Okay well,” Colt said, watching her walk away pressing hard against

his friend. Jax turned around and looked at him and shrugged. Colt silently

returned the gesture more emphatically, as if to say, “What the fuck?”

 

He stood and watched then go all the up the steps and inside Jax’s hut.

He also saw Aria peek out from within the darkness within and then slam

the door sharply — she was smiling.

 

Inside, she turned to Jax and bit her lip. “I tried not to,” she said as

though begging for understanding. She reached over her head and undid her

bikini top. “I told myself I wouldn’t.” She slipped her bikini bottoms off.

She knelt on Jax’s bed and pushed him with one stretched finger to make

him lie on his back. “It’s not my fault,” she breathed, as she bent over him

and plunged her mouth over his cock. She moaned on him. “What am I

supposed to do?”

 

She shimmied up his body and reached behind and between her legs.

She steadied his hard, stiff cock below her hips spread over his, and she

lowered herself with a whimper, her hair dangling into his face. “You made

me come last night,” she breathed and lowered herself to kiss him. She

cried out when his cock slid up inside her. “I was thinking about you all

night.” She pumped her body on his. “I saw you go for breakfast,” she

panted. When he wrapped his hands around her tiny waist and thrust

himself up into her, she yelped and rolled back and rolled her head, her hair

sweeping over his legs behind her. “I wanted to fuck you so bad.”

He grasped her breasts in both his hands and she clamped her hands

over his and moaned in a guttural way so loud he knew anyone at the

restaurant would hear. He merely touched her clitoris with his thumb and

her body spasmed and bucked. She cried out like someone flayed alive and

her hips vibrated so violently and chaotically on his, he was unable to last

any longer and felt his whole being shoot up his cock and gush inside her.

 

She slumped and exhaled and leaned over him. She kissed his face and

smiled and bit her bottom lip. “Oops,” she said. “I think you made me come

again.” She giggled and lifted herself off his body to fall down beside him.

“You can buy me breakfast if you like,” she said.

 

When they climbed the steps, shagged out and giggling, they noticed

Colt still at a table. She smiled and squeezed Jax’s hand and they sat

opposite Colt. “Breakfast good,” she said innocently.

 

“You didn’t eat yet?” Colt said to her.

 

“Nope,” she chuckled. Then she fixed him with her gaze. “I was busy.”

 

Colt shot a glance at Jax and Jax slightly shrugged. “You ate,” Colt said

to him.

 

“I have,” he nodded. Colt nodded too and separated a piece of bacon in

his bared teeth.

 

“Well boys,” Aria sat up and leaned over to pick up Colt’s other piece of

bacon and she leaned back and dangled it between her lips with her head all

the way back till it all disappeared into her mouth. She knew they were

staring at her neck, her chest, and her stretched bikini top. Talking while

chewing, she said, “Maybe you two have some talking to do but you’ll have

to count me out.” She leaned over as though to reveal a secret. “This

morning was sort of a continuation of last night, really, and last night was a

one off thing, right? I have a boyfriend, I told you guys,” she sagged her

face and looked up at them both with sympathy-curved eyebrows. “I can’t

be doing this — he might even be my fiancé when I get home.” She swallowed and leaned back in her chair, putting her delicate hands in her

lap. “So,  I’m just going to say, whatever happened didn’t really happen and

it’s certainly not going to happen again. I’m not supposed to do that, you

guys, and I told you I couldn’t!”

 

She put her head down and crossed her arms over her chest and pursed

her lips. She looked up at them both again. “Maybe we can just all call it a

leap year type of thing — you know, that extra 24 hours that isn’t on the

calendar?” She raised her head and shook it. “I just can’t help myself

sometimes, you know?”

 

“Hey,” Colt reached over without touching her arm. “It was a lot of fun

— totally unexpected!”

 

“Thank you,” she pursed her lips and smiled up at him through her

fallen hair.

 

“It was one of those moments, right?” Jax nodded.

 

She patted Jax’s arm. “I knew you’d understand. You two need to

protect me. Keep me from doing it again, okay? I’m serious!”

 

“What, like, hold you down?” Colt smiled.

 

She laughed conspiratorially. “I don’t think holding me down,” she said

low and quietly, “is going to help things, if you know what I mean.” She

shook her head and looked out at the shimmering sea. “But yeah, stop me if

you see me doing it again.” She pushed her hand into her long hair.

“Please?” She gripped one of their hands in each of her hands. “I’m serious

guys. I need help!” She laughed.

 

“Were we really that bad?” joked Jax.

 

“No, the opposite!” she snorted. “That’s the problem, though, isn’t it.”

 

“Okay,” Colt said.

“No hard feelings?” she turned her face down and bit her lip.

 

Colt grinned. “So to speak.”

 

“Different story last night,” Jax laughed.

 

“You were so sure you weren’t going to get any, weren’t you,” she

smiled guiltily at Jax. “Hey,” she suddenly straightened up. “I’m going into

town today, but later, let’s all meet here, like at 9, say, and have a bunch of

shots!”

 

“I’m down!” Jax said holding out his palm to slap.

 

“Yep,” said Colt, slapping his hand.

 

“And nobody gets any funny ideas!” added Aria.

 

“Deal,” said Colt.

 

Jax nodded, “Including you!” he nodded at Aria.  She rolled her eyes to

the side and tried to bite back a grin. “I know I’m bad,” she moaned.

 

At 9:30 or so, Aria strolled up and onto the wooden deck of the outside

restaurant. A few lanterns swung gently in the ocean breeze and crickets

filled the air and blended with the quiet electronica playing. Colt and Jax

were already into their second can of Sangha and had shots lined up and

ready for when Aria arrived. She was wearing a cerulean blue bikini with

big hoops at the hips and laces between her breasts that barely held the

ensemble together. She wore a thin light blue beach skirt that rode low on

her hips, and she put on her waist chain for no good reason. “Boys!” she

said, pulling out a chair.

 

At the table nearest them, a young guy sat by himself scrolling on his

phone. She didn’t recognize him. “Welcome to the smaller of the two

islands!” she said to him. When he looked up alerted, she said, “this is Colt, this is Jax, and I’m Aria, and we’re just getting started into some shots,

you’re welcome to join us!”

 

Jax and Colt darted glances at each other.

 

“Come on!” she said to the guy. “No time to be all alone, let’s

celebrate!” She shoved a shot over the table in his direction. “What’s your

name?”

 

“Milo,” he said, getting up and coming over.

 

“To Milo!” she called out, tilting a shot at her lips and looking over the

glass at Jax and then at Colt, who also shot their drinks back, their eyes on

her.

 

“You with your girlfriend, Milo?” she engaged him in conversation

naturally and with her voice utterly relaxed.

 

“I’m by myself,” he said.

 

She nodded for a while, before glancing up through the tops of her eyes

and through her hair at Colt. “What?” she laughed, throwing a salt packet at

him.

 

“Just watching,” Colt said.

 

“You always travel by yourself, Milo?” she said, dangling one leg from

the other and turning to face him with her chin resting on her fist.

 

“I’m trying to be a travel writer,” he said, smiling sheepishly. “I’ve

actually already got a first half payment for this one, which more than

covered the cost of getting here,” he nodded proudly.

 

“Oh my god!” Aria leaned forward. She looked over her shoulder at

Colt. They had had two more shots by then. “I know you’re not going to

believe this, Colt,” she closed her eyes and smiled. “But I’ve always had a thing for writers.” She opened her eyes again and settled them on Milo’s

eyes. She held his gaze a full ten seconds before she dropped her head and

laughed and then threw it back and turned in her seat toward both Jax and

Colt. She leaned down low and pulled her hair in front of her face. “Boys,”

she said. “I think we need another round of shots.”

 

“You sure?” Colt said to her.

 

She licked the corner of her mouth and looked up at him. “I know what

you’re trying to do.” She smiled to herself at the table.

 

“I know what you’re thinking,” Colt said.

 

“I’m young,” she said. “What are you, 23? I’m 22. Jax, what are you?”

 

“23.”

 

Milo!” she said, licking the corner of her lips again looking over at him.

“How old are you?”

 

“22,” he nodded.

 

She looked back at Colt. “I think I have to fuck him, Colt,” she tried to

say as quietly as she could.

 

“You told me to stop you.”

 

“I told you to stop last night, too.” She nodded knowingly at him. “Look

where that ended up.” She looked over at Milo. “Which hut is yours,

Milo?”

 

“Last one before the rocks, there,” he pointed into the blackness.

 

“You like it?”

 

“It’s awesome,” he nodded.

“Colt,” she said. She swung her head toward him. “Let’s all go back to

my hut, you, Jax, and Milo, she’s going to close up soon here, I think.”

 

Milo and Jax walked ahead of Colt and Aria. Colt held her hand. “What

was that about stopping you, though, Aria?”

 

“Pangs of guilt?” she offered. After a few more steps, she said, “Haven’t

you ever tried to stop yourself from doing it with a girl you just met?”

 

“Yeah but . . . “

 

“Yeah but nothing!” she laughed full-throated. “Like every time, right?”

 

He looked far down the beach as they kicked through the sand. “Not last

night,” he said.

 

“Bullshit, Colt,” she laughed and hugged his arm to her body. “Only

when you saw me come out of Jax’s hut, admit it.”

 

He nodded, thinking. “Okay, I felt a bit like a slut after, you know, yeah,

seeing you with Jax like, just hours later.”

 

“And now you know you wouldn’t do me again, right?”

 

“Of course not,” he said.

 

“Only just in the two seconds since I said that, you’re thinking that

maybe you might, if I just gave you one little signal again.”

 

He laughed. “And then hate myself.”

 

“I’m going to fuck Milo because I want to. I know I wanted you to stop

me, but, I’m going to anyway.”

 

“Why are you telling me this?”

She squeezed his hand as they stepped up the steps to her hut. “It turns

me on.”

 

“Teasing me like this?”

 

“No,” she laughed as she sat on the top step and scratched at Milo’s bare

leg and patted the step beside her when he looked down.

 

“Jax?” she called out loud.

 

He was behind her. “What’s up?”

 

“Was that, would you say, a fantasy,” she said loudly, “to have a girl like

me ask you to take her to your hut because she wanted to fuck you so

badly?”

 

He snorted. Then he nodded. “Yeah, pretty much.”

 

“Colt? Would you say it was a fantasy to start rubbing a girl with her

boyfriend so recently out of town, and have her seemingly unaware you

were getting her bathing suit off like she didn’t know?”

 

He laughed and looked away and guffawed. She stayed quiet. He

cleared his throat. “I guess,” he said.

 

She turned to Milo. “Milo,” she said to him sweetly. He tried to stop his

grin. “You overheard me tell these two that I wanted to fuck you tonight

because I have a thing for writers I can’t control, didn’t you.”

 

He nodded and snorted.

 

“Is it a fantasy for you for a girl like me to tell you,” she leaned closer to

him and draped her arm around his shoulders, “that boys who want to be

writers make me wet?” She touched his wrist and guided it between her legs that she opened. She pushed his hand down the front of her bikini and let

his fingers feel her. She was soaking. “Is it?”

 

He coughed. “All my life.”

 

“Does anyone want to know what my fantasy is?” She panted lightly as

Milo took over rubbing her beneath her bikini. “I have to go back to the

mainland tomorrow — my flight home is tomorrow,” she said. She shook

down her arms her bikini top. “Milo?” she said. “Take my bikini bottoms

off?” She raised her hips and he pulled them down her legs.

 

“My fantasy,” she said, leaning back into Jax’s legs and turning her face

toward Colt’s legs, “is to be fucked by three nice guys that I’ll never see

again, all at the same time, in my beach hut, on an island, far, far from

anyone who knows me.”

 

“I thought you wanted us to stop you,” Colt said.

 

“That was a test, Colt,” she said. “The fantasy sucks if it’s douchebags.

It only works if it’s three nice guys who would offer to do that for a girl just

because she asked.”

 

“What’s going on?” said Milo.

 

She leaned over naked and threw her arms around his neck. “Just go

with it, Milo. You’re in someone else’s fantasy, you completed the picture

when you showed up.”

 

He looked up at Jax and Colt who looked at each other and back down

at Milo. “Gentlemen?” Colt said.

 

All three whipped their t-shirts and shorts off in record time. Aria spread

her arms, leaned back till she was lying on the deck of her hut, and she

laughed. “Oh yeah!” she cried out.

Taking the Master Bedroom

 

Laura Llyles

 

I woke myself up by rolling over and bumping into his body. I missed the feeling of another body in my bed so I didn’t move away. In retrospect, that little peep of secret desire was where the line was initially crossed.

 

I told myself I was cold, that I was still mostly sleeping, and that I didn’t realize I had rolled up against his back. In truth, I smelled his hair, I felt his body warmth, and far-away emotional echoes put me on a kind of autopilot. My arm draped over his torso and my hand moved slowly to curl back under his ribs. My ankles dug down imperceptibly enough to leverage my hips forward so my pelvis just touched, then pressed, against his ass. I tucked my chin down which brought my face to the back of his neck.

 

Still he didn’t move more than the slow rise and fall of deep sleep. My eyes were now wide open. My entire body was pressed against him from behind. My hand freed itself from under his ribs and very slowly slid across the rippling expanse of his gently undulating stomach muscles. My lips extended in a circle and met the skin of his neck where I placed the lightest kiss in history. My legs took on the bend of his legs so that my body followed his body’s shape from shoulders to toes. He felt good. As good as I had ever imagined he would feel.

 

I didn’t expect to encounter the bare, slightly hairy skin of his abdomen, but his t-shirt had ridden up. I had also not expected to encounter the waistband of his shorts, not knowing I was that far down his body already. I was surprised myself when my hand, sliding around his stomach so carefully, didn’t move away from the band of his shorts, but kept in contact, baby finger maybe even pushing a bit, maybe even going under a bit. I breathed deeply and quietly and went under a bit more.

 

I stopped because I was ridiculous. My mind was on a loop-d-loop rollercoaster. I meant to end the fun there and roll over and get back to sleep. Instead, I was paralyzed with my baby finger slid under the band of his shorts, my lips touching his neck, and my pelvis pressed into his butt. I so should have rolled over. I so should have pulled my hand away. But instead, I pushed the rest of my hand slowly as a snail under the band of his shorts.

 

My fingertips found his young tuft of pubic hair. My nails, still done up from the salon in sparkling pink, scratched lightly there. I was breathing hard already and my heart hadn’t pounded like that in years. I kept thinking of those excuses — I was cold, I was still asleep, I didn’t realize who he was or where we were — and calculating how they could or would not keep working for each new step I watched myself – incredibly --  take.

 

I whispered his name — “Cory,” — and I planted an unmistakably romantic kiss on the back of his neck. I desperately wanted him to wake up before I did something stupid, but he always slept deep as a rock. I made little circles with my nails in his skin down there but I knew I was circling closer. I nibbled the back of his neck and said softly out loud, “Cory” again and I made a tiny circle on the back of his neck with the tip of my tongue. “Please wake up,” I whispered.

My hips involuntarily pressed harder against his butt. My toes were clenching and releasing in curls. I began kissing all over the back of his neck and even his ear. I pressed my breasts into his back. My breathing was hard and my pulse was fast. “Damn it,” I whispered. “Cory,” I moaned into his ear. “I think you need to wake up.” He only shifted and muttered inside his sleep. My head spun so much I was feeling dizzy. My hand was completely inside his shorts, clenching and unclenching along with my toes. My mouth hung open in a silent scream. I crossed my eyes the whole thing was so wrong. Why didn’t he wake up?

 

I grimaced. I clenched my eyes and curled both my lips between my teeth and bit. I braced myself as though I was about to get hit. My whole arm trembled. My fingers stretched out and I lifted my hand making a tent of his shorts. And then, gently, carefully, I lowered my open palm. His cock was erect. My palm touched the underside gingerly and my fingers began as though in slow motion to close, and in a few seconds, I had clasped my hand around his cock.

 

It felt like rope, hot, silk-covered rope. I bit his neck and ground my pelvis into his ass, humping him. I stroked his cock and my hand shook like I was being slowly electrocuted. Pre-cum emerged -- I could feel it trickle into my fingers and I rubbed my palm around the head of his cock and gripped it tighter and stroked it deeper. I made circles and hearts with the stiffened tip of my tongue all over his neck and I moaned and breathed and shook and said his name again accusingly, fatalistically.

 

His cock thickened and hardened in my hand. I closed my eyes and was transported. I could feel his body stiffen against mine and straighten. My other arm squeezed under his body and pulled his shorts away to free my movements on him. I pumped rhythmically and relentlessly. I was so hard pressed against him from my forehead to my feet I could feel every change in his pulse and his breathing.

 

I squeezed his cock harder and rubbed my thumb over the top of his head. When his breathing stopped altogether, I whispered in his ear, “Cum for me.” His arm shot backward and his hand gripped my ass so hard it hurt and he yanked me harder against him. His head shot back and nearly hit my face. He groaned as though being stabbed. I reached over behind me and grabbed a wad of Kleenex from the box on the hotel room bedside table. I shoved it around his cock just as he lifted his whole body off the bed and filled the Kleenex while I continued to stroke and milk him.

 

When his body released and fell back down, he dove off the bed and in the darkness of the room, hurried to the bathroom. I rolled over to face the open curtains and the swimout pool of our resort room and I closed my eyes. He came back to bed and we both fell asleep. In the morning, I was up first and I quietly made a coffee and slipped out the patio doors to the loungers on our private poolside patio and stared at the deep-orange palm-obscured light of the rising Mexican sun. I had no idea what the utterly new day would bring.

 

The plan at first was my husband and me in one room and Cory in his own room. The resort was going to be a relaxing week of luxury to celebrate his adulthood and our 20th. Then Mani got called back to his office even while we were at the airport — he’s in high-end financial risk analysis and can’t say no, considering his fabulous bonuses — and then the resort screwed up the reservation and booked out Cory’s room. Rather than make a big scene of it, Cory and I decided we could make do in what was going to be Mani’s and my room. It was big enough and had a couple of couches. In the end, the bed was some kind of super-king size affair, and we both looked at it, looked at the couches, and shrugged.

We had always been close, Cory and I. He told me about his first girlfriends, I bought him his first shaver. We’d always been physical, hip-checking each other, hugging when just walking and shopping, and he liked checking out how I looked in dresses at high-end stores, which Mani would never sit for. He had good taste. He was always right about what looked best. For the trip, he picked out my bathing suit. I wasn’t trying them on in front of him, but we looked together online at a few catalogs, some more risqué than others. We did that shoulder to shoulder, sometimes laughing and bumping each other at suits that were particularly revealing. “You think I’d look good in that one?” I asked quietly because we were sitting very close together. His eyes lingered on the screen and when I went to push his hand on the mouse, he pulled it away to look longer, before finally saying, “Yeah.” After we chose and he left to go practice guitar, I went back to that site and also purchased that one he liked. I don’t know why I did that. But I secretly packed it.

 

I also grabbed extra glasses of jack Daniels all morning every time the server came through the little server trail to serve all the people with the private personal pools. Cory might as well find out what the good stuff is early. I had also packed a few chemises, new underwear, and sexy dresses. These were for Mani of course. But there they were, all in the room closet. I brought everything needed for a romantic week with Mani. And when I leaned over and peaked back inside, there was a man in my bed, but it wasn’t my Mani. It was my Cory. My body shouldn’t have, but it’s pulse raced again, it’s breath shortened, and it shivered, though it was the opposite of cold. I breathed in deep and slowly let it out to calm my nerves.

 

I had dressed in my bathing suit, the one Cory didn’t know I bought, under my at-home sweatpants and oversized T. I was being modest! But I was also getting hot, Cory was sleeping late, and I had had a couple of those Jack Daniels already. I took off the sweat pants and didn’t stop with the t. He was right — the two-piece green and black bikini looked pretty amazing. The sun was perfect, mid-morning strength and not blazing yet. I laid back, reclined my lounger, and got dozy on the JD and songbirds chirping. I startled with Cory’s voice and shook all over for a second. He was up and sitting on the other lounger sideways facing me with his elbows on his knees. He was also in his bathing suit. And nothing else.

 

“When you get up?” he asked again.

 

“Feels like hours ago,” I said, shielding my eyes with my hand to see him. I didn’t know he had been working out, but his upper body was ripped.

 

“You need some sunblock,” he said. “Getting about noon.”

 

I had some under my lounger. I could have put it on myself. But there were voices in my head. I rolled over onto my stomach, reached under to find the bottle, and with my face buried in my towel, I handed it over to him. When he took it, I undid the snap of my bikini top and bared my back to him. I faced away as though that maintained the semblance of normalcy.

 

His hands were those of a man. He did my whole back. When I thought he was going to stop, a fresh wad of SPF landed on the back of my thighs. I thought “no way,” but a second later, his hands were there too. I couldn’t control my breathing. He was spreading it low at first around the back of my knees and my calves, but he crept up higher and higher. I opened my legs a little when he began to spread lotion between my legs. Once again filled with an evil voice saying to do something I knew was the opposite of what I am allowed to do or should do, I rolled over. I kept my eyes closed, but I knew my bikini top would not roll with me. My white knuckles gripped the edge of my lounger as I waited what felt like an eternity wondering what he was going to do. My breasts felt good, in the meantime, exposed bare to the sun.

 

“I knew that one would look hot on you,” he said. I puffed air out my nose and kept my eyes shut.

 

“You were right,” I said softly and smiled.

 

I heard the squirt sounds of the bottle and the sounds of two hands lightly clapping. If my top was still on, the relationship between Cory and me would still allow for him, somewhat plausibly, to be spreading SPF on my stomach and shoulders. It would be odd, it would raise eyebrows, and it would offend some. But it would still fit inside the box of “we’ve always been close, we’ve always been physical, nothing is really hidden in this unit.” But my top had fallen to the deck. His hands were slathering up higher than my stomach to just below my breasts, and my body — damn thing — was not exactly lying perfectly still. I tried to stop but it was slightly heaving. I wished I could just be normal and have a nice day in the sun with Cory, but instead, I was a few drinks into the wind, I was topless, his hands were hot and slippery all over my body, and I was, well, there is only one word for it: horny. There, I said it: I was horny for Cory. Am I bad for the illicit lust, or bad to admit to it? Just as my half-drunk mind was saying that to itself, those infuriating hands of his moved over my breasts.

 

I kept my eyes closed and my hands gripping the edge of my lounger. But I wasn’t able to stifle my moan. He first went up and over them to my shoulders as though they were just a part of my skin that needed SPF, but they came back down, all the way to my stomach, and back up again, this time stopping on them. Whatever remained unsaid or deniable between us was gone the moment his fingers pinched, twisted, and pulled my nipples. I pulled up my knees, hooked my thumbs in the strings of the hips of my bikini bottoms, and I lifted my rear and peeled them off. I lowered my knees. I was quivering. Something about being away from home with only total strangers around made my feet fall to either side of the lounger so that my thighs were wide open. At first, I had shaved a nice Brazilian before I left. The previous night, though, I took the rest off. The sun felt marvelous on me down there. When Cory’s hands drifted down my torso, my arms went up behind my head to grip the lounger there. I was in trouble because of the JD and I knew it. I had a chance to stop things and we still could have dressed, go for breakfast, and studiously not talked about anything. The moment lasted until Cory’s man’s hands went from my stomach to the sides of my hips. His thumbs pressed into the area where the leg joins the pelvis. In that valley they traveled. His hand spread over the most intimate part of my inner thigh. His forefinger reached further ahead all the way through to that area of soft skin under my pussy before my anus. My heart pounded out of my chest. His hand was between my bare legs.

 

He drew a circle there and I said his name. I seized his wrist with my hand to stop him and he did stop. “Gently,” I said, letting his wrist go again. His finger traveled up to touch my lips. Nothing in my life prepared me for the dual emotion of something so teasingly hot and good, and at the same time, so incredibly, dangerously, wrong. That was Cory’s finger, I screamed to myself in my mind. But my body was ignoring the five-alarm blaring. My legs spread wider, my hips moved to entreat his hand, and my mouth opened. “Yes,” I smiled, knowing even with eyes closed that he was watching my face. I shouldn’t have done a lot of things that day, and certainly including the night before. But the most damaging thing I did was maybe the most innocuous-seeming. Until I opened my eyes, it might have been possible to still dismiss things as JD-caused, lonely-feeling, normal-physicality taken too far, a momentary lapse of judgment, a mistake. But when I opened my eyes, his were on mine, and we connected at that moment, and we smiled a lover’s smile to each other, private, intimate, and worst of all, knowing. And then, damn it, it wasn’t just a glance, a momentary embarrassment of eye contact, but it was lingered on. It became dreamy and communicative. My eyes then drifted down to his pretty (I always felt) mouth. He entered me at that moment and I gasped and reached for his jaw and guided his face to mine and our lips met and we exploded in a moaning, groaning, all-feelings-out-on-the-table kiss. My whole body rose up to meet his and I reached around his neck with both arms and pulled him down onto me. I squirmed like a girlfriend under him and he expertly moved into me deeper down there where he could not have failed to notice how wet I was.

 

“Cory!” I cried in a whisper in his ear and I kissed that too. He slid out and rubbed me without me having to say how, where, or how hard. I could feel the waves of energy gathering and though I tried to pace things, I tried to get to my senses, and I tried to think about what was going on, he was relentless and wouldn’t give me a chance to breathe or talk. I wanted to stop but my hips began to buck up against his hand. I was ashamed because my body was speaking for me about what it really wanted, and it was not something he and I should ever, ever do. I wanted to apologize, I wanted to disengage, I wanted to pull his finger out of me and off of me and push him off my chest and his mouth off my mouth and dress and straighten and pretend nothing happened. Instead, I sucked air in, I pinched his skin on his back, I cried his name out loud, and I came on his hand.

 

Now it was my turn to bolt up and disappear in the bathroom. I put on the shower but didn’t get in. I stood there with my hands cupped over my face disbelieving what had just happened, what I had allowed to happen. My mind raced. I closed my eyes and tried to erase all memory. After too long a time, I cracked the door open but refused to look. I called out in as ordinary a voice as I was able to muster, “Shall we go get breakfast then?” I had no idea why I put “then” at the end. I closed my eyes unable to see myself or the room I was in or anything. I tied a hotel robe around me tight as a shoelace.

 

I heard him answer from somewhere. “Sounds good.”

 

“Better get dressed then,” I called out.

 

“Yeah,” he said.

 

It was as though we had an unspoken agreement to act normal for the time being. I came out in my robe and scurried to my closet without looking, except to see out the corner of my eye his back to me as he was pulling a T over his head. Such a broad back. I grabbed some summer strolling clothes and panties and a bra and went back to the bathroom to dress. When I emerged, he was ready and by the door. “We go?” I said, my voice cracking.

 

He showed a wry grin and said, “Guess so,” the brat.

 

We stepped out our door into the sidewalk that wound around the palms and took us to the restaurant. About halfway, not saying anything, I took his hand in mine. We held hands a lot so that was nothing out of the ordinary. But of course, it was a whole different world now. He squeezed my hand as though he knew I needed that reassurance. The truth was, he made me feel so young.

 

Over breakfast on the terrace under a table umbrella, we talked about all the things we could do with the first day. We showed a great appetite for doing everything that wasn’t in the hotel room like we both knew we had to book up every possible minute and delay any return to the room. Anything he suggested, I readily agreed to, and anything I suggested, he readily agreed to.

“Should we go back to the room and change into bathing suits under our clothes so we can swim in the ocean later?” I said. Of course, he agreed. We started walking back but faster than when he headed out. He started adding more things to do. I kept up my end of the game adding increasingly ridiculous things to our now lengthening list.

 

“We should skydive,” he said.

 

“Okay, and then after lunch, we’ll rent sea-dos.”

 

“Yes, perfect, and we’ll hang-glide after that.”

 

“Oh and don’t forget, we’ll go into town and shop around.”

 

We both laughed and our walking pace quickened. By the time we got to the hotel room door, his hand was squeezing mine and mine, his so hard, he fumbled with the card to get the door open. When he did, we both fell through, we both kicked it closed, and we both fell against it, embracing in a long, penetrating kiss. He touched the bottom of my tank top and I instantly raised my arms for him to pull it up and off me. He raised his arms in turn and I pulled his T off. We both unbuckled each other’s shorts at the same time. I held onto his shoulders when he squatted to pull mine down my legs and off my feet. Then I did the same thing to him only I landed on my knees and faced his underwear. I looked up at him, ran my hands all over this gorgeous, young strong stomach, and I laughed. But it was an evil mischievous laugh. His hands and fingers ran through my hair pulling and pushing. I squealed and moaned. I rubbed his hips, his ass, and the back of his legs. His cock was obviously hard inside his shorts and it was nearly poking me in the eye. My mouth salivated. I looked up again and he was looking down at me. I knew I shouldn’t, but when our eyes met, it seemed inevitable, it seemed fated, that I would slip my hands inside the waist of his shorts and that I should pull them down too. I bit my lower lip and laughed in an “I’m helpless aren’t it” kind of way and his rigid cock sprang up in front of me.

 

I’d be the first to admit that this was taboo. I closed my eyes to give myself a chance to think. I squeezed the backs of his thighs and my uncertainty was paralyzing. Dear Cory stroked his fingers into my scalp. He gently took control of my head and he amazingly, delicately, urged my face forward. It was a sweet moment, one filled with quiet, unstated attention and care, when his cock, all raging and youthful, entered my mouth, open and willing. He didn’t rush, he didn’t push, he didn’t demand. But he controlled me. He took over where my own will had faltered with indecision. He edged me more onto him and I took him deeper into my mouth. I kneaded his ass to let him know I was resigned to this reality, that I was now comfortable with who we were and what we were doing. I even opened my jaw wider and pushed my head forward, to take him deeper between my lips. I pulled off him, took his cock in my hand, I said “hello” to it softly and smiled, and then I looked up into his eyes again and I began to give serious head to my Cory.

 

He stumbled backward till he was able to sit on the edge of the big gorgeous bed we shared the previous night. I walked on my knees attached to him. I bobbed and I stroked and I moaned on him. The distance between us relationship-wise and emotionally was so small that nothing in my life had ever felt as intimate and private and closed to the world as feeling Cory’s fingers massaging my scalp, which he had done lots of times, as I sucked gently on his cock, which I had done zero times. It was not the way a person in my position would normally show their love to a person in Cory’s position, but no one outside of the Cory and me universe needed to know how we found our way to share our love. I closed my eyes and fell deeper into this new reality, letting the new emotion that was cooked up between eager horniness and conventional relationship overtake me as I fell into a rhythm of sucking and licking on Cory’s lovely hard cock. I was swooning. I was captivated and drunk and not on JD. I was tantric and entranced. I licked and sucked and moaned and yearned on Cory lost to the world outside us. When his hands gripped my hair, I barely noticed. When his breathing stopped, I registered it but I didn’t. When his whole frame went rigid, I felt it but it didn’t make me think. Then he shouted the palindrome that denotes my relationship to him and just as it snapped me out of my delirium, his hot wad of spunk drilled into the back of my throat and filled my mouth with pump after pump until it gushed out around my lips and all over his stomach, his legs, and down off my chin and onto my tits. I pulled up and took another shot of him on my face and realized what was happening and so I went down on him again and finished him off with delicate, slower sucking until he was completely spent.

 

I got up and got to the bathroom and when I came back, he was sleeping in the bed and I joined him there, curled up with him, and when I did, he reached around me and pulled me close against him. Though it shook me to the core when he used that label for my relationship to him, it wasn’t enough to make me not get back into bed with him. Nor, if you didn’t notice, to lie with him both of us naked this time. We napped and when we awoke, we again didn’t speak but we did dress for lunch. Only this time, we dressed as Mani and I would, in front of each other.

 

“Not that one,” Cory said softly when I was pulling a top on. I froze.

 

He went into the closet and began filching through my tops. He found a blue one, light and silky and held it against me. I dropped my arms from my naked chest and let him judge. He nodded and I took it from him and we kissed again as lovers do. He gently pushed me till I sat on the edge of the bed and in his hand, I noticed, he had a pair of my panties. I poked my foot out and he pulled them on me, one leg at a time, and snugged them up to my hips. And then he leaned in and he kissed my pussy through my panties. He also pulled on my denim skirt. He chose my sandals too. When we stepped out this time, I hugged his man’s arm to my body and we walked like that, not like who we were to each other, but maybe as man and wife. I couldn’t help myself to a squeeze of his ass. “Keep your hands to yourself,” he said, adding that three-letter word again for me that I cannot even say.

 

“You should talk,” I said, laughing back at him.

 

“You’re going to be in so much trouble when we get back,” he said.

 

“Why?” I teased. “What are you going to do to me?” I squeezed his forearm. I wanted to jump his bones.

 

“I got ideas,” was all he said. He was making me breathe hard again. I didn’t need to eat but he made me walk with him, even slowing us down, talking teasingly like he knew what he was doing to me. He took his time over lunch to the point that we were both laughing at how impatient I was becoming. I tried to reach under the table with my foot to his crotch but he turned away. He kept looking at me like he was already between my legs. When I came back from the bathroom, I pulled my chair around to sit right beside him and I put my hand right in his lap and I moved up and squeezed his cock. “You like that?” he said all smarmy and cocksure.

 

He had reduced me to simpering and nodding. “Yes” was all I could say. Did he know I was dripping? Did he know how much he was making me die? He kept looking at me and I kept losing more of whatever control I had left. I knew what was going to happen when our hotel room door closed again. He seemed to be sure about that too. We were communicating as much with our eyes at the lunch table. I never wanted to fuck a man as badly as I wanted to fuck Cory at that moment. He had me worked up into a frothing, twitching mess. And we still had to get back that crazy winding sidewalk. I even looked around the restaurant over my shoulder as though checking whether I could fuck him in his chair then and there. I looked back at him and squeezed his cock inside his shorts and sucked air through my teeth. I was losing badly. There was no question left, but that I was going to fuck Cory. It should never have got to that point. No one in the world would understand; most if not all people would not even try to understand. It was repulsive, it was disgusting, and it was a despicable thing to do. But none of that was going to stop it from happening. As soon as Cory tilted his head in the direction of the entrance, I was up and gone, dragging the poor thing by his outstretched arm, desperate to get on top of him, needing him inside me more than anything. I could barely breathe or walk or think. We walked past other couples and I kept my eyes down because it felt like they all knew who I was to him, who we were to each other, and that we were going to do this unspeakable thing anyway, and that I was the one that was going to do it. And that I was going to cum doing it too, that I wanted to so badly I was leaving a trail of wetness. God, I wanted to fuck him.

 

“Baby,” I said to him as we wound our speedy way over the sidewalk dappled in the sunshine, “You better get everything off the second we get inside because it’s going to get torn if you don’t.”

 

“I want you to take your sweet time with yours,” he came back with. Kid was going to make me beg. I don’t remember teaching him the subtle art of seduction. There was a large crowd of people, some sort of company retreat, blocking the path. I squeezed between a big guy and a tree and pulled Cory dragging behind me speeding across the grass to rejoin the path. When we rounded the bend to our place (“Our place!” I thought), the cleaner’s cart was parked outside our open door. I could have killed. We squeezed past that and told the cleaner all was good. She held new soaps in her hand and I snatched them and threw them down and told her again, “All good here! Gracias!”

 

The second the door closed I yanked at Cory’s T that was already half off. I pulled his underwear down his legs with his shorts. We began to kiss as I walked backward to the bed. We both paused a second and held each other with our arms behind each other’s backs. We laughed, we kissed and rubbed noses, and then I looked him in the eye so close and I said, in as innocent a voice as I could, “Fuck me, Cory.”

 

He laid down on his back on the bed fiddling with his phone till he found the music he wanted. I was meant to take my clothes off slowly but I was bad. I climbed up on the bed feeling girlish and suddenly and oddly shy. I dragged my nails over the skin of his legs and nudged him to open them up a bit. I crouched between his legs and held his cock up for my mouth to take him. His hands stroked my head and shoulders. The music was perfect. I crawled up on him and leaned over his face so my hair fell all around his angelic expression. Because we were so close relationally, the moment felt extraordinary private. I reached down between us and a little chuckle escaped my throat. I wrapped my hand around his cock. It was that beautiful silk-covered steel rod again. Just holding it made my pussy weep. I brought the head of his cock up against my dripping pussy lips. We kissed a bit and he rubbed his nose against mine again. He took my swaying breasts in his hands and squeezed them. “I always wondered what these would feel like,” he said.

 

“Did you now,” I breathed softly and low to my lover. I drew his cock head up and down over my pussy lips.

 

“They feel good,” he said, “though I guess technically it isn’t my first time with them.”

 

I smiled at his humor and we both laughed with nervousness. “Is this okay?” I said.

“No one’s going to know,” he said. And he was right. I lowered my hips an inch or so. The head of his cock pressed against me. “Oh Cory,” I said. I knew it was more than I could resist even if he said it was not okay. I was too far gone to stop. I sank another inch onto him.

 

“M . . . “ his mouth began, but I kissed him and shushed him.

 

“Call me Cassie,” I said to him nearly silently. I took him in a little deeper. My hips instinctively began to gyrate.

 

“Cassie,” he said for the first time in his life, “I wanted this for a long time.”

 

I tried to stop myself but I sank down further onto him. I placed my head next to his and bit and licked his ear. “Baby,” I said. “Me too,” I nearly cried. His hands took my hips and without pushing, I sank all the way onto him so his cock reached my deepest recesses inside and our pelvises kissed. Nothing prepared me for how good that felt. I moaned in his ear and his hands flowed over my ass and back with all the possession of a husband. I humped him and I rocked him and I squirmed on him and pounded him. I think he got me at that moment. When we fucked like that, when we made love in that afternoon breeze wafting over our hotel king bed with the songbirds serenading us, his hands all over me, my body wanting to be as all over him as humanly possible, he got me. I became his.

 

He did to me whatever he wanted. He turned us over and pushed my legs open and then he lifted them over his shoulders and leaned into me so that I was doubled over on my back and spread. He pushed his hard hot cock all the way into me like that till it hurt — and it hurt so good. He pulled out and nearly made me pass out with lust before ramming into me hard as his young hard body could, which jolted me and made me feel like a woman being taken completely. I held onto the backs of my knees to make myself even more open for him. He pounded me so hard and so deep for so long. We made a terrible amount of noise with our thighs smashing and me crying out like a first-timer. I had never orgasmed with intercourse alone, until Cory that afternoon. There was so much release in it — release of all the pent up lust of the last 48 yours, release of what I had to admit I’d been toying with in my mind the last couple of years, and release most of all of concern or worry about actually doing this with actually him.

 

When he finally came inside me, I wrapped myself around him with all my limbs and held him as tight as I could all the way through his very last spasm, and I said into his ear, even as he still shook with aftershocks, “I love you.”

 

“I love you too, M . . . “ he tried before I swallowed it again with a quickly deployed kiss. “I’m your Cassie,” I whispered.

 

“Cassie,” he corrected himself. His spent cock was still inside me, his warm cum running out and onto the sheet. Lord, I thought, he sure cums a lot.

 

It was a free and life-loving time to be there with my . . . lover, and no one around who knew better. We strolled hand in hand either to find food and drink, or on the way back from food and drink for a fuck, a suck, a nap, or all three. The whole week was a two-person in-house fuckfest. We slept in pieces throughout the day and night, and he ate me out, I sucked him off, and we fucked each other in the middle of the night and the middle of the day. We fucked in the pool, on the deck, in the loungers, both of them, on the bathroom counter, in the shower of course, and on the floor. He fucked me standing up against the door to outside when we could hear hotel neighbors out there. We had a cabana by the main pool and he untied the curtains and enshrouded us inside, whereupon he proceeded to fuck me slowly and quietly with the sounds of others all around. It was romantic, loving, and sensuous. We kissed at shows, we strolled the beach and made out, and when we occasionally chatted with other couples, nobody seemed to notice a big age difference and nobody would have guessed that he was my thing and I was his thing. They thought we were just married, and in my heart, we either had just been or always were. They must have thought he was older than he looked, and I was younger than I looked — or maybe I just look young naturally. Cory loves being sucked off and I must have sucked him dry 20 times that week. I didn’t know it before, and maybe it's just him, but I found out I love — like, love-love — sucking him off. I touch myself when sucking him and it isn’t hard for me to make myself cum with his cock in my mouth, the thought of it, and he said that me having an orgasm with my cock in there makes him cum super hard. I love to find out what makes him feel good like that. By the time we were packing to go home together, we were shagged out. We both slept on the plane, me nestling my head into his shoulder.

 

Home was the trip. Cory and I held hands and kissed each other’s fingers in the cab ride from the airport and we both exchanged looks like we knew we had a different thing coming. Mani met us at the door full of hugs and kisses. He was glad we were all back home. I kissed him back. It was already late and Cory said he was going to bed. Mani was getting ready and I told him I was going to go tuck Cory in, that we’d had such a good time “getting to know each other again.” When I got to his room, I closed the door. I whispered and he pulled the sheets back. He was naked and hard and stroking himself. “Cory!” I whisper-shouted. But I also climbed in bed with him and joined his hand with mine and we made out again. I leaned down and sucked him. His fingers always made me feel so good in such a strange way when he massaged my scalp down between his legs. I was wearing one of my nice chemises to throw Mani off any trail, but Cory liked it too, and he said so and it made me either want to or need to fuck him. So I did, straddling him, guiding his cock with my hand reaching behind me into my pussy that he makes wet so fast. We laughed and I shushed him and when he said my name, “Cassie,” I kissed him to make him stop, but him saying it does make me get close, and he began with my tits again which he learned exactly how to do, and before I knew it, I was clenching and spasming and biting him and stopping myself from squealing, not altogether successfully, as I came on him, which of course made him cum inside me.

 

I kissed him goodnight, told him he was a bad boy, and I crept back to my matrimonial bed where Mani was waiting. I pretended to need to go to the bathroom, but the truth was I needed to flush Cory’s cum out of me. There had been so much in me the last 7 days! When I came out, Mani was primed for action, but I was able to convince him I was tired. At around 3 in the morning, I got up. I was spinning crazily unable to stop thinking about Cory and missing him in my bed. I told Mani, who had also awakened, that I was suffering jet lag and was going to go to the den to read a while, not to worry. I closed the master bedroom door and went straight to Cory’s bed, quietly as I could, but I wasn’t slow about it. I crawled in. He was sleeping, but I woke him up. I told him in a whisper I wanted him to fuck me again, that I hadn’t had enough. I virtually tugged him by the cock on top of me. I was frantic and begging. I grappled him with my legs around his back and my arms around his neck. “Baby” I kept saying to him, and “Cory.” I loved telling him to fuck me. It made him smile and that made me want to do more.

 

“I love fucking you Cory,” I said right into his ear, and I did, over and over.

 

“I love fucking you too, Cassie,” he said.

 

As he rammed me slow and deep but rhythmically and relentlessly, and so, so good, I said to him, “You can call me that word if you want.”

“I don’t have to,” he said.

 

“I think it turns me on,” I said to him. His cock buried into me more deeply on that stroke because he shifted my ass up onto a pillow. He sat back on his haunches and I was his, spread below him, where he ran his hands over my stomach, my tits, and my neck, admiring  his winnings.

 

And he said it. I got dizzy. I was in his bed, under him, with his cock lazily fucking me deeply, his hands all over my breasts, and I realized that I stopped him saying it before not because I didn’t like the wrong sound of it, but because the wrongness of it sent me over the top. I squirmed under him. “Say it again,” I said in not a whisper. I wasn’t even fully cognizant that Mani was just down the hall. He did and the words from his mouth nearly made me cum instantly. We carried on for fifteen minutes like that, saying forbidden taboo names mixed with filthy words in each other’s ears and raising each other to new heights of passion. He came inside me again — he was young enough to cum so many times! — and I wiped him up and closed his door and tiptoed back to my own bedroom where my husband slept soundly.

 

The next day was Saturday and Cory had things to do, friends to see. Mani was in his office down the hall. I was in the kitchen playing around with salad ideas. Cory came home. We carried on in loud voices like we normally would. But he put his sports bag down and looked long down the hall as he crept up behind me. We kept talking in loud normal voices even when his hands crept around to my front and took my breasts in his palms, and then even my crotch below. It made me stick my ass out and grind against his pelvis. We sniggered and tried to keep up the charade, even while his hand went inside my top and petted my bare breasts. I reached behind my back and found his cock inside his shorts and gripped it and released it and stroked it. When Mani came out Cory quickly dove to the fridge door and hid himself enough to get his shorts back up and buckled and I turned my back as though working at the stove long enough to get my top done back up.

 

At night, we all watched a show together. When Mani went to the bathroom, though, both Cory and I dove at each other and tore at each other so frantically we were nearly fucking on the couch before Mani could be heard coming back. At night, I complained again of sleeplessness and Mani, who was very sympathetic, offered to go sleep on the couch in the den if that would help, an offer I politely and firmly declined. I snuck back down the hall to Cory’s room. He was asleep and I carefully pulled out his sheets at the bottom and slowly crawled inside. I found his flaccid cock and without even touching it, I took it like that into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it and it grew hardened in my mouth to nearly full erection before he woke up and found me down there. I giggled and laid down beside him and told him “I just must have my daily fuck.” I tugged his cock until he crawled on top of me and let me have it. He put me in ecstasy every time he penetrated me. We had gotten pretty good at each other and he knew how to bite my nipples and rub me between us that made me achieve orgasm easily, deeply, and fully — in ways I hadn’t believed my body was built to give me.

 

One night, it was me who woke up to find Cory’s head under my sheets. He was kneeling beside my side of the bed and had been at me so much I was already soaking wet and quivering with jangling nerve ends. I rotated my head on my pillow to see the back of Mani’s head and then back to beneath my sheet, where Cory’s head was so gloriously busy on my pussy. This was a step far too far, but he had also learned how to eat me out in ways that incapacitated me and clouded my mind. I sucked breath and stiffened for the biggest orgasm — they’re always bigger when you try hard to stop them.

 

I was in the shower one morning when I thought Mani was in the bedroom, but he had just gone downstairs, and Cory snuck into the master bathroom. He took off his robe and climbed into the shower with me. I would have stopped him of course but he turned me around and bent me over and had his already hard cock in me from behind, and because it was so good, I couldn’t stop him. He plunged into me so deep. Mani came to the bathroom door to ask if I was going to want breakfast. Cory stopped fucking me just three feet away and I tried to answer but my voice cracked. His cock was still deep inside me and he didn’t stop moving altogether. All Mani had to do was nudge the door open and he’d see something going on that he would not be able to make sense of, and that we would not be able to explain in a million years. I reached around to squeeze Cory’s cock, that which wasn’t inside me, to make him stop for a second. I tried again and managed to get out to my husband that I would be ready in about ten. Then he asked me, “Any idea where Cor is? He’s not in his room.”

 

Cory chose that moment to grab my hips in his hands, stroke my back the way he learned makes me twist and squirm, and start to slowly pull out and push into that pussy of mine that was so his now. I braced myself with my hands on the glass because Cory began to fuck his pussy harder. “Not sure,” I tried to say to my husband without my voice shaking, “but he might have gone to put stuff away in the shed.” Cory reached around and took my tits in his hands and squeezed them. I began to buck involuntarily back against him so hard he ended up standing still while my body — his body — fucked him hard as I could. He reached up to my mouth and I sucked off his finger and when he began to cum inside me I began to cum too and I bit hard on his finger and made him cry out and that’s when we both realized that Mani was still in our bedroom. “You okay?” he called. “Uh-huh,” I said as best I could, Cory’s cum running down my leg, his mouth on my shoulders and back, and then his mouth at my ear saying that word again.

 

Although time went by and the initial shock and surprise of what Cory and I had found ourselves doing to and with each other had died down, the passion and lust didn’t subside. We snuck sexual escapades all over the house and not because — or no longer because — it was exciting to sneak around behind Mani’s back for both of us, but because we just couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Naturally, I grew further apart from Mani. It was, of course, physical distance at first, but the more time Cory and I spent in post-coital lounging in his bed or my and Mani’s bed, or on the couch in the den, the back seat of my car, or a hotel room together, the more I attached to him emotionally. I just loved making him cum in my mouth and I don’t fully know why but I did every chance I could. A casual conversation with Mani took a suddenly unexpected turn when he asked, probably in jest, but in so pointed a way it stopped me in my tracks and brought out a serious answer, “Do you ever think of living without me?”

 

It was supposed to be funny in the context, but I answered suddenly seriously and in a way that caught us both by surprise. “Sometimes I do.”

 

We ended up pursuing what that was about and before the conversation ended at 2 in the morning, we had realized that we were splitting up. It was strangely familiar territory because it so mirrored how we had got together and eventually married in the first place: a casual conversation that took unexpected turns and ended in the early hours with a realization that we were wedding-planning. When we realized we had nothing left to say, we kissed a peck and went upstairs. Under the circumstances, I told him, I thought I’d sleep elsewhere that night.

 

“No, no, I’ll go to the den,” he offered. But I insisted, and you know why don’t you. I closed the door on the master bedroom, on Mani, and on my marriage. And I did not go to the den, but to Cory’s room. I snuggled in beside him and for a change, we didn’t make love, not right away anyway, but instead, he held me and I cried a bit. I never slept wrapped up tightly in Mani. But that night, I slept through the night wrapped up completely in Cory. In the morning, I woke up late still wrapped up with him. We kissed tenderly and I stroked his hair. He kissed me and told me he loved me. I nearly wept and I kissed him deeply and moved my hips up to his and I took his cock and engulfed it into my pussy — he makes me wet all the time — and we made slow, languid love. I forgot everything that happened the night before as Cory pierced me again and because we rose together in our crescendo that we were getting better at when he came inside me, I didn’t care about crying out loud. It was too good, too special, to lovely, to not cry out.

 

I got up first and went down the hall. Mani was up already. I pulled a robe on and went to the kitchen. Mani was there reading his laptop. Behind him was the den. There were no blankets there, no evidence anyone slept there at all. Mani wasn’t looking at me. We were friendly with each other the night before. This morning, by now mid-morning, the house was very quiet, and he was decidedly in a different mood. “Did you sleep okay?” I asked him with my hand on his arm.

 

He pulled it away and said, “Better than most,” then added, “I’ll be out of here by dinner.” He still didn’t look up. “I’ll come back for stuff when I have a place to move it to.” It was perfunctory and clipped. He must have heard me in my passion. I couldn’t blame him for being angry, even confused, or more likely, appalled. But he was a man of his word and was gone by 5. He didn’t say anything to Cory. That night, Cory and I sat on the couch in the den. We talked about Mani and his moving out and my feelings about that. It was sad, we both agreed. We sat there for five minutes in silence before he nudged me with his leg. I snorted and looked over at him. In seconds his hands were all over my stomach, my top was coming off and my bra was down. His magical hands were all over my tits and then his mouth was all over my nipples. Oh god, he does that so good. Or is it because of who he is that it feels so good?

 

Mani hadn’t been gone for two hours before I was straddling Cory on the couch in the den and fucking him with total, wild abandon. I held my fingers together around the back of his neck and rode him with my head thrown back. He used his thumb to rub my clit as I fucked his cock and he made me cum on him like that. To celebrate, if we could call it that, we decided to go out for dinner together, him and me. How awkward! And yet, it was exciting. He loved picking out what I would wear. For him. I loved making myself, my body, his body, ready for him. We teased each other at the restaurant feeding each other like enthralled lovers. He drove us home and I went down on him in the car as we went past neighbor friend’s houses at night. We came into the house together and it took both of us a few moments to realize we were alone in there, and would always be from now on. We could call out, we could cry out, and we could fuck anywhere. Cory was sexy, young, and hot. He teased me, he pushed me, and he made me more and more his every day. Because the whole thing had to be kept a strict secret, it made little things we got into automatically secret as well, like my penchant for serving him. Or his penchant for dressing me.

 

That first night home alone, we played, we kissed, and we fucked in the den on the couch watching shows. And then I took him by the hand to my bedroom, the master bedroom. I brought him inside and to the master bed. I took him into what was my and Mani’s bed and I mounted him there, on his face first, leaning against the headboard, then on his hips with his cock inside me, leaning over to hold his face and kiss his mouth. His hands running over my back always makes me squirm and want more of him than I can get. We woke up in the morning in the master bed. I brought him coffee there.

 

Friends are wondering when I will begin to date again. Cory’s friends are wondering why he likes to spend so much time at home. Our lives haven’t changed that much on the outside. I pretend I’m enjoying myself too much to date, and Cory pretends he has a lot of things to do at home. When we get home, though, we lock the doors, pull the blinds, and chase each other, hide on each other, lick and suck and bite each other, and play like rabbits and it always ends with his cum running out of my mouth, my pussy, down my neck and tits, or from my face and hair, and my pussy sore, my jaws tired, and my tits raw. Lately, also it’s been my anus sore and my walking funny. Lately, I’ve been thinking about helping him find a girlfriend. He’s talked about me finding a boyfriend. We shared the idea, sitting slumped in the couch with our bodies naked and sore from flat-out fucking too much, that if we kept those relationships out of the house, we could carry on without suspicion. I sucked his finger in my mouth and took it out. “Would you like to carry on?”

 

He laid his head in my lap and opened my robe and kissed my sore, worn out pussy. “Uh-huh, M . . . “ he said, with a “y” on the end. I opened my legs and he made me feel good, again. We had earlier that evening booked a holiday together, him and me, at the same resort, for a month later when we both had holidays. He’s a good s. The best. And it was his master bedroom now.




The Artist In Her

 

JL Sanders

 

Chase halted like his reins were yanked. “Hole-up fudders,” he slurred.

 

The other two men, also in $2,000-suits, skidded their leather-bottom

oxfords on the sidewalk and rolled their heads like they’d both been wafted

with gas. “Cocksucker,” one of them said.

 

“Es-sactly what I was sinkin’,” Chase’s face was bathed in the orange

glow oozing out the windows of the tiny and crowded south end gallery

with the expression of someone watching alien ships descend.

 

His gaze had locked like a laser-guided scope onto Madison, just then

cupping and swirling a short glass of white wine and gesticulating with her

free hand to the corners, each in turn, of a pastel blue and olive green

abstract “something or fuck” Chase murmured with one side of his mouth

curling up.

 

“Chase, dude, game is starting,” called one of his associates walking

backward up the sidewalk.

 

“You fellas enjoy yourselves,” he threw his hand at them.

 

“Seriously?”

 

“Fugoff,” he said, still locked on the lively, animated face of Madison as

she gently scrunched her long thin fingers into her low back-length, wave-

cascading sunflower blonde hair, and pushed it behind her head like a girl

waking up at noon. She glanced at the door through her aqua-framed

Michael Kors, locking with his gaze for a moment with her big, clear

teakwood-brown eyes.

“Five-hundred dollar tickets, bro!” one of his friends shouted. He only

threw his hand behind him again and entered the warm moist air fragrant

with cheese, red wine and cheap perfume.

 

Madison scanned her alert eyes down his tie, his jacket, his pants, and to

his shoes, while a man nodded at her face and moved his hands like he was

barely managing three cats. She rolled her eyes and looked away, shaking

her head. “What?” she said to the man.

 

The loud, chest-rattling electronic bhongra music kept most of the

crowd, murmuring and laughing privately, moving as one undulating mass.

Madison circulated like an angel on a cloud above and through them, in her

sleeveless white pastel-polka dot A-line maxi dress. She eyed the

douchebag and made sure to maintain a wide berth. She had no intention of

answering painful questions about her “hobby” and how did she get so good

“for a girl.” The art district existed as uneasily as an endangered species

between the financial district to the west and the stadium zone to the east,

both of which eyed the low-rise, cheap rent “hole” for parking lots. That

suit was not the first to stumble into one of the quirky galleries on route to

elsewhere, to marvel at the wonders within like a passenger passing over an

uncontacted tribal island in the Amazon.

 

Joan, the gallery owner, finger-waved at Madison and gestured for her to

come to the counter. She began but then saw the back of the dickhead,

wallet in hand. “Now what,” she mumbled to herself.

 

“Madison!” Joan reached out as though pulling her with a rope. “This

man is buying your biggest picture, he needs to meet the artist in person!

Isn’t that wonderful!” She dropped her face sideways and split her head in

two with the breadth of her smile — as though, Madison thought, no one

had ever sold a painting before.

 

“Thank you Joan!” Madison clasped her hand in both of hers and

restrained herself from squeezing the life-blood out of it.

The man turned only his head and only far enough to see around his

own broad shoulder. “You make that?” he gestured with his nose to her

painting nearest him on the wall.

 

Madison gazed over at her favorite painting and quelled her urge to

flinch when she saw the beautiful, bright, glorious “sold” sticker — a small

orange dot — affixed to its frame. She offset her jaw and narrowed her eyes

staring into her work with her face slowly rotating clockwise. “Every

square inch of it,” she intoned thoughtfully. Her baby was going off into the

world and she knew she was going to miss it.

 

“I wasn’t going to come in — I was just walking by, but fuck me.” He

turned to stare at it again and stumbled back a couple of steps not noticing

that Madison had to press her hand into his back to keep him from backing

up into a server passing with a tray of hors d’ourvres, or from tripping and

falling on nothing at all. He moved his open hand in front of his face as

though holding a glass bowl through which he squinted at her picture. “It

calls forth emotions in me I don’t have names for,” he said. “It takes me

places I’d forgotten about.” He dropped his hand and just stared — so long

and so intently, Madison craned slightly and drew her eyes to their corners

to check his face out. His eyes appeared glassy. His lips had parted as

though in either horror or awe. “I have to have it,” he mumbled in a near

whisper.

 

“Ahem,” Madison faked a cough.

 

Joan gestured with her hand and bugged out her eyes to encourage

Madison to say something.

 

“I’m glad it . . . “ she pursed her lips and used her hands to try to bring

forth from her heaving frame something meaningful. 

 

“Speaks to me,” he turned his face to her and smiled warmly. “It’s

Chase.” He held out his hand to shake, which she did, meekly, holding hers

like she was offering a tissue.

“Chase.”

 

He glanced at Joan and now it was Joan’s turn to fake-clear her throat.

 

“Madison,” she nodded to him.

 

“I’m inspired by people who take what they do so seriously, who so

obviously commit to what they do,” he nodded his head slightly and

repetitively to her. He looked at her painting again, laughed a little and

looked back at her. “I can’t imagine how many hours and how many years

go into the practice of being able to create . . . “ he turned again to look at it.

“That!” he pointed with his thumb.

 

“It is what I love,” she gazed across her own work again before bringing

her eyes back to his face, seemingly for the first time. He was maybe mid-

40s to her mid-20s eyes, but had an excitable-looking expression, like that

of a kid — maybe a sometimes bad kid. He also had that expression that

was so rare, the expression of such easy confidence, like he’d never had to

read a book or think one second about it. And his smile — there wasn’t a

muscle in his face being pulled, it just hung on his face as if pure joy, like

his inner state of contentedness was just under the surface of his square jaw,

his just-so stubble, and his Athenian nose. He faced her with his hands in

his pockets and his jacket bunched around his wrists. His watch looked like

it was worth more than 12 months of gallery rent. He chuckled silently with

just air and rocked on his feet and nodded slightly — it was as if he was

able to read her mind word-for-word. She darted away and stood in front of

Joan and grasped the edge of the counter. “Will that be all then?” she spat

out in a hasty voice.

 

“I’d like you to frame it, if you can,” he said to the back of her head.

 

She turned to face him again and bit her lip and crossed her arms in

front of her chest, leaning against the counter.

 

He waved his hand at Joan. “Just add the cost and commission to the

tab,” he nodded at her.

Her eyes fixed on his shoes — red ochre — and she tried to breathe her

way through the rising adrenaline coursing through her veins.

 

“I’d like to pick it up at your studio, if that’s not an issue,” he added.

“Like I said, I’m inspired by your . . . “ He turned again to admire the

painting. “By your vision.”

 

Her eyes rose as slowly up his pants as a cobra rising from a basket.

“Not a problem,” she forced out through a catch in her throat. Her brown

eyes fell on his lapis eyes. It felt like the gravity beneath her shifted.

 

The silence of their eye-lock filled an indeterminate amount of time

before Joan smashed it like a hammer on a glass table. “Well give him one

of your cards, silly,” she laughed at Madison and then at Chase, shrugging

her shoulders. She handed Madison a card from the cardholder on the

counter and Madison examined it first, before pinching it between her

thumb and finger — nails painted carioca pink.

 

“My number’s here,” she nearly whispered and pointed as though he

might have missed it, though it was the only information on the card. “Call

in two or three days, it should be ready.”

 

He took the card and examined it. “Two or three days?” he confirmed.

 

Her eyes darted around the ceiling moment. “Make it Friday, about 2

o’clock.”

 

He squinted at her. “Friday at 2. Exactly at 2?”

 

“Yeah, uh-huh,” she nodded once firmly and turned away, disappearing

through the curtain in the back and down the hall to the bathrooms.

 

Chase winked at the card and slipped it into his breast pocket which he

patted for security before shooting his finger gun at Joan, slipping his hands

in his pockets as casually as a raccoon, and making his way out the gallery door, back onto the nighttime sidewalk, and on to the basketball game a few

blocks away. He brought his phone out and texted to his friend. “Order me a

beer. I feel a win coming.”

 

Chase wouldn’t be the first patron to pick up a painting at her studio.

But normally she’d have Hunter on hand to help with the crating and lifting,

and to help also with the celebrating. Big sales of originals were still a rarity

for her —  just 3 years out of art college, and only 7 years out of high

school, she shook her head with her finger on her lips gazing at the picture

where it leaned against her work bench. “Not bad, Maddy,” she said to

herself. But Hunter wasn’t available at 2 on a Friday afternoon,

unfortunately, being a retention analyst at the big health provider. “Shame,”

she tried to tug her mouth down against its creeping-up smile. She didn’t

tell him about the sale — “What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” her

friend assured her, when the secret was a shared cigarette in the alley

behind her studio. “Meh,” she said to herself. Same, same. In fact, hardly

anyone would be in the whole studio building on a Friday afternoon.

 

Hunter, who leaves for work at 6, would also have missed the elaborate

and careful work with which Madison went about doing her hair and

makeup that morning. “For the studio?” she could hear his surprised and

confused voice the whole time. She curled her hair in soft dangling waves,

she lined her eyes with indigo and used her new eyeshadow, ocean mist.

She studied her face next to several lipsticks before settling on matte stella

rosae. She slowly puckered and spread her cute tiny mouth close to the

mirror, watching. She held the phone above her head and opened her mouth

wide and drew her almond eyes, wide and soft, up to the camera lens. She

giggled and hurried out to the kitchen in her pale turquoise half-cup bra and

matching hipster panties to find that zucchini and came back to the

bathroom. She found the video record button and raised the camera above

her face again. She looked up with her best, innocent and doleful eyes,

before opening her painted lips wide again and gently pushing the zucchini

between them. She let her eyes drop half closed, still on the lens, and she

moaned while slowly pulling out the vegetable and pushing it back in.

She stood with one foot toe-stepping on the other and flicked her screen

and studied it as closely as someone reading a map. She watched her video

and, satisfied, she deleted it. She turned to the mirror and held up pearl drop

earrings to her lobes, but traded those out for gold ear crawler earrings in

the shape of a branch with leaves. She brushed her eyelashes up and

blushed her cheeks. She stood back from the mirror and examined herself

— her shoulders, her chest, her stomach, her hips. She pulled down the lace

top of her panties and peeked inside. She ran her fingers, long and delicate

and agile, over her bare flesh in there and found it soft and smooth. She

rested her hand on the zucchini but then snickered at herself and brought it

back to the kitchen.

 

Next she pondered at the door of what would have been a guest

bedroom but had been claimed by her as her closet. Casual blue jeans, torn,

loose, bare feet, vintage punk Sid Vicious t-shirt? she wondered, or off-one-

shoulder over-sized sweater and earth tone sarong skirt. “Or nothing . . . “

she giggled, noting the sweater would be long enough to get away with it.

 

She went with the jeans and t, but with laceless low-cut converses. And

then she paced. 2 PM came and went and she went to the window, the

balcony, and even the hallway door of her and Hunter’s condo as though he

could have gotten in the front door. She checked the time on her phone a

million times and distracted herself at the fridge, her laptop, her phone and

her closet. She leaned over the balcony 20 times where she could somewhat

see the front entrance to their building. When her phone finally buzzed, she

snatched it from the back pocket of her jeans so desperately, she nearly

threw it over the balcony. She used both thumbs to steady her typing.

“1801,” was all she wrote, after pressing the button to buzz him in.

 

She fanned her face and steadied her breathing and checked herself in

the mirror one last time, gently, carefully, touching her bottom lip with the

tip of her pinky finger to make perfect. She looked at her chest and arched

her back slightly. When she went to the door, she scrunched her hand in the

crotch of her jeans and swore. She left the door just ajar and skittered to her

studio and put on some Chainsmokers — Closer.

When she heard his light rapping, she called “It’s open, come on in!”

She strolled down the hallway with a paintbrush in one hand and mug of

coffee in the other. ‘Hey!” she said to Chase whose head appeared where he

leaned tentatively around the corner of the hallway.

 

Now he was dressed in an old faded blue Hawaii t-shirt and faded old

favorite jeans and Sperry blue-washed cotton shoes. Also no laces. “You

found it ok,” she said, turning away from him in such a way her long hair

flowed and bounced. She looked back through it over her shoulder. “This

way,” she smiled with a near whisper. She couldn’t help giggling at herself.

 

“I studied the map, you don’t think I’m gonna risk getting lost coming

here, do you?”

 

“Oh I don’t know,” she turned at the door to the room she used as her

studio. “You looked pretty lost the other night.”

 

He stopped in the doorway so close she pulled in her chin. Her eyes

rested on his mouth. Her thumb pulled and let go the bristles that snapped

back. She inhaled like she sucked a mint and with her fingers pressed into

her palms, she brought both her arms back like one would open the curtains.

 

“I wasn’t,” he said in such a low, soft voice that she felt as much as

heard.

 

“I just meant you looked . . . “ she tried to explain but her voice failed in

her breath.

 

He puffed air out his nose and looked closely at her lips before

continuing to move like smoke into her private space. Behind his back, she

clenched her eyes and bit hard on her lower lip. She puffed her cheeks and

slowly blew out silently as she followed him where he strolled, turning her

gaze to where he turned his, stopping where he stopped.

 

He turned around as though he knew she was following him and she

immediately hopped over to her work table and thrust the brush into the pot of water and grabbed a cloth as though needing to clean paint off her hand.

“Well here it is,” she gesturing to the painting. “Just letting you see it before

I crate it — it’s all measured out. Just need to strap it in!” She grinned and

wanted to shut her eyes.

 

He took his time turning away from the other work spread around the

room before twisting with his hands crooked in his front pockets to take in

his new acquisition waiting for him on the floor. “Just as strikingly beautiful

as the night I first saw,” he said not looking at the painting, but looking at

her face.

 

“Yeah, well, like I said, just need to tie it up and it’s all yours,” she

hooked her thumbs in her own pockets and drummed her fingers against her

thighs, turning to gaze over the painting.

 

He stepped up so close behind her she could feel his breath and knew

that if she moved even slightly her body would touch his. His face was

above and behind her right shoulder looking at the painting — she

presumed. If she turned, though, to check, her mouth would touch his. She

pursed her lips and her eyes dropped closed as she struggled. Her finger and

thumb on both hand pinched down hard on the denim pocket between them.

Her foot rose and fell, toe first, on the top of her other foot. Her knees

crossed and her hip fell on one side. She brought her round shoulders up to

almost her ears and dropped her head. Her hair fell over her face and she

looked down beside herself. She saw his feet. She brought her eyes up his

pants and she knew she sucked her breath in through tightened lips and

teeth touching together but she couldn’t help it. She peeked far in the

corners of her eyes and pulled her hand out to pull strands of her hair over

her face before blowing it with her crooked mouth. She laughed briefly and

turned half away, slipping her long fingers safely into her tight back pocket.

“Soo . . . “ she cooed much quieter than she intended.

 

“Gorgeous,” he said in that felt-not-heard voice.

 

She grinned and puffed air out her nose and felt her face blush hot.

“Come on,” she said in a whisper. “It’s just a picture.”

“Can I touch it?” he asked.

 

“The painting?”

 

“Well what did you think?”

 

“Oh yeah, yeah-yeah!” she nodded. “It’s dry,” she laughed at herself.

“Varnished.” She used her long painted nails to scratch lightly over the

surface. “See?” her voice fell accidentally into that whisper again.

 

He squatted down and approached the painting with the backs of his

fingers the way one might interact with a strange new dog. He brought the

knuckle of his first finger against the texture of the painting and dragged it

slowly across, watching closely with his eyes, feeling every stroke of very

brush bristle. She didn’t step away even though her denim-tight legs,

squirming, shifting weight from one foot to the other, could, she swore, feel

the heat from his hand it was so close. She turned toward him. Now she felt

she had turned the tables on him. She was behind him, taller. If he but only

turned his head, he’d touch with his mouth her . . . her head drooped and

her chest heaved. Her pelvis.

 

He did turn, but he ignored the fly of her jeans right in front of his face,

and he looked up at her over the slope of her taut belly and the lace bra-

textured mound of her breasts that raised and dropped her t-shirt with her

deep, rapid breathing. She realized it was an angle she had been practicing

in reverse a few hours earlier.

 

“Shall we tie up?” he said.

 

She opened her lips and licked both of them and closed them again to

swallow. Her hand rose to her face where she touched with her fingertips in

a non-scratch, then to her chin, then to her neck and down to her clavicle

where she found her gold chain necklace to twist between her fingers. She

brought the chain up to her mouth and ran it over her protruding bottom lip. His eyes stayed on her eyes, and hers on his, the whole time, the silence

between them making her feel like she was going to lose her legs.

 

“Do you have rope? Or something?” he said, still facing her jeans an

inch away.

 

She nudged the painting with her foot along the floor and leaned her ass,

tight in her jeans, against the edge of the table. She put her palms down

behind her on the edge and hoisted herself up so her legs dangled and she

stretched her arms out behind her and leaned back. She swung her leg out,

shook off her converses, and pushed the bottom of her bare foot gently

against his chest and shoulder. She sucked on her necklace and kicked her

other shoe off. Her toes were painted pastel pink. She touched his mouth

with her big toe.

 

“You think you can just come into my own personal space and do what

you want with me?” she said, tracing his mouth with her toe. “I’m married,”

she whispered.

 

“No you’re not,” Chase said, taking her foot by the ankle, kissing the

top of it and letting it go as he rose to his feet. He planted his hands on the

table on either side of her hips and leaned over her. She didn’t recoil but

stood her ground. Their faces were close and she watched his mouth again.

“You not only don’t have the ring on anymore,” he said, pulling up the

bottom of her t-shirt and running his fingertips lightly over her skin the

same way he felt the texture of her painting. “There’s no tan lines there

either. You only put it on when you want a man to think you are. And you

didn’t put it on today.”

 

She raised her arms over her head and ducked her neck inviting him to

pull her shirt off. “Are you always such a creepy stalker?” She resumed her

position under him now only in her bra. She looked up into his eyes and her

head shook slightly as though it were a real question.

 

“I have to be, it’s how I make my living,” he said, his nimble fingers

twisting and pulling at the buttons down the front of her jeans.

She didn’t take her eyes off his eyes but she shook her head so her hair,

all silky and shiny, fell from her face and graced her shoulders and fell on

the table. When he unzipped her fly, she silently raised her hips so as to

invite him to pull her jeans off.

 

He was careful with them — he folded them over and placed them

gently on the table beside her where she now reclined in only her pretty

pale turquoise panties and bra. “I might have been married, you wouldn’t

have cared, you’re the type that thinks he can just grab what he wants,” she

whispered. “And anyway,” she looked disinterestedly to the side wall, “I

might as well be, he lives here, you know. The man who should be the one

doing what you’re doing?” She shook her head at him like he was dim. 

“He’ll be home in an hour,” she said, pushing herself up and snaking her

calves around and between his thighs. She pulled up the edge of his t-shirt

like it was an annoyance and she tugged it up over his head and mindlessly

tossed it away. “Or so,” she leaned forward and brought her lips, full and

flush, to his chest. Her fingers undid the belt of his pants and she slowly,

deliberately, dragged down his fly tooth by tooth.

 

He pushed his hands up her soft, tight thighs. She tugged at his jeans

and spread them open and peeled them down his legs. She used her toes to

pull them down enough for him to lift his feet one by one and step out of

them. She tightened her heels against his lower back and dangled her hair

behind her, looking up and kissing his chin. The palm of her hand pressed

his lower stomach and her long fingers began to fidget and play with the

waistband of his boxers. “You came here hoping something like this would

happen, didn’t you,” she said low and sultry.

 

“Do you put on your sexiest underwear for a day by yourself in the

studio,” he lifted her chin with the edge of his finger and touched — just —

her lips with his.

 

She bit his lower lip and wouldn’t let go. “I like to dress up just for

myself sometimes,” she shoved her hand down his shorts and grabbed his

penis and squeezed too hard. She bit her lip too.

He set his jaw but refused to give her the satisfaction. “It’s very hot,” he

said. “I would have enjoyed watching you figure it all out for me.”

 

“What makes you think I didn’t just throw it together just before you got

here?” she slipped her second hand inside his shorts and fondled his balls.

 

He touched her lips with his fingers and she kissed them and followed

them with her tongue till he let her suck them into her mouth. She surprised

herself with how it made her bend and contort and moan out loud. She

wrapped her hands around his shorts to grab his ass and used her wrists to

push them off him and down his legs.

 

“Whatever, I guess if it makes you happy,” she said. “But if you must

know, I do sometimes — lots of times — like to dress up for myself.” She

stroked his cock and rubbed her palm around the head.

 

“Don’t you dress up for your, uh, husband?” Chase said running his

fingertips lightly — too lightly — around the sides and undersides of her

breasts, still in her bra.

 

She shivered and pulled hard on his cock. “Men don’t get it.”

 

He pinched her stiffened nipples and she exhaled with a little cry she

tried to contain making it only higher pitched as a result. She dug her heels

into his back harder and wrapped one arm delicately around his shoulder

and pulled her hips closer to his. She tried hard to remain cool, but when his

fingers began to move down the skin of her stomach, her hips began to

involuntarily thrust slightly and her breath grew short and more rapid.

 

“I never do this, just so you know,” she breathed against his mouth and

sank her tongue between his lips with a high and quiet whimper.

 

He touched the skin that is normally below the waist of her already low-

strung panties. Then he touched the front of them with the same back of

knuckle he ran so delicately, so sensitively, over the brush strokes of her painting. She moaned and pushed her panties down with her thumb, curling

her hips, trying to touch his finger with her lips there. She looked from his

hand, so near her pussy, up to him, their faces a half inch apart, and she

moaned. “Why don’t you just touch me already!” She sucked air in sharply

through her teeth and glared at him.

 

He hooked his thumbs in the waist of her panties and she lifted herself

immediately to allow him to pull them off. She raised her long legs and

pointed her toes and he pulled them off as though removing delicate

wrapping from a present. She covered her bare pussy with her hand and

shut her legs tight.

 

“No,” she said. “Changed my mind.” He kissed her mouth and her legs

fell open. “Deal with it,” she purred, her eyes closing. He kissed her neck

and her hand left her pussy and wrapped around the back of his neck. He

lifted her and set her down again further in and he watched his hands,

strong, big, slide down the inside of her thighs. She laid back flat and bit on

her finger. When he kissed and touched the inside of her thigh with his

tongue, she gasped and wrapped her hands and fingers around his head as

though protecting a precious fragile vase. When he kissed almost too lightly

to feel the soft flesh beside her lips, she exhaled with a hard breath,

mouthing rapidly, “Such an asshole!”

 

Her hand shook when she scratched and clawed at his shoulders. When

he licked the side of her lips, she flung her head from one side to the other

and back. When he pressed his lips to hers, her back arched like a cat in the

sun and she cried out loud. He dragged his fingernails down her torso and

her body writhed like a water snake and when he went back up her stomach

and under her bra, pushing it up off her chest to her neck, she instinctively

pushed her chest up and followed his hands, trying to push her tits into

them. When he wrapped his palms around them, she pumped her hips into

his face and rolled her body under his touch. He flicked his tongue lightly

up one side and down the other side of her wet hard pebble and she sucked

air in short, sharp bursts through her teeth. He put his lips in a circle all

around her clit and he sucked and her whole body pushed up into him, and

when he let go and blew on it, her legs flew up and wrapped around his neck and she giggled and admired him between her legs, playing in his hair

with her delicate fingers.

 

He licked the surface very lightly and her body began to shake

uncontrollably. He kissed it again and made tiny, infuriating little circles

and her body tensed, her lungs filled, and her hands grabbed and pinched

and punched and scratched. When he pushed his tongue inside her, her hair

flew around her face and all over the table and she slapped the table and

cried loudly.

 

He only lifted his face to check on her, she was so wild, but she

immediately dug her heels hard into his lower back and reached with

fingers like enraged hydras to pull and tug his cock to her pussy. When he

edged his hips forward, she pulled the head of his cock to her wet lips,

bolted upright to throw her arm around his back, and kissed him deeply on

his mouth. She shifted her hips on the table and wrapped both arms around

his ass and, kissing him like lovers do, she urged him with a tiny cry

directly in his ear, “Fuck me!”

 

When he entered her, she writhed and squirmed but she wrapped her

arms tight around his neck and kissed him deeper with her tongue. His cock

slid into her easily though she was tight, because she was so wet. In one

long, slow-motion, relentless thrust, he began to fill her longer and deeper

and wider and fuller than she ever felt. She moaned inside their kiss and

still he stuffed her more and more. There seemed no end to him. She cried

and panted and yearned for him to stop in his ear, and still his cock pushed

further inside. He reached under her legs and propped her feet over his

shoulders and tugged her to him over the table and she fell back beneath

him again. He withdrew nearly all the way and then more forcefully

plunged back into her. She cried out and thrashed on the end of his cock. He

pulled out and slammed her harder. Her body went stiff. He pulled out and

rammed her so hard his thighs slapped the underside of her thighs. He felt

like he was fucking her throat from the other end. Her vision darkened and

her body seized up. He pulled back and slammed her again and again. Her

nails dug into the skin of his thighs and her head thrashed side to side. He

pulled back and rammed her even harder and she felt her nerve ends vibrate and her skin tingle. His big strong hands wrapped around her waist holding

her in place and he fucked her hard, deep, fast, and strong. Her pussy

clenched and she stopped breathing. She nearly lost consciousness. When

she fell, she bellowed embarrassingly loudly and with such profound

surprise and shock in her loud, long groan she looked at him with eyes

amazed and she began to laugh hysterically and so full of joy she didn’t

know she could feel like that.

 

He pulled out and she reached between them and stroked his cock for

him. She licked her lips and laughed more and rolled from side to side and

felt utterly fulfilled. She sat up against him and kissed him and licked his

lips and then slid down between him and the edge of the table. She pressed

her hands and clawed her nails into his stomach and chest and played with

his cock all over her face and mouth and tongue. She took him easily into

her mouth and moaned delightfully and pulled off and licked the side of it,

dragged her lips up the side, and then took the head in her mouth again and

turned her face to see up into his eyes.

 

He was looking down at her eyes just as she had earlier imagined it. She

reached between her own legs with her long painted finger and she rubbed

herself as she took his large cock between her pressed lips and engulfed him

in her warm wet mouth. She kept her eyes on his until he closed his, until

he steadied his stance gripping her shoulders and until he clenched his jaw

and his head rolled back. She moaned loudly because — surprising herself

again — her body began to buck and tremble and she could not stop another

orgasm from rising up from her feet to seize her thighs, her stomach, her

chest and her shoulders, and finally her pussy.

 

When she swooned on his cock, his hot, huge load filled her mouth and

she took it but it gushed out the sides of her mouth and down her chin. She

pulled off and laughed for joy again but he shot more spurts at her chest and

stomach and she realized he was still coming and she threw her mouth back

around his cock and took him deep into her mouth, using her tongue to urge

him all out.

Finally she pulled off him and swallowed and stood up and calmly,

sweetly, she pressed her naked body against his and kissed him softly.

 

He kissed her then held her with his hands around her back. “So, I’ll just

be taking my picture then.”

 

She nodded and giggled with her forehead against his, looking down at

his mouth and trying to twist her lips to stop from kissing him again, or

sucking him again.

 

“I sent the gallery a duplicate payment,” he said.

 

“Why?” she replied confused and still with her chest heaving for breath.

 

“For another picture,” he said, kissing her lips that she readily twisted

and turned to give him back fully.

 

“I don’t have any more pictures that big,” she licked and kissed his

bottom lip.

 

“I know,” he said softly. “Commission,” he said.

 

She stepped back from him and dropped her hands to her sides. “Are

you serious?” She scrutinized him through narrowed eyes. It wasn’t a

subject to play around with.

 

He found his jacket, pulled out a card and laid it on her table. “Call me

when it’s ready to be picked up.”

 

She examined the card and tapped the edge of it with her long fingertip.

 

“But no call until it’s ready,” he said, pulling up his pants, tugging his

arms into his jacket, picking up his painting, and exiting her studio and her

condo with the same world-can-kiss-my-ass saunter.

Madison leaned back against her studio work table and began to think

deeply and distantly, dragging the corner of his card over her bottom lip and

smiling devilishly.

 

That was how Hunter found her, when he peered into her studio. He

even called her name three times before she startled and realized she was

still naked. “Hunter!” she cried out and reached for her t and jeans to bunch

in front of herself.

 

“What’s going on, Maddy?”

 

She looked over her shoulder and down at the floor and turned her back

to him to at least pull her panties back on — the very special ones, stained.

Oops, she thought. “You know artists, Hunt,” she shook her head. They

might have passed each other in the hallway.

 

“Okay.” He stood nodding, surveying the studio. “Big one’s gone.”

 

“Yeah!” She smiled and raised her eyebrows. “Sold!”

 

“You sold it?”

 

“Some guy, someone at the show, he, I guess he phoned Joan back two

days later and wanted to know if it was still, I don’t know, available.” She

shrugged.

 

Hunter turned his face and showed himself touching the corner of his

mouth. She just stared blankly until he pointed at the corner of her mouth.

She poked her tongue, felt a drop of semen, and licked it into her mouth,

swallowed it, and shrugged at him. “Coffee?” she announced, ducking her

head and making for the door.

 

Hunter frowned at her — frowned at her chest. She looked down. Runs

of Chase’s come were visible on her bare breasts. She held her head high

and threw her t shirt on and exited the studio like that, in only her panties

and t. She still carried his card.

“What’s that?”

 

“This?”

 

“That.”

 

“It’s a, uh,” she looked at it like it was the first time she noticed it. “It’s

a, uh, a commission.” She smiled and expressed surprise herself with a

single chuckle.

 

“A commission?”

 

“Yeah,” she replied slipping past him into the hall on the way to the

kitchen.

 

He followed her. “It’s your first commission,” he said.

 

“It is!” she confirmed, and she slipped Chase’s card into her purse and

snapped shut the top. “And I better get at it too if I want to see him again!”




Worth it

 

Rod Slickman

 

Chloe was my lone bright spot. Tall, straight, light and fresh, you didn’t know whether to say Hi or eat her. Her blonde wisps dangled long in lazy languid coils around her face and chest like the lingering smoke of some exotic and dangerous gas. Her eyes blazed like cool pools you could fall into and maybe not find your way back out. Her smile always quivered uncertainly as though on the precipice of initiative, a beckoning that could be through a door to the kind of experience never offered to you, or to an alley and a maze behind you never find your way out of again. Chloe was either the lapping waves that wash you on the beach where you lie careless under the sun and fronds, or the ones that take you gently, quietly, and inescapably under when you no longer can tread or want to. She was a tall drink of something you’d eye and never be quite sure of.

 

The students in our department shared a big office space crammed with cubicles at the end of the professors’ offices. It was late when I finally gave up for the day but I saw the lights still on in there.

 

I reached inside to flick them off but heard a yelp. “Professor Blake!” It was Chloe and she laughed, too. She was that tiny but never subsumed sparkle like a distant freighter on an ink-black sea.

 

“Oh fuck,” I said and I turned them back on. 

 

Her cloud of blonde fun popped up amidst the angular maze. “I’m still here! Mom works late but I hate the bus. She picks me up on her way home.”

 

I nodded to indicate message received and then I said, “Oh fuck,” again for good measure, and then I added, fatefully as things would transpire, “I can drive you if that’s all that’s keeping you here.”

 

It was close to the end of the school year so why not. Report me. Mind you, I would not want to be seen by colleagues. The gossip would be excruciatingly tiresome. Before she pulled on her long black and thick fur-lined coat, she turned around and around like a whirlwind gathering her things and advertently showing me her tight slim body in white trainers, form-fitting black leggings, and a bulky grey turtleneck thick weave sweater that wasn’t long enough to cover her midriff and had its shoulders cut out, too. She was unsullied youthful innocence just at the moment of its turning on the knowledge of the tree of good and evil and I sucked my tongue through my teeth and let my dark, clouded eyes drink. She took the time to face away from me and smear on some lipstick before popping her beaming face back up at me. It appeared to be desert taupe, matte finish. “For the cold and wind,” she found it necessary to explain in a quieted voice to her preternaturally aged professor when she drew up close to where I was rooted like an old gnarled tree. I presume I started drooling but who knows. I might also have died.

 

After the awkward elevator ride during which I froze, closed my eyes, and allowed myself to get high on her scent, she pulled out her phone to call her mom as we walked together over the dark quiet campus to the parking lot. It was only 5 PM but it was winter, so there’s that. I overheard her say, “No, he’s not a boyfriend, Mom!” and then a few seconds later, “My professor.” She glanced at me over the top of her lit phone with widened eyes.

Her house was like a 50s picture postcard. It was surrounded on three sides by rolling hills covered in yellow crops bending in the passing breeze. “It’s a heritage house? It’s incredible,” I said. It was as quiet as a church. She said her mom wouldn’t be home till late.

 

“You should see inside, you’d love it.”

 

I leaned over the steering wheel and peered up at its roof line. “No dad perched on a rocking chair in there cocking his barrel and getting ready for snipe?”

 

She laughed and patted my arm at my “totally hilarious” sense of humor. She wouldn’t have known that I had not been touched by a woman in a long time and that now I’d have to cut that arm off. She showed me the kitchen, the living room, the sun room. “Want to come see upstairs?” she asked, as though that’s what we do, we give older salivating men tours of the sleeping quarters. “Let me show you something.” Chloe was 19. I was 50. It’s amazing that for a brilliant man like me, I couldn’t for the life of me do the math on that. But I labored up the stairs anyway behind her perfectly round, tantalizing ass rising like a double moon before me trying to restrain my unquenchable urge to bite it or sink my face into it. I might have groaned but she’d think it was the steps.

 

We approached the threshold of her bedroom. An odd newlywed couple, I thought, one a blossoming flower, the other a withered stalk. She asked me to wait a minute and didn’t quite shut the door. She came back out wearing a sharply pressed red dress. “I wanted to show you this,” she said. I was waiting for her to tell me what the occasion was. She said, “You don’t like it?” She twirled around.

 

I said, “It looks fucking incredible.”

 

She said, “Really?” and she smiled so plaintively and innocently I felt filthily manipulative. Her head tilted and she spread her arms out. “I made it. I’ve always loved dressmaking. It feels so natural living out in an old farmhouse like this to play with clothes, doesn’t it.” I admired it for the first time, because when I first commented on it, I was a little distracted by its tightness around her bodice. She said, “Come to my mom’s bedroom, I can show you others.”

 

She took me by the hand. It burned. As she messed around in the bigger closet, she started chattering at me nonchalantly. She said to me that her “previous” boyfriend didn’t get the dressmaking thing at all, but that her mother hated him anyways and she was glad they broke up “just last week.” I fingered the doorjamb and scanned left and right with my searching eyes not sure what I had walked into. “Oh yeah,” I kept up my end of the convo.

 

She suddenly turned and stood in front of me with her back to the bed on which she tossed behind her some light white thing. She stared in my eyes as seriously as an optometrist and then she began to undo the big white buttons that ran all the way down the front of her sharp red dress. Behind her, the lace curtains billowed. The smell of turned land was rich and wholesome. I could hear crickets, even though it wasn’t even 6. I thought I had maybe never heard silence as pure as that. “Do you like it?” she more breathed than said, breaking the quiet between us. She held open the front of her dress like French doors to show me the black bra she was wearing beneath. I swallowed and she laughed at me. She had a distinctly adult-woman look to her just then and I felt certain she was a messenger beckoning me to step through a portal into another world of youth, or to step aboard her boat and be ferried by soul across the Rubicon to the afterlife. And I, I was ready to go, to shed my frayed body and go, just go, if this was how.

“Would you like to lick me?” she suddenly said in a tiny voice and then she laughed at herself. “Well you can if you want. It’s not such a big deal for our generation.” She paused and twisted on her feet like she was suggesting raiding the freezer for ice cream. “Mom doesn’t understand either,” she laughed, “if that helps.” She stared at me again and rolled her foot over. “But I’d like it,” she said. “You’re my professor you know?” she whispered. “I got a thing for that, I guess I should have told you.”

 

I read about this sort of thing, down there at the bottom of the faculty newsletter where the findings of the joint judicial committee were published. But they never went into details, those tantalizing haikus of raging lust. The dean one time had to deliver an obligatory recitation to all of us lecturers in the auditorium listing the new range of penalties available to the administration if we were to dip our oars into that forbidden lake. At the end, he posed a rhetorical question that I mistook for a real one: “Is it worth it?” I frowned and searched the ceiling and weighed invisible weights in both my hands.

 

I settled my curdled eyes back onto Chloe floating in front of me like an offering to the high priests of old. I cracked my lips opened and I blurted professorially, “Why yes, yes I would,” and she instantly and dutifully laid back on the bed in front of me and I blinked like the proverbial deer. I exhaled through my O-shaped mouth. “Okay,” I said to myself. This is happening.

 

“Take my panties off first,” she squealed. I reached under her and she laid her arms above her head and closed her eyes. Between her legs was a tiny cloud of blondness barely obscuring a line of pink below. She moaned even though all I did so far was stare. Before me lay pale white skin, jet black lacy bra, and messed up auburn hair. Her red dress spread out around her like a serving tray that floated on that sea of fluffed pure white duvet surrounded by four sturdy posts just like those said to hold up the sky.

 

I knelt on the floor and poked at her tuft with my tongue. She giggled and told me, “l like that, yes,” or “up a bit. Find the hard part.” And when I did,  she said, “That’s good there.” I tasted her and noticed she was glistening wet. “It does that,” she said, as though she sensed what I was noticing. I didn’t tell her it wasn’t my first time. After a few minutes, she said breathily, “Did you bring something?”

 

I was alarmed that I had broken some rule or committed a faux pas. But she shot up. “It’s okay, it’s okay,” she said. “I have lots.” She came back with a condom from her room. “I know how to put one of these little guys on, do you mind?” she asked, falling back on the bed and laughing again. She said to me somberly, “You have to take your pants off though.” She laughed again. She was such a fun little cracker, always laughing.

 

She wrapped her hand around my stiffened cock and tugged the condom over me. She took the rest of her clothes off, peeled back the sheets, and said, “Hurry up, it’s cold!”

 

I slid in beside her but she said, “You go on top.” I got on top of her on my hands and knees. She said, “Do you want to put it in me?” She already had me in both her hands. Before I answered, I felt the head of my cock touch her wetness. “Just a sec,” she said. Her mouth and face contorted and she moved me around. Finally she said, “Okay,” and raised her hips when I lowered mine.

 

She helped me with her hands on my ass, pushing me when I was supposed to push, releasing me when I was supposed to withdraw. When I got it, she placed her cool palms on my shoulders and looked up at me from the white patterned pillows all around her farm fresh face.

She asked me, taking time through deep breaths, “Is this nice?” Her eyes fluttered open and closed. I couldn’t answer her, but she must have seen what she needed to see on my face.

 

She made a big “Mmmm,” and pulled my shoulders so I fell onto her with my face buried in the pillows. We were joined from head to toe. Our legs twisted around each other and our outstretched arms entwined too, even out to our very fingers.

 

Her hands went to my ass again and she pushed me faster. It wasn’t so much two bodies moving against each other as it was one body undulating like waves across an ocean. “Now,” she said sounding like she was going to cry. I went faster and harder into her before finally ejaculating. I cried out and so did she, deep and bestial-like. In the midst of it, a rush of youth’s echo filled me again — and she, she sounded like a woman, not a girl. We must have passed each other in that blanked-out moment, me coming down the escalator, she going up.

 

Another day late at the office meant we got home before her mom again. She said she had to put away the dishes. I read papers awhile and then went to the kitchen searching for my toy. I pushed myself against her body at the sink and slid my hand inside her jeans. She kept trying to work at the counter. I got under her panties. She paused and breathed harder but still said nothing.

 

She had earlier shown me how she likes to rub herself. When I did what she showed me, she stopped working. She bent over leaning her arms on the edge.  She dropped the cloth and reached up behind my head. Her legs fell out from under her. I had to hold her or she would have hit the floor. She said, after I lay her here, that that was the longest orgasm she had ever had. “And so completely unexpected.” You and me both, girl.

 

Her mom often came home late. We spent many evenings after school having long, languid farmhouse sex, in her bed or on the couch in the living room or in the sun room. I was a revived man.

 

One day, I was on her couch writing. She came down stairs wearing only a short cami. She pulled me off the couch by the ankles. She stood over me sprawled on the floor and lowered herself to kneel with her young, small pussy over my face. I reached up and found the crotch had a hidden snap beneath. She lowered her bare pussy onto my face and mashed herself down onto my tongue and lips. Her hips began vibrating violently after only a few moments and she moaned loudly. It was over without a word being wasted. She whispered in my ear, panting, “You’re so much fun to fuck, Professor Blake.”

 

I kept kissing and licking her. We heard her mom’s car pull in. I tried pushing her off but she forced herself onto me harder. Only when the key turned in the door did she finally jump up and pull me onto the couch. She laughed as we straightened up, she yanking a blanket around herself as though perhaps she was chilled. Her mother walked to the stairs and put on an overly surprised face when she looked into the living room.

 

“What are you two up to,” she said, pretending to scold us with narrow eyes and a pointing finger, but smiling too. She made a joke about us maybe playing around, a 50 year old professor and his 19 year old student, and her daughter besides. But she honestly should have wondered what I was doing in her house, shouldn’t she have?

 

Chloe said, “Wouldn’t you just love to know!” and they both laughed. I looked at Chloe like she was utterly insane. She didn’t tell me her mom was coming home earlier than usual.

A little while later, Chloe was excited about showing me something new. She planted me at the base of the stairs and stood two steps above. She undid her shirt buttons. She was wearing a sexy lacy red bra with a little black bow in the middle of her fruitfully young breasts. She said, “Mom got it for me!” Her mom, who was just around the corner in the kitchen. Later, when I overheard them in the sunroom watering plants together, I overheard her mom say, “Did he see it?” Chloe shushed her, which seemed enough for her mom. See what, I wondered. No I didn’t. I knew exactly what she meant. This was a fucked situation, but a man getting fucked will let a lot of incongruous double black cats pass.

 

That evening, Chloe and I drove into town for a lecture I had to attend and Chloe pretended to be interested in. “Let me suck you!” she said pulling her seatbelt off her shoulder and giddy like it was just a song she wanted to sing for me. She made me come hard very quickly in her mouth while I tried with one eye clamped to keep driving straight. She lifted her head and said proudly, “Look what I did!” before laughing, showing me her filled mouth, and wiping my dripping come off her chin and swallowing.

 

Afterword we had drinks at my small apartment. Soon, we were naked again and getting on the bed. I could hear the neighbors arguing next door. I apologized but she seemed oblivious.

 

Chloe liked it best lying on her back getting passively laid out and pounded hard. But before she got her way, she treated me with blow jobs, 69ing, taking me deep doggy style, riding me forward and backward, in my chair, on top of my desk, standing against the wall forward and backward, and me holding her standing up, her legs wrapped around my waist. Then we’d go out for dinner, Chloe all freshly fucked, me with cocked eyebrow and renewed spring in my step. “Totally!” I’d have shouted out at the dean’s question if that same talk were on again.

 

At the restaurant, she stopped a friend and introduced me. I was mortified but I was forced to say hello to this Tanya girl and make some small talk. Kids these days, I couldn’t stop thinking. Is sex nothing to them? Does no one find it questionable that an older man is fucking a younger woman less than half his age? I was walking through the student union building a few days after that and saw a circle of jock with their shoulders curled over like vultures eyeing fresh meat below. In the middle was Tanya.

 

She was in one of the classes I teach. She caught me staring at her but I caught her staring at me too. What had Chloe told her? Everything no doubt. Her eyes were pale green with natural dark outlines. She had a tall forehead. Her skin was so clear, it looked like she was made of cream. Her razor straight blonde hair made her seemingly glow white hot.

 

I walked on by but I was startled and stopped by her voice. “Oh fuck,” I said. She was dressed in one of our campus sports team uniforms. She looked like something that emerged from a magical pool fully formed and untouched by wind, sun or dust. Her wrists and ankles looked too thin to be involved with sports. She had escaped the circle of vultures and tossed her airy frame toward me as though she skipped on clouds. She said, “My roommate. I think she forgot.” She pointed at two large duffle bags. None of the vulturous boys were around anymore, naturally.

 

“It’s the whole crew’s,” she said. “My turn for laundry.” She shrugged helplessly and laughed.

 

I said, “I’ve got my car . . . “ Hey, it worked last time, didn’t it?

 

She was so happy with me. “Would you? I’d love it — I can’t get home otherwise.”

I threw the duffles over my shoulders and nodded the way because that is what heroes do. 

 

She talked about it being her first year away from home. I told her I remembered that experience very well and that it was at times very lonely.

 

“That explains a few things.”

 

I said, “Like what?”

 

“Nothing,” she said, and she watched the streets and shops passing by her window. Finally she asked, “Where did you go to college, Professor Blake?”

 

I told her I went to a tiny college only an hour away. She shot a glance over at me. Blonde strands of hair blew over her face. Her mouth curled up at its very corners. She reminded me of someone from back then but I wasn’t going to tell her that.

 

When we got to her place, I lugged the bags in expecting to meet and therefore need to say hello to people she lived with. But she went up to a note left on the counter. It was her friend. “Dinner in fridge,” it said. Nothing about picking her up. “She forgot.” No one was home.

 

She picked one bag off my shoulder and I let the other slide to the floor. “They’re heavy!” she said. “You should have got me to carry one at least.”

 

“No way,” I said, “and admit weakness?” I chuckled sickly.

 

She giggled and threw her head back, showing me glinting white teeth. Her eyes stayed on mine. She asked if I was thirsty. I said water is good. As I drank it, she didn’t step back but remained closer than was comfortable. I was nervous about what would happen when I finished it so I drained it and held it there empty at my lips a few more milliseconds. She put my uncertainty to rest when she reached her fingers around the back of my neck and nudged me down for a kiss.

 

“I just want to thank you,” she said.

 

I reached around her waist to that curve where it just begins to flare out to the hips. I leaned in and we kissed again, longer. I put my other hand on her hip and turned her. Both her hands pushed into my hair. She smiled in a stoned kind of way and blew a puff of air through her perfect little nose. Her eyes closed like butterfly wings and her tongue probed my mouth. My hand moved slowly up her body. There was no resistance. The fuck, I thought. The actual fuck.

 

We finally broke off. “No one’s going to be home till after 6,” she softly intoned. I cupped her breast in my palm. She gripped my wrist in her tiny cool hand and said “Not here,” and tilted her head at the huge windows looking out toward two other houses with big windows looking back. She seemed older than Choe for that little hint of propriety.

“How old are you, Tanya?” I asked.

 

“18,” she smiled back at me and covered her mouth and giggled.

 

Nope.

She took me to the living room still dark with the curtains closed. We sat on the couch. She put my hand back where it was, on her breast. I rubbed her and I said, “Did you ever wonder how old I was?”

 

She just blew hair off her face and smiled like she had just ingested something mind altering. “Doesn’t matter to me. I’ve always really loved older men,” she confided. “You can do whatever you want with them. And besides,” she squealed and buried her face in a pillow before regaining her composure. “I’m like Chloe – we both have a thing for professors.” She shrugged like it was just one of those things.

 

When we kissed again I was able to see through her top down to her thighs. The outfit she was wearing was a short white pleated skirt that rode up nearly high enough for me to see what lay at the top. She suddenly bolted up and struggled loose. “Wait right here, I forgot laundry.”

 

She came back wearing denim cut offs and a white top that billowed like a cloud around her. When she passed in front of the light from the kitchen, I could see her silhouette. She wasn’t wearing a bra anymore, I didn’t think.

 

“Come on,” she said, directing me back to the couch. I had got up to look at the books on the shelf. She tucked her feet under her legs. “Did you have a lot of girlfriends back in the day?” she asked. I shrugged. “Not a lot of girls were allowed in, were they.” She tucked hair behind her ear.

 

“I had a lot of work,” I said. “Multiple degrees at the same time sort of thing, and then the PhD, of course. I was the youngest ever at that place.” I wasn’t going to tell her I had always been deathly afraid of girls. Anyone would have laughed hard in my face for thinking a girl like Tanya was remotely near any league I belonged to, even if she was my age back in the day.

 

“You’re a good kisser,” she said, sliding herself much closer to me. This time, she moaned inside our kiss. I ran my fingertips around her exposed shoulder. Her head drooped forward and I drew my fingers lightly along the line to her neck, and back again. She said, “That feels nice.”

 

Her hand fell loosely on my leg. “Mmm,” she went, and “so good” she moaned as I rubbed her shoulder. She moved her torso to help me reach both sides equally, straightening her chest up to me. Her hand rolled over on top of my crotch and she cupped it there, half way to an actual squeeze. But light enough to leave the seed of doubt in my mind if she knew where her hand actually was.

 

It grew of course. Her finger nails scratched along the length, snagging the denim, and that settled that. We kissed and said nothing while her fingers traced the outline of my trapped cock. I moved so that my legs went down either side of her, and she faced me with both her long, toned legs down my sides.

 

I meant only to fold down the waist of her unzipped cut-offs, but she lifted her hips to let me slip her shorts right off. She mimicked a cry of yearning and tugged at the waist of my pants. I jumped up and took them off. She untied the lace holding together the neck of her top. Her arms went up and disappeared inside the billowing cloud. It fluffed up and drifted away. She sat with her arms crossed over her bare chest, looking at me like she did something wrong. I pulled at her black panties. She evened things up. We got back into position, now both naked. I felt high. She wrapped her delicate cool hand tightly around my cock. She moaned when she pumped her fist on it. I found her pussy all wet and slippery. I slipped a finger inside her and she bit my neck. We rolled around and ended up crashing hard onto the floor and we both laughed hysterically. We got on our hands and knees on the floor together. I toppled her and crawled over top of her.

 

She said, “Do you want to do it here?” and bit her bottom lip.

 

I kissed her knees. She clasped them together and wrapped her arms around her folded legs. I laid on my stomach and kissed what I could get to. She laughed and yelped and pulled her knees up tighter to her chest. That exposed her more. Her small pussy was swollen. I licked it and she yelped again and shot her legs down. They draped over my back. She covered her mouth and said, “No!” and kicked her heels into my shoulders. But she didn’t push very hard. I kissed her there the way we earlier kissed, with my tongue. “Oh my god,” she moaned.

 

She hid her face under both hands. She said “No” softly, but her legs opened all the same. I licked her with the tip of my tongue. Her hips rose up off the floor. She stopped breathing and bit her arm. Her body went tense and she moaned long and deep. Then quickly, and without saying anything, she picked up her clothes and ran away.

 

A car had pulled up. I called her but I only heard her feet running. She shot a quick glance passing the living room. I got to the kitchen just as her roommate came in. Tanya blurted out, “Hey Claire, he helped me carry crew laundry home, it’s already washed and he’s helping me put it in the dryer.” She grabbed my wrist and dragged me down the basement.

 

She shoved wet uniforms into my arms and pointed to the dryer. After I chucked the armful through the hole and straightened up again, she stepped into me and threw her arms around my neck, stood on her toes, and kissed me.

 

“That was amazing,” she whispered in my ear.  “Shh,” she said. She leaned over to see up the stairs and covered my mouth. She undid my pants.

 

“Quickly,” she said, and dropped to her knees. She put the head of my cock in her mouth again. She wrapped her hands around my back and bobbed her nose against my stomach. I felt the most warm and soft and wet feeling I’d ever imagined. It felt as though she had found silk or velvet soaked in warm water and wrapped it lightly and tightly around me, and squeezed in all directions at once. My knees buckled and blood left my head.

 

I clenched every muscle in my body and my ejaculate erupted gloriously like I was half my age again. I resumed breathing just enough to grab my balance on the dryer. I opened my eyes and looked down. She still had me inside her mouth. When she pulled off, I staggered and nearly fell over. I wasn’t all that accustomed to being swallowed. But she didn’t give me much time to marvel at the effect before she marched me up the stairs and out the door of the kitchen without her roommate having time to turn from the fridge. I made my way home feeling high and young all the way.

 

I worked often in the big old library late into the night that year. Claire, Tanya’s roommate, was working in there too one night and alone. She had short-cropped brown-blonde hair. She came over to me all casual like we already knew each other well enough and said she was getting a coffee and politely asked me if she could get me one as well. When she came back with two of them, she sat at my big table. I thought she was mocking me by putting on an exaggerated eye-popping expression whenever I answered her questions about what I was working on, saying “Oh yeah?” and “Really!” with over-the-top innocence and interest. But when I laughed at her act, she appeared confused, maybe even hurt.

I realized she was actually interested. She’d say, “Is that right?” in a breathy conspiracy-revealing kind of way to the most mundane things I’d say. Her head would tilt, her mouth would open, and her eyes, big, round, and brown, would bore into mine. Everything fascinated her. There was no one else in the vast room. Had her and Tanya talked? For that matter, had Chloe, Tanya and Claire all talked? Roommates, friends – they were all connected.

 

She wore gleaming white tights that had loops pulled around the bottom of her feet and a thick-woven brown sweater that bunched up around her neck. She held the sleeves up over her palms with her fingers, and her nails were shiny pale pink. She looked up and around at the ceiling in the middle of our conversation, at a lull.

 

“I love it in here,” she said.

 

I said, “Yeah. Exceptional example.”

 

She said, “Do you work at home too?”

 

“I try not to.”

 

“What’s it like there? I bet it’s full of books like here.”

 

“My apartment?”

 

“I’ve never seen the inside of a real professor’s apartment.”

 

I looked at her. She was so curious and full of wonderment.  She smelled like a flower. “I can show you.”

 

She jumped up and gathered her things and said, “Ready!” before I even closed my books.

 

When we came in, she peered around the ceilings like an agent. She said, “Seems like it’s big enough.”

 

I laughed because it was so small. I said, “It works.”

 

“Why don’t you show me around?”

 

I found that odd because there was the living room, my bedroom, a bathroom she already visited, and a kitchen she went through to get to the living room, and nothing more. “Well,” I said, turning around where I stood. “My office,” I said, casting my arm around the living room. She laughed. I went over to my bedroom and opened the door. She brushed right past me.

 

“My bedroom,” I said to her. I cast my arm around the tiny room in there too and turned to find her so close behind me, we brushed against each other. She rose up on her tip toes and put her arms around my neck and began kissing me. I took tiny steps backwards and felt with my arms behind me for the bed. She followed me in tiny footsteps with her arms around my neck, and giggled. I fell back on the bed and she knelt over me.

 

She said, “You were never a jock were you.”

“About the exact opposite I guess,” I said.

 

“Guys like you are harder to meet because you never go out,” she said. She began to undo my belt without hesitation. She giggled and jumped up, saying, “Stay right there!” and she went out to the bathroom. She came back a few minutes later and shut the door behind her, carefully and quietly, and leaned against it. She said, “Don’t you ever wonder what you’re missing when all us younger ones are going out?”

 

I lied and said, “Not really. I had my fun, you know. I’m a bit older in case you hadn’t noticed”

 

She began to sway her hips side to side while slowly lifting the bottom of her bulky sweater showing me more and more of her stomach. “Are you sure this is okay?” she asked with a growing sideways smile, turning her face away to look at me askance. She lifted the bottom of her sweater further to show me the underside of her white lace bra.

 

“You’re making me kind of crazy right now,” I told her. “But that’s okay, it’s a good crazy.” I decided they must have talked. This was like a once-a-century flood happening three times in one spring. Like a prospector for coal landing his pick into a hunk of gold.

 

She laughed and lifted the sweater right off her head and let it float down to the chair behind her. She snapped her head forward so her hair whipped over her face, she crossed her arms over her breasts, and wrapped her hands around the opposing sides of her waist. She began walking toward me by snapping her heels up sharply against her ass. She took three steps like that and then laughed and yanked her pants off and jumped onto the bed. “Do you think I could make a good dancer?” she laughed. She turned to me with our faces close to each other on the pillow and she said in a voice so low it crossed into a whisper, “Do you think this is wrong?” She pressed her hand into my crotch as she said it. Then she got on top of me, planted her hands on either side of the pillow, and said, “Tough titties, right? I never care what people think,” and she leaned down and kissed my mouth. “Right?” she said.

 

I couldn’t argue. “Wrong but worth it,” I nodded.

 

She bit the side of her bottom lip, sat up straight, and reached behind her back to undo her beautiful full white bra. She looked for her sweater behind her and flung the bra across the room to land on it. Then she propped herself over me so that one breast hung right against my mouth. I sucked on it and she brought the other one to my mouth. She rolled off and I laid facing her and ran my hand over her stomach, up to the bottom curve of her breast, then along the side of it and up to her shoulder, where I circled a couple times before following the outline of her neck against the whiteness of the pillow. She stretched out her jaw when I got there, and I traced that out too. I touched the area of her neck just below her ear and she shivered.

 

She whispered, “How did you know about that spot?”

 

I leaned over and tried to kiss her there, but she pressed my face away and said, “You do that and it’s game over.”

 

She popped up and tugged at my pants. She stripped me and then, looking at me with her big innocent eyes, she took the head of my cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue around. I yanked on her panties and she pushed herself up to help me get them off. She sat down with her legs fanned out to the side and her hand slowly stroking my cock, glistening from her saliva. She looked at me and said, “What do you picture me doing in ten years?” Then she took me in her mouth again as I honestly thought about it.

 

“I’m not really able to think things like that if you’re going to do that,” I said.

 

She did the innocent questioning look again. “Oh no?” She swung her leg over me and straddled me. Kneeling over me, she reached behind herself and took my cock in her hand and rubbed the head against her lips down there. Then she lifted herself and guided me into her. Pressing her hands on my stomach, she lowered herself onto me, letting out a gasp. While raising and lowering herself on me, she squeezed out between hard breaths, “Is this helping you think?” She laughed again. Everything was fun. Everything.

 

I laughed too because fuck it, put me in the back of the faculty newsletter, it’s worth it. I reached for her breasts and I squeezed and twisted them. Her hands went to cover mine. She snapped her head back and made a big long “Ahhhh” sound. I reached to her ass and squeezed her there too. She fell forward onto me and we rubbed and drove against each other but softly and as though in slow motion, kissing inside our heavy breathing.

 

With my cock deep inside her, she twisted her hips on top of me and planted the side of her head on my pillow beside me. She said, “Why does this feel so good?”

 

“Well, in my lecture today, I quite clearly stated . . . “

 

She laughed and sprung up again and sat on me now without moving at all. Her hands kept her weight up by pressing into my chest. Her short light hair framed her face that was lit up warmly by the lamp. She began to move very slightly, barely half an inch. We were quiet like this a long time.

 

Finally she murmured, “You like?”

 

I nodded. I did.

She puffed air out her nose and smiled languidly. “Me too,” she said as softly as a dream. Her mouth hung open and I saw her eyes stay closed longer with each blink. “Do you like fucking me more than Tanya or Chloe?” she said. I wasn’t going to answer and nor did she seem to require one. She crept her fingers back to adjust her hands and rolled her head around and back. I could see her back arch in the dim light. Still she rocked her pelvis hardly at all. She stopped moving at one point and shivered. She whispered more to herself than to me, “Oh my god, what older men do to me.” Her pelvis started moving again, but very slow and very little.

 

I entered then a strange state. I was tired and it was late and dark in the room, and quiet. It felt like I was in the initial stages of falling asleep. My senses dimmed. My eyes closed like hers and my ears seemed to be turning off. My mind took on that wandering feel. I could feel my awareness of the girl drift in and out of reality. I could feel her motions on me the same way, consciously and then not, like slow waves. But one part of my consciousness remained focused in a heightened way. It wasn’t the feeling of my cock in her pussy, but rather the pure sensation of pleasure itself. It felt like I was slipping into and out of consciousness, and the further I went down, the higher rose this sensation of bodily ecstasy.

 

I snapped out of it for a moment, realizing I might have actually been falling asleep with a young nubile girl on top of me, but I looked up at her, and on her face, in her undulating shoulders and neck and the slow waves that flowed up her spine, I saw her experiencing the same thing I had been experiencing. She rocked on me ever so slightly, her face looked asleep, and her breath was deep, slow, and rhythmic. It was hard to know if we’d been doing that for a few minutes or a few hours.

 

She opened her eyes right into mine, big, dark, and piercing. Her mouth formed an “O” shape and she squeezed her thighs tightly around me. Then she uttered a long “Mmmmmm,” closed her eyes, and said, “I think I’m in danger, you.”

 

After a few more minutes of this, she took herself off of me and laid down beside me. She pushed herself into me as though trying to crawl inside me. I wrapped my arms around her. She said, with eyes closed and her face pressed into my chest, “Is it okay?”

 

I nodded. Of course it was.

 

She said, “It would be so easy to fall . . .” She was asleep before she finished the sentence and I was not far behind.

I got up in the morning and went to make coffee. I came back with two cups and watched the lump in my bed where she was just rising from sleep. Her head poked out from under the sheet, her eyes strained, and hair fell over her face.

 

“Uhh,” she groaned, and she rubbed the palm of her hand into her eye. “I think I had too much to drink last night.” We didn’t drink at all.

 

I asked her if we should go out for breakfast.

 

She said, “I think I just need to get home.” She dressed quickly. “Sorry,” she said, and she left my room and closed my apartment door, and disappeared away.

 

That morning I ran into Chloe at a popular breakfast spot near the campus. I tried to hide away but she seemed delighted to see me and came to join me at my table. I was embarrassed about how I’d been carrying on with friends of hers.

 

“I’m sorry, Chloe,” I started, and I rubbed my forehead like I was really needing to bare my soul.

 

“Oh my god, what’s wrong?” She was so sympathetic.

 

“You’re friend Tanya,” I said. I shook my head and shrugged my shoulders.

 

“What?” She was concerned.

 

“We,” I started, and I shrugged again hoping she could complete my sentence.

 

“You what?”

 

“We, you know, did it, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to.”

 

She squinted at me. “I know you did,” she shook her head at me. “Is that it?” she squinted at me.

 

I stared at her a little stunned.

“Oh my god, professor,” she leaned forward and confided in me with a big excited smile. “I told her to, I said she should, you’re such a fun fuck!”

 

“Jesus, Chloe, keep it down.” I looked around and shielded my face. “You told your friend to do that to me?”

 

“To fuck you?” She beamed. “Yes!” She set about her food like we were talking about reading a book. She chewed and looked at me proudly. “There’s nothing to hide, it’s okay, you know.” She chewed and chewed looking at me. “I’m pretty sure you don’t mind.”

 

“So, the other one . . . ” I began.

 

“Claire too? Yes, Claire too! She called me this morning. She was embarrassed because she thought she started her period this morning.”

 

I looked around bewildered. “Do you normally do this? Is this, what, typical of you, of people your age?”

 

“Now don’t get greedy. I’m not lining up any more hot young chicks for you, threes enough!” She laughed and patted my hand.

 

“Okay,” I said.

 

She tilted her head slightly. “Isn’t everything good now? Three young girls for you. All good at keeping secrets. One of us is bound to be free on any night you might, you know . . . “

 

“Need it? Want it?” I said.

 

“You can just check. Text us. We’re usually around and if one of us isn’t another is. And don’t worry, we’re not going to do something stupid like fall in love, and I’m pretty sure you won’t!” She giggled and ate more as though something about that sentence was hilariously obvious, yet it escaped me. I just stared at her and she just kept smiling at me warmly and deeply. “So, we just carry on, one of you or another, no ties, no expectations?”

“Uh huh!” she answered chirpily. She leaned down close to me and smiled crookedly. “Your own personal harem, Professor Blake!” She sat up perkily and smiled like a mother does who just gave a child some candy.

“Why?” I had to ask.

She seemed to need to think about it a bit. “I dunno,” she finally shrugged. “Older guys are cool? And we don’t want boyfriends. But guys always turn it into that.” She suddenly turned serious. “You have to go now,” she said.

 

“What do you mean?”

 

“Professor Blake,” she said, “you have to go now.”

 

I laughed a little because she was pretending to have a Latino accent too.

 

“Please, please, you have to go now,” she said louder.

I startled and felt like I was suddenly falling. I snapped my head up and slammed my arms down. I spun around. I was in my office. A cleaner was behind me with her cleaning supplies cart. She said, “Please, you have to go now. You have to go.”

 

I looked out the window into the unending blackness stretching out to the farms beyond and sighed and my shoulders slumped. “Oh fuck,” I said, and I dragged myself out of the cleaner’s way.

 

At the elevator, I heard footsteps. “Hey, Professor Blake!” I heard.

 

I half turned. It was Chloe. “Hi there, Chloe,” I said.

 

We both stood there silently for a moment or two. I said, “You going home then?”

 

“Well, I have to wait for my ride, just going to go get a coffee or something.”

 

I nodded. A few moments of silence passed. Then I turned to her and I said, “I could give you a lift home if you want.”

 

She turned her head and squinted her eyes and smiled at me skeptically. “Okay,” she dragged it out. “That sounds nice . . .”




Stagecoach to Heaven

 

Mia Viks

 

We were almost pulled out to the edge of town when, at the last building, a man came out on the porch and waved the driver down. Even the horses neighed in annoyance, matching my own mood. I didn’t mind having the carriage all to myself for the long journey. If it were a matter of some cargo — which is what it appeared to be, when the man hauled up from the ground a chest — I could live with that. But I was not to be so accommodated. It was to be both the cargo and the man attached to it. He said nothing when he wrenched open the half door. He nearly cut my feet off dropping his dreadful trunk festooned with clasps and locks on the carriage floor. Still saying nothing, not even tipping his hat to me, he climbed in and flopped down on the seat opposite me. I didn’t give him the pleasure of eye contact or the slightest acknowledgment. I pulled my traveling veil down over my face and I pulled the black curtain on the far side open with my white-gloved hand and I stared out as oppositely as I could from him.

 

He smelled like tar and wet leather. He stared out his own window and that gave me time to look the boor up and down. His hands looked big and strong enough to strangle a horse. We hit the open trail and he continued to stare out his own opening into the blasting sunlight and dry stubble fields like he was looking at a completely different country. I closed mine and nestled my own comparatively tiny hands in my lap and thought I might at least rest. When I let my eyes flutter closed, I swear I could feel the man take the opportunity to look me up and down. Let him, I thought. It would be the closest he ever got.

 

The rhythmic tug and jerk of the carriage dragging over the washboard trail by the two geriatric horses lulled me into a state of waking sleep. I fought to keep my head up and my hands properly on my lap. The closed black curtains were useless against the dust. The driver’s clucks and whistles and whoops sounded silly to me, like some kind of foreign language. I looked over at the man accompanying me on this long, difficult journey but he showed no interest in a little conversation, perhaps a hand or two of poker, which I could play well enough. He had opened a small book and was buried in it reading. He paid me no mind at all as though I wasn’t even there. I went back to staring out my opening to be sure to remind him that I also didn’t know he was there. He kept his legs tightly over the chest whose clasps and locks rattled under him. It was so hot and dry. I wished for the day to end and to meet my husband finally in the morning — a gentleman, I was assured. Someone who could make conversation and play some friendly cards at least. Someone who knew how to pass the time on a long journey. I looked back at the brute. I began to suspect he truly didn’t know anyone else was in the tiny carriage.

 

“The time?” I said to him.

 

He raised his chin that was as stubbled as the land all around us, and as dry. He just stared at me like I was the one from the whole other country. I wondered if maybe he had trouble in the brain, or was mute, or was damaged from the war.

 

“Please?” I said. I gestured as though I were opening an invisible pocket watch at the end of a chain hooked to my petticoats. He had the look of a cow — big eyes comprehending as slowly as a sunrise. I wondered if he had a brain at all.

He rolled his head slightly as though only now he dimly understood, closed his book and pulled out his watch. He didn’t look at it — he only showed it to me long enough for me to register, then snapped it shut and crammed it back in the folds of his dusty vests and coats from where it came. He said nothing. His gaze drifted back out his opening. He was either slow or maybe he just had a lot to think about.

 

“You don’t say?” I smiled toward the back of his head — I was not deterred so easily. “Why that’s quite interesting!” I went on like a mad-woman. He looked at me and creased his brow. “Well I’ll be, I was thinking exactly the same thing!” I nodded with exaggeration and smiled broadly at him if a tad nervously. He shook his head and leaned even closer to his opening so his own black curtain whipped him in his face and he opened his book again. If he was addled, what harm could be done if I let myself go too? I could do or say anything, no one would believe the imbecile, even if he ever talked.

 

“Hot enough, isn’t it,” I tried again. I was bored now. Journey’s were long enough alone. Shared with thick dolts, they were intolerable. I wanted a reaction from him, anything. Without looking at me, he reached for his water canteen, and with the same absent-mindedness with which he earlier reached for his watch, he shoved it toward me to drink from. It was something.

 

I took it from him and pulled off the cork. I tilted my head back and lifted the canteen over my face and proceeded to pour it like the madwoman I had become, glug by gurgling glug, all over my face and down my neck. It felt instantly refreshing and cooling. It felt like an inch of caked-on dust had been liberated from my skin. I caught rivulets with my tongue and I laughed out loud. I relaxed into the corner of my leather seat overcome with peace and frivolity. He had made me giddier than if he wasn’t there at all.

 

I opened my eyes and caught him staring at me without looking away. I offered him his canteen back, shaking it. He reached but I didn’t help him. He’d have to stand up to get all the way over. I laughed at him with a tone of teasing and I shook my face so water droplets flew from my hair and chin. He shook his head in disgust probably at the way I wasted his water and he pushed up to grab back his canteen before I poured the rest of it out. He snatched but I caught him by the ankles with my legs so that when he turned, he tripped and crashed headfirst into the door so hard his head stuck out momentarily and he ended up on the floor of our tiny carriage crumpled like paper in a basket, caught suddenly by the jostling of the carriage.

 

I never laughed so hard! He was stuck and I saw the skin on the back of his neck and could not resist pouring cold water on it knowing it would go down his back. He contorted like an eel! I shrieked it was so funny! He yelped and twisted and grabbed my wrist so hard I dropped the canteen instantly, only for it to land on his stomach without the stopper and begin to flood his nether region. He yelped again and I barely lived I laughed so hard! He was such a big man and the carriage was so small, it was like watching a sea lion struggle on a tiny rock.

 

I rescued the draining canteen and helped him back into his seat by taking his hand. I could tell he was embarrassed and uncomfortable. I had been rude to him. He looked like a nice enough man once we saw closely in each other’s face and though he had reason to be cross with me, he only looked all the more apologetic to me. I remained standing over him where he sat and I said to him, “Really, it feels good, let me show you.” I wavered in front of him as we rode over rocks and mud.

 

He let go of my wrist with his meaty hand and I touched the brim of his hat. He was nervous but when I judged he was trusting enough, I eased it off his head. He had wild wavy black hair. I pushed it back from his face but nearly got lost in it with my fingers and I moved too slow for just moving hair. I lingered and I realized I was lingering and I hoped he didn’t notice. I gestured with my own face to tell him to tilt his head back. He was nervous. His hand wrapped around my waist as much to hold on for this unusual journey as to threaten me if I were setting up a ruse possibly to slit his throat, you’d think by the tightness with which he held me.

 

“Close your eyes,” I whispered to him. It was like leading a child. He was suspicious and he fixed me with his squint a good long time as though that was the best way to really know a thing or a person. We kept our eyes on each other, I over him looking down, he under me, looking up. I felt something in that shared, dust-infused hot-day gaze. He no longer seemed an uncultured stranger, but nor was he any kind of specimen I’d ever have anything to do with in any other situation but accidentally in a carriage together. But he seemed to be someone who had trusted and been betrayed, and who had loved, even maybe, but had come to know pain. I wanted him to know I would not hurt him.

 

Satisfied, he finally let his eyes close. His other hand rose to grip the other side of my waist. He was scared and he pulled at me and I ended up standing against his seat with his legs opened to either side of mine. I swayed with the jostling of the carriage. I raised the canteen over his face and looked down. He was, under the stubble and creases and weathering and pain, a gentle, soft, and trusting if wary man. I poured just a few drops on his face and stopped. A good long time passed before he opened one eye and looked up as though to ask, “Is that all?”

 

I laughed and flooded his face. He laughed with me and caught water with his tongue and we played chasing the tiny stream I dribbled out for him all over his face. I poured with one hand and I wiped the dust and years from his face with my other. His lips caught my finger and I stopped there to feel them. They were too soft for a man of his place and I was overcome with a need to understand and so I leaned down and brought my own lips to his and it was all accidental. I only meant to barely touch but we had hit a rut and our faces bounded into each other and what was only supposed to be a grazing kiss of passing affection ended up involving both our mouths open and embracing.

 

When I finally regained my balance and found a grip on the side of the carriage enough to pull myself up from him, I stood and faced him again. But I didn’t move away. I felt as though I were watching another woman, not myself. He was naughty and he knew he had been but his hands did not let go of my waist even if I squirmed and tugged enough to tell him it was time to stop this silliness. Instead, his hands, big, strong, and full of meat, began to drift up to my ribs. The truth was I didn’t squirm as much as I could have and my protest was half-hearted. I thought I needed to send a strong signal to stop but I wasn’t myself it felt like anymore, and I poured water on his groin like the right proper bad girl that I sometimes fancied myself to be.

 

In my haughty mind, I thought I could justify that because what else should a girl do when a man is taking advantage of her but to give him a cold bath, or as near to that as practicable under the circumstances. But that didn’t seem to cause the right reaction because the man growled and grabbed the cheeks of my behind hard and roughly. How dare he feel he could touch me like that! I reached behind and slapped his hands and I pursed my mouth and stared at him through narrow eyes. I was supposed to say, “Stop it! or even “Help!” so the driver might throw him off the carriage. But instead, I said to him, “Gently!” I said it sternly though. I realized the dumb cluck would probably interpret my protest as a command. My way was lost and the rest of what happened was therefore not my fault.

 

He had no more heel to him than a bad dog without training and he dropped his hands from my body altogether because he couldn’t even misunderstand what he was supposed to. His mental helplessness tugged my heartstrings because I could tell he’d been scolded a lot in whatever kind of house he grew up in if he even was raised in a house. I reached for his inert hands that laid there on his sides defeated and I brought them back to where they were on my behind and I showed him how to massage me there in the more gentle way if he were to be bad again and try to grab me there. When his thick skull seemed to understand, that naughty part of me that sometimes takes over despite my better judgment began to rise up in me one more time and I began to lift my skirts by tiny pinches of my walking fingers. He had, after all, learned how to be gentle, and I was merely reinforcing his learning. And besides, no one could see, and I would never cross paths with such a scourge again. I was allowed to feel things too as a modern woman.

 

He let his eyes wander around my bodice and stomach probably because no one had ever told him a girl didn’t like that and because I’d already scolded him once, I thought he could be allowed his one pleasure if it meant that much to him. I brought my bountiful skirts up far enough to show him my knees. That was a test because if he proved unable to control himself with the mere sight of my knees, then of course I could not go further. Someone had to teach this unschooled cur. His hands positively caressed my behind and when I brought my skirts up further to the point my upper legs were exposed to his gaze, his hands, softer than I expected them to be, embraced me there and felt me the way he might feel the legs of cattle he was considering at market, but he stayed gentle and I didn’t mind it. His hands went up the back of my legs and took my cheeks softly the way I had taught him, only now he was improperly under my skirts. I gave him the benefit of the doubt because he might not have known and it was me who was pulling them up and out of the way for my own private reasons.

 

My underthings were not comfortable. I didn’t think anything would be wrong with removing them since he was already up there. I decided he was probably used to a kind of woman and that he’d seen things already and no harm would come of it. I leaned my hand on his huge shoulder and I reached up and pulled them down my legs. Not wanting to disturb the trajectory the late afternoon had taken, I got myself back into the position I was in previously and I hurriedly pulled up my skirts again and I positively shoved the man’s hands back into place on me underneath. His calloused, rope-handling hands wrapped around my bare behind and if it felt good, I deserved at least that much. I know he was enjoying things, so it was at least even between us. He messaged me the way a baker would a loaf. I leaned my hands on his shoulders and could not help pressing forward into him to steady myself. My bosom heaved into his face when the wooden wheels dove into and out of a rut.

 

When the carriage righted and I was able to pull my chest away from his face, he took a second before leaning forward to shove his face right back between my breasts. Or perhaps we hit another bump and it wasn’t his fault. Given the circumstances, I opened my laces there for him because he had so behaved with his hands I trusted he learned how to be gentle and if we were going to be bouncing off each other because of the careless driver, I didn’t want his face to hurt itself on my grommets. I needn’t have worried because he was more than behaved. I could feel his fingers begin to explore me below and I did not mind that. Things were private at least because my skirts had fallen down again around his hands. When I loosened enough lace, I tugged my neckline down enough that my breasts popped out rosy and fresh. It was an accident. But he surprised me by how he instinctively suckled on them and I surprised myself by how so unlike a baby it felt — by how grown-up it felt, I mean to say. And by that, I mean how it affected my body. I didn’t mean to expose myself to him like that because I am not a woman who carries on in saloons down the south side of town, but I did only by working my laces loose to keep from hurting his face as we jostled against each other, but once I did and once he took my in his mouth like that, it was more than I could be expected to do to pull away from him.

I reached under my skirts where I stood before him and touched myself down there and brought my fingers up to my face to see. They glistened. I showed him and he looked but then he surprised me and kissed my fingers. I laughed because I thought that that was the dirtiest thing ever, because who would want to taste that!? But I had my answer because he seemed to want more. His hands, still gentle, got firm on me from behind and if I didn’t do as he urged me, I feared I was going to be crushed by him. I had to lift a knee to the edge of the seat because he was pulling me closer against him than the seat allowed me to go. I was falling forward into him and could not steady myself.

 

He reached up under my skirts because he had already been up there and so I couldn’t exactly deny him that access now, and he wrapped his terrible and rough hands around my bare slight waist and he pushed up my skirts entirely out of his way. I didn’t like feeling exposed to him from my navel to my knee like that and I guffawed. For one thing, I hadn’t grown much hair down there and what I had was so blonde it was as though I had nothing at all. But he didn’t seem to mind. His finger touched me there, big and thick and stubby, but gently enough, and I watched as he tasted me again when he brought his wet finger to his lips. I jostled from the carriage again and fell against him, but I also lifted my skirts high enough to capture his head underneath. Everything was happening too fast and the earlier sleepiness had lulled me into a receptive state because I would never have been caught dead in such a position with such a man in such a scenario. I should wonder if I’d even be in this position in the privacy of my husband’s bedroom!

 

I was about to fall over and needed to kneel my other knee on the seat so firmly was he holding me in place with his sturdy hands around my thin thighs. At the same time, he slouched down in his seat so that his feet reached all the way across to the other seat where he placed them. His mouth opened below me and I had actually thought the same thing as he at the same time so I edged on my knees forward until his face was below me there. I rested against the back wall of the carriage and stared out the tiny round window there at the dusty cloud our carriage sent up and the sage-stubbled hills behind as I rocked and rolled over his face. His tongue came out like a serpent and devoured me from the inside.

 

He made me cry out so much the driver leaned down and called through the black side curtain, “All okay down there?” I was panting and out of breath and quite lost in another country but my man had the presence of mind to shout back and keep him driving, calling back, “All okay down here.” He also had the gentlemanly instinct to yank the curtain more surely closed. I shuddered under his control.

 

He was careful with me and only proceeded in his exertions when I had tapped him on the shoulder or the head to urge his horses onward. He brought out of me an urge as though from ages past and places far away. He made me bellow and howl and shake and tremble like a leaf twisting on a stem. I clenched down to avoid letting him see what he could do to me but he was relentless and clenched right back with his powerful hands around my thighs. I tried to make him stop when I felt my spine tingle and my head fill up. But still, he wouldn’t. I squeezed my legs together but it was no use. He operated me like a player operates a fiddle. I felt as though I had fallen tumbling headfirst into a gorge, weightless, only instead of flying down, I flew up. I shuddered and bit my lip and forgot to breathe. I flooded on his face, I am ashamed to admit. I tried to stop and I tried to pull away, the embarrassment was nearly too much. But he held me in place until I entirely subsided. He played me out and spent me.

 

He lowered me off his face and I slumped down in the seat beside him more satisfied than I’d ever felt before. But also, though you’d think maybe I was fulfilled, I was instead only scandalized the more. I sucked my finger and spread my legs and reached over to squeeze where I knew he slumbered. Only he was not slumbering. He fell back and smiled that cocky smile of the man who knows what he’s done, and who knows he did it well too. It was no use fighting off the urge. I wanted to make him feel right back what he forced me to feel. What I had thought was only a pass-time to get though the dusty journey, and maybe a little playfulness with the water, he turned into something else entirely, doing that to me. He made it so I was ashamed. So I opened his pants and pushed them off his behind. He was surprisingly clean and smelled fresh. I knew what it did to him to have my white-gloved hand wrapped tightly around him there. He had been a gentleman, I remarked to myself, and so I thought he at least deserved the sensation of my bare hand wrapped around him if I had to pay back the shame that he brought to me. He leaned back and closed his eyes as if to give me free rein over his body. And so I kissed him down there because he had embarrassed me by kissing me down there. I looked up and caught his mischievous smile and so I kissed him again there. I wanted to pay him back for what he did to me.

 

His member responded to my attentions and my kisses by trembling full of renewed yearning. I kissed him again because I had to, only this time I wanted to do it longer and to take him in my mouth more because it felt like I could and I wondered. He moaned when I opened and took him in, and his moaning filled me with only more bravado and daring-do. “What if,” I thought, and I pushed him deeper into my mouth so that my lips wrapped around the middle section. It was not an unpleasant sensation even though it didn’t belong there. I pushed him further inside even while my tongue pushed against as though meaning to push him back out. His whole body responded in a way that I needed to hold him by the hips and his behind the way he had earlier held me. I wrapped my tongue around his member where it stretched inside my mouth because he was so bad to me with his tongue where he placed it on and in me.

 

He grew very hard. I was filled with the desire to know how it felt to be filled up inside with something so hard and frankly so hot. Would I have such a chance again? I brought my knees up over his waist the way I had earlier knelt over his face and I brought myself down onto him. I dripped on him I was so prepared for him. I kissed him with my lips below the way I had kissed him earlier with my mouth. His rough hands, strong and demanding, didn’t want to wait for my reticence to ebb, but instead, he grabbed me rudely by the hips and forced me down onto him and we became one. His pole entered me wholly and completely and I nearly fainted and cried out loud enough for the driver to again call through the curtains to see if all was still okay.

 

My man was incapacitated because of me so I answered him this time, “All is okay,” but my voice caught and I sighed and nearly moaned too loud. The man had penetrated me deeply and I rode on him with such desire as I had never known. My body responded to his body as though it wanted to be with him forever. I barely thought or did anything, but my body waved and flipped and milked upon his. I cradled his head in my arms and I kissed the top of his head. I moved on to him like he was my steed and we were riding freely through hilly trails. Under my hips, he responded to me by bucking up into me with strength and power. The carriage bounded us and jostled us and we rode each other in a state of sustained bliss of a kind I thought they talked about in church when describing religious fervor and rapture. I flew like a hawk in circles higher and higher and I held onto my man tighter and tighter, squeezing him no doubt breathlessly to my bosom. It felt so good.

 

I thought I felt the twinges of another one of my petit morts when I felt him grab me too hard and his breath stop and his hips begin to pump against mine roughly and full of conceit and selfishness. I realized he was there too, where I had been earlier, on his tongue. The thought of him about to defile me in that fashion should have made me jump off and it should have made me slap him for taking advantage of a young lady in a carriage far from town. Instead, his urges and needs made me bear down onto him all the harder. He was the one trying to lift me off and I was the one who wanted to bear down harder onto him. He didn’t have a chance and I felt his body under mine go rigid as death and his breath stop and I felt from deep down in my loins a warmth rush into me and then out of me and onto the carriage seat and the floor below us. It was as though his whole manhood filled all his muscles and then fill me and left him drained as a cask.

 

I lifted off him and flopped down beside him and I laughed and he looked at me at first stung but then he laughed with me too. I found a kerchief among my things and I carefully wiped him up and did up his pants for him. I wiped him from between my legs too. When I finished, I looked up at him from my disheveled hair to notice he had fallen asleep. I crawled over his body carefully to not awaken him and I kissed him lightly on his beautiful mouth. I reminded myself I would have to waste no time taking my new husband to bed if I was bound to have this man’s child. Otherwise, my husband might do the math.

 

Still, the carriage bounded and jostled onward. The day stretched long and the shadows grew. In time the man awakened. I shook my head at him as though he’d been so bad, and I stood to stretch my legs and pushed open the black curtain to look across the landscape and take in the purpling sky. I leaned down onto the sill of the opening and gazed into the future that awaited me somewhere out there beyond the next row of hills. I felt a pair of hands land on my behind. I shook my head because I heard about men like him. I pushed my head out the window and rested my face on my arms that dangled over the edge, watching the dirt below us pass by. He pushed my skirts up over my behind exposing me not for the first time. He slapped me harder than he had a right to expect me to accept, but I did. He rubbed me there too as though I was owned in some way in his mind. But I didn’t stop him, I had no energy or will to. In my mind, there was some sort of ownership he had over me, I had to admit.

 

His feet nudged my own apart. I let the black curtain fall down around my shoulders as though what remained inside the carriage was barely me anymore. I felt the head of his member poke and prod me there. I was pleased in a sleepy way that I had made him hard again. I wiggled my behind like a flag to him. He poked again and I needed to reach down and between my legs to find him and aim him. When he touched my area there with his member, he wasted no time pushing past whatever resistance he might find, which was none, if I were telling the truth. He landed inside me with a pounding that sent my head bounding out the opening and my hair all flowing and waving.

 

His strong hands grabbed my hips steadily and hard and he as much as rammed himself into me. My body jolted out the opening. I had to pick my head up and roll back and stretch my back down, I so wanted to contort myself to take him but deeper into me the more he jolted me, hurt me, even. It occurred to me I was one of those women who found a man she could not resist. I worried if I should see him again after I was married next day, would I be able to turn away, or would he assert his prior ownership and would I be compelled by my body if not my mind to open for him, to allow him penetration, and to even grease his pole beforehand to assist him in that if he weren’t already hard. The thought of a man out there who owned me in a way my husband-to-be would never know, while surely meant to fill me with dread and disgust, instead made me feel wetter for my man below, and made me despite myself ram hard back against him where he took me crouched inside that hot rolling carriage.

 

Yes, I rubbed myself. And when his hands reached around the front of my hips, I guided his finger to take over and rub me there. And when he did, I could not stop myself from rubbing my own breasts, so much did I want him to grow more hands. He tugged on my hair and my head rolled back and his hands grabbed my breasts where they hung exposed and free and he squeezed me there enough to make me shriek and cry. Still, he jolted me like a battering ram and it was all too much, and that shuddering and falling up feeling filled me again and I swirled and I gasped. He too, inspired by me, perhaps, also began to lose his rhythm inside me and I felt his body one more time go rigid as a board, and then I felt again warmth run down my legs.

 

When he was finished and fell out, I pulled back inside and I faced him, I dropped my arms around his neck, and we kissed for the first time long and properly. We reached the town the coach was hired for and I lodged at the hotel where my husband-to-be had indicated in his letter to me he had booked my room. It was a nice enough hotel and not above a saloon as so many are and I was grateful for that at least. I didn’t so much as acknowledge my traveling partner when I climbed out so careful was I to avoid wagging tongues in what was destined to be my new home town. I took my lodging and fixed a bath straight away.

 

After I pulled the chair to the open window and gazed down into the dusty street of my new town and watched to see at dusk what sort they were here in this particular crease of mountains. I caught sight of my traveling partner coming out of the saloon across the street with his chest. I saw another man come out with him and I watched with growing curiosity as they approached a stagecoach with four horses tied up there. My man went to the back of the covered wagon and hoisted the chest into the back. The man and he shook hands and then an envelope was exchanged between them. The other man climbed up into the driver’s seat and whipped his horses and shot off into the dark. My man stood watching the stagecoach with his chest shrink down into the horizon with his hands on his hips as though watching his child make his way off into the world. I had to duck when he suddenly turned and made his way directly below me and into the same hotel.

 

I paced around wondering what was in the chest, what was in the envelope, and whether he saw me watching from the window above the street. Momentarily, I heard the heavy clump of boots come up the stairs and down the hallway. They seemed to stop right outside my door and my heart leaped. I heard keys rattle into the door opposite mine and I heard it creak open and close sharply again.

 

I tried to sleep. The next morning I was to meet my new family and in the afternoon, I was to be married to my new husband. But I was tossing and turning and unable to get out of my mind what had transpired that day in the carriage. And I could not stop thinking the man was across the hall. I wasn’t married yet, a voice said to me. I found the paper on the desk and a fountain pen. I wrote, “If you’re educated enough to read this, then you can find me ready enough to have you in my bed where I wait for you. Room number 3 times 4 divided by 2 all plus the number of times you made me lose my mind today.” I stepped out of my door quietly as a mouse and I slipped the note under his door. I rapped on his door and flew back inside mine, closing it rapidly and quietly. I giggled at my game. But I would only reward him if he could read and do maths.

 

I got completely nude in my own bed. I was wondering if he could read and do math and I was wondering if he heard the knock if he was teasing me taking his time, and if it was even him who I heard clomping like a horse down the hall when I didn’t hear a knock on my own door, but just the glass knob twist. How could he have known I was leaving it unlocked for him? But he did. It was dark and he entered and closed the door behind him without me seeing anything. I heard the jangle of belts and boots and the stretch of clothes coming off. I could smell that he had bathed. I was nervous even though what we had done earlier was so fresh in my mind. I could see nothing but I could hear his breath and his feet on my floor as he approached my bed. I felt the rush of cool air as he peeled back the sheets. I was filled momentarily with shame when I realized the man was climbing into my bed as naked as I was, me, a woman about to meet her husband in less than 12 hours.

His hands reached over and as soon as he touched my back, I flew to him and wrapped myself around him and kissed him and pressed against him and rubbed my hands all over his body as though he were a bottle and I wanted my genie out. I felt between his legs and found his member half-awake there. I dove down because I could not wait to have him pump into my mouth again. He grew so hard I wondered if it was even more than during the day. I kissed his neck and his ears and I crawled over his body. He tussled his still wet hair and I tickled his arms and his sides and he touched me on the small of my back, at the base of my neck, and on the sides of my breasts, all in ways that made me yearn.

 

I rose up onto him like one rides a horse. I pressed my hands into his shoulders and he pressed his into my breasts. I threw all the sheets off my back and never felt so free. He galloped beneath me like a wild horse and I stayed on him the way they ride the bulls and he was as strong and powerful as them both. I felt like I needed to tame him, that if the town was going to be his home too, that a woman like me was required to bring him into the fold with manners and respect. But the truth was, it was me who needed the taming — the breaking. I paced madly when I was alone in my room and I was reckless, dashing across the hallway naked and writing notes to strange men. It was in bed after with him all wrapped up with me where I was content, sleepy, and at peace. I wasn’t sure if this was what I needed to be able to stay in this town, but for the time being, I was willing to lie to myself that it was.

 

In the morning I woke up kissing his chest. He rolled me over and pressed himself into me and we made love this time gently and slowly and it was beautiful. When he finished himself in me, I followed him over to his pillow. “What was in that case you guarded with your life?” I asked him, biting his ear and toying with the hairs on his chest.

 

“Money,” he stated flatly.

 

I pondered that a moment and kissed his lips and squeezed his tired, overworked penis. His hands drifted up and down my body in a way that felt matrimonial. I realized the day had come and that it had begun inauspiciously with me in the bed of another man. “Whose?” I asked him. I’d seen him give it to the other man with the stagecoach.

 

“The boss’s,” he gave out to me. He was not a man to spin a yarn or color with details.

 

‘Just money, that’s all?” I kissed his mouth. I wanted him between my legs again, and I knew that that was excessive.

 

“For his wife, he said.” His hands cupped my rear and squeezed and I liked it.

 

“Why do you say that like you don’t believe him?”

 

“He has no wife.”

 

I pondered that a moment. “What does a man need so much money for his wife for?”

 

“Maybe,” the stranger leaned against me and kissed my face, my neck, and my breast, “She’s not his wife yet.”

 

I kissed him back and tousled his hair with my fingers. “How’s that?”

The stranger folded his fingers over his thumb. I shrugged not knowing what he was saying. “Ring,” he laid it out for me.

 

“You carried money for your boss to buy a ring to give his new wife?” I scrunched up my face.

 

“He was in a rush too. He had to have it last night.” We kissed and toyed with each other’s bodies, tracing shapes and edging closer to nether regions.

 

“Why?” I barely whispered. The man’s finger circled my place and it was getting too close for comfort.

 

“I dunno,” he said, touching me there, and entering me a bit.

 

I instinctively reached between his legs and found he had hardened again. I wanted him so badly.

 

“Maybe he’s getting married today,” the man said to me, rolling over on top of me. I squeezed his member and opened my legs. I fitted him into me and he lowered himself, filling me. “Maybe his wife is coming today.” He lifted up and pushed back down into me. “Maybe today he gives her the ring and takes her home.” He raised himself on his hands over me and positively pounded me into the mattress with his powerful hips. I cried out. I wanted all of him in all of me.

 

“How do you know that?” I said to him, my voice broken by the jolts he sent through my light frame.

 

He laid his head on my pillow and ground his hips into mine penetrating me deeply enough to almost hurt. “I’m his best man,” he huffed into my ear. He raised my legs so my feet dangled over his shoulders and pushed into me into places not touched before. “He’s my brother.” He spent himself into me the way he had done so many times in just the 24 hours since I first laid eyes on him and flopped down beside me. “He got all the money. He got all the land. He has the house. He gets the wife. Me?” the stranger rolled up and sat on the edge of the bed. “I get to carry his water for him.”

 

“But you’re brothers,” I said, sitting up beside him and gathering the sheets around me.

 

He nodded staring at the floor. “When our father came back, he said, ‘Which one of you can read?’ We didn’t know what the hell he was talking about. We didn’t even know who he was. He said, ‘It’s time.’ He had been sending momma money to feed us from wherever he was mining. ‘Now,’ he said, ‘no more gravy train. If you can read, I give you the mine. If you can’t, you’re on your own. Nothing.’ Momma pleaded with him. He said to her, ‘It’s always been like that. One wins and one loses. Read your Bible.’”

 

“But you can read,” I said to him.

 

“I’m strong. My brother is weak. He would have died out in the world on his own.”

 

“What happened? What did you do?”

 

“He can’t read,” he said.

 

I leaned down and looked up into his face. “Did you pretend to not be able to read for him?”

“It's an unforgiving land,” he inhaled. “You do what you have to do.” He got up and dressed. I watched him go out the door without turning even to say goodbye.

 

We both realized what had happened from opposite ends of the small churchyard when my eyes fell on the groom’s wedding party at the front, and his eyes fell on the bride who entered the back. His brother smiled at me from the center and he gestured with his hand out to me. He was nothing like his brother. His shoulders were round, his hair was thin, and his hands were effete. The best man would not look at me. I walked up the aisle slowly, my mind racing to the point of becoming feverish. I reached the front and faced my betrothed. The minister came between us. I heard nothing that he said. Over the shoulder of the groom, the best man looked away.

 

When the minister said, “Do you take this man?” I looked down. My groom held my hand but I pulled it back. The minister looked in horror at my groom. My groom’s face took on an expression of dumb confusion. But over his shoulder, his best man finally lifted his face to bring his gaze to mine. And he looked stoic. It was the stoicism of a man who had given up too much.

 

“No,” I said to the minister. “But I do take that man,” I said, pointing over my groom’s shoulder to his best man. A hushed mumble flowed out over the crowd gathered.

 

“I’m sorry?” the minister was befuddled.

 

“I said, I take his brother.”

 

My erstwhile husband spat and spun around to screw up his face at his brother. “Him?!” He looked back at me as though I had said something sick. “He’s too dumb to even talk! He can’t even read!” He cast his gaze around the crowd showing his disgust and utter rejection of the very notion. He looked back at the minister and gestured for him to get on with it.

 

“That’s the man I want to marry today,” I announced again. I stepped past his brother and walked up to my man. I took his hands in my hands and I said to the minister, “You can carry on, we’re ready.”




Once a Cheater

 

Maria Fell

 

I had to close an eye to focus on the time on my phone. 2:17 AM. I went

to bed alone two hours earlier. Noelle said she was coming up too “in a

minute,” and that she’d just see Jacques to the door. But still her side of the

bed was empty, cold, and undisturbed. My immediate reaction was worry.

 

I felt my way down the hallway and took the stairs slow and carefully

— I was still half asleep. None of the lights were on. I peered into the den.

Nobody there. On a whim, I went to the front window in my office and

peered out. That was strange: Jacques car was still there. I put my face up to

the glass and squinted. There was movement inside his car.

 

I went to the front door, opened it, and flicked on the porch light. I had

no idea what was going on — was he having a heart attack? As soon as the

light went on, Noelle looked out the passenger window at me looking

shocked. I also saw a lot of movement like people putting on things. Noelle

came out still straightening herself and patting down her hair.

 

“Hey Rob,” she said and she chuckled like a guilty person.

 

“What’s going on? It’s almost 2:30.”

 

“We were just talking,” she quickly replied. “He had to talk to me about

something.”

 

Jacques got out of the car and said from the side by his door, “Hey Rob,

just going.”

 

I waved but I was confused. Noelle took me by the arm and started

pushing me back inside. “It’s nothing. He had to talk about a problem. We

didn’t want to wake you.”

We went to bed and I almost forgot about it. A week later, he was over

again. Jacques was “an old friend,” a name I always heard attached to just

about all Noelle’s old college stories. By the sounds of things, I had always

suspected there was a tad more than mere friendship involved, but

whenever I probed with Noelle, she dismissed me and shook her head

laughing like nothing could be more ridiculous than the idea of her and

Jacques.

 

And yet, private message to her account came three weeks earlier from

Jacques and she had been climbing the walls with anticipation ever since.

She didn’t even tell me who it was at first, it took me prodding her till she

admitted an old friend was coming to town, and finally, that it was this

Jacques.

 

I would have ignored things except she began to show serious signals

that this was not any ordinary old friend. First thing was the new packages

arriving from online shopping. I made the terrible mistake of opening one

of her packages and pulled out a long slinky shimmering red thing full of

thin straps that she snatched out of my hands with a beet red face.

 

More packages arrived that I left alone. She started putting on a lot more

make-up too — after spending hours in the bathroom playing instructional

Youtubes. She’d come out and ask me, holding her face up close to me,

“Does this look nice or is it too much?”

 

“For who?” I asked.

 

She only laughed and retreated back into the bathroom. She showed me

some of the things she ordered, but only to get my opinion, not for my

benefit. A new set of panties and bra arrived that she modelled for me, but

very dispassionately. It was clearly a design, all black and red and full of

bows, that was meant to be seen and enjoyed by a partner, but the way she

showed it to me, it felt like my opinion was just one consideration. Then

she came home with her hair done. I could not deny that she looked incredibly hot. But when I told her, she only said, “Thank you,” as though I

were a colleague.

 

The afternoon this Jacque got to town, she was acting like a wolf in a

kennel the way she paced and breathed. We were having him over for

dinner. We’d had lots of people over for dinner — we did it as a habit. But

never did I see Noelle act the way she acted on this afternoon. She was

usually confident in hers and my ability to put on a nice dinner and have the

right music and wine and so forth. But on this occasion, she was changing

the music every five minutes, couldn’t decide on dessert, and changed

clothes a million times. When there was a knock at our door, I thought she

was going to pee herself.

 

When Jacques came in, she was overly effusive about introducing me

and kept repeating that I was her husband. But much as she mentioned me,

her eyes did not stray from this Jacques. I could understand why. He was

tall, fit, had a square jaw, and an easy going manner that nobody could not

like. He treated me as much like an old friend as he treated Noelle. The

difference was, I responded in kind while Noelle was wetting herself every

time he looked and smiled at her. I knew she blushed sometimes when

nervous and singled out. Over our dinner at home, she was poking her top

lip with her tongue, she was vibrating in her chair, and she was looking

down and blushing like she was being flayed open alive.

 

We went to the den to enjoy some cognac after the meal and settled into

the couches and relaxed and talked. I noted that Jacques watched Noelle

closely every time she got up to refresh drinks or change the music, and I

also noted that got up a lot. Finally, around midnight, I tried to wrap things

up saying it was time for my bed. Noelle agreed and said she would say

goodnight to Jacques and be up. Only she wasn’t.

 

Now he was over again. I gathered that he was living in a hotel and was

in town for “longer than expected” and needed to “pick” Noelle’s brain over

a project he was working on. “Oh, confidential, you understand. Can’t

divulge.” Jacques was a lawyer, but not a court lawyer. He did mysterious

research work for companies of some kind. Noelle had done a degree in anthropology. There were implications that some research project required

her expertise, though what it could possibly be, I had no inkling.

 

“We’re just going to work in the den,” Noelle said, “if you’re okay with

that?” she ended with a question, which I understood to mean that I wasn’t

invited.

 

“Yeah no problem,” I said, busying myself cleaning up the kitchen. She

took the extraordinary step of closing the den door that had probably not

been closed since we moved in. Just as she brought it closed, she peeped

out and said, “It’s for your safety — he says. Nobody can hear, best that you

don’t, he says,” she smiled sheepishly and shrugged. She snapped the

handled closed.

 

I brought my laptop to the kitchen and watched a show at the counter.

Noelle came out and, closing the door tight behind her before I could see in,

asked if I knew where the cognac was. It was an odd question because it

was exactly where she’d put it last time we had it out. But there was

something in her voice that made it seem as though she came for something

else and covered that up by making up a question about cognac on the spot.

 

It’s in the cabinet over by the fridge,” I said.

 

“Oh yeah,” she said, laughing at herself and she raised her eyebrows.

 

“You might need glasses,” I said when she reached the door.

 

She stopped as though struck by the thought and then caught herself,

said, “Of course!” and took them from me when I handed them to her. She

slipped back inside the door awkwardly ensuring I wasn’t to see anything

inside. I did notice though that the lights were way down, which struck me

as odd for two people engaged in research work.

 

She back out a little later. “Oh!” she said stopping in her tracks. “You’re

still up,” she said.

“Watching shows,” I pointed at my laptop.

 

“You should probably call it a night,” she nodded to me.

 

“Why’s that?”

 

“Oh, we’re going to be a bit longer here, got a lot to get through.”

 

“Maybe I can help,” I offered.

 

She laughed in a blurt as though what I said was patently absurd. She

caught herself and said, “That would be nice, but we can’t, it’s got to be

private.”

 

I nodded.

 

“But really, don’t wait up, we’ll get done some time.”

 

“I don’t mind,” I said.

 

“No really,” she said, “I’d like it better if you weren’t out here.”

 

I looked at her a long time. She smiled and tiptoed to me and kissed the

tip of my nose. She whispered, “Really, it would be better. Okay?”

 

“When do you think you’ll be coming up?” I asked.

 

She shook her head like that was the biggest mystery in the universe.

“No way to know!” she shrugged in a big exaggerated “search me!” motion.

 

I went to bed.

 

It was hard to fall asleep and I rolled and rolled and finally checked the

time. It was almost 2 in the morning and she wasn’t up yet. I crept down the

stairs. I could see in the dark kitchen that the door to the den was still closed

and that dim light came from under it. I snuck down the hallway and checked the driveway. Jacques car was still there — and this time, no one

was inside.

 

I went back to the other side of the kitchen. I wasn’t the type to listen

through a door. But I could hear light music playing, and no voices. I

paused and listened hard. The silence was pierced by a brief shriek and a

couple giggles. I heard then the low murmuring of two voices trying to be

very quiet. I crept closer to the den door. Whatever they were talking about,

it was evidently funny. Their conversation was excited and punctuated by

stifled giggles. I leaned over the counter and tried to focus on what I could

pick up but I couldn’t hear any words. Just when I got closer to the door, the

talking and laughing stopped. I made ready to dash on tip toes back through

the kitchen and up the stairs if I heard anything coming across the den floor

toward the door. But there was no sound at all.

 

This went on for several minutes. I grew feverish with curiosity. I drew

closer and closer to the back of the closed door. Then I heard what could

have been a sigh. It was single and it was high pitched and more breath than

voice. After a few minutes I even began to doubt that I heard anything at all

and thought I should just go back up to bed. But then I heard it again — and

a second one right after. Still there was no talking, just light music, and now

repeated high-pitched breath-filled sighs.

 

I pondered what I was hearing. I looked at the sliver of light coming

under the door and decided there would be nothing to see if a person were

to try and look. But still, the sound of someone — and if I knew my wife’s

sounds that someone was my wife — breathing hard and faster was

unmistakable. Just when I thought I was hearing something in the music, I

heard a toned moan. This was followed by a male voice and Noelle’s

giggle.

 

They began talking again and then I heard shuffling. Before I knew it,

the shuffling turned into steps across the carpet and I dashed as fast and

light as I could through the kitchen and round the wall and onto the stairs. I

heard the den door open and both of Jacques’ and Noelle’s low murmuring

voices. I crept up the steps as quietly as I could. I heard them giggling and I heard Noelle creak on the lower steps — she didn’t know how to go around

the step that creaked. I dashed into the bedroom and under the blankets. She

crept into the door and I shut my eyes almost all the way. She didn’t come

in as I thought she was doing, but only stared a long time through the open

door.

 

I also didn’t hear the car start and leave. After a few moments, the

bedroom door was closed — we hardly ever closed it — and I could hear

Noelle creeping down the stairs again. I got up and crept down the hallway

myself. I could hear them talking in low whispers in the kitchen. I slipped

down the steps to the bottom and listened. Again, I could not make out the

words, but I could hear muffled giggles and then light, small smacking

sounds. I was wondering if maybe they were getting some food out. But

then I heard a moan — a moan that was definitely Noelle’s. I knew it was

dark at the staircase and that if I was careful, I could crouch down new the

floor and peek without being seen.

 

What I saw blew me away: Noelle was cradling Jacques elbows in her

hands. They were pressed together. And their faces were swarming each

other’s — they were kissing. I watched as Noelle stepped backward and

pulled Jacques with her through the den door, and I saw her close it with her

foot. I waited a few moments then went back to the den door myself and

listened. Again there was talking, but again it stopped and then a few

moments later, there was that sound of kissing again. This was followed by

the breathing sounds that occasionally rose in urgency into slightly voiced

moans and sighs.

 

I went to bed. I don’t mind saying though that I jerked off. I hated it, but

the thought of my wife playing around with Jacques, no matter how much I

hated it, made me erect as hell. I had to jerk off just to get to sleep. I wasn’t

sure but it seemed to me the bedroom door was opened again and she

peeked at me again too but then withdrew and closed it. I glanced at the

clock. It was 3:30.

 

She was in bed when I got up at 5:30 for work. When I got home that

afternoon, Jacques car was already in the driveway. I didn’t know he was coming back again. I came in to the kitchen. Jacques was in my apron

cooking something incredible smelling at the stove. Noelle came to me all

full of hugs and kisses to say, “Isn’t it wonderful? Jacques is going to share

some of his cooking with us! He takes courses in Paris!”

 

Is that so, I muttered. I opened the fridge to get a beer but couldn’t see it

for all the items in the way. “What the hell?” I said.

 

“Oh, Jacques and me went shopping today. Sorry, you’re beer is here,”

she said, pointing to the warming cans on the floor beside the fridge. “He

showed me so much about food to buy and how to buy it!”

 

“Oh that’s really interesting,” I said.

 

“We’ve been making, what is it Jacques? What do you call it?”

 

“Cotelletes d’agneau au romarin avec pimentons et menthe,” he said

with flair.

 

He held a spoon up for me to taste and indeed it was incredible. “That’s

pretty good,” I said. Noelle swooned like she’d been impaled. I knew her

enough to know when she was acting horny, and she was pretty much

dripping as far as I could tell. She also patted his waist as he busied himself

over the stove and then she couldn’t help herself but patted his ass too. She

didn’t know that I saw because me face was down at my phone. But she

blushed again.

 

“This part of the research too?” I said.

 

Jacques turned around and smiled like a devil at me and said, “Oh, en

garde!” and he laughed deep and heartily.

 

“Just enjoying getting caught up with an old friend, honey,” Noelle

explained, even though I hadn’t asked that.

After eating, which was in fact the best meal ever, we retired to the den

again and I sat in the middle of the couch and wondered whether things had

happened there.

 

“Oh hey,” honey, Noelle began. “You know how we have the spare suite

downstairs?”

 

When we bought the place, it was purpose built with a b’n’b ready to go

on the lower floor. It was a nice place — it opened French door style onto

the pool patio. I looked at Noelle and nodded.

 

“Jacques is paying the hotel downtown anyway, it’s all expensed for

him, he could just as easily pay us, I mean, why not, right?”

 

I had a lot of reasons why not, none of which I could figure out how to

say without crassly putting my eavesdropping out on the table.

 

“If it’s trouble, no worries,” Jacques assured me with a firm nod.

 

Noelle patted his thigh and said to him, “I don’t see why not, do you see

why not?” looking at me. But I noticed that after patting him there, her hand

stayed there, resting on his thigh. I looked at her and though she probably

wasn’t aware, I saw in the corner of my sight her thumb and finger twist in

the fabric of Jacques pants. She really wanted him to stay.

 

“How long?” I said, knowing as soon as I said it, I opened the door.

 

“No saying,” Jacques said. “Big project, I am consultant, so, they hire

me until they are done with me.” He laughed and I was so disarmed by his

charm, I nodded without thinking. Noelle spun around and threw her arms

around Jacques neck and hugged him sitting on the couch tightly and cooed

against him. She even shrieked. It was like a young girl who thinks she

fooled an grownup into agreeing to her nefarious plan.

 

I said, “When do you want to start?”

Jacques and Noelle both laughed. I wasn’t in on the joke until I saw in

the corner by the stairs down a large black bag. He had already brought his

things.

 

“Just going to get him settled,” Noelle said, and she and Jacques went

down. He went as though he was already familiar with the way. About 30

minutes later, Noelle came back up and sat watching a show but not without

taking her eyes off her phone for a second texting away like a kid.

 

I said I was going to bed and she said she was too, but that she would

just “go down and check on our guest, make sure he’s okay and has

everything.”

 

I said, “I’m sure he’s find.”

 

She looked at me and tilted her head. She said, “I know. Just going to . .

.” and she trailed off. “Just going to see him,” she said. She put it like she

was telling me something that I might already know. I shook my head and

waved my hand in dismissal and slogged upstairs. I could hear the door

closing and the stairs down creaking.

 

I stayed up reading about an hour. My suspicions were killing me and I

couldn’t fall asleep. I crept out the bedroom and down the stairs. There was

no sign of her. I went to top of the stairs to the lower level. Like the den

door, I could see light escaping from underneath. I carefully went down. At

the door to the suite I cocked my head and listened. There were no voices,

just quiet music again. I went crazy with suspicion.

 

I crept back upstairs and slipped out the den patio door. There was a

small set of steps to the pool patio and lots of shrubs in pots everywhere

that obscured the shadows. I skulked around until I could see the French

doors into the suite. The curtains were parted at the bottom a couple of

inches. I looked around. It was private enough. But I didn’t feel good at all

about crawling on my hands and knees on my own pool patio sneaking up

to a window to peak at my wife.

I am not sure if am glad I did or if I wish I didn’t. The curtains in the

French door were parted about three inches on the bottom half. When I

could down to my hands and knees I could see nearly the whole living room

inside, including the couch. I moved up closer and pressed my face close to

the glass. What I saw made my gut empty and my head spin. Noelle, though

dressed, was straddling Jacques lap and tugging on his tie and they were

both laughing lightly. Jacques hands were on her bared thighs where her

skirt had hiked up nearly to her waist. She tugged again on his tie and

leaned down to kiss him. But it wasn’t a kiss of friends. It was long and

serious. And Jacques hands crept up her thighs to places he shouldn’t have

been going — and where Noelle should have stopped him. But instead I

saw her press her body more tightly against him. She rose up and shoved

her breasts into his face. I watched him pull at the bottom of her blouse and

she collapsed her shoulders and let him lift it off her. Underneath she was

wearing one of her new and expensive bras that she checked with me. Yes, I

had told her it was the hottest of anything she had recently bought. She

smiled with excitement and I thought it was odd I never saw her in it after

that. I now saw why. Jacques was marveling at it too, and handling it in his

hands. She pressed herself harder against him by arching her back when he

rubbed her breasts. She seemed stimulated.

 

I sat back on the ground and pulled my knees up to my chest and

rocked. A man was clearly having his way with my wife inside my own

house. Those sounds I heard earlier from the den could only have been one

thing. Even the scene in the car that I had interrupted now, in retrospect,

was as I had most feared. I pulled myself up still sitting on the cement

closer to the door again and could easily see inside sitting and watching.

For the next two hours I saw my wife stand and undress for Jacques, I saw

her undress him too, and I saw him take her from behind leaned over the

back of the couch, I saw him pound her into the cushions between her

upthrust legs, and I saw her ride him both facing him and turned facing

away. I saw two lovers fuck each other in every imaginable way. When he

flagged, I saw her eagerly go down on him to suck him back up to full mast.

When she tired, I saw him go down between her legs and out on the patio I

could hear her poor attempts to stifle her howls when she orgasmed. I saw her fuck him hard and deep and I could even see when he came inside her

and his come gush from between her legs.

 

One evening a few days after he moved in, we were again hanging out

in the den after another fabulous meal. Noelle went to get drinks and when

she came back, Jacques playfully grabbed her by the waist and she

whooped and hollered when he nearly made her spill. But he wrapped his

arm around her waist and though she made a feeble show of struggling

against him, she let herself fall down into his lap. He turned his attention to

the screen as did Noelle, even though she was still held awkwardly by him

half on his lap. I was on the other large couch where she earlier had been

sitting. He said, “Look!” when something interesting came on the screen —

we were watching nature docs — and she squirmed to twist herself around

to see better, but she didn’t get off his lap. His hand supported her at her

waist. She turned and seemed to nestle comfortably into his embrace.

 

I was trying to both look away and stare uncomfortably at what I was

seeing. Granted the lights were low but Noelle, my wife, was letting herself

be held in his lap and wasn’t struggling to get back to where she belonged,

beside me. Jacques had come up after showering and was wearing a robe. I

had assumed he had on something under that too. Noelle was also in a robe.

She had showered herself and liked wearing robes around  — but only

when she and I were home. I said something but she said, “oh it’s only

Jacques, really now!”

 

Now she giggled in his lap and his hand slowly and softly dragged up

and down where the robe had fallen from her thigh. I cleared my throat but

I was ignored. “Look, look!” Jacques said emphatically, and she protested

with a laugh that she was looking, but I peeked and could see that he was

pulling a silly trick and slipping his hand inside the top of her robe. The

shadows were obscuring and I could really only see when a daytime scene

came on the screen showering the room in light, but it appears his hand was

inside her top rubbing her breast. Noelle had been struggling but stopped.

She seemed now to be rolling in his lap and covering his hand with her robe

to hide it, not remove it.

I offered to get drink refills and they both accepted but didn’t shift. I

went out to the bar and by the time I came back in, Noelle had twisted and

contorted around so that she was facing Jacques and he was leaning over so

that they were, as near as I could see in the dark, kissing. We had had quite

a few drinks each by then. When I approached and slammed down the

glasses on the table she only half rose from his face as though in a daze. She

picked a glass up and tipped it not to her lips but to his, and she spilled it on

his chest and laughed and said, “sorry baby!” and then proceeded to lick it

off his bared skin.

 

I sat down and pondered what to do. Noelle didn’t stop licking his chest

even after surely all the spilled drink was lapped up. His hand also didn’t

stop rubbing her inside her top. In fact, his other hand began sliding inside

her robe too further down. I was appalled and alarmed but Noelle didn’t

seem to notice or care. Her robe began to fall from her shoulders. I looked

away with embarrassment and wanted to shout or scream but I also wasn’t

sure what was really going on and I didn’t want to necessarily stop things

then and there.

 

“Honey,” she said, rolling her head over to face me upside down.

Jacques held her nearly naked body against his. “Do you think it’s time for

bed yet?”

 

“I do,” I said in protest.

 

She only bit her lip and made no move to get off Jacques’ lap. Jacques

must have touched her someplace because she cooed and leapt and

pretended to slap him and giggled. She said again, “Honey, probably time

for bed, don’t you think?”

 

I said, “I do think, yes.” I was trying to tell her that it was time for her to

go to bed too, but she didn’t seem to understand.

 

“I don’t think you want to stay down here,” she said in a breathy voice

and I saw her eyes close. Just then the screen lit up and I could see that her

robe had completely fallen to the floor and that my wife was fully naked sprawled in the lap of the man and that his hand was over her pussy and

moving rhythmically.

 

“Are you coming up with me?” I said firmly.

 

She took a long time to answer before she sighed and chirped when he

pushed a finger into her. She said, “I think I’m going to be sleeping

downstairs tonight honey.” Her breasts were fully visible standing up

against the screen light. Her nipples were erect and Jacques was rubbing

them. I saw her elbows fidget and she laughed and pretended to be

frustrated until I saw her squirm and then grab his dick that became visible

below her.

 

“I think you should come upstairs with me now.” I was trying to be firm.

 

“I think Noelle is going to be with me tonight, buddy,” Jacques said. She

squirmed some more and brought herself up so that she was sitting in his

lap facing him. She cradled his head and stroked his hair and leaned in to

kiss him.

 

She moaned inside their kiss before pulling away and flopping her head

over toward me. She bit her lip and said, “Honey, I’m really sorry, but,” and

she didn’t finish because he had leaned forward to suck and bite her breast.

She squealed and pleaded for him to stop but also cradled his head against

her chest. “I’m sorry, honey,” she said again before moaning against

Jacques and pressing her body harder against his.

 

Jacques stood up and Noelle clung to him, wrapping her legs around his

waist and her arms around his neck. She whooped again and buried her face

in his neck.

 

“Noelle,” I said. I stood up and blocked Jacques’ path. I reached out and

tried to pull her arm off his neck.

 

She leaned back still hanging from him and with her head upside down

under my face, hanging naked from Jacques also naked body, she said, “I’ll put music on so you don’t hear too much.”

 

“Noelle!” I said again. But she had buried her face in his neck again and

he took my wife downstairs and closed the door.

 

I paced and banged my head in the doorjamb. I tried to think but my

head swam with images and sounds. I realized that not all of it was in my

head. I could hear my wife downstairs having wild sex with her “old

friend.” I went down to put a stop to it, to make my stand. I flung the door

open and stood and stared. On the kitchen counter right inside the door my

wife was naked on the edge and Jacques’ ass, close enough to bump into

me, was pounding between her spread out and up-stretched legs.

 

With each thrust of his hard, slick cock, she cried out as though cut. She

clenched her eyes and reached out to grab Jacques waist but instead caught

my hand where I was about to pull the man out of my wife’s cunt. She

squeezed my hand so hard I thought she was going to break a finger. I had

never seen her so far gone with sexual passion. She wouldn’t let my finger

go. It occurred to me she might not know I had come in and she might think

she was squeezing his finger. Her nails dug into my skin. Her whole body

jolted with his hard fucking.

 

Jacques noticed me holding my wife’s hand and also saw that my cock

was out and was erect. I had opened my pants when I was came down the

stairs. I had been jerking myself at the doorway watching Jacques slay my

wife. He laughed at me and pulled his huge cock, all wet and slimy with my

wife’s cunt juice, out and he said, “Go for it buddy,” and he laughed a

hearty laugh.

 

I was confused but Jacques pressed me in the small of my back till my

cock touched my wife’s engorged and sopping wet slit. She opened her eyes

and noticed me and she closed her legs and covered her pussy with her

hand. “No!” she said.

 

“But he is your husband!” Jacques laughed.

She turned to her side and clamped her legs tight. “No!” she repeated

and she laughed. Jacques pressed her legs until she relented and she opened

finally in front of me and bit the side of her finger. I had never seen her look

so sexy and hot as she did then and there, spread on the counter panting in

heat with her pussy glistening. She lowered her knees and Jacques aimed

my cock into her lips. I entered her and found her enflamed she was so hot

inside. But fuck her as hard as I could, she only looked at Jacques with

sympathy on her face and bit her lip at him.

 

He pulled her aside and readied himself again in front of her. Without

even touching her, she transformed again into a squirming squealing beast.

When he entered her, she arched off the counter and grabbed at anything

she could reach. She seemed orgasmic with Jacques inside her. He barely

moved against her and she became moaning and crying. He pulled out and

her whole body groped for him. He entered her again and she sighed and

gasped like it was a first time.

 

I went and collapsed on the couch. Jacques fucked her and made her

orgasm. They laughed and raided the fridge and fed each other food and

drink. They knew I was there the whole time. When they were satiated, she

lead Jacques through to the bedroom. She looked over her shoulder at me as

she passed through the doorway and said, “Going to be probably pretty

noisy down here, if you want to go up instead.”

 

About ten minutes later Jacques came out still naked and he sat beside

me. He had his wallet out. He said, “She don’t like it too much with you

here, how about some fuck off money to go find a hotel or something?” He

peeled off a thousand dollars and held it out for me. I started at the cash and

looked back at him. He said, “Seriously, buddy. She’s fucking hot and

ready, need you to get lost.” He peeled off another thousand.

 

I texted from the hotel the next day around noon. I said, “Can I come,

can we talk?”

 

It took a long time for her to answer. She wrote, “Me and Jacques will

be out. Need you to hire movers and take what you want. Jacques says no matter the cost. He says he’s got you covered.”

 

I wrote back and said, “We need to talk Noelle!”

 

The next message I got back said, “This is Jacques. How about you tell

me your account number at your bank. If you come and get what you want

out of here by 8 tonight, there’ll be a cool 2 million buddy waiting for you.

That’s for the house, contents, whatever, and Noelle too. Think about it.”

 

I knew he made a lot of money, he owned some French online thing and

2 million for him was a hundred bucks to most other people. But I also

couldn’t stare down the meaning of 2 million for me. I went through it in

my mind. My half of the house would be half a million — minus half the

mortgage. I already lost Noelle, it was just not a long-established fact in my

mind yet. Contents? What did I need with anything there with 2 mil in my

pocket? I thought about fighting him. I thought about arguing with her. I

thought about making it all as difficult as I could for the cheater and her

rich and powerful boyfriend. But then another text came. “3 million buddy.

That’s pretty good get lost money.”

 

I texted back. “I’ll take it.” I pulled out my card and texted him my

account info. I tried to cry when I sat at the nearby bar checking my account

online every few moments, but I couldn’t find the tears. Every time I

thought of losing Noelle, all I could think of was how she gripped my finger

in orgasmic flight with Jacques cock pounding into her. All my feelings

lifted away though when I saw finally the account pop up with more digits

than I’d ever seen. I stared a long time at it: “3,017,254.”

 

“Holy shit,” I muttered and I swallowed. I texted back. “Got it.”

 

A moment later, Noelle texted me. “He came back for me like he said he

would. It was always going to happen. He already owned me. You played it

right to take his money — it was going to happen whether you did or not.”

 

I stared at that and then back at my account because I still couldn’t

believe it. Another text came. “Thank you for everything honey. Bye.”

I didn’t say “bye” back but I did down my drink and leave the bar, and

the city, with a smile on my face.




I’m Not A Cheater!

 

Evie Love

 

Yes, I went up to his room. But no, I didn’t go up alone with him, and as if!

Toni was with me the whole time, and one of Ford’s teammates too. So

there was that, only the other guy and Toni went to check out his hotel room

— he had a better view, he said. Ford always travelled with a very good

Bluetooth speaker he said and his tunes did sound really good in the room

so we put on Netflix without the sound and we had some drinks and the

chairs were kind of uncomfortable so we ended up on the bed. I really

thought Toni and the other guy were coming right back, I honestly did.

 

I told Ford I was married and that I didn’t want to have sex with him —

I was pretty straight up with him about that right from the start, even when

we were leaving the club together. So when we laid down on his bed, it was

just to sort of, you know, make out a bit, sure I admit to that, but only a

little bit. Because making out is not cheating! It’s not nice to Eli, of course,

but it’s hardly cheating of the full-on “Hey look at me, I’m cheating on my

husband!” kind of cheating! Because one thing I need to state right up front

is: I am not that cheater. It’s not cheating if you didn’t intend to or mean to,

or if things sort of happened or whatever. It was a mistake, okay? I own

that. My bad. The first time anyway . . . .

 

We propped ourselves up on the pillows and he just sort of slowly

turned his head and he made me laugh with a goofy look on his face and it

was like they gave him a thousand pillows so it was really nice on the bed.

If a guy makes me laugh, I kind of think it’s not really on me what happens.

I know that sounds bad, but okay, I was bad. Is that what I should have said

at the top? Semantics.

 

“Let me kiss you,” he just suddenly said. Well, he was saying it all night

even in the club, as if I would do it there, but we started watching something and it got really quiet and it didn’t look like Toni and the guy

were coming back anytime soon and you know how things feel all sort of

electrified when you’re alone and it’s quiet? But he didn’t say it like a guy

asking, he said it like a guy telling me what was going to go down.

 

I was a good girl though, I really was! “I’m married, so no, and

secondly, how dare you!” I said back to him. I even bugged my eyes out at

him, he was so being the cheater! But I knew I was going to! His lips and

his mouth. I was doomed. Come on!

 

“It’s just a kiss, like at a wedding. What, you wouldn’t even kiss me at a

wedding?”

 

I rolled my eyes. “It’s hardly a wedding. But if it means so much to you,

I’ll close my eyes and you get to have three seconds.”

 

I got out my phone and set my timer. We laughed a lot and he was a very

big and strong guy but really gentle, you know? And cute. He was a pretty

nice and considerate guy for a pro athlete the way he wasn’t pushing me at

all, even though I told him I couldn’t do it and why. And anyway, when my

husband got back from his tour — he was on his Coast Guard ship for a

four week sail — he’d probably be stoked about who I was talking with at

the club. So I gave Ford three seconds. I don’t think Eli would be quite as

stoked if I told him I went to his hotel room, laid on his bed and made out

with him, even if it was for like just three seconds. But what was I supposed

to do? Ford was so nice about it all.

 

That little devil, though, took a lot more than three seconds with me.

When he finally stopped kissing me, I told him that that wasn’t what we

agreed to. “That was more like three minutes, Ford,” I bit my lip and

watched his mouth. Yes, he affected me, of course. I’m not some

automaton.

 

“You didn’t tap my shoulder when time was up.”

 

“I wasn’t able to.”

“Why not?” he asked.

 

I didn’t have a good answer. He was a devil and I let him know that by

squinting my eyes at him and pinching his skin on his leg — inside thigh.

“I’m not going to have sex with you,” I told him again. “So just put it back

in your pants.” I slapped (lightly) at his crotch to give him the message loud

and clear. Of course he was erect in there, but most guys would be lying on

a bed with a girl like me, I like to think, so that was hardly his fault.

 

“Then it’s safe I guess to just take your top off,” he said.

 

“You wouldn’t be able to restrain yourself,” I told him and I crossed my

arms over my chest.

 

“Of course I could, I bet you!”

 

He shook my hand before I knew what we were betting on. I tried to

argue, I really did, but he was insistent. So I had to take my top off, didn’t I.

I was wearing underneath a pretty, nearly-neon pink bandage-style bra that I

really liked. I gave him the look of someone who was pleading with a man

to make her able to trust him. “No touching now,” I almost whispered.

 

“What if I fail?”

 

“Then I win,” I said. “Breakfast,” I moaned because he was already all

over me with his big huge hands and I just realized how I had been duped.

“But even if,” I said low and menacingly, “we’re not having sex,” I pretty

much had to moan.

 

He got up and said he had to go to the bathroom, then a few moments

later, he poked his head out to say he was going to have a quick shower. I

thought that was an odd thing to do on a date, if it was a date, which it

wasn’t, because I’m married and I’m not a cheater as I keep saying. But the

very upsetting thing he did after that was stroll out of the bathroom

completely naked, meandering toward the bed watching the show like it was nothing at all. I looked away and gasped and shrieked but he was all,

“What, wassa matter?” and just climbed back on the bed. I covered my eyes

and threw the sheet over him.

 

“Oh sorry, I’m just so used to it in the locker room.”

 

“There’s a girl here!” I said gesturing to my body in his bed with him.

 

“Yeah, there’s girl reporters in the locker room too.”

 

I could only shake my head.

 

“Get under with me,” he said.

 

“I hardly think so.”

 

“It’s considered rude among my people not to.”

 

That was funny enough that I decided it would be okay for a little to get

under with him, but in a few moments it was too warm with my jeans on, so

I told him, “Don’t get any funny ideas, I’m just hot under the blanket,” and

I deftly got my jeans off and threw them out the side of the bed. I had

matching hot-pink wrap-style panties on, but he wasn’t going to see them

because we weren’t planning on having sex and they weren’t going to come

off.

 

I guess when he leaned his face over the way he was lying on the

pillows all relaxed like a king with his arm folded under his head I had to

kiss him again because he was going to ask again and then I’d have to say

no and then he’d say something funny and I’d give in naturally, so if that’s

where it was going, why bother fighting it? So we made out like that and if

truth be told it was nice. I might have dropped my hand on his waist or hip

or whatever under the sheet and if I scratched him and scrunched my

fingernails in his skin it was probably because I mean who wouldn’t, it was

the very hard body of a pro athlete and this wasn’t an everyday occurrence.

But fuck it was hot.

He had lost the bet right away (I win again!) and I tried to say no when

he began to fumble with the clasps at the back of my bra but he was a little

bit better than other guys at that and I didn’t have a chance, did I, to break

off our kissing to tell him to stop. “No touching,” I managed to repeat but

he totally ignored me. I guess I was also thinking that it was a little unfair to

him to make him stop now. My boobs are big and beautiful, there, I said it.

What he didn’t know was that they’re also frustratingly sensitive and this

fact has gotten me in trouble before. Touching my bare boobs and nipples

stimulates me a lot. That’s why I tried to insist on no touching, but you try

telling him that!

 

He pulled the sheets down to my waist and admired my chest and I liked

that, what girl wouldn’t? So because he was being such a gentleman about

it, when he leaned down to kiss and, I guess, to suck on my nipples, I tried

to push his face with my hands on his cheeks but I didn’t push that hard. It

was more a message to him to be gentle if it was going to happen after all.

While he squeezed and sucked and licked me there, I had to think about

other things. Like, knowing he was making me very wet (and I was already

wet coming up there with him), and knowing that when I get like that, I

kind of sort of lose my sense of good judgement, I had to think hard about

cheating, being married, Eli, vows, and what a girl is supposed to do and

not supposed to do, and who would know, and how anyone might find out.

Not being a cheater, I wasn’t very good at figuring all that math out. The

rule about not fucking another man had a lot of nuance and subtly to it,

when you got right down to it. It seemed like a real grey area to me at that

moment.

 

Just to see if that’s what he was thinking about too, I reached down

below his stomach where he leaned over me. What a hard stomach, it was

so amazing! But below that, you know what I found, and yes, it was, um,

ready. And kind of big. Okay, not kind of, really big. I couldn’t wrap my

hand and fingers all the way around it. I kicked the sheet off him and

propped up on my pillows to get a better look at it in case I was stroking his

forearm or something. But no, his penis was . . . I guess magnificent is the

word that came to my lips.

He ignored what I was doing to him which I thought was nice of him

too. He let me squeeze it and stroke it and sort of get to know it and get

comfortable with it. That turned out to be a good thing, given what came

later. He was also kissing my stomach and then lower too. He tugged at the

waist band of my panties and I said a firm “No!” but I also chuckled

because I knew and he knew that he was going to sweet talk those off me

too, so I said, “Okay, but we’re not having sex!” I helped him by raising

myself up on my shoulders and my heels and then I enjoyed sticking my

legs straight up in the air so he had to kneel straight up on the bed to get

them off my very toes that I curled to make it as hard for him as possible to

get my panties off. Boys like it when you’re hard to get like that.

 

I pulled the sheet over me but he pulled it away and I said, “Hey!” but

he also looked admiringly at my body and that kind of thing makes a girl

relax, doesn’t it. Besides, I had trimmed and shaved to a tiny airstrip of a

blonde puff down there. I had I think a very pretty pussy. I kept my legs

pressed together and pulled sheets up around my neck and even over my

face because he was embarrassing me looking and then touching me all

over down there. Being alone under the sheet when things got quiet again

and when I felt instead of saw that he replaced his exploring fingers with

his wet tongue moving all over except there-there, I had a moment to reflect

on where we were and what it would have looked like to someone walking

in. He was naked, like totally. And beautiful. And I guess I was naked too,

unless you count a tiny gold chain around my stomach as something. I

marveled and wanted to say something to him about how fascinating it was

that all of our clothes came off so fast without either of us really knowing or

meaning to, but he kind of made me gulp my words back down my throat.

His tongue, all hot and wet, touched me down there at the right spot.

“Okay,” I thought. “That’s going to change things, isn’t it?”

 

Oh my god!  I pulled the sheet from my face and closed my legs again

(he had made them open), and I shuddered. “Holy fuck,” I said to him. “Did

you have some girlfriend who taught you or something? I need to thank

her!” I said. Because if what was going on was really going on, and I was

actually at that point cheating on Eli, I had to say, Not bad, Linda. If you’re going to cheat, make it worth it. I opened my legs for him more willingly

this time and when he stared up at me, I gently pushed his head down.

Maybe not gently. I wasn’t cheating, I was being assertive, self-

determining, and self-respecting. My body, right?

 

I rammed my fingers into his hair and cradled his head in my palms and

when I was unable not to, I pushed my hips up to his face and rudely

mashed myself against him he made me so wild inside. He made my body

go all squirrelly. The pillows, the tunes, the lighting, his big strong but soft

hands on my hips and stomach and legs, and his infuriatingly slow and

alternating hard and soft frictiony tongue was making me forget everything

about right and wrong. I felt no longer responsible. He touched me in a

particularly sensitive spot and I arched hard back and I remember glancing

my eyes open to see the headboard upside down behind me. That’s when it

all went black and light at the same time and that drug whatever it is

flooded my veins and I felt like I was floating, the orgasm he gave me all by

himself was so powerful and deep and overwhelming. He even knew when

to stop touching. He knew women’s bodies. He played me like an

instrument and me made me sing.

 

I pulled the sheets over my body and first I turned away from him

because of what he learned about me when he made me go over the edge

like that, but then I turned into him and hid my face in his arm and chest

and pressed my hips against his side. I wanted to feel small enough to

disappear into him. But I also pulled his face down and kissed his ear and

whispered there, “I want you to fuck me.”

 

Who said that? It wasn’t me. But then also, I wasn’t me — I wasn’t

responsible, I felt, for what happened. I guess I knew it was going to happen

long before that, I’m not an idiot. Probably I knew when I agreed to leave

the club with him. When Toni and the other guy went to his room, I knew

Toni wasn’t coming back, and I liked that. Because, okay, I knew. You’re

embarrassing a girl by telling her you knew all along, too. Some things are

private, and what was going to happen the moment I agreed to leave the

club with Ford and his friend and Toni is totally private. But like I said, I was wet before we got to his room. I guess my body knows me better than I

do.

 

His cock was heavy, hard, veiny and so fucking masculine. When he

knelt over me so vulnerable and needy, and when he walked on his knees up

my body so big and dominating, I tried to keep my mouth shut, I tried to

turn away, but he poked at my lips and I opened my mouth and before I

knew it, I was gripping his tight little butt and I guess I was also

encouraging him to push deeper in my mouth because he was so much a

gentleman he was letting me get used to it. And I got used to it. I propped

up on the pillows and he, I guess to put it crudely, fucked my face. I looked

up from below him and checked his face and eyes out and they were closed

and his face looked ecstatic and it made me want to suck him hard and I just

had to squeal and moan with him shoving himself into me it was so

beautiful.

 

And so that’s when Toni and the other guy came back in. I saw a flash of

light from the hallway and I heard Toni gasp and go “Oh my god!” and I

heard her say to the guy “Turn around!” I pulled off Ford’s cock and caught

a glance of her covering her face with her hands and still fully dressed

before she turned away and before Ford manhandled my face and pushed

his insistent big cock back in my mouth and virtually down my throat. I

guess they weren’t gone that long, really.

 

I thought they went back out, but when Ford pulled out of my mouth

and flopped on his back and when I got on top of him to just (I swear to

god) hand-job him where he rose up against my stomach, I heard moaning

and turned around to see Toni still there, against the wall where the other

guy had pinned her by the wrists above her head. He had her undressed to

her bra and panties. That didn’t take long, the little slut! I chuckled because

I know Toni. She’s a strong athlete herself — it’s how we got into the back

room of the club. She’s a snow bunny at hockey games, one of the tight

girls who shovel up the ice at breaks. If she didn’t want to be pinned, she

wouldn’t be. There were two big beds in the room. I looked back down at

Ford who laid under me like King Shit and I bit my lip because I might

have been rising and falling on my knees a little to rub him not just with my hands but with my camel toe as well. I told you he made me very wet! I

guess I was making him very wet with me too. But I swear I wasn’t getting

him ready for that!

 

I squeezed his cock and shivered with anticipation and looked over my

shoulder and saw the other guy had Toni completely naked now and was

pulling her toward the other bed. Toni and I caught each other’s eyes and

we both mock-scolded each other. She was no better than me. Her husband

worked on the same ship as mine. Anyway, I bet they cheat too!

 

“Baby,” I said, looking down at Ford below me. “I told you no sex,

right?” I said as I rubbed my pussy so open and wet up his shaft and teased

the head of it with my throbbing little lips. “Fuck,” I complained. “I’m

pretty sure that I think I remembered to tell you!” I moaned to him as I felt

the head of his cock stretch me open. I didn’t have to look to know my lips

were sucking down over the huge head of his cock. His face told me

enough. I let go and pushed my palms into my quivering thighs. I was

holding myself up over him and keeping his cock inside me just enough to

keep him aimed but not enough to call it fucking yet. But okay I was

moving up and down just a little bit too, but that was my body, not me

doing that. It was the hardest thing I ever did, trying not to just fuck him

hard then and there.

 

The more he didn’t say or do anything or push me, the more I was

unable to resist, though. My body trembled and my legs shook from the

strain. I wasn’t going to be able to hold myself up much longer. I knew I

was running down all over him with my hot little puss being so wet for him.

I whimpered because I felt sorry for myself. I tried so hard, and here I was

failing. I sank an inch onto him and tried to correct that by pulling back up

and then I was afraid I’d pop him right out so I sank down again but went

too far, so I pulled up, and then I realized, I guess I was fucking him, and I

decided, fine, I win, you lose, and I let go. I let my body sink down and take

him inside me all the way and it was the most glorious, fulfilling thing I’d

ever felt. I threw my head back far and I guess that jutted my chest and I

already told you how ultra-sensitive my tits are, and big enough that no guy

I dated yet could keep himself from grabbing them greedily, and so did Ford, and that made me too hot and so I had to fuck him harder. I guess I

swooned and my hair fell over his face and I crouched down to kiss his

sweet smile inside the tent my hair made and I raised and lowered myself

on him like waves of the ocean rising over the beach and smashing down

when they break. His cock was tight inside me and felt like it poked me in

the lungs he went so deep, but though I knew I was going to be walking

funny the next morning, I wanted more. I’m not proud, but if you want to

call it cheating, okay, but maybe that was what made it so irresistibly good.

 

We fell into a trance-like fucking mode and I leaned my head down on

his face sideways and could see over to the other bed when I opened my

eyes. Toni was riding her guy too. She had such a gorgeous body and she

moved so smoothly and rhythmically it was like watching a flag in a breeze,

though it was hard to watch her because Ford was jolting my body so hard.

Every part of her was part of her movement. I watched the guy take her

breasts and I saw her push her hair back from her face and lean her head

back and I heard her gasp and I nearly cried, the feeling of Ford pushing up

inside me from below and the look of Toni taking her guy deeply just three

feet away from my face was almost more than a girl can take.

 

I do kind of orgasm maybe more easily than other women, but

everything has to be right. Well, everything was right. Ford was just so

insistent! When he got all big strong man like under me, I felt really good

and then I felt my foot arch twitch and my hips sort of do that rapid

automatic fire thing and next thing I knew my vision blackened and lit up

again at the same time the way it does, and I cummed on him so hard he

made me shake like an earthquake aftershock and I couldn’t stop kissing

him all over his face and neck.

 

I guess Toni was watching us because as soon as I regained my

consciousness, I looked over at Toni who began to thrash and writhe on her

guy and make so much noise I was worried for hotel security! I jumped up

and went to their bed and tried to shush her mouth with my hand but I

began laughing too hard and she was no better, sucking my finger into her

pretty soft mouth. Before I knew it, she looked like she was flying up above

me and I turned around to see that Ford, who was like 6-foot 4 or something, had just lifted her up from his buddy and carried her back to his

bed. He got down just like his friend was and it looked to me like Toni

might not even have noticed that she was riding my guy the same way she

was seconds ago riding her guy. I guess she did notice because she cried out

and simpered a lot more. Neither of us had been shared before. I guess she

liked it.

 

I was embarrassed not even knowing his name and kissing him was out

of the question, so the only thing I could do was swing my leg over his face

and go down on him in the 69 position. Probably the sensation of my mouth

so soon after her puss was pretty nice for him whoever he was. He liked it, I

could tell, but he didn’t last long before he pushed me off him and down in

front of him. He hauled me up by my hips in front of where he knelt. I was

going to say that we can’t have sex, but it was kind of too late and he wasn’t

the gentleman that Ford was, or at least wasn’t the man to take that sort of

time with things. Before I could tell him to slow down, it was like my throat

was punched from the other end, he rammed himself so hard into me from

behind. There was nothing for it but to grip the bed sheets with my white

knuckles and hang on. Where Ford was big but gentle, this guy was forceful

and fast, and the contrast was fun.

 

I looked over with my face sideways on the bed being jolted up and

back at least a foot with each of his heavy thrusts to see Toni also in the

same position as Ford fucked her from behind and we smiled at each other.

So then Ford pulled out of her and manhandled her again so that her and I

were face to face with both with our asses up in the air and the two guys

taking us from behind and the only thing we were able to do was kiss. I

pushed up with my back arched and pulled her up so we could at least push

our boobs together and smash them and we embraced and made out like

guy and girl, both of us being bumped hard by our hard-body athlete boys.

We never kissed before. But I knew it was only a matter of when, not if, and

we almost did sometimes when both our husbands were away.

 

I already knew it but Jesus Toni was a nice kisser. Both of our guys

rolled onto their backs so that Toni and I could get into it more riding our

men’s hips below our own. She made me whimper and cry, or was that the guy’s cock I screwed my hips down onto? Her fingers were cool around my

jaw and I pushed mine into her soft, luxuriant hair and I pulled on her and

we both chuckled high and dozy from both getting fucked so sweet and

gently together. I cupped her breast in my hand and she took mine — hers

are smaller but soft, smooth, creamy feeling. We opened our eyes on each

other’s and began to ride our men together in equal time but she was a bad

girl who kept pushing the pace and when we both heard our men moan at

exactly the same time, we laughed and kissed and moaned too, against each

other. I don’t know which of them came first, but we both just about lost

our minds, both to the feeling of our big strong athletes shooting into us

from below, and from the other experiencing it in front of our faces, while

we held onto each other. It was a beautiful thing to share with my best

friend. So beautiful in fact that I was no longer sure you could call

something so sweet “cheating.”

 

The boys got dressed in just their shorts and me and Toni got dressed in

just our panties and sort of hung around and drank and watched things

because Toni and I weren’t ready to go home yet. If truth be told, I think we

both really enjoyed just sort of being watched and grabbed and stuff and

being sexy. For example, the other guy, whose name I never did get, wanted

to go down on me and I let him. He asked nicely! And Toni just started

sucking Ford off even though I was necking with him at the time, the little

brat! Then things got really kind of mixed up because we all ended up on

the same bed watching the show and listening to the tunes and kissing and

touching and stroking anything and everything and no-one knew what

belonged to whom anymore.

 

I made sure in the morning that both Toni and I got the breakfasts we

won . . .

 

Our husbands came home for their three weeks off and of course Toni

and I were good little girls. But damn that Toni! The weekend after both our

husbands headed back out to sea, she phoned and said she was going to

meet up with another hockey dude from another team in town and that I

should go too because she already told him to bring a friend. I said, “Toni!”

but I also said “Fine!”

She came over and we played with make-up most of the evening, and

underwear and clubbing outfits. We both ordered new things and were

trying them on for each other. We didn’t say it, but I had a feeling she and I

both knew where we might end up, because when we were packing our

purses, she kept talking about things we’d need in the morning, which

suggested we weren’t going to be waking up in our own beds. Again.

 

Toni seemed to know what she was doing so I let her take the lead.

When we met up with the two guys in the club — we were there first with a

nice, private table surrounded by a high back — she virtually started

making out with her guy right away. And the guy’s friend, Ric, I think,

looked at me like things had been promised or something! When I told him,

just like I told Ford a month earlier that I wasn’t going to have sex with

him, he just sneered and nodded. “Okay,” he said. It probably didn’t

convince him like I meant to because I said it in a sultry whisper in his ear

while nibbling on him. And I guess I was also massaging his pants below

the table. With my leg over his leg. A bare leg because my skirt had ridden

up almost to my waist, which wasn’t that far in actuality because of what

Toni made me order when we were shopping. It was sexy but it barely

covered my ass even with me pulling and holding it down.

 

In the back of the Uber I guess I thought it was too late because the guy

got his hand inside my panties, and when I tried to get Toni’s attention and

show her what an entitled little prick he was, she was unavailable. She was

already going down on her guy. So I got down on the floor of the car beside

her and so did I. What?! I tried not to! It was all Toni’s fault.

 

This time it was me who went looking around with my guy for the

swimming pool that was apparently in the building with a glass bottom over

a street, and by the time we got back up to the party, we walked in on Toni

riding her man. She was noisy! All I could do was roll my eyes at my guy,

shut the door behind him, and bite my lip. I kind of loved sucking on him.

He just laid back and closed his eyes and let me show him anything I might

have learned. And even though I didn’t mean to, I made him cum in my mouth. He surprised me and got it on my face and tits before I got my

mouth back over it but I took the rest and swallowed it.

 

I guess at one point the two guys just sat back drinking with their robes

on while me and Toni sort of got it on in a very active sense on the bed with

each other. We sixty-nined for the two men, and we also kissed and sort of

pretended to fuck. I think me and Toni really grew a lot closer over those

months. I said maybe we should go home, but she said, “Not allowed,” and

before I could ask, she smiled and touched my lips and then got busy with

my guy so I forgot about it. Also, her guy began to fuck me again.

 

Anyway, the following weekend, pretty much the same thing transpired.

Only this time, Toni and I stayed at the hotel and swam and had lunch and

shopped and stuff, and our two “boyfriends” got us great tickets to the game

so we could watch them the following night. We got back to the hotel room

ourselves and we freshened up for them and got ready with bedtime clothes

that Toni got for both of us and when they came in after their game, we

made them feel good and stayed with them all night again. I’m not even

sure who it was but somebody fucked me again at like 4 in the morning!

 

So yeah, you can go ahead and call me a cheater. But after about the 12th

weekend or so, you’d think Eli would have noticed something or said

something or at least asked. You’re supposed to suspect your wife at least a

little bit, aren’t you? But he never did. So you can’t call me a liar because

he never asked. And anyway the first time was a complete accident because

you have to want to and know you are going to do it for it to be called

“cheating.” And then the times after that, Toni I think deserves a share of

the blame because she just kept finding dates and bringing me with her. But

by the third time, Eli should have been asking me and because he didn’t, I

sort of think he’s a little to blame too.

 

By the fourth time, and certainty after that, it was pretty obvious to me

that the guys Toni got for us kind of expected certain things and so it was

with those expectations that things got going and it would have been kind of

hard and a bit rude to then not. Toni said we had to. Then she answered the

door and a whole bunch of new outfits and underwear and little chains and stuff came. And tickets to the game, and a place where dinner was, and a

pass to a club we only had to show the bouncer. And a hotel room card.

 

“Who from?” I was all excited.

 

“You know!” Toni said, stripping down in front of me to try things on. “Our

dates tonight!”

 

So I tried on things too and we played with make-up again and got ready

for the game. I guess I have one more thing to say about it all. I fucking

love it! Guys do this all the time, fucking different girls and leaving them,

so what if a couple of girls do the same thing? And anyway, we got to keep

all the clothes and stuff and I don’t think Eli minds that part! Are you going

to point fingers? I didn’t think so! I got to go, I’ve got to get ready. I have a

date. And he’s the team’s leading scorer! (And Toni said she thinks he likes

anal, so she’s going to show me how she gets ready for that . . . . )




She Stays With Me But Wants My Best Friend

 

JL Sanders

 

Kim and I planned a weekend with just the two of us at a campsite a few hours up the old highway. Kentucky dropped by unexpectedly when we were loading the pick-up. “What’s up?” he called out crossing the street with his don’t-give-a-shit languid loping.

 

“Weekend up at the lake!” Kim smiled over at him from under her white Broncos baseball cap. “You up to anything?”

 

I was miffed she didn’t check with me before inviting him. “It’s just a quiet get away out of town, bro,” I said.

 

“You should come if you’re not doing anything,” she pressed on.

 

“Not sure there’s room, Kim,” I said.

 

“What?” she laughed. “There’s always room! It’s Kentucky for crying out loud.”

 

I didn’t want to protest too much and look like a jerk. “I guess there’s the front seat of the cab to sleep in,” I pondered.

 

“For somebody to sleep in,” Kim threw in, visibly shaking her head.

 

She sat between us in the pick-up on the way up, but tighter against Kentucky than against me, it seemed. About an hour out of town into the six-hour drive, she said, “Babe, I’m going to jump in the back and sleep a bit. You mind?” We had a cover over the box and we had laid the tent mattress out just for that purpose — she often slept part of the way up. I nodded. She turned to Kentucky. “You should get some sleep too, it’s a long drive,” she said to him. She didn’t ask me if I minded that. “It’s great back there, I’ll show you.” Kentucky watched her ass as she squeezed through the back window of the cab into the box. She was wearing a short skirt and sleeveless t with tennis shoes. She looked really good.

 

After she flopped through, we could hear her back there. “Come on, Kentucky, check it out!” she yelled from the noisy back.

 

Kentucky looked at me like he was asking permission. “Don’t look at me,” I said, “I don’t give a fuck.” Usually, when a guy says he doesn’t give a fuck, he gives a lot of fucks but I guess Kentucky didn’t pick up on that. He struggled through the window and into the back.

 

I adjusted the rearview mirror down into the box. I watched Kim show him how it worked back there, and I also saw her glancing in the mirror and into my eyes repeatedly. She waved even and shook her head in disbelief, as though she knew what I was suspicious of — and that I was the wrong one to be suspicious. They both settled down and I twisted the mirror up because it was distracting my driving continually checking on what was going on back there. With the glare of the sunlight up front, it was in any event getting too dark in the back to see anything. I shut the window too because it was too loud from the road and all the rattling.

 

I put music on and drove on through the afternoon happy enough to have the front space and my own tunes to myself. About 45 minutes later, I spotted a low-price gas station, glanced at my gauge, and decided to make a quick exit and grab some gas. I pulled up and turned off and tugged the window open to lean through to see who wanted coffee or snacks. I thought they had been sleeping. But when I looked, Kim appeared to be frantically yanking at her skirt and Kentucky was equally frantic about yanking at his jeans, if I was seeing correctly. Her t-shirt was pushed up nearly to the bottom of her boobs too. “What the fuck,” I said, and got out and slammed the truck door.

 

While I was filling the tank, Kim came out to join me all sheepishly, leaning on the side of the truck looking up at me from under the brim of her hat. “You okay?” she asked. She looked so hot with her pony tail flying out the back of the hat and her tight body built for one thing.

 

“Not really,” I said stoically staring at the flickering numbers on the gas pump.

 

“I thought it would be okay, I mean, you were driving, and it’s not like we haven’t done it before.” She shaded her eyes trying to get a read off my face.

 

“That was drunken stupidity, Kim, and an accident,” I said to her with my eyes squinting at her.

 

“Both times?” she asked. She turned around and faced the truck, jutting her ass out for me to admire, all tight in her shorts. “It’s not like you were ever deprived in the meantime,” she smiled her best sexy smile at me and wiggled her ass. She giggled.

 

“It’s not the point, Kim,” I said, struggling myself to understand what the point was in case she asked. What she was talking about was a crazy night between the three of us that began with a lot of booze and ended with my wife dancing to some beats, taking her clothes off, and then sucking off both me and Kentucky. Well, it didn’t end there, actually. We all went to bed and she slept between us, only around 3 in the morning, I woke up to find Kentucky’s head between her legs and her moaning and thrashing.

 

“Well, I just think that if you didn’t want me to do it with him, then why were you encouraging it so much?” She pushed her face into mine and pursed her lips in a smile like she really had me with that one. “Right, baby?” She was talking about how I fucked her after that while she sucked him off all the that time — swallowing too.

 

“It’s confusing,” was all I said. She made me laugh by kissing me and laughing herself. I had to admit it though, it was hard to stay mad too long. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be mad about, either, her making out with Kentucky, or doing it without me while I drove them. It seemed a thin line I had to admit. I wasn’t sure how I felt yet about any of it. You’re not supposed to share your wife, but her extreme enjoyment of the whole night kind of changed something in me. She had been trying to re-create those same conditions, and I wasn’t explicitly saying no. It was my buddy too — it somehow felt less bad.

 

She tiptoed up against me and cupped my balls in her hand even though we were outside, and she kissed my mouth. “Why don’t you let Kentucky drive a while,” she said softly, kissing me again, “and you can have a turn getting some rest,” she called it, kissing me lightly again. I finished the gas and drove over to a parking slot so we could all go find some snacks. I tossed Kentucky the keys on the way back out and told him it was his shift. Kim and I sat on the open tailgate and Kentucky joined us as we rifled through our loot. He climbed past us to get his shoes that were still by the bed in there and Kim reached out and tickled his sides and he flew into spasms and struggled to get away. She chased him inside, tickling him, enjoying the power she had over him. He tried to pry her hands away and soon their legs and arms and bodies were thrashing like raccoons fighting, or fucking. Kim was shrieking and Kentucky was laughing so hard he wasn’t making any sound at all.

 

I climbed up and pulled the tailgate shut behind me and lowered the cover. “You two break it up!” I said but Kim tugged at my shirt and grabbed my sides too. I fell down on the other side of her. We caught our breath and tried to quell our giggles. Kim’s hand rested on my thigh and she pushed it up to cover my groin. I straightened whatever it was I was leaning against and caught sight of her other hand, pushed down the front of Kentucky’s shorts. She rolled over toward him and bent down to put her mouth where her hand was. She pressed her ass up against my pelvis. I lifted her skirt and caressed her pussy through her pink panties. She squirmed and pressed it harder back against me. She began to moan and I lifted my head to see that she had taken Kentucky’s cock inside her mouth already. I undid my shorts and brought my own cock out. She reached behind her and stroked it. She pulled me toward her and wanted it in her without any further warm-up. I could feel why when I pressed my hand against her bare pussy. She was already soaking wet. When I pushed my cock against her pussy, it pushed in easily and completely. She groaned from the impalement but quickly went back down on Kentucky’s cock.

 

I held her hips and fucked her hard lying sideways against her. I could see Kentucky holding her head in his hands and fucking her mouth as hard as I was fucking her pussy, also lying sideways and facing me. He kept his eyes closed, which is what I should have done too. Her hands were wrapped around his hips and her hair was flowing all over his body. Nothing could have looked more beautiful than my naturally pretty outdoorsy wife writhing and moaning with sexual pleasure, and it became difficult for me to hold off any longer. I shot myself into her, ramming her from behind and jolting her hard enough to make her cry out. I filled her pussy and flopped back, staring at the close fiberglass ceiling. Kim rolled off Kentucky and twisted around to kiss me briefly. She smiled and caressed my face. “Why don’t you drive, then, honey?” she nearly whispered.

 

I thought she meant we were all going to ride up front. But she only meant for me to go. I leaned through the window from the cab. “You guy’s coming?” I said.

 

“You had your turn, right?” Kim said close to my ear quietly hugging me from the back through the window.  “In a bit, okay?” she kissed under my ear and shut the window. I drove back out onto the highway not sure what to make of the idea that as her husband, I get a turn now. At least I wasn’t driving with a lot of sexual tension building up, having just got off. But I directed the mirror down into the box again and could make out shapes in the back through the shut window. At one point, her hands were pressed into the window and her hair hung down blocking the rest of my view. But her head was moving forward and back rhythmically, causing her hair to ripple with regular waves. Later, I could see straight out the farther back window, and I could see her feet in the air in the light of the window, rhythmically bouncing. I carefully slid the cab window open a couple of inches. I listened to Kim panting and whimpering like she was getting the fuck of her life. That was certainly a step further. I pondered what to do but I drove on anyway.

 

We got the tent set up and we all went down the trail to the lake. As usual, there was hardly anyone around and besides, Kim and I knew of a spot halfway around the lake that was well hidden that no one seemed to know about and where we often swam naked. Kim insisted we go there. We all swam and splashed and I got out first to lie under the branches of the big willow and soak up some rays. After a while, I didn’t hear Kim and Kentucky anymore. I propped myself up on my elbows and scanned the lake. It had a lot of coves hidden by logs and rocks. I wasn’t scared, but I was a bit concerned. It wasn’t a shallow lake once you got out there.

 

I went back into the water and treaded around peering as I went. One cove was nearly completely enshrouded by another willow whose whispy branches touched the surface making a curtain of shade behind. I floated closer and parted the branches quietly to look inside. Kim and Kentucky were in a close embrace. Her arms were wrapped tightly around his neck, and his arms, under the water, seemed wrapped around her ass. They were necking like lovers. She was rising and falling against him very slowly, hardly disturbing the mirror surface of the water at all. I watched for a while but I didn’t say anything and I didn’t stop them. I floated away and back to my clothes. I dressed and went back to the campsite by myself. It felt like I had invaded their privacy, which was ridiculous, I muttered to myself all the way back.

 

I got a fire on and started cooking some dinner. Sometime later, Kim and Kentucky came up the trail into the campsite. Kentucky said, “Where’d you go, buddy, we were looking for you.”

 

“Funny,” I said, “I was looking for you guys, too.” I caught Kim shoot Kentucky a glance and purse her lips.

 

We ate in silence around the fire as the light went down in the sky around us. That wasn’t unusual — we were all the type to sit around campfires silently for long spells. But there was tension this time and I didn’t feel I needed to be the one to break it. Kentucky went first, finally. “Well,” he said, “I’m bushed, time for bed. Guess I’m sleeping in the . . . “ he trailed off.

 

Kim finished his sentence for him. “Tent. You’re sleeping in the tent. The truck is ridiculous.”

 

I looked at Kim and she scrunched her expression at me like I was the one becoming difficult to understand. I gestured to the tent and bulged my eyes out. “Whatever,” I said.

 

She looked at me also with bulging eyes and then shook her head with exaggerated disappointment. She was still looking at me when she called to Kentucky, who was already peering inside. “I’ll organize it, don’t worry,” she said to him.

 

I stayed by the fire and watched it go down. There was a lamp inside throwing light up against the walls of the tent and their shadows danced as they worked together to set up the inside for three. They spoke quietly and I couldn’t make out words. Sometimes they weren’t talking at all. It seemed to be taking a long time to organize. At one point, their shadows against the tent wall appeared to be against each other but you can never tell. Then I thought I saw Kim’s silhouette looking like she was lifting her top off and I thought I could see the shape of her bare breast until her shadow was merged with Kentucky’s. The paranoid mind can play lots of tricks.

 

The lantern went out and Kim came back outside and sat with me as though finally relaxing but only for all of 30 seconds before she too said it was late and she was going to turn in. I nodded silently. Thinking I didn’t really have the appetite to watch and listen again as my best friend fucked my wife, I followed in shortly after.

 

I pretended to fall asleep right away, but I was anything but. They tried to be as quiet as possible but I heard them whispering before too long to each other, about whether I was asleep or not. I was facing them but I didn’t move and I kept my eyes closed. They laughed a bit under their breath and then I could hear them kissing. In the silence of the forest at night, I could hear every lip and tongue like it was right beside my ear.

 

They quietly opened both their sleeping bags and made one bed for the two of them. They both undressed under their bags, carefully and quietly. She kept checking to see if my eyes were open, sometimes by looking so close I could feel her breath on my face. But she knew I was a super-deep sleeper. Inside my chest, my heart pounded. I didn’t know what I felt about what was starting to happen.

 

Their hands began running over each other’s skin. I kept my eyes slitted open in a way she couldn’t see, but I could. She was facing me while he was behind her, spooning her. She began to breath harder. I watched as the top sleeping bag slipped aside. I didn’t know that they were already doing it until I saw her hips in the light get bumped and saw his hips doing the bumping. I knew for sure they were engaged when she sucked air in through her teeth as he rammed her too hard.

 

She used her forearm to brace herself from getting pushed forward and into me. She looked like she became lost in the moment as he pumped into her from behind and she began pushing back into him by curling her hips up. They tried so hard to stay as quiet as possible, but their breathing gave everything away. She didn’t realize that she inched closer and closer to me on the slippery sleeping bag. The palm of her hand acted as a brake on the floor of the tent, but it slid right into my forearm. She was in a state of ecstasy, I could see that much since my eyes were now wide open. But still, I couldn’t tell if she knew I was awake and watching, or even that her hand was now against my arm.

 

She rose to one particular crescendo and grabbed my forearm with her hand. I still wasn’t sure if she knew what she was doing. Her eyes were clamped shut in a silent scream. She might have forgotten that there was another body in the tent and that this wasn’t Kentucky’s arm that she was grabbing but her husband’s. She had been pounding with him for so long that her whole body now was pushed over to my side of the tent.

 

I raised my head, no longer able to reasonably hide the fact I wasn’t asleep. Kentucky didn’t seem to know that he had pushed her way over to my side. He was as lost as she was. Kim was now nearly face-to-face with me. I decided not to move, but to let her come right to me. She was now “ahhing” and “yeahing” nearly in voice as it broke through to a whisper. It sounded like she was right inside my mind. Her fingernails dug into my arm. Her forehead began lightly bumping into my forehead with each thrust of Kentucky from behind.

 

I kissed her on her mouth when she was breathing fast and hard. I slipped my hand out of my bag and found her clit. I rubbed it lightly, avoiding touching Keith’s cock pounding into her right below. It proved too much for her, but I didn’t know if she knew it was me fingering her clit. They both came together like that with her hair spreading all over my face, and I felt her pussy convulse under my touch.

 

They both very quickly fell asleep. No one seemed to open their eyes the whole time. She remained most of the night naked up against me, now under her bag. And Kentucky was, I had to presume, naked up against her from behind.

 

A couple of hours later, I was woken up and unable to settle. I tried to carefully pull on some clothes but Kim woke up too. “What’s the matter?” she whispered. I told her I couldn’t sleep and was going to go for a walk. All she said was, “Be careful.”

I didn’t walk anywhere. I just poured some wine and sat in the camp chair by the glowing embers facing the tent and thinking. I heard rustling inside and for some reason, I jumped up and hid behind the truck. It was Kentucky. He went to take a pee then came back. I heard their voices inside quietly talking. Then Kim’s head poked out. I could see her through the truck window, but she didn’t see me. I could hear her too. “You didn’t see him?”

 

“No,” said Kentucky. His head appeared over the top of hers in the narrow opening she made of the tent zipper. I thought maybe they were concerned about me. He bumped her and she laughed and they seemed to play-fight. She unzipped the tent further and stepped out as though making sure I wasn’t around. Kentucky’s hand slipped out from inside the tent and wrapped around her waist and pulled her back. She was completely naked and in the silver moon light, she looked like a wet dream. She didn’t resist him. She put her hands on his where they wrapped around her. I could hear Kentucky’s voice: “If he’s gone for a walk he’ll be gone for an hour,” he said.

 

“Yeah,” I heard Kim agree. She crouched back inside and closed the tent zipper behind her. I went back to my chair and my wine. The lamp inside the tent came back on but was turned down low. The orange glow was the only light in the whole area. It cast a perfect shadow play against the wall of the tent. I could see Kim’s head with all her hair moving up and down. I heard light laughing and stifled squealing. At first I saw a large shape moving back and forth. I realized it was one of the sleeping bags pulled around her shoulders only when it appeared to slide off her body, revealing a silhouette of her naked form, riding Kentucky.

 

I could see the waves of her back as she pumped on him, and the shape of her breasts, until his hands reached out and covered them. I know the sound Kim makes when her breasts are massaged. I could see her head roll back and her long hair move in waves from his jolting her from below. I could see her own hands grab his wrists where his hands squeezed her breasts. They were fucking right in front of me. And I wasn’t joining in. But I was reaching inside my pants and squeezing my own cock. The more noise she made, the harder I got. Before long, I had my shorts open and I was fully jerking off, watching the shadows and listening to her sounds of sexual fulfillment.

 

After I came all over my hand and the ground below, I left them to finish themselves and climbed up into the truck to sleep. In the morning, when they finally emerged from the tent, I had coffee made for us all. I said, “I think we need to talk.” They looked at each other like they didn’t consider the possibility that maybe I noticed things. We all took a seat at the picnic table. I went first. “At first I admit I got turned on with you fucking Kentucky.” I nodded and swallowed. “But I’m not sure this should keep going.”

 

They were both quiet for awhile, staring at the table. Kentucky was next to speak. “I agree with you, buddy. The first time was like an accident, and then I guess we liked exploring things a bit. But maybe yeah if it’s not comfortable for everyone, this ought to come to an end somehow.”

 

Kim knew it was her turn next. “Okay,” she finally started. “I will admit that it’s been a lot of fun. I didn’t know what was going on the first time. You know, Tod,” she said looking at me reproachfully, “that I didn’t want to do it again after that, and you were the one who said we could try.”

 

“I did.”

 

“And the second time was a beautiful thing I thought.” She nodded at us both like she was describing a meal we had doubts about. “I didn’t think anyone was being excluded and I thought we were sort of all in this together.” She scanned the ground around her. “It’s just that,” she paused. And then she giggled to herself and shook her head “No” like she couldn’t complete the thought she had in mind.

 

“Just what?” I said.

 

“No!” she grew shy and tried to hide her face. I saw her peeking though, through her fingers, but at Kentucky.

 

“What is it, Kim? Now is the time for straight-up honest,” I said. Kentucky looked away like he knew something.

 

“Okay,” she tried to straighten up and control herself, but she squealed and broke down again. Finally, she cleared her throat and drew her hand down her face to give herself a serious expression. “It’s just that,” she tried again. “Kentucky won’t stop fucking me all the time!” She burst out laughing. Kentucky looked away.

 

I sipped my coffee to give her time to settle down again. Finally, I said, “What’s that supposed to mean?”

 

She knew I was all business by my tone. She reached over and gripped my forearm tightly — like the previous night, in the tent — and she caressed my skin with her thumb. “Baby, you know I love you, right?” I stared at her. It sounded like something was coming that I didn’t want to hear. She bit her bottom lip and gazed over to Kentucky who was still trying to look away, but unsuccessfully. “But, Kentucky,” she lowered her voice like it was a secret she was about to tell, even though it was only us three for miles around. “He fucks me so good,” she squeezed out with a twisted grin, squirming in her seat and hiding her face. “And so much,” she stared at the ground with her eyes bulging. She chuckled before lifting her face back up to mine. “I don’t want him to stop,” she half-whispered to me.

 

“What are you saying Kim? Because I thought we were all just saying that it had to stop — this kind of thing doesn’t just keep going on like this.”

 

“We did all agree,” she nodded with innocence on her face.

 

“So you can’t keep fucking both of us like this,” I said trying to keep my voice down though the campsite was nearly vacant.

 

“I know,” she nodded readily.

 

Kentucky was looking away into the forest the whole time just sipping his coffee like nothing was going on.

 

“It’s me you’re stopping with,” the realization felt like a drug leaking into my veins.

 

She reached over and wrapped her hand around my forearm. “I’m sorry, Tod, but what am I supposed to do?” She rubbed me and then with her other hand, she rubbed Kentucky’s leg. He spun slowly on the bench and faced me sitting beside my wife. He shrugged like he had nothing to do with it.

 

“Babe,” she said to me. Her hand rode up Kentucky’s back and plunged into his hair. “Maybe just for a while?” She tugged him subtly and Kentucky leaned over and kissed her exposed neck even while she kept her eyes on mine. I stared right back at her eyes. She picked his hand up from the bench and brought it to her chest. She bit her bottom lip and said, “He turns me on so much,” she nearly whispered she was so overcome. She pressed his hand to her tits and her eyes flickered closed a moment.

 

“Kentucky?” she said, still staring at me. I gritted my teeth and stared back. “Take my top off?” She reached her arms to the sky and he got on his feet behind her and tugged her top up off her body. She was naked underneath. “Put a blanket over the table?” she said to me softly.

 

I shook my head. But I also went into the back of the pick-up and pulled out the blanket. I shook it out and spread it over the picnic table. She had in the meantime stepped into Kentucky and was necking with him topless. She was also tugging at his shorts. When he took his off, I could see his cock, huge and half engorged. Kim leaned her hand on my shoulder for balance as she opened her own shorts and peeled them down her legs. She didn’t stop there — she hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties and again held onto me pulling them over her ass and down her legs.

 

She giggled and poked her pinky in the corner of her mouth. She sat on the edge of the picnic table. She looked stunning. “Babe,” she said, rays of bright sun lighting her up. “I want Kentucky.” She kept looking at me but she gestured with her arms for Kentucky to come to her. When he stepped on front of her, she wrapped her legs around his and locked her ankles together. She took his waist in her hands and finally she moved her eyes off mine and put them squarely on Kentucky’s. I looked between her legs. She was so wet she was nearly dripping.

 

She leaned back first on her elbows and then flat on her back. Her legs remained locked around Kentucky’s waist. Her fingernails, long and painted, scratched lightly at his six-pack abs. She stared up at him like a woman dazed, like someone on sex drugs.

 

Kentucky, his cock fully hard and long, the head of his cock nearly contacting the wet and pulsating lips of my wife’s pussy, looked over at me. His hands rested on my wife’s knees, pushing them subtly more apart. “Buddy,” he said, “You got quite a wife here.”

 

I had pulled out the Jim Beam when I got the blanket and now I pulled the lid off and poured a good mouthful back. I shivered it was so strong. “What are you going to do, Kentucky?”

 

He nodded slowly and looked down at my wife under him. She was pulling and squirming and making little meowing sounds. I’d never seen her so wet. He looked back at me when her hands reached his cock and she wrapped around him and pulled. “I think you’re little wife here is the one calling the shots.”

 

She breathed out and whined. She pulled and he seemed to stumble a bit forward. She moaned out loud this time and tugged on him like it wasn’t fair. She giggled.

 

“You think I’m okay with this?” I said to Kentucky trying to sound menacing.

 

The head of his cock touched my wife’s soaking pussy lips and she sighed. “Things kind of got away from us, buddy. Maybe you should have stopped it back when you could.” He kept looking at me even as his cock began to enter my wife’s pussy. She gasped and sounded surprised, even shocked, as he filled her so slowly I myself felt half like kicking him in the ass and shoving his cock in her twat completely.

“Maybe you should stop this now,” I said, taking another too-big swig from the bottle. He put his hands on his hips and, still watching me, he thrust his hips forward and pushed his cock deeper into Kim. She writhed on the end of his cock and cooed and purred and tugged at his waist to give her more.

 

“I think Kim is the one to say that,” he said. He buried himself so deep into her his thighs hit her ass. He picked up her legs and hugged them to his chest so her ankles dangled over his shockers. She shrieked and squealed and bit her pinky. He withdrew and shoved it back into her harder this time. She yelped.

 

“Kim?” I said, staring at Kentucky.

 

“Babe?” she replied barely able to talk.

 

I looked down at her. Her eyes were closed, her legs were up in the air, and her fingers desperately grabbed at Kentucky’s thighs as he pulled out and plunged into her with his enormous and stiff cock all slick from her wetness. “I’m going for a walk and when I get back, I expect the camp all packed away and ready for the trip home.”

 

Kentucky began slamming himself into my wife’s cunt. With her voice jagged and jolted from his pounding, she said, “Okay hon,” and she giggled.

 

Having said it, I was compelled then to go for the walk. As I left the campsite I looked over my shoulder. Kentucky was massaging her incredible tits and she was tugging at him to fuck her harder and deeper, a look of pleasure on her face like nothing I’d seen before.

 

When I got back, they were true to their word. The truck was packed and they sat inside the front. I got to the driver door and found them necking, their hands all over each other. They didn’t stop when I climbed in. It was like I didn’t matter anymore. An hour into the drive, Kim silently slipped over Kentucky’s shoulder and through the window into the back, and she reached through and tugged him after her. They left the window open. I could hear them fucking up a storm right behind my head.

 

After a while, when things died down, Kim climbed back through to the front and Kentucky stayed in the back. She slid the window closed. “I don’t know,” she said to me, as though reading my mind and hearing the questions I had.

 

“What’s going on when we get back?” I asked.

 

She looked long out the window at the passing mountainside. “I’m just not sure, babe.”

 

At home, Kentucky climbed into his car. Kim leaned through his window a long time and I saw her kiss him before turning to come inside with me. Nothing was said about anything for three more days. Finally, Friday evening, she sat down beside me and pulled my hands with hers into her lap. “Hon,” she began. “I’m going over to Kentucky’s tonight.” She paused a long while. “Probably for the weekend,” she nearly whispered.

 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I said shaking my head at her.

 

“I don’t know babe, but I do know I’m going to be sleeping here, with you, Sunday night.” She looked up at me with a questioning look on her face.

“This is nuts,” I said.

 

“Is that a yes,” she leaned under my face and looked up with a cute smile.

 

“Fuck Kim,” I said to her.

 

She only leaned over me and kissed me long and hard and sweetly. “I love you,” she said before bounding off the couch and nearly flying up the stairs. She came back down texting on her phone carrying a weekend bag. She was already packed. “I’ll let you know,” she said as she flew out the front door. Let me know what?

 

That was all four months ago. She spends probably equal time at Kentucky’s as she does at home with me now. At first those nights when Kentucky and I got together for hockey or poker were awkward. But like everything, the feeling fades. Besides, when Kim came back to live with me for a week or so, she fucked me like she never had it before. The only hard parts came when I could tell she was getting all turned on by a movie or a book or something, and instead of grabbing me and throwing me on the bed, she’d grab her bag and car keys and with a breaking voice, she’d tell me going out the front door not to “wait up for” her. I’d find her again in five days or so slinking back through the front door in a different, satiated state.

 

I asked her once, “What’s the difference?”

 

She said, laughing as though it were obvious, “Oh, I could never live with Kentucky!” She shook her head like anyone would be able to see that. “You though?” she said, sweetly and leaning into me. “You’re comfortable — you’re what I need.”

 

“And he’s what you want?” I said.

 

She laughed and buried her face in my shirt shy and embarrassed. “Yes!” she squeaked out.
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