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		Foreword

		

		I wrote this book very fast and it was during a strange time for me so it came out quite differently than I expected. I was half way through writing Book Four of The Cayman Proxy and I got stuck. There was a lot I had to research and I was putting it off. I didn’t want to lose steam so while I went through the things I had to do I dove into Going A Little Too Far. I had the characters and a brief idea but I didn’t know how it would end up.

		I wrote it in ten days. In that time I was also reading a sad, nostalgic book that was weighing heavily on me. Then a friend died unexpectedly.

		So this book became strangely emotional to me, even though it’s a black comedy and meant to be light and crazy, surprising, and entertaining. The characters I made here told me their story as we went along and they’re entwined now with a sad little chapter in my own life. It’s a strange book but I love it, and it somehow means a lot to me. I really hope you’ll like it too.

		-KT
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		It was Friday afternoon, 4P.M., and she was putting the springform cake tin under the broiler, cooking the seventh layer of her vanilla and chocolate torte. The one Troy said she didn’t even need to bake. But she’s from the South and you don’t just bring a six-pack to a house-warming no matter how much your husband might insist.

		She liked baking this cake, did it for special occasions. It took a lot of effort and it gave her about two hours in the kitchen where she could just sort of put her hands to work. She could do something and just enjoy letting her mind go.

		The finished result is wonderful, she thought—it looks like a well put together sort of thing. Not too showy at first—when you serve it, when it’s ready and on a plate. But when you see what’s under that plain frosting, that’s when you get your socks knocked off. Ten thin layers of alternating cake, white and then chocolate. Each layer baked separately by hand.

		She didn’t want to go to this thing they had tomorrow. Big parties made her sweat. It’s not that she wasn’t social, she just didn’t think she was like all these other people she saw all the time. She liked it quiet, she liked knowing everybody. She hated drunk guys, they were the worst. Drunk guys with sunglasses and backwards baseball hats. 

		She spread another layer, chocolate batter over the cooling vanilla layer she’d just done. She watched it bubble from the heat as it got spread so thin across the top. You had to get it even or it wouldn’t look right. The closer you got to the top the worse it would be to mess it up because you’d have to scrap it and start again. She popped it back in under the broiler and waited.

		The party was in West Texas, an old classmate of Troy’s who went to school in Georgia with him. He'd just bought a new place with his wife out there and they were looking to celebrate. In Georgia he was on the football team while Troy wrestled. But they worked out a lot together and they were both in Engineering. Now here he was, just bought a house only three hours away on this side of Abilene. Working as an engineer as well, he was with the City, and Troy was in Austin at Hazel Group, an architectural firm. 

		She popped the tin out and put it on the counter to cool. She’d already made her frosting. Sour cream and maple syrup and icing sugar. She’d chopped pecans by hand too, she just had to wait now. Troy would be home soon and she couldn’t contain herself. Emma got herself hot in this kitchen. Thinking about seeing him made her do a little quiet dance while she waited. Shifting her hips left and right, her legs together, elbows on the counter and humming a little tune. She was going to leave this apron on for him. Let him see her in her buttoned up little sundress. Light and silky, covering her all up but her arms and her calves. She was barefoot and that felt good. He’d come home and see her, smiling and in the mood, wearing her batter-dirtied apron. His cute Fifties housewife ready to service her husband just coming in from work.

		That could be fun. She liked that idea. She didn’t want to play their dirty talk tonight. She loved it, she loved doing it for him, but this was going to be for her. She’d been working on a little story to tell her husband. Some fictional encounter with a man at the Post Office. I swear Troy, he had the biggest thing between his legs, I saw the head of it fall out his shorts leg. But it was going to have to wait. Tonight she just wanted to be the girl. She just wanted her big, strong husband to take her; to pin her up against the wall and stab himself into her. She wanted to feel how strong he is. They can play around another time, tonight is her turn.

		Troy’s little kink was he liked nasty, dirty talk. He liked to hear about her sleeping with other men just because she caught a glimpse of their big penis. She worked that for him, she loved doing it. She took it seriously and she did her homework.

		Her kink? What did this slender sorority girl outta Kappa Kappa Theta—Emory chapter, Agnes Scott, Go Purple and White—what did she like? What was her closet freak? She liked to be (golly she hated to say it) pounded. She liked to be pinned, held, squeezed, and thrown. You wouldn’t think it, she supposed, if you saw her on a regular day. The way she dressed, the way she never showed skin. She barely put on makeup, never wore heels—you would never know that she liked it hard. This was a new thing; at least relatively new. Her sex life up to that point had been pretty vanilla. Her husband was the only one who could do it to her the way she discovered that she really liked it.

		In Troy’s hands she felt light as a feather. She was powerless to him. He was rock hard at two-sixty-five, she couldn’t even get her arms around him. He was powerful. He was handsome. Sometimes when she would watch her delicate hands cross over him, her fingers going across his massive chest and the deep valleys of his stomach, she could hardly believe she was with him. He was like a dream. His body was right offa the cover of a magazine, and it was all hers.

		Troy had it in his head that he had a small penis. She guessed he did have a small one. She never thought much about it until they’d started their dirty talking. It was big enough for her, he felt good inside her. He was the smallest one she’d been with, she knew that. She’d only slept with three boys though, and that included Troy. The other two were roughly the same size, maybe just different shapes. They were a bit bigger than Troy. When she put her hand on him he was just a bit longer than her fist. Those other boys were just about two fists. He wasn’t as thick as they were but he had this twist that made his little guy’s face look like it was cocking its head and that made her smile. Plus it had an upward curve and she could feel that inside and she liked it.

		She honestly felt like she was a bit too tight down there. Those other boys had hurt a little at first. Even when she’d occasionally—very late at night—touch herself down there, she felt that even one of her long thin fingers was enough.

		Knowing the cake must've cooled now she whipped up that frosting again, beating some life into it. She spread it over the cake that she got done perfectly on the first try. Watched it go on rough, showing the marks where she’d spread it. By the time she’d done that the heat had smoothed the whole thing to a hard candy shell. It was perfect.

		Emma had been with Troy for about a year before she discovered that he got aroused if she’d mention some other man’s penis. It was late at night, it was the summer and they were out of school. They were in her apartment, laying on the old couch her parents had given her, watching TV. Troy was on his back and he just had on a little v-neck t-shirt and a pair of baggy sweats. She had her back against the couch and her head on his chest, her hand on his hard flat tummy. She wasn’t even paying attention to what they were watching, her mind was somewhere else. She was thinking about her future life with Troy, probably. Back then she was such a puppy dog for him. She still was, but now she had his ring on her finger. She got snapped out of it when on the screen right in front of them there was a naked man. They were watching a comedy. They weren’t that kind of couple. She never watched that kind of thing ever. This man on the screen was a black man, muscular, and he had the biggest thing between his legs. She got it, it was the point of the joke. She didn’t know what to do, she bristled. She was a polite girl, raised well and went to church every Sunday with her mom and dad.

		She remembered how incredibly uncomfortable that moment was. The scene was brief, the naked man just on the screen for a few seconds. But the tension seemed to last. Finally, Troy said, Boy, that guy had some pecker. You know, to ease the tension. Emma said, Wow, he sure did. As soon as she said it she felt guilty, felt like that was the wrong thing to say. You don’t say something like that in front of your boyfriend. No, sir.

		She was wide awake then, hoping he wasn’t mad. She tilted her head up to see him, forced her eyes up as far’s they’d go, but she couldn’t tell his reaction. Then she saw it happen. Right in front of her face. The front of his track pants lifting—his little fella pushing that fabric up another fraction with every beat of that big powerful heart of his. She smiled and then had bit her lips watching it rise. He got himself hard as a rock right in front of her without anybody putting a finger on it. 

		He ravaged her that night, right there on that couch in that little apartment she rented in Druid Hill, just down from her sorority. She had never felt that little thing harder. It was like a roll of quarters. That night she figured whatever it was she said was what had set him off. Couldn’t imagine why. But something inside him got released that night and she liked it. Something changed and she saw how passionate he could be. Their lovemaking before had been wonderful, but they’d kept it polite and respectful. Kept it hidden under the sheets.

		That night she found out how strong he really was. He did everything to her and she was powerless. He turned her over and she was like a kid’s doll in his hands. He picked her up with one arm. He did his thing between her legs while he had her pinned against the wall. He held her in place with those enormous arms and she squeezed them, felt them like steel under her fingers. She encouraged him, begged him for more, crying out in a voice she didn’t recognize as her own. She had never felt anything like that ever. Was that what it could be like? She’d been missing out.

		She tasted her homemade frosting, just a tiny little spoon, cleaning the sides of the empty bowl. She was new to this homemaker thing but she was really enjoying it. She’d had to quit her job in Atlanta when Troy got this offer in Texas but that was already part of their plan anyway. She was going to get pregnant this year and they were going to start their family. She’d got her degree in architecture, had graduated with Honors, but her career was a few years away she felt. First things first.

		She could hear kids playing out in the street and she went to the window and watched them past the curtain. They’d picked this little neighbourhood because of its schools and its young families. A whole little community of like-minded people. Everything was falling into place.

		So after that night that she’d discovered he had a little button you could push that would turn his light on—a button you could press to make him into that beast—she’d tried some other things to see if she could bring it on. He helped her too, helped her shape her ideas on it. While he was inside her he’d ask her if she wished he could fill her up more. She told him she thought she might need a bigger one. It was hard in those early days to know what she could say. It seemed so easy to say the wrong thing and hurt his feelings. She didn’t want that. Men were supposed to be sensitive about the size of their organs she thought. It became clear as they worked this new thing out that there wasn’t a wrong thing to say. In fact, she started to figure, the worse things she said the bigger and better the reaction. She’d tell him back: You’re perfect in every way except for that little thing that I can barely feel—is it even inside me? That was kind of good, but it was pretty tame.

		One time he asked her what was the biggest one she’d ever had. She told him the truth though she didn’t want to, it seemed too personal. Her answer disappointed him. She had her hand on him at the time. She told him that while those boys were average that meant they were still so much bigger. She missed the way even a regular sized one filled her up. That worked on him. He went to stone under her fingers and he released his seed right across their coffee table.

		After a month or two she started looking online for pictures of naked men. Naked men who were well hung. She found lots of source material, sometimes she thought they just couldn’t be real. When she’d see some cute guy on a gay website—she always cleared her search history meticulously—she would memorize his photos. She would scrutinize every detail of his body and his face, but especially his penis and his testicles. How big it was—she’d become very good at guessing—what were its distinguishing features, was it hairy, the shape of its head, was it wide at the end, did it get narrow? She would even watch videos of the guy masturbating, as gross as that was. Not to the end. Just enough to see how his thing moved when he touched it. What did his scrotum do when he was aroused, did it tighten or did it stay hanging? She would store all that information, record it, then feed it back to Troy while they made love. She’d whisper in his ear that she’d been a bad girl today. Then she’d tell him some well-crafted tale about a chance encounter in the bathroom at a Dunkin’ Donuts or somewhere. As long as it was believable. She’d tell him that she couldn’t resist her urges after she’d seen some boy’s bulge, or some accidental exposure had occurred. That’s where they were at now and she loved it. She loved turning him on and she loved doing the research, finding some idea that would drive him crazy. And it didn’t take her dirty talk to see his Mr Hyde come out. Not anymore. They were married three years now. He knew what turned her on and she definitely knew how to do it to him too.
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		It had been a long day at work and he was still feeling his way around his new job. He worked hard but he never knew when he was giving enough; or too much, maybe if you worked too hard it meant you weren’t working smart enough. He just wanted to make an impression.

		He was at home at the gym, that was for sure. He knew when he was giving it enough there—or not enough. Troy and Emma moved out here to Texas when he’d got the new job, and they got that little twenty-two hundred square foot ranch in a mid-century subdivision. It felt like a neighbourhood from a different time. And it was a great school district. Emma loved it, and he loved coming home and seeing her in her homemaker routine, how she took to it. She graduated same year as him in Architecture, and she had a head for that stuff. But right now what she wanted more than to be an architect was kids. Lots of them. To raise a good old-fashioned Christian family. This was an exciting time. Late at night he’d lay in bed and he couldn’t sleep. He felt electric. He couldn’t be luckier. He’d scored this great job, he had his sweet smart Emma, everything was on track and their future looked more promising than he’d even hoped.

		And his Emma: the only girl for him. Ever. The only girl to get him. To not be disappointed in what they found in his underwear. And to not think he was weird when he asked for something that tickled his darkest thoughts. Who would have known she could be like that. His little Georgia Peach. Prim and proper. Prided herself on manners—on being a lady. But she’d turned out to be a real devil in the sack. He never would have imagined that when he met her. She was so sweet on the outside, who could have known there would be so much going on under that plain and proper presentation. He could be anywhere at anytime and think about her and his heart would swell up, his eyes would get watery. He was the luckiest guy he knew.

		He nodded to Brett, the gym owner, as he walked past with his clipboard. This was a big glossy place, with bright lights and a pounding soundtrack, not really his style. But one-fifth of the place was a legitimate set up. Brett was a former powerlifter and College ball player and he didn’t ignore true strength trainers even while the majority of the business was middle-aged guys and girls trying to get the train back on the tracks. They were the ones who were keeping his lights on though, he figured.

		He tightened up his belt, sucking himself in and squeezing the pins into the holes just past the worn, stretched set that they were used to. He was down ten pounds. Hard work when you had a wife that liked to stay at home and cook all day. But he was looking really good and he knew it. He loved when Emma’s eyes would light up when she touched him. He was lean enough now that the veins stood out in his groin and up into his abs. Emma would run her tongue down them, follow them down to his pecker and then put her mouth over him.

		He walked the bar out, five-eighty-five bent over his shoulders. He dropped down, gave it three good, deep reps. He liked giving up the wrestling, giving it up and just doing the strength training. Didn’t miss the sore neck, the joint pain, or the worst: that feeling when you were cutting weight. That hazy, distant, foggy mind. The dry, cracked lips, the mindless shuffle. He was at his leanest right now that he’d ever been but he was bright-eyed and strong, getting up numbers that were the highest he’d ever had. His squat and deadlift were in the six-hundreds, his bench high four-hundred. These days what drove him in the gym was thinking about his wife. He used to do this so he could throw around other men who were in the two-hundreds, now he was doing it so he could lift his hundred pound wife. Lift her with one hand and make her squeal. She loved that. Loved being a feather in his grip. It made him feel like a man. They’d watch themselves in the mirrored closet door, he would stand and hold her hips and he would lift and raise her on himself, just the strength of his forearms and wrists enough to move her.

		He kept his heaviest workouts the shortest—worked out today because he wanted to get home and get himself ready for the party tomorrow. He wanted to kiss his Emma, watch an hour of TV and then hit the hay for a solid nine hours. They had to be up early for the drive out to Abilene. He dropped plates off the bar and left it at three-fifteen. He ground out twenty-five reps, slow and steady and that was going to be a wrap for today.

		Troy got himself into the locker room and took his stuff off. He looked around before he pulled his underpants down. Twenty-five years old and he was still that little twelve year old boy sometimes. Looking around back then, seeing everyone else’s getting bigger and hairier, wondering when his was going to start. Only it never really did.

		He covered himself up and walked past some other guys, got himself to the showers with his towel held in front of himself, covering it. There were two already in there, and he checked them out. One pretty normal sized one, and another guy that had one that looked kind of big. He looked away before anyone caught him. He got to the stall, still covering himself, started up the spray and turned himself to the wall while he hung the towel up. He got it hot enough and showered himself up, making it quick.

		He’d been in locker rooms thousands of times. From High School, the State Championships, to College, where he wrestled Division 1. He always seemed like he was the smallest one. He’d check the other guys out like it was a sickness. Seeking out some vindication, trying to find someone who he was bigger than. He never did. What he did see frequently, and it killed him when he did, were those guys on the other end of the scale. Guys with really big fat ones that hung down, touched their legs when they walked.

		Any one of them could have been a guy who would sleep with your girl or had slept with her somewhere in her past. And when you were the smallest guy around it killed you to know your girl was with a guy maybe one time that had a real piece between his legs. That she would have played with one that swung around, not one that jiggled when you walked. She could have had one in her hands that she couldn’t get her fingers around, she could have had one inside her that made her gasp. Almost every girl he figured, worried, had been with one boy who had a penis she would tell her friends about. Your girl would have to think about those times when you had your tiny little thing inside her. The disparity was so great she couldn’t not notice it. That’s why Emma was worth a billion dollars.

		She never cared, right from the beginning, that his erection was only four and a quarter by four and a half. She didn’t laugh, chuckle or say aww the first time she’d seen it. She felt him inside her and he felt her tight too. Some girls had laughed. One even once sighed and she just got up and left without saying a word. That was maybe the worst. No, that was the second worst. That was in his first year at university. There were girls like that out there, girls that didn’t care about your feelings. He’d never, ever hit a girl, but sometimes he wouldn’t mind if a bad one thought he’d might.

		Like Jen Dawson. She was the worst. The first time his heart had been broken. He loved her like the way you do when the feeling is new when you’re a kid and that love is all you ever think about. He lost his virginity with her but she’d been with other boys. They were together a whole half a school year. Then she slept with this tall boy who just moved to town. He got popular real fast and he was on the basketball team. Joey Miller, who wrestled at one-eighty, told him he saw Jen and this new kid together at Chuck Kilpatrick’s party and he said they went upstairs together. He confronted her about it, trembling as he spoke and she cried and admitted it. He ran off and left her. Hoping she would drown in her shame. He knew he'd come back to her—he left her because he wanted to hurt her back. They got back together and it was so hard for him. He wanted to be with her but all he could see in her face was someone who couldn’t be trusted. Someone who held his innocence, his trust, but she didn’t care for it, didn’t respect it. She didn’t know how vulnerable he was. Then he saw a text she’d sent to some of her friends saying how big this other kid’s penis was. Served him right for snooping through her phone while she was in the bathroom at the cinema. She told them all how small Troy was. She was laughing that it was true about going black. She was never going back. They all laughed. Laughed at him and his misfortune.

		He’d had other girlfriends who stayed a while. Mostly for his body. Three long relationships that lasted for months. But he was really self-conscious about his size and tried to talk about it with them. That’s how he discovered he liked hearing about other experiences from girls that he had feelings for. He’d talk honestly about his feelings, ask them, Was he pleasing them enough, was he too small? They’d reassure him, tell him it was okay. Then eventually they’d mention other guys, and he couldn’t help it—he’d ask them how he compared. When they told him it drove him wild. He was so embarrassed by it though. He’d try and steer them that way, make them talk about it while they were making love but it seemed to freak them out. They’d all left him. Good for them; made way for his Emma.

		He put his towel around his waist and made it back to his locker. He always kept himself covered. Nobody would say anything to him now. Not any man at least. That locker room shame when he was a kid probably had a little something to do with him becoming the behemoth that he was. They made fun of him in Grade Nine and Ten, but by Grade Eleven that stopped. Nobody said a thing any more. He was sixteen and he was benching three-fifty. Problem was no one said anything to your face, but they loved to say it behind your back. All the kids at school heard the rumour that the beast on the wrestling team had a tiny pecker. All the girls knew. Sometimes he’d meet a girl and she’d ask him right at a party or wherever: Is what they say true? Is it really that small? Maybe they still would have been with him, but hearing something like that just took the wind out of his sails. Sent him home.
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		When he got home he found her in the kitchen. She was decorating the cake that she’d made for the house-warming. He watched her from the hall as he took his shoes off and put on his slippers. She had a pastry bag and she was making chocolate designs around the lip of the caramel covered cake sitting on its porcelain stand. She looked over her shoulder at him, gave him a sultry sort of naughty look. She could be like this sometimes. Letting him know she wanted it. He could feel his pulse jump. He didn’t expect to come home to this.

		“I didn’t expect you home so soon,” she said. She acted like she was trying to hide from him what she was doing on the high marble kitchen counter. She looked so pretty. Her ginger hair shining, almost blonde in some spots where the low sunlight coming in through the kitchen window lit it up. She had a long and light floral dress on, buttoned right up, short little bloused sleeves with a cuff that ended up high by her shoulder. The only thing bare was her ankles and her long alabaster arms, a thin little leather watch around her wrist.

		He walked into the kitchen, he kept his face stern, waiting to see where she would take this. She turned to him, hid the cake behind her, blocked it from his view. She folded her arms across herself, clutched at the collar of her dress, protecting herself from her brute of a husband.

		“I hope you’re not upset with me,” she said, playing up her Southern drawl.

		He strode to her, loomed over her, pinned her against the kitchen counter putting an arm on either side of her. She leaned back, made herself seem frightful. “What have you done?” he asked her.

		“I know you told me not to, but I just had to bake this cake,” she said, then bit her lip, looking up at him through her eyelashes.

		“Let me see it.”

		She winced, then got herself to the side so he could see around her. He looked at it. It was beautiful of course, a work of art. She’d written the names of his friend and his wife in her pretty handwriting across the top in chocolate frosting. Welcome to your new home.

		“What are we going to do with you?”

		She thought a moment, looked at him with her head tilted. She said, “I hope whatever you do you don’t spank my little bottom.”

		He moved his right arm slowly behind her, he gripped her firm little butt cheek and she gasped.

		“Please go easy on me, daddy.”

		He threw her up over his shoulder effortlessly with one hand and she shrieked with a laugh.

		“Please, I’ll listen next time, I just couldn’t let us go there with empty hands,” her voice gasping to the hall behind him as he marched her into the family room.

		He got her off his shoulder, spun her around face down with one palm spread across her chest, the other between her legs as he sat on his leather chair and placed her over his knee.

		“If I tell you not to bake a cake what should you do?”

		She put her arms behind her back and covered her rump. She was bent over his knee, her butt turned up to him, her pretty bare feet folded together resting on the arm of the chair. He noticed how clean the soles of her feet were; she kept the place immaculate. “Not bake a cake,” she said, quiet, high at the end, like it was a question.

		Her fingers pulled at the fabric of the dress’s skirt, inching it up to her, bringing the hem of it into her hand. “Why, I guess I asked for it didn’t I, daddy?” she said as she peeled the skirt up over her rump. She pulled it up and over, slowly revealing her bare bottom to him. She wasn’t wearing panties. He wondered how long she’d been thinking about this today.

		“I hate to do this to you, honey. It hurts me more than it hurts you,” he said. He patted her firm cheek, watched the slight jiggle. Her skin was white and pure as could be.

		“I know it does, sugar. Don’t blame yourself, it was me that brought this to—”

		He slapped her hard across her bare ass, right across both cheeks. It made her jump and she cried out. He did it again just across one cheek this time, watched her flesh shake.

		“What’s it going to take for you to learn?”

		“I don’t know, honey-pie,” she said, then looked over her shoulder at him, making a mean face, “I still feel like baking a cake.”

		He slapped her again, did it three times quick, she yelped out, breathy, each time. He smoothed his hand over her flesh, soothing her. Her white ass showing red hand marks across it.

		He squeezed and coddled them, admiring his wife’s fine little body bent over him. He slid a finger between her cheeks, let it find its way down between her legs. She was hot and she was very damp.

		“You’re not supposed to enjoy this.”

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

		No one knew she was like this. No one would even imagine. His little book club wife. Future mom to their four kids. She would go out, dressed up in her dowdy librarian, farmhouse clothes. No one in town knew how fine and shapely her lean little body was. No one had an idea that she could be this little temptress, one minute being spanked, playing the naughty Southern Belle, then talking dirty into his ear, telling him every detail about how she fell in love with some kid at the grocery store with a big bulge and she offered to jerk him off just to see what his dick looked like. No one could imagine that she liked to be pinned against a wall and fucked or eaten out. They didn’t know her. She was all for him.

		He spanked her hard and firm ten more times til he knew she couldn’t take it anymore.

		“Ow, baby,” she said, and she put her pretty hands over her cheeks, to protect them. “Ow,” she said again, and she was watching him, one sly eye looking over her shoulder.

		He let her get up and she stood herself before him. He sat on the couch and admired her. He had put his suit back on after the gym, but not his tie. His arms were over the sides of the chair, and he let her undress for him. She untied her apron, pulled it off her shoulder, let it fall to the floor. He could smell the chocolate as it dropped. Then she slowly unbuttoned her dress and he could see her pale chest being revealed. She slipped a bare shoulder out and he was excited to see it. The other shoulder came out and the flowery dress fell to join the apron and she was completely naked.

		She was so beautiful. She was tall and slim, five-eight, and light as could be with long, graceful limbs and a tight little tummy. Her hair was long and thick, hanging in ginger ringlets over her shoulders. He held his breath, felt himself tremble before her.

		“It’s your turn, sugar,” she said. She had her legs together, one arm folded behind her, her hand around the other elbow. She loved to watch him undress.

		He stood up over her and pulled his jacket off, his enormous chest thrust in her face. She was breathing him in. She started unbuttoning his shirt for him, she was impatient. She got the shirt spread open and he felt her hands over his skin. They went over his chest and down his sides, then back up slowly over the sharp, ridged muscles of his mid-section. He unbuckled his pants and let them fall and she pulled down his boxers. He was hard as a rock and the waistband got stuck on his erection. She did it slow then, using his boxers to pull it down all the way, painfully, then jump right back up when it was free. He pulled his socks off with his fingers and now they both weren’t wearing a thing. She looked him up and down, took him in, but he felt so free and safe with her and he just didn’t care that she could see it.

		He put his hands on her slim waist and hoisted her up effortlessly, and she wrapped her legs around his middle. He moved his hands quickly between them, cupped her ass cheeks then lifted her right up. She bent forward so she wouldn’t hit her head, and she put her hands on the ceiling. He held her up like that with his head between her thighs and she put her legs over his shoulders. He knew he was good at this. He had to be.
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		She felt Troy work his tongue through her folds, felt his warm breath between her thighs. She put a hand down and ran her fingers through his hair, encouraging him. His thick, dark hair was cut short except for the top that he kept long and styled up.

		No one had ever gone down on her before Troy. She didn’t think that was something most people really did. That was something else she’d been missing out on. She laughed when she thought: is this going up?

		She pat him on his big shoulder, she wanted down. She wanted him inside her. He let her slide down and then he carried her up the stairs and into the bedroom, holding her in his arms like a baby, her legs dangling.

		He threw her on the bed and she clamoured. Now she acted like she was trying to get away from him. She turned onto her belly and scrambled for the other side.

		She said, “No, no, you get away from me,” breathy and passionate. He grabbed her ankles and pulled her towards him with ease. She was powerless. She felt his hands on her hips and he lifted her up and pulled her towards him. She tilted herself up to him, let him see her sex and swayed her hips. She felt him stab his thing into her and she gasped.

		“Oh, that’s it,” she said, relieved at last.

		He made love to her like that from behind, her bare ass turned up to him as it was bent over the edge of the bed. She gasped with his thrusts and he hammered his hips into her. Their whole bed shook with the effort, rattling the table lamps next to the bed.

		It felt so good and it felt like it went on forever. She gasped out for him to stop when it got to be too much. Her whole body tingled and she felt like she wanted to scream, she writhed as he popped himself out of her. When she made love she felt like something was building, or like she was climbing. But she never got to the top, she started to get itchy and ticklish between her legs and it stopped her. She never got herself over the top. She never got her legs over and jumped down the other side. Didn’t mean she didn’t love every minute of it.

		“Jus give me a minute,” she said, and she lay on her belly still, her legs rubbing together and her hand soothing her folds. Trying to push away that uncomfortable tingle.

		Troy threw himself down next to her, his weight shaking the bed. He lay on his side and watched her. She turned to him, looked him in his eyes.

		She decided she was going to do it tonight after all. She said, “Promise you won’t be mad?”

		“Mad about what?”

		“I was really bad today.”

		“The cake?”

		“No, worse,” she said, and cuddled herself into his huge hard body. Her hand felt down his tight stomach, down between his legs and found his little hard-on. She stroked him with her fingertips, he was still wet from her insides.

		“What did you do, Emma?”

		“Well, I was out shoppin and I was runnin errands and it was jus so hot out. There was this cute boy at the Post Office, and he had these satiny shorts on—they were real short. Well, I saw him bend over to pick up the box he was mailin and I could see he had this big bulge...you know, I could see it from behind so I thought he must just have really big...” she paused, then got right up to his ear, whispered, “balls.”

		“Uh-huh,” Troy said. His eyes had closed and he was rock hard under her touch.

		“So when he stood up I wanted to see what he looked like in the front of his shorts. Well, I guess when he bent over it had fallen out of his underwear—or maybe he wasn’t even wearin any, I don’t know. I looked down and I could see the end of his thing hanging out of his shorts.”

		She could feel Troy quivering now. He was too close. She’d have to speed this up. She had him roll onto his back and she straddled his big thighs and got her hand back on his pecker. He was leaking now, his clear stuff streaming out under her fingers.

		“So I saw his hands were full and I didn’t want him to get into trouble for exposin himself, so I reached down and I took it in my hand and I scrunched it up and tucked it in there; stuffed it back in.”

		“You did? You touched him without asking?”

		“He didn’t mind—he thanked me. But then I jus couldn’t stop thinkin about it. It felt so nice and warm. And it was soft Troy, but even still, it was so much bigger than what I have here and you’re as hard as can be. It put such a shiver in me; it made me wonder how I could stay with a man who has such a tiny little thing.”

		“So what’d you do?”

		“Well,” she paused like she was ashamed to tell him. She stroked him quicker now, her thumb and finger circled around it. His balls went up inside when he got hard but she pushed on his belly around his pecker and squeezed them into his sack so she could play with them. “Well, I never mailed those packages—I hope that’s okay. Once he was done I followed him out to his car. When he got in I jumped in the passenger seat, I was sure glad it wasn’t locked. Well, he was pretty surprised but he figured why I’d come out. I told him I wanted to see it and he said he’d let me.”

		“Uh-mm,” he said. He wasn’t going to make it. She watched those abs like bricks heaving and pushing up against his thin skin. He had his hands up over his eyes now, just grooving with what she was telling him.

		“He was a little harder now, not hard enough to make love yet, but hard enough that it looked pretty mean all wrinkled and hairy, layin in his lap. Did you know other men were so much bigger than you?”

		“Ah...”

		“So I told him, Mister, I want to see that thing when it’s hard. And I took it in my pretty little hand and it just felt so good, it felt so big, I couldn’t wait—”

		Troy went off before she knew it. He shot a stream straight up that slapped on his chest.

		“Oh, Troy!” she said, and she got a hand out by the end of his thing. Held it out like a splashguard while she continued to stroke him with her other hand. She felt his hot streams pump into her palm. He kept flexing his little thing, pushing it into her fist with his hips. She kept stroking, and he kept shooting his stuff into her other hand. “Good gravy, Troy, now you’re jus showin off!”

		He groaned when she said it and he kept spurting but it was just splashing onto his stomach a bit. She’d kept it off the bedspread which was good because she’d just changed the bed this morning.

		“My word, Troy, you really needed that, didn’t you?” she said. She got herself off from him and hopped into the bathroom. She held her hands together, cupped, palms up, and they were filled with his hot seed. She got them under the tap and rinsed herself off with soapy water. She got a clean towel from the linen cupboard and got herself back to him. She threw herself into the crook of his outstretched arm. He looked exhausted.

		“You really liked that one did you?”

		“I couldn’t even hold on.”

		“That was a lot of stuff came out of you,” she said as she scrubbed him with the fluffy towel that smelled of laundry. “I worked really hard on that one and you barely got to hear it. I didn’t even get to tell you what his penis looked—”

		“Don’t ruin it, you can still use it,” he said.

		“Yeah, but I liked the part where I tucked it back in his shorts. That was my favourite bit.” She dabbed between her legs with a clean corner of the towel, then put an arm over his chest, her palm on his cannonball of a shoulder. He turned his face to her and she kissed him. Breathed in while she did it, felt the tingle through her fingertips and toes; she was so in love with him.

		“Hey,” he said.

		“Yeah?”

		“It’s a great cake. They’re going to love it.”
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		They had the car packed the night before, and they were ready to go first thing in the morning, but Emma insisted on making them breakfast first. Troy smiled at her in bed, said he was all in. This day had been scheduled as his cheat day for three weeks now. Today he would gorge. He was looking for excess calories, and today would be perfect, going to a barbecue at his old friend’s house and all. A homemade meal from his beautiful wife as she proudly and happily took on the important role of homemaker sounded like the best way to kick it off. He told her make anything she wants.

		So they had french toast and bacon, maple syrup, and she made her own hash too. They ate together in the breakfast nook and he talked to her about work, let her know how it was going and then she worked out on the map how to get to Abilene, how long it would take, what they’d pay in tolls.

		He could tell she was nervous. She did not like parties. Not big outdoor summer ones with a lot of people at least. He wished he could just swipe her anxiety away. The thought of something troubling her, putting a crease in her perfect pale brow, made him angry or something. He wished it would be an object he could crush with his fist. He would protect her to the end. But it was just silly nerves, so he put a hand over hers and hoped it might calm her.

		They locked up and headed out at around eleven in the morning. They took Troy’s Hyundai SUV, and Emma packed her cake in the cargo and boxed it in place with a milk crate and Troy’s gym bag to keep it safe.

		It was perfect weather for a barbecue today, it was hot and the sky was pale blue and there wasn’t a cloud to be seen. The drive was pretty uneventful, Emma had her iPhone plugged in to the stereo and she listened to an NPR podcast that was all about book reviews. Somewhere on the One-Eighty-Three, near Lake Brownwood, some idiot in a Rav4 wandered right into his lane. It made Troy jolt the wheel but they swerved back in time. Troy punched it to catch up and look at this numbskull, he swore they were texting. Emma slapped his arm, mad at his erratic driving. She said, “Troy, you mess my cake, I swear I’m going to strangle you.” For whatever reason it made him laugh really hard, which made her laugh too. He thought how bad he would feel if he had tipped it or something and he promised himself to pay better attention.

		Walt’s place was in a really nice suburb outside of Abilene. His old friend had married a young lady whose father was a surgeon—Troy thought it was plastic surgery—and he had a practice in Tulsa. Walt didn’t say it, but the father must have had something to do with them getting such a big place. They pulled up and they could see the house about a quarter mile from the street. They had acres of grass that separated them from the road and there were maybe thirty cars parked there. They went up the drive and settled themselves in with the other cars. The house itself was a huge suburban thing, had to be four thousand square feet, with peaked slate roofs, and tall windows with white trim.

		When they got out they could hear the music coming from the backyard, people yelling and splashing in the pool. He felt for Emma, knew that had to make her tense. When they were at the back of the car with the hatch open he squeezed her to him and kissed the top of her head. She got her things together, her hat, her big straw purse, and picked up her cake.

		“It’s scorching hot, Troy.”

		“You make sure you put on your sunscreen.”

		“I know.”

		Troy just had a plain shirt on and some khaki shorts. He had his trunks in Emma’s bag. Emma had a loose button-up shirt over her bikini and a wrap around her like a skirt that went right down to her feet. She wore a big brimmed raffia hat to keep the sun off her.

		They walked up the drive, past all the other cars. There must have been a hundred people there. They got to the front door and it was open and they just walked in. The place was beautiful inside too, with high ceilings and a big open kitchen with stainless and marble everything. Troy gave Emma his Wow face.

		He spied Walt and his wife Olivia in the kitchen. Olivia was talking to an older couple and Walt was face first in the fridge. Troy goosed him and made him jump.

		“What’s up, partner?” he said.

		“Damn it, Troy, I hit my head—let me get you a beer.” Beer was on the menu today and it sounded great because it was so hot.

		“Aw, hey, Emma,” Walt’s face lit up when he saw her behind Troy and he kissed her cheek.

		“What in the world is that?”

		“I made you guys a cake,” she said, and her face looked pained.

		“You did, girl? Hey, Olivia...”

		Olivia came over and gushed that she had gone to the trouble. They looked genuinely touched. Olivia touched her chest, said, “Bless your heart, Emma.”

		Troy hadn’t seen them in the longest time. It was tough keeping together now that they were out of school. Emma knew Walt but she had only met Olivia one other time. Troy hoped they’d get along but they were quite different. Olivia was a Princess, and very much about looking good. She was nice and she was great for Walt, but as far as being a friend to Emma, they would be an unlikely pair.

		Troy looked at his old buddy. Walt hadn’t grown up. Still partied like a kid, dressed like a kid. He had grown outwards though. All that bulk he would throw into guys at forty yards in four seconds had smoothed out and slumped. He still looked capable but it was a bad sign for someone only twenty-five.

		And all he wanted to talk about was football. Troy obliged, he could also talk about football forever, but he could see Emma in the corner of his eye and she was looking around. If they’d talked about engineering or something she could be a part of it. But football?

		“Hey, girl,” Walt said, “Why don’t you get your suit on and get to the pool. Olivia’s out there with some of the girls, grab yourself a drink and maybe have a dip...”

		Emma looked around and twisted up her mouth, then she kissed Troy’s cheek and told him she’d be by the pool.

		“I’ll be right out in a moment, baby,” he said.
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		Emma got herself a wine cooler which could be trouble because she almost never drank. She just felt so self-conscious without a drink in her hand and she didn’t want to have a Coke. She picked up the wine cooler, a raspberry one, it was nice but it was so sweet she might as well have had a Coke. She wandered around trying to find some way to situate herself that wouldn’t be too conspicuous or too in the way.

		She didn’t know anybody here and she felt awkward. And the crowd was the type that always intimidated her. The boys were frat boys even though they were all out of school and grown men now. There was a lot of drinking. She watched some guys and their girlfriends playing beer pong—kept far back enough no one would think to ask her to join in. It was hot out and she was worried about her skin. She did not like the sun and it definitely didn’t like her either.

		She was getting some looks from boys and it made her uncomfortable. It was just so hot out, her bikini was perfect, and all the girls were wearing them. But she felt like she was on display. It was too hot and too weird to not be in her swimsuit by the pool on such a hot day. She’d nervously put her wrap and her shirt into her big straw bag. She just wished Troy would show up.

		Olivia put her arm around her shoulder and it made her jump. “Come and talk to us over here, Emma,” she said.

		Emma looked over and saw a group of intimidating girls standing with wine in their hands watching her from behind their sunglasses. She went over to them and Olivia introduced them to her but she was too nervous to catch their names.

		“This is Troy’s wife, he and Walt went to Georgia together. Troy wrestled right?”

		“Yes, Division 1.”

		“That’s Troy over there?” one of them asked looking over the top of her sunglasses.

		Emma followed where she was looking and saw Troy talking with Walt over by the stairs up to the hot tub. He had his shirt off and his sunglasses on. Her heart warmed just seeing him. Please, come over here.

		“Yes, that’s my Troy,” she said.

		“God Damn,” she said.

		Emma bristled—Lord’s name and all—but she appreciated the compliment.

		“He’s a dime-piece,” another one said. She was tall and beautiful with a tan and the blackest hair.

		“What’s that?” Emma asked.

		“He’s a ten out of ten,” she answered with her eyebrows way up high.

		“Yes, he is,” Emma said.

		Olivia had been straightening out a pretty, patterned sarong and then folding into a triangle. Now she put her arms around Emma’s waist with it, then tied it in a knot on her hip. Emma was startled.

		Olivia leaned into her, said, “You’ve got handprints on your ass.”

		Emma felt her face go red. She felt so embarrassed. She saw them looking at her, then she felt the heat across her chest, knew she was going red across there too. She looked down.

		“He a little rough with you?” the girl with the black hair said, looking at Troy.

		“Oh no, it’s not like that,” Emma said. She fidgeted with her hair—wished she had a rocket on her back and she could just pull a cord and blast on out of there.

		“He looks like he could be real good at rough,” the black-haired one said.

		“Oh my goodness,” Emma said, she was so humiliated. But they laughed.

		Olivia held her arm. “It’s okay, sugar, don’t be embarrassed. We all get a little crazy.”

		A couple of them toasted the idea, and it made Emma smile.

		She’d found her spot and she camped out with those girls, too afraid to wander off and not find another group; be stuck out there by herself, the tall electric white girl with the red hair and the sun hat. So she stood with them and they were funny and friendly, some of their jokes were a little dirty for her, but they were the best thing going at the moment. She had a few more wine coolers and kind of enjoyed the funny feeling they gave her.

		A nice-looking boy came up with a tray of drinks for them. He was bringing it over, carefully walking so he wouldn’t spill them. He’d addressed them, called out. Emma took a step forward to help him.

		Another boy by the pool turned then, real quick, and he darted in behind the one with the tray. Emma gasped thinking he was going to knock him over but he just crouched down behind him. Then in one fell swoop, quick as lightning, he pulled down the boy-with-the-tray’s swim trunks. Emma put her hands over her mouth. The boy with the tray jumped and she saw his penis swinging between his legs. It was the biggest thing she’d seen. Big as the ones she would see online and she could tell he was soft as could be.

		“You asshole!” he yelled to the guy who’d done it, who was running off and laughing, shirtless and drunk. “Oh my gosh, could you grab my shorts,” he said.

		She was so flustered she did it. She bent down and grabbed his shorts and she pulled them up to his knees. She snuck a look at his thing. She couldn’t believe it. She was face to face with an honest-to-goodness Big Dick. Really big. She was so excited. She was embarrassed for the guy nonetheless, it must have been pretty embarrassing for him, even if he had a real nice one. She got the shorts up to it and he moved the tray to the side and she hiked them up over it. She watched his balls and his big, fat, fleshy thing come up, hang over the shorts, then the whole package slap up against his belly as she tugged them up, then it was gone, hidden away again.

		“I can’t believe...Miss, I’m so sorry,” he said. He handed her the tray and she took it. He turned and ran off, disappeared into the people around the pool.

		She watched him run. She felt a shiver all over. Felt a little funny in her tummy.

		She turned and walked the tray back to the girls who were all watching her. It occurred to her, like a slap in the face—why did I pull his shorts up when I could have just taken the tray? She put the tray down on the table next to the girls who didn’t say anything.

		“Poor guy,” she said.

		“Yeah, poor guy,” the black haired girl said. “I’ve seen it happen to him at four different parties now, sugar.”

		Olivia put her hand on Emma’s shoulder, said, “He just likes showing off that big dick.”

		“Oh? I didn’t notice,” Emma said, hoping they’d buy it.

		They all got back to their conversations but Emma wasn’t paying attention.

		She couldn’t stop thinking about that boy’s penis. It was so big. Like bigger than Troy when he was at his hardest. Something she’d said to Troy a thousand times probably, but she saw it now. For real. It made her feel so strange. So dirty being close to one that looked like that. She tried to imagine what it would look like hard. She would love to see it. Would something like that even fit inside her? Didn’t seem possible. It was uncircumcised too, which was so weird in person. She had to find Troy. Couldn’t wait to tell him.
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		Emma excused herself from the girls when she couldn’t stand it any more. She’d lost sight of Troy, he wasn’t up on the deck by the hot tub. She needed to find him.

		She went up to the deck where the hot tub was. It was packed up there, and there were people in the tub and she couldn’t believe it—it was ninety degrees out. She pushed her way through, back off that deck, and headed for the house.

		The party was getting pretty wild, everybody being loud, and there were spilled red cups everywhere. She squeezed through the people, felt sure someone had put a hand on her butt at one point. She took off her wide brimmed hat so she wouldn’t touch people with it. Carried it up on her chest. There was still no sign of him. She was feeling a bit frantic. She had something she wanted to tell him and it was urgent. She wanted to blurt it all out to him. It happened for real. This time she had a real story for him. He was hard to miss, she couldn’t understand she hadn’t spotted him yet.

		Finally, there he was. She saw him, tall and huge, down at the end of a long hall. Two girls were flirting with him. They looked so small underneath him, looking up at him, batting their pretty little eyelashes. Troy was shirtless, and he glistened in the light coming in from the window. He had his sunglasses on and a beer in his hand. He looked so out of character. She pushed herself down the hall, getting through. She saw the girls were short, tanned, soft but shapely bodies in pastel bikinis, red cups in their hands. They were leaning back against the wall, flirting with him, putting themselves on display for him. Sorry girls, you’re really not his type.

		Troy’s body language gave him away. Being polite, trying to move on, these two little hussies so enamoured with his gorgeous body, trying to keep him in place by flirting.

		She threw her hat aside and put her hands on his chest and she kissed him.

		“There you are,” she said. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you.” He kissed her, and her hands went down his bare sides feeling the muscles in his waist.

		“Where have you been?” he asked her. “I haven’t seen you around.”

		She hugged him and looked at the girls. They were not impressed with her. They looked her up and down, then moved on without saying a word. She was never like this. She didn’t like these types of parties, brought out the worst in a body.

		She looked up at Troy, said, “You didn’t even get a chance to introduce us.”

		“Jealous?”

		“Yes. You’re going to be, too.”

		He frowned, still smiling, wondering what she was up to.

		She had to do this right. Didn’t want him to think this was just another one of her little games. One of her little games coming at an inopportune time, with all these people here.

		She took him by the hand, said, “Come with me.” They went around the corner and up a flight of stairs to the second floor. It was quieter up here, less people, and you could hear each other talk. They walked hand in hand, her leading her giant man, looking for a space where they could be private.

		“Where on earth are you taking me?”

		“Jus follow me, please, I have something big to tell you about.”

		“You do?”

		She got them a spot in a hall in front of a window that looked out over the hot tub and deck. They were alone.

		“You know I tell you some crazy stories? What if I had one that was real?”

		“Uh-huh.” He was just playing along, she could tell.

		“I’m serious Troy, you have to believe me.”

		“What happened?”

		She looked around, said real quiet, “I saw one for real.”

		He was dubious, but interested in hearing more. The party was playing out loud and boisterous below them, but they seemed very quiet and alone in the little hall.

		“You did?”

		She had so much to tell. She wasn’t going to say that it might have been done on purpose. She didn’t want him mad, she just wanted him horny.

		“I jus saw another man’s penis and I feel so funny, sugar. Why was it so much bigger than yours? Was there somethin wrong with it?”
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		Was she telling him the truth? She was playing up that little accent of hers, making it breathy and sexy. But something felt different. She was dirty talking him, but she seemed urgent. And genuine.

		“We’re going to do this right here? You’re so bad.”

		“Troy, I ain’t playin, I really did see it.”

		“Tell me what happened.”

		“I saw a boy out there, and somebody pulled his shorts down right in front of me.”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“And he had his hands full, so I pulled his shorts up for him, sugar. My hands were right next to his...thing. But sweet pea, this boy’s thing was so much bigger than yours. Was it swollen or something? Why would it be like that? It made me feel a little funny.”

		“Was it hard?”

		“No, soft as could be, it just hung there swinging around, plain as day, happy-go-lucky.”

		“Some boys might be a little bigger than me,” he said. He put his hands on her shoulders, held her like the cover off a romance novel. She put her hands up on his bare chest.

		“It wasn’t bigger by a little. It was bigger by a lot. It jus made me so...curious. I swear, I haven’t stopped thinkin about it.” Her right hand worked its way down his muscles. She put her hand between his legs on the outside of his trunks. She squeezed his little bulge. “This seems so small to me now. Is that bad?”

		“You don’t think this would satisfy you anymore?”

		“I guess I jus realized that it never did. Now I know why.”

		“Are you saying I’m too small for you?”

		“I think you might be too small for anyone, now that I’ve been so close to a real one.”

		“Did you really see it?”

		“I swear I’m telling you the truth.” She put her hand up the leg of his shorts and slipped it under the mesh liner. His scrotum was pulled up tight, and he was hard as a rock and hot to the touch. She sighed as she felt it.

		“You’re slippery as an eel,” she said as she teased it with her long fingers. “You like hearin me talk about real men? Real men that could fill a woman up, make her squeal like a pig.” He was trembling under her control, his legs quivered and he closed his eyes.

		“Well, we cain’t do this here, sugar. If you’ll excuse me, I have to go find that good looking boy with the dreamy thing between his legs. See if I cain’t convince him to let me take another peek, maybe give it a little squeeze this time. Wish me luck.”

		She wiped her fingers off on the inside of his short leg, then she bit her lip and smiled so big she almost burst out laughing. She waved her fingers at him, then sauntered down the hall.

		His shorts were a little too tight for him to walk around with his hard-on pushing almost straight out. He tried pushing it up flat against him but it was still visible. He didn’t want anyone to see how short it was. He squeezed his legs together and winced. She had him so hard right now it hurt. Right between his legs, behind his balls, he felt so swollen. She really knew how to do it, that’s for sure. He turned and looked out the window, bent over, trying to forget about it, get this thing to go down.

		He had a funny feeling she was telling the truth. Or maybe a half truth. Did she see one? Another man’s pecker. Maybe. Maybe she saw one and she was playing up that it was big. How on earth would it happen that she would see a bare penis here? He supposed it was possible, all these people in shorts and bikinis, they all were one wrong move away from a wardrobe malfunction.

		What if she was telling the whole truth? It made him a little queasy. Made him feel restless and anxious. Had she actually seen a big penis in real life? His brow furrowed and he felt tension across his forehead and through his temples. His sweet little wife subjected to something like that for real. Of course that did seem to be his little fantasy. But talking and fantasy were far removed from seeing and touching. She’d said she’d helped him pull his shorts up, that her hands had been right next to it. He wrung his hands together and pushed that thought far away. His back and shoulders felt sweaty.

		He resisted, didn’t want to do it, but he coaxed that thought back; held out some food for it, saying sorry for scaring it away. His wife’s graceful, elegant hands pulling up his shorts, his big ugly tool flopping so close it almost touched her. Could she feel the heat from it? He trusted her so much, but was there something way inside her that wanted to touch it, that had been aroused by it? He gripped the back of his neck, rubbed his muscles and rolled his head around. He was bursting between his legs. He was never going to get out of here if he didn’t stop thinking about it.

		Who was it? Who here had this big dick? He looked out at all those guys out there. There were probably about a half dozen of them that had some real sausages. Probably each and every one of them were bigger than him. Someone here had the smallest penis and he was pretty sure it was him. He shook his head. He could feel his heart pounding.

		Something caught his eye. He saw her waving down there, her long white arm getting his attention from the crowd. He gave her a wave back. She pointed at some guy walking away from her towards the pool. She held her two hands apart—the size of his big dick. Then she crossed her fingers and bit her lip. Wish me luck.

		Oh, goodness. She was going to drive him crazy.
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		He was up there forever. She knew she’d left him in a state. He better not be touching himself up there, she thought. She didn’t like it when he did that. She would do that for him anytime.

		She’d got herself back with that little group of girls where she’d found herself comfortable. She wondered about that. These girls were not her type, and she wasn’t theirs. They were cool kids and she’d never been one of them. Even at the sorority—she was welcomed, but she mostly ended up doing the administration that no one else wanted to do. That had been fine with her. These girls were the kind that made your blood freeze when they got you in their headlights. But they welcomed her, enjoyed her in their group today. She thought it must be Troy. Her big beautiful husband validated her. What was he—a dimepiece? Then they’d seen her welted bottom, Troy’s enormous hand prints slapped multiple times across both her cheeks. Red finger shapes and a thumb visible, peeking out of her bikini bottoms. She’d gone red when she’d checked herself in the bathroom. Alone in the bathroom and she’d blushed at the evidence. She just wasn’t that kind of girl. Well, not to the public anyway, that was her private business. Still it seemed to garner her some sort of appeal with these alpha ladies that had welcomed her in today.

		The sun was starting to go down when she finally saw him again. It must have been an hour since she’d left him. She signalled to him, trying to do it like her new friends might. Disinterested, sunglasses on, no smile. She perhaps may have had too many wine coolers.

		Troy came over to them, all smiles, looking stunning.

		“There you are,” she said. “I was missing you.”

		He kissed her, pulled her into his arms, said Hi to Olivia and the other girls. She could tell from their faces that she’d done well scoring herself a man like Troy. She already knew that. Knew it every day, but she sure got a charge seeing it in another girl’s face. She put her cooler down on a table behind Troy’s back, feeling a little woozy from it.

		She pulled his ear down to her mouth, whispered, “You better not have been playing with that little thing up there by yourself, that’s mine.” She realized she definitely had too much to drink.

		Troy bristled but he smiled, held her into him again and she loved that.

		“Carry me to the hot tub, daddy,” she said, no self-consciousness at all.

		“All right, Emma, let’s get ourselves back on the road, I think. It’s a long way back to Austin.”

		He said his gracious good-byes to Olivia and the girls, and she got herself together enough that she gave them a cool straight-faced good-bye behind her sunglasses even though the sun was below the trees now. She kissed the girls’ cheeks and said her thanks. Olivia told her to take care of those buns tonight, and it made her feel kind of wicked, in a good way.

		They crossed the deck and over to the cars. Other people were packing it in, too. The party wasn’t over but the day shift was clearing out. She didn’t want to go yet, so she said to Troy, “Please, can we get in the tub?”

		He shook his head at her. “Didn’t you get enough heat today? How’s your skin?”

		She touched her shoulders, said, “SPF 50, three times I put it on today.”

		Troy looked at the tub said, “All right, let’s go in. It is empty.”

		She took the sarong off and they both slipped in and it was great. It had been such a searing hot day, but no humidity. Once the sunlight was off you it felt quite cool. The hot water was fantastic.

		She put her head back on the edge and let herself sink in up over her shoulders. She had a pretty good time today. Apparently a hot boyfriend on your arm and a few too many drinks in your little belly did wonders for your spirit. She closed her eyes.

		“You know, Troy, I had a pretty good day today.”

		“See, all that anxiety for nothing.”

		“Yeah, but it’s not usually like that for me. I like Olivia. She was nice to me.”

		“Did you have a few drinks today?”

		“I did. I saw you, too.” He almost never drank, only the occasional beer, a few times a year.

		“Yeah, I had a good time today, too. It was good seeing Walt. I’m glad he’s pretty nearby, could be good. They want a family as well.”

		Troy put his hand on her knee, then took her legs in one hand, pulled her feet into his lap. She watched him, her handsome husband with his big rugged jaw, his strong features and that thick wavy head of hair that he’d sometimes have to shave a part into. His huge round shoulders and his rock hard chest, he shaved that as well; she felt a little tingle as her eyes held his. He rubbed her feet and her head fell back again, hitting the hard edge, it felt so good.

		“Oh, Troy,” she said.

		She almost drifted off, then remembered something. “Hey, you know you left big handprints on my bare little bottom?”

		“I did? Oh yeah, I guess I did.”

		“Well, neither of us thought of it, and I walked around the party in the afternoon showin it to everybody, Olivia came and wrapped me up.”

		“I’m sorry,” he said, but he was laughing too.

		“It’s not funny, everybody thinks we’re a couple of animals now.”

		“We are aren’t we?”

		She opened her eyes and considered him. “Are we?”

		“I think we might be.”

		She snarled at him, made a claw with her hand and raked the air with it. She saw someone as she did it. That boy with the big dick was sitting on the deck in a chair, talking to some others.

		“Hey, Troy?”

		“Yeah?”

		“That’s the boy over there.”

		“The boy that—”

		“Yeah, he has a really big dick.”

		“Oh my gosh, Emma, you’re going to drive me crazy.”

		“I’m serious. That really happened.”

		“How?”

		“Pretty much like I said. It was an accident.”

		“And it was really a big one? You’re not making that part up.”

		“I swear, Troy. I’m not doing one of my stories now. This really happened.”

		“How big was it?”

		“Well, I swear I heard it slap against his thigh when his little shorts got pulled down.”

		“Emma, please…”

		She laughed, she crossed her heart with her forefinger, “I swear, Troy.”

		He worked his jaw around, looking at her face, kind of smiling. “I want to hear all about it when we get home.”

		“I can’t wait to tell you. I rushed all over trying to find you when it happened, I was so excited.”

		She pulled her feet from his lap and sat up, scooched closer to him, said, “I swear it musta been half a foot long, just swingin there like a egg in a sock. How big do you think that might get? Do you think it could be nine inches?” Troy rolled his eyes and breathed in, covered his cheeks, reeling from her dirty talk. “Do you think I could take nine inches? I’m jus so tiny down there, daddy.”

		“Emma, you’ve got to stop it.”

		“Well, everyone’s cleared out now, whyn’t you get me out of here. You can bounce me off every wall in our bedroom while we make love. And I’ll tell you all about every inch I saw of his beautiful cock.”

		He put both hands on top of his head, shouted, “Emma! I can’t stand up if you keep talking like that.”

		“I can make it go down for you darlin, want me to do somethin for you under the water.” He considered it.

		Then they saw two guys coming over to the hot tub. A black guy with a beard, and the good looking boy with the big dick.

		“Is it still hot in there?” he said.
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		Troy watched Emma work herself away from him. Not far, just sliding one cheek over. She batted her eyes at them, ran her hair behind her ear.

		“It sure is—it’s so nice in here, you’d be crazy not to come in.”

		What was she up to?

		Both guys smiled, not able to turn down a warm invitation from such a pretty girl.

		“Maybe one of y’all could bring me a raspberry wine cooler.” One of them fished through an open cooler behind them, most of the ice turned to water. They got themselves in and sat opposite Emma and him. The one with the big dick opened a wine cooler and handed it to her, dripping water. He was pretty good-looking, in a youthful, boyish kind of way. He was slight, but looked in good shape. Not too bad if you were in to one-hundred-sixty pound guys.

		Troy saw a look of recognition on Emma’s friend’s face. He sort of wagged a finger at her, frowning as he seemed to remember her from somewhere. Emma smiled at him and nodded, raised her eyebrows right up for him. Was it true then, did she really see his penis? Was this them acknowledging whatever encounter they might have had?

		Seeing them sitting together like that, making small talk and grinning at each other, made him real uncomfortable. That was Emma, putting on a show just for him. A hint of dread got him, swiped the happy look off his face. Was she doing this for him? Or did she like what she saw when his shorts came down? Most importantly, why did he like this horrible feeling so much? That was the real question.

		“So is he your boyfriend?”

		“Who, him? No, he was jus already in here,” she said.

		“Oh hey, man,” he said to Troy. “I’m Chad and this is Tony,” the guy said, pointing his thumb at his friend sitting next to him.

		“Hey,” he nodded at them, just said, “Troy.”

		“Sides, I’m married,” Emma said, and she held up the back of her hand to them, wiggled her ring.

		“Oh yeah, where’s your husband?”

		“He ain’t here. He’s in Corpus Christi. He welds on one a the platforms. He’s never at home,” she said, tilting her head and blinking. She was going to make him scream.

		Chad kind of smiled at her, looked at her through heavy lids, considering what this little tramp was up to.

		“You get lonely?”

		“Sometimes I sure do.” She made a sad face and watched the hot water bubble around her. “It’s hard bein by yourself all the time.”

		Chad, put his arms up on the edge of the tub, tilted his head back. “How could anyone leave you all alone?”

		She smiled at him.

		This was starting to get crazy. He hated her doing this. The most immediate thought he had was to grab this runt by his throat and his trunks, and toss him over the railing, down into the bushes. Except he was frozen in place. Some deep part of him was tickled by this. Tickled in a bad place. Part of him wanted to just sit here and see how bad this could get.

		He turned out of the tub, put his back to them. His things were in a little pile on the cedar deck. He grabbed his sunglasses and put them on, took a deep breath and turned back to them, sunk himself back into the hot water.
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		Emma got Chad wrapped up in small talk until the sun went down and the sky felt low, so blue it was almost black. Troy watched them the whole time, motionless, sitting in those bubbles with his sunglasses on.

		She learned all about this Chad. Where he went to school, how he had his B.A., but he didn’t have a job he liked yet. He took a year off after he was done university and he travelled all over Asia.

		He was kind of cute. Boyish. Nice skin, and he was tanned. He had a good build, but he was slight, slim-hipped. She liked his hair, he kept it cut short—he was mousy brown, but he had long curls on the top that looked almost blonde. Didn’t look like a boy who might have a big one. Her big-penis-rolodex flipped in her mind and she realized there really was no type. Sometimes smaller guys did have big ones. Hey—maybe they just looked bigger on them.

		She got herself a little bored talking to him. It had turned into a real conversation now for about a half hour. Chad’s friend Tony had checked out, just sitting over there texting and going through his phone. She would look at Troy, but he didn’t say anything. He was playing at being asleep. She couldn’t even bring him in on this. He’d left her alone to her little game and he was sitting there watching it play out. But she was done here. She wanted to get home.

		There was a bit of a spark. She didn’t want to think about it or explore it. Just felt a little turned on, knowing this good looking boy was interested in her. It was kind of hot to think that if she were single he might want to get a little frisky with her. And she had seen what he had between his legs. If she had been this kind of girl when she was in Agnes Scott, what kind of experiences could she have had? In just one day she had one of those times that she never could have imagined for herself when she was back at school. She was like one of those other girls today. Like one of those girls all the others were intimidated by.

		She went to a total of about four parties while she was at University. Big affairs like today, everyone so loud and rambunctious, she would sit against a wall and try not to catch anybody’s eye. Her idea of fun back then was to have some of her friends over after she’d done her homework and they’d get into their pyjamas and binge-watch something naughty like True Blood. Today she really had fun; like some of her Sisters had. She’d been on the arm of a stud—yeah, he was technically her husband—she’d been brought into a clutch of cool girls, she stood with them drinking all day making bitch faces at boys. Then she’d been flashed this really big dick. And now, she was sitting in a hot tub, a few too many in her, and this dreamy boy was coming on to her. He was working it too, trying to impress her.

		Hoo, she realized, she had to get out of there. She put her cooler on the deck behind her and waited out one of Chad’s stories, looking for him to wrap it up.

		When she got her break, she said, “It’s gettin late, Chad, I probably oughtta get goin.”

		“Aw, you’re going to go? We were having such a good time, I thought.”

		“Darlin, it’s a long drive back to Corpus Christi,” she said, and looked over at Troy. It had felt like he was trying to catch her eye but she hadn’t seen him move. She looked at him and it seemed like he had gently shook his head, No. Did he not want to go? Or did she get him so hard under the water that he couldn’t stand up. She couldn’t help a huge smile spreading across her face.

		“What are you smiling about? You know I’m right. You just had a drink, can’t drive just yet any way. Sit with me a bit til you’re dried out some. It’s such a nice night, anyway.”
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		How far would this go? Should he encourage it? What would it be like to see it happen? He knew he wanted it, maybe just a little something, but what about after? Would he still be able to look her in the eye? He just was not ready to commit, but he was sure that he didn’t want this to be over. He had never felt like this before. His flesh felt peeled away revealing the raw nerves of his emotions and his wife was plucking at them. He felt like he could cry. He felt like he could laugh. He could fly into a rage, or with a touch he could orgasm. He’d never felt anything like it. He felt electric.

		He’d shook his head to her. No. Not yet. I don’t want to leave yet. Why would he do that?

		He knew he wanted more. This was their chance. It had fallen right into their lap. Something they had dreamed about, at least he had, but would never set in motion. If they turned their back on it, he knew he’d regret it. Anything more than the flirty small talk she’d done would be going too far wouldn’t it?

		Watching her do it had filled him with gargantuan scale of emotion. It felt so good. So wrong.

		He watched them—she looked concerned, looking at Troy wondering what he wanted. Emma wouldn’t want to do anything more would she? Not his Emma. She was just doing this because she knew it was making him crazy. She was doing this for him. Would she hate him if he asked her to give the guy a little squeeze? Just maybe feel it through his shorts. So she’d know what one would feel like. Use it on him. Tell him about it when she had her hand on him late at night when they were in bed after making love. She could finish him, tell him how much bigger it felt while he unloaded onto his belly.

		He could ask her. He would ask her.

		They were still talking and flirting, Chad’s friend Tony was on his phone. Emma looked to Troy again, puzzled—what do you want me to do? face.

		He pointed with his chin what he wanted her to do.

		You can’t be serious, her face said. She shook her head, No, and frowned at him. But he could see she was thinking about it. Asking herself if she could do it.

		Chad said something to his friend. Tony sat a minute, then said, “All right, I’m going to pack it in, go watch some Netflix. Bunch of us are staying over here. Hey big man, you wanna come in grab something to eat. You look like you always hungry.”

		Troy stayed still. Blank face, eyes hidden behind his sunglasses. He pretended to be asleep. Passed out.

		“Hey man.” Tony was snapping his fingers out in front of him.

		Emma said, “He was drinkin alot. Jus let him sleep.”

		Tony kept at it, snapped his fingers, said Hey, trying to get his attention.

		“He’s passed out. Leave him be, looks like he could be mean...a friend of mine told me he jus got outta prison,” she said.

		The guy considered it, looking down at Troy. Looking at his stone face, his muscular bulk, traps like two big footballs. He stood a moment, then he let it be. He stepped out of the tub, said to Chad, “All right, man, I’ll see you.”

		“See you.”

		“Night, Tony,” Emma said.
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		There was no way he could be serious, she thought. No way he’d want her to touch it. She was his wife. How would he want her hand to touch another man? She didn’t feel like that was right at all. She was a married woman. She could not do that.

		She listened to Chad talk to her. Putting on the charm, trying to make himself sound so appealing. Typical mating ritual protocol. She might fall for it if she wasn’t married. If she was twenty again, single, and not the wallflower that she had been. He was cute. Yes, she thought, she would fall for it.

		She had sucked her lips into her mouth and been biting them for a few minutes now, her face wrought with tension. She caught herself, saw Chad was looking at her funny. She must have looked like someone wrestling with an enormous moral dilemma. She was. Chad probably saw a little housewife whose husband was never home, off on one of the platforms, and she was wanting to see what his big thing might feel like, trying to tell herself it was okay somehow, that she deserved it. Wasn’t the case though, she was happily married. Head over heels in love.

		Love, honour, and obey, right? It wasn’t really infidelity, was it? She wasn’t cheating. It was just a bit of fun. It felt like too much though. Too much for her. She wasn’t raised like that.

		Still, it wouldn’t be the worst thing. She felt good, the water was warm, he was cute and he was clean. It was for her husband.

		Obey. She’d done all sorts of naughty things for him before she never imagined she’d do. Staying up until three in the morning, trolling through profiles on sites, looking at pictures men had posted of their penises. This was just an inch more. That was funny: an inch more. She was just taking another inch. That lightened her up, and she smiled for Chad. She could do it, maybe. Just put her hand down there over his trunks, get a feel of that thing, record what it felt like so she could please her husband with that dirty thought.

		Chad was telling her about his motorcycle that was stolen, how much he used to love riding it. She turned her head slowly, so she could see Troy. She frowned for him, hid her face from Chad in her thick ginger hair. She mouthed Really? to him. She saw a nod. She stared at him, chewing her bottom lip. Are you sure? she mouthed. It was a hard phrase to make clear, she found. He nodded again, so slight, so imperceptible.

		She put her wine cooler out on the deck while he talked, making it look like she was listening to him intently. She picked at her fingernails while he went on about a trip he’d taken across Death Valley.

		She had never, not ever even once, made a pass at a guy. Boys were the one who did the courting. She knew some girls were forward, that touching a man you barely knew wasn’t something so crazy. She just had never done it. She did not have nerves of steel, that was for sure. Her stomach had tightened into a knot. She was going to do it, she just was stuck, her brain telling her Nope, that it wasn’t going to help her put her hand out and touch his thing—that was too crazy.

		She pushed Chad’s voice out of her ears, squinted at him, focused herself. She put her hands under the water and leaned into him, looking like she was listening. Pushed with great effort, forced her hand through the water towards his lap. Her brain went away, and it was like she was seeing through her hand. Passing through the water, over towards the wrinkled cotton of his blue and white swim trunks with the drawstring waist. Passing over and looking down like a plane going over the mountains. She held her breath and pulled her lips between her teeth. Her hand was coming in for a landing.

		“...you see, at that speed, when you’re going that fast, what happens is your vision goes—”

		She’d stopped him mid-sentence. Her hand had touched down between his legs. The blood pounded in her ears and in her neck. She felt her face go flush. It was a struggle, but she kept eye contact. Didn’t look away like her brain told her to.

		Chad stared at her, his eyes wide, but his expression blank. She had found his penis down there. It was big. It felt full and it was long. Soft between her fingers. It wasn’t where she’d thought it’d be. Troy’s was usually right in the middle sticking out like a fleshy thimble. Chad’s ran up his belly and into the crease of his hip on top of his thigh. Her eyebrows slowly went up, and she couldn’t stop a smile. Couldn’t believe she’d done it.

		Chad said, “Hey there,” trying to sound cool.

		“Hey,” she answered.

		“Yeah, so at that speed you just get...you get tunnel vision,” he said.

		“Mm-hm.”

		“I guess...did you get a look at it today?”

		She turned her head away from him like she was embarrassed, hid herself again in her head of hair. She looked into Troy’s sunglasses and made a big exaggerated expression, surprise and excitement, she mouthed to him, Wow!
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		Troy knew what was happening under the water. Emma was the kind to fake it, make Troy think she was doing it, but he saw Chad react. He knew she had touched him down there. His heart rate was sky high, and he felt hard as stone between his legs.

		He felt mournful it couldn’t be undone now. His virginal wife exposed to Troy’s biggest fear. He’d found an innocent young woman who hadn’t much experience, who didn’t think much about penis size, and he’d turned her into a cock crazy animal. He was a horrible monster. Why would he ruin them like this? Take what he loved about her and smash it into a million pieces on the floor.

		She said to Chad, “I got a very good look at it, didn’t I?”

		“You were so helpful.”

		“I was raised right. I have manners.”

		Troy watched her pretty face as she tried to make small talk to some stranger that he’d made her touch. Why would he do this to her? Manipulate her to his deviant desire. He’d found someone so in love with him he could make them do anything. And this was what he made her do?

		His shoulders slumped. All that emotion replaced with sadness only now. If he let it go, he might cry.

		He closed his eyes, didn’t want to watch anymore. Emma was putting on her show for him. Trying to please him. She could say no, she wouldn’t do it, she loved him too much to disappoint him. Maybe somewhere inside her, she was curious too. What would his big one feel like? Maybe part of her enjoyed this. That was possible. She could say no. She could’ve grabbed the car keys, said C’mon Troy, take me home. He would’ve gone. What if part of her liked this game? She liked teasing him, doing all her magic that made him crazy. She put work into it. Was it all for him? Wasn’t it possible that there was something in it for her? There had to be a part of her that enjoyed doing it.

		He watched his wife, could tell her hand was moving under there, could see the muscles in her shoulder working her long graceful arm, doing something to this guy with her hand. Did she have him hard?

		Chad closed his eyes and put his head back, pleasure washing over his face. The sadness washed away from Troy, and rage and arousal came rushing back. That was his wife doing that to this guy.

		Chad said, “We probably should go inside don’t you think?”

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		She could stop this at any time. Knew she was safe with Troy right there. She wouldn't leave the tub, that was obvious, this was solely for her captive audience. How far did Troy want this to go? This boy was saying they should go inside. That could only mean one thing: he wanted to put his penis inside her.

		“I shouldn't do that, I'm a married woman,” she said.

		“Shouldn't? You said yourself that he's never there for you. Shouldn't isn't won't. He can't leave you like this, all alone...”

		“I jus can't—I'm not that kind of girl.”

		He raised an eyebrow and smirked. She felt him flex that big thing under her palm. He felt pretty hard now.

		She said, “I know—I don't know what I want. I love him. I jus...I’ve never seen one like this before.” She ran the palm of her hand along his length, still draped over his thigh. She squeezed it with her fingertips, felt he was firm but not hard. It was long and it felt very thick. She ran her fingers up to the end and squeezed his glans under there, it felt so soft still. She ran her thumb along the underside of it, dragged her nail along it.

		He grunted and put his head back. She winced, she didn't want him to feel too good. This was about Troy. She looked over at her husband, still sitting there, blank behind his glasses. She stuck her tongue out at him, turned back to Chad, said, “You have jus got the biggest dick, I can't keep my little hand off it.”

		“You like seeing it this afternoon?”

		“Darlin, it’s all I thought about since.”

		Chad smiled when she said it, then he scrunched down into the tub a bit and she felt his arm brush her hand off him as he did something under the water. He fussed a bit, then his hand came out of the water and threw his trunks onto the deck behind them. Sat himself sideways on the bench so he could face her. He didn’t say anything, just leaned his head in his hand, his elbow on the edge of the tub.

		She should have seen that coming. She was thinking it was safely tucked into his trunks and she wasn’t going to take it out or anything. Of course, he would take it out.

		She couldn’t touch his bare penis, could she? That was kind of gross. It was out there now in the water, lurking somewhere, ready to brush against her arm or leg.

		It was a little scary, being alone with a boy who wanted to put his thing in you, and you knew he had it aroused. She’d done it to him, got him that way and said some dirty things and all—she knew she was complicit, but it didn’t shake the fact that if she were by herself he could just force himself on her and push that thing where it couldn’t possibly fit.

		This guy wouldn’t last more than two seconds with her husband. She was safe. She was in control whether Chad knew it or not. Troy would dictate her actions, but ultimately her husband would let her decide what she could or couldn’t do. If he wanted her to touch Chad’s naked penis she would do it. It was only a little different than rubbing him over his pants. She’d done that good too, trying to get a feel for it so she could re-live it later for Troy. If Troy was all right with it she would put her hand on it.

		Emma looked over at Troy, but she didn’t smile, she was serious. She raised her eyebrows and looked down into the water, His pants are off, Troy.

		Troy nodded very slightly.

		Well, all right, she thought. This ought to be good. She reached her right hand through the water. She felt something bump the outside ridge of her palm. She stretched her fingers up and onto his hard column, sprouting from between his legs like a stone column from an ancient sunken city.

		He was really hard now and he was enormous. She ran a finger down the underside from the tip to his testicles. He was very long. She put her fingers around his balls, squeezed them a little. They weren’t much different than Troy’s, just a little bit bigger. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft down near the base. It was so thick her thumb and middle finger wouldn’t meet.

		“I can’t get my hand around it,” she said loud enough that her husband could hear her over the bubbles.

		“That feels good,” he said.

		Emma snuck another glance over at Troy but he wasn’t giving her anything. Just watching. She hoped he was really enjoying this, because Gosh, it was just so crazy. What was next? What if he shot his stuff out into the tub while her hand was on it. She’d jump right out of there.

		She ran her grip up his erection til her fingers wrapped around the end. She felt his foreskin kind of squishy in her hand. She thought that when a boy who wasn’t circumcised got hard his penis kind of grew out of it, stretched away from it. Chad was hard but his foreskin was right up over the end.

		She gripped the foreskin and ran it up and over his glans. She could feel it swell in her fist, the head flaring up and getting hard like a knot.
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		Troy felt sick to his stomach watching it. Emma was pumping her hand on Chad. She was looking down between his legs even though she couldn’t probably see anything through the churning water.

		He didn’t want to think of her being mesmerized by it. Or maybe he did. The thought of his innocent wife having her first experience with a big cock was somehow exciting.

		Emma turned to him. She mouthed So. Big. And made a shocked expression. His stomach cramped so tight he felt himself want to double over.

		Something touched the inside of his thigh and he startled. Emma’s foot was searching between his legs. He worked a thumb into the front of his trunks and pulled it down. Scrunched up his abs and felt his little pecker pop free. He quivered as the sole of her foot found it. She stroked the underside of it, pushing it into his belly with the ball of her foot. He watched her top half in front of him, an arm’s length away, performing some other terrible task. She was stroking Chad, looking up at him.

		“You make all the girls scream with this thing?”

		“No, I’m careful with them,” he said.

		“I bet you are.”

		This was Troy’s darkest fantasy brought to life. The things that Emma whispered to him in his ear while they made love in live action. Not in the darkened theatre of his mind, but lit up feet in front of him by patio lanterns.

		“Can I tell you a little secret?”

		“Sure,” Chad said.

		Emma’s foot felt incredible on him. He’d stopped thrusting against her soft sole because he was too close, but he let her play with his tip with her toes.

		“My husband has a real tiny one.”

		“He does?”

		“Yeah, it’s, like, real small,” she said, making an exaggerated cartoon face. Disappointment.

		“You ever think of other men?”

		“Not all the time. I’m faithful. But sure, sometimes I do. He leaves me alone so much. And even when we do it...” she looked around, conspiratorially, then whispered, “it’s not that great.”

		“That ain’t right,” he said, “you’re too young, too pretty, to miss out on having a good time.”

		“Yeah, well I’ve been thinking about that.” She leaned forward and her shoulders came together a bit, showing off her cleavage. “Hey,” she said, “look at that, I can stroke it with both my hands.”

		Chad leaned back and closed his eyes, overwhelmed for the moment with what his wife was doing to him under the water. His little bookworm with her alabaster skin and her little splash of freckles—a timid shy girl who wouldn’t say boo, who was polite and mannerly—was working two cocks in a hot tub, dirty talking two men simultaneously. She was going to drive Troy out of his mind.

		“You know what I want?”

		“What’s that?”

		“I think I wanna see it.”
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		Troy’s blank sunglass-gaze unnerved her. He seemed tense. His traps and his shoulders were hunched up around his enormous neck. It must have been bothering him that so much of what she was doing was hidden. Was too much of it just up to his imagination? She was doing this for him. Maybe he should have a better view, she figured. So she asked Chad, Could she see it?

		Was she ready to see it? Chad was wavering too, looking sideways at Troy facing them, sleeping in the tub right next to them. If she was going to look at his thing she’d have to make Chad not feel weird about the situation.

		Her fingers explored it. She was encouraging him. You gotta show it to me. He was uncircumcised, had a lot of foreskin, and she had never felt that before. She jerked the thick skin up and over his head slowly, repeatedly. That felt weird. But it sure made him hard. She knew that sensitive part of him was right there under her fingertips but she couldn’t feel that smooth flesh of it.

		So now what? She was sort of stuck in this situation and she didn't know where it was supposed to end up. Was she supposed to make this guy come? Well, Troy could forget that.

		“Don't worry, seriously, that guy is out. He's been drinkin all day.” She waved heartily in Troy’s face to prove it to Chad. But Chad didn't move, and he started gently grinding his dick into her hand, fucking her grip. She let go.

		She bobbed over to Troy and waved both hands dramatically close up to his face.

		“See?” she laughed, and as she bobbed back to Chad she even flicked a splash of water with thumb and forefinger right in his face a few times. He didn't budge of course. “I told you: out cold.”

		She patted the edge of the hot tub, said, “Sit up here with me.”

		Chad was still looking at Troy. “Look at the size of this guy. He’s got to be compensating for something right?” he said.

		“You mean...” she held out her pinky and wriggled it.

		“I bet you.”

		“Hey, wouldn’t it be funny if we checked?” She bobbed over to him, put her hands under the water like she was going to touch it

		“Oh my God, don’t do that,” he hollered at her in a whisper.

		“I’m not gon look, I jus want to touch it. Sides, I don think he’d hit a girl no matter how mean he was.” It turned her on seeing how scared Chad was of Troy. Troy was a monster and he would crush Chad. She’d seen him in action so many times. Attended all his matches back at school. When he’d win she would cheer so loud, get so excited, sometimes she would tear up from happiness.

		When she met his parents the first time his mom had shown her his bedroom where he grew up. She’d kept it the same. His mom walked her in and she looked at every wall lined with trophies and ribbons. Tears ran down her face right there, she was just so filled up with feelings for this man she was in love with. Troy’s mom laughed and put her hand on her back, and that had made it worse.

		She smiled at Troy, left him untouched, got herself back to Chad. She said, “I bet you we’re right though. C’mon now, stop hidin that big ole thing. Let me take a look at it.”
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		Chad got ready to stand. He was still looking over at Troy, worried what this big guy might think if he woke up and saw a naked man with a huge erection standing right in front of him. Wasn’t there a bro code or something? Like, if he saw that the boy was with a lady he would let it go? Whatever the reason, Chad was cautious with another man so close. She just wanted him to do it already. Stand up. She wanted to see it. She had a natural curiosity. She got herself a real good feel of it and she wouldn’t mind taking a peek at the thing.

		Finally, he stood up in front of her, the water rushing off of him. His cock bobbed, then kind of swayed sideways. Water ran off it down the tip and dripping off his hanging bag. It looked so big on him. He was a slight kind of boy, narrow waist and thin sort of legs. But his penis was thick, right from the base to the tip. It had a bit of a bend to it, like Troy’s but this one wasn’t asking a question, it knew the answer and it couldn’t wait to tell you. It had no face, like it was wearing a hooded sweatshirt; she couldn’t really get an idea of what kind of mood it was in. His foreskin was a darker colour than the shaft and it was bunched up right over the tip even though he looked as hard as could be. It had one big vein along its back that gave a little wriggle somewhere near the middle, but other than that the flesh was sort of thick and opaque. When Troy was hard you could see all sorts of little thin red lines squirming all over it. Chad’s penis was very good looking and she hated to admit it.

		She knew she was going to play it up, make a big reaction for Troy’s benefit when she saw it, but it didn’t take much acting. His erection was really huge, and it was a little fearsome. You couldn’t actually put that inside a girl, could you?

		“Oh my word,” she said, reeling. She laughed and looked away like she was shy. She peeked over at it again, covered her mouth and turned away real quick, tossing her hair about. She looked at Troy. He was rigid. She knew she was driving him wild. She couldn’t wait til he got his big hands on her tonight. He was really going to throw her around.

		She looked back at Chad. He was standing with his hips pressed forward towards her, getting that big thing away from his body, making it stick out as far as he could. It bobbed, and dripped water in front of her. Emma had her hand over her face and she made like she was peeking over the top of her hand like she was watching a horror movie.

		“I cain’t believe that’s real. Is that nine inches?”

		“It’s a bit more.”

		She put both her hands over her face, said, “Well, I just don’t know what to say.” She couldn’t take her eyes off it.

		Chad made it move for her. Not thrusting it with his hips or wagging it back and forth. He made it move on its own. Under its own power. She’d never seen anything like that before. He could make it lift straight up or even move left and right.

		“Oh my, what in the world is it doin?”

		“I think he's pleased to meet you.”

		“Well, I'm sure pleased to meet him. He's gorgeous,” she said. She put her hand out slowly, and he teased her, moving it away from her like it was being playful.

		“Come here, you,” she said. She grasped it and held it still. “I can't believe this,” she told him.

		“Man, you really love it.”

		“I do. I been thinkin about it all day. I wondered what it would look like when it got hard. Tell me something, that little trick you and your friend run, how often does that work for you?”

		“Oh, well, it's just supposed to be funny.”

		“Really? Cause it put a little tickle in my tummy, and I can't be the first girl to feel that. Be honest.”

		“I guess...well, I guess it's worked a few times,” he laughed.

		“I can imagine.”

		She stroked it, watched how it behaved in her hand. She said, “It’s so different from what I’m used to. I really never seen somethin like this before. Only in pictures.”

		“You've only been with your husband?”

		“Yes, he married a virgin. I seen pictures of other ones on the internet, I just didn't know how big they’d be in real life. I thought some of those pictures I'd seen had to be fake. Now I know.” She still held it in a loose grip and she moved it sideways, back and forth, considering it.

		“Hey, would it be okay if I took a picture of it real quick, or would that be too weird?”

		“Yeah, you can. Just don't get my face in it.”

		“You're a good looking boy, so no offence, but I don’t want a picture of your face. I just want a picture of this thing. For some of those nights I'm left all alone.”

		“You touch yourself and think about it?”

		“I ain't admitting anything, but yeah, I might. Does that turn you on?”

		“Yeah, it does. Of course. It really does.”

		“Hold up a sec,” she said and she turned and looked through her purse laying on the deck next to the edge. She got her phone out and got herself back in the tub. Chad was stroking his thing wanting to make sure it looked its best for the picture. She went through her menus looking for her camera but she was watching Troy. She thought this would be the kind of thing to make him crazy but she wanted to know if it was okay. Would it make him mad? She didn't want to take this too far.

		Troy sat there looking like he was asleep. The light played like liquid on the lenses of his black glasses. He wasn't stopping her. She thought this would be all right. Just a picture. In fact, if she captured this monster penis, had it on her phone, it would be something she could share with Troy anytime. Make him go out of his mind. A picture had real value to them. Oh, hey darlin, what am I doing? My, well, you caught me. You caught me with my little hand between my legs jus looking at a picture of that boy’s beautiful penis. I’m so sorry, daddy, I jus can't help myself. Punish me any way you want. And he'd pick her up like she was weightless and he’d fling her around and do those things to her that she loved.

		She mouthed to him from behind her hair, This okay? She got nothing, maybe just the slightest nod. She was glad.

		“Here we go, sugar,” she said. She sat next to him on the edge of the tub and took a picture. Then she said, “Let me get one with my hand in it for scale.” She grasped him at his base and she angled it, watching in the screen of her phone to see what made it look biggest. She clicked off another one. She said, “I’ll put that in a frame and have it on my mantle, see how long it takes my old man to ask me about it. One thing’s for sure, he won't think it's his. I wasn’t kiddin about his small one.”

		“Oh yeah, really small?”

		“I always though he might, but now I’m sure.”

		She put her phone down behind her. She looked at Troy across from her. She'd had another idea and she was troubled by it. It was a violation, but it was hot. She knew it was hot, and she thought Troy would think it was hot. But something about it made her think it was definitely going too far. She struggled with it. She looked at Troy; there was no way to ask him if it was all right, no way to mouth such a complicated question.

		She decided to go for it. It could be nothing, and she'd hate to miss this chance. “Hey,” she said, “can I show you something?” She picked her phone back up. She flipped through it again, her eyes on Troy. Would he figure out what she planned in time? Stop her from doing it if he thought it was too much…

		He didn’t say a word and she let her thumb dance through the menus til she found it.

		“You ready?”

		“Yeah.”

		“This is something he sent me.” She showed him a picture that Troy had set her about a year ago, and she kept it on her phone. It was a picture of himself, he was standing in their own bathroom as hard as can be. You couldn't see much of his body just the bottom of his abs and the deep muscles of his hips where they met his thighs. In the centre was his little cock. He was hard and mostly upright in all his diminutive glory. All, she guessed, four inches, his little head cocked to the side seeking approval. “This is what he sent me,” she said.

		“No.”

		“That’s it, that’s what I get.”

		“Oh. I see.” He kind of laughed then, said, “I guess I get it.”

		“You do now, don't you? Why I’ve been thinking about this thing,” she said gripping his erection tight.

		“Wow, that was small.”

		“I know,” she said and threw the phone back into her purse.

		“You know...I know something now,” Chad said.

		“What?”

		“I know you really want this.”

		“I do?”

		“Yeah, you need this.”

		She put her hand back on him. He was hard and it felt good rubbing him up and down

		“You think I deserve that,” she said, eyeballing his huge cock in her hand. “Think that I’m missing being with a real man.”

		“That’s exactly what I think...I think you know it too, that you need to feel this.”

		“You’re coming on strong...”

		“I see what you’re used to and I think I know why you’re here with me in this hot tub while your husband is sweating behind a welding mask twenty miles off the coast.”

		“You think I want this thing?” she said while she held it.

		“Tell me you don't want it.”

		She held a moment then laughed, “I guess I cain’t.”

		“I know you better than you think.”

		“Maybe you do.”

		He leaned in and put his lips on hers, but she pulled away. She said, “Oh, no sir. No kissin.” He smirked at her and frowned and she shrugged her shoulders. She turned her attention back to the thing in her hand. Emma held her hand still, made a tight grip for him and he pushed his cock through her fist. Her fingers were forced apart as it passed and she imagined that inside her. Her soft insides coming apart to accept this thing. She made her little fist tight, and let him thrust himself into it, watched it go up and down, every once in a while she’d get a peek inside his foreskin at his bursting glans winking at her behind there. Her other hand found a way between her legs and she startled when she noticed she was running a finger along herself outside her bikini bottoms. She squeezed her legs together tight and crushed her hand, pinned it in there. That felt really good too, and she clenched those woman muscles, and squeezed her cheeks together.

		“I know you don’t want to put your lips on mine...” he didn’t say anything else just let his words hang there until she caught up.

		Emma said, “Oh, yeah. I’m not really good at that.”

		“With those lips, you have to be.” That made her smile, but she still didn’t like doing that. She’d do it for Troy, but that was way too personal to have a man in your mouth. To taste him? Too intimate for her.

		“I...uh...what would you do with—”

		She pinched his foreskin bunched up at the end. She pulled it gently and was surprised how easily it stretched. She let it go and it stayed stretched on the side she’d pulled. She couldn’t put that in her mouth. She always heard they were dirty.

		“You can just pull it down,” he said.

		“Down?”

		“Like roll it,” he said. He didn’t want to do it to show her, he wanted her to do it. She put her fingers on it and she squeezed it down over his bulging glans. It gave way and his engorged head popped out.

		“There it is,” he said.

		When she let it go it slowly folded itself up over the tip til it had swallowed it up again.

		“That’s so weird,” she said and she pulled it down and let it go. It swallowed itself up again. She made a face at Troy, Impressed.

		She slipped into the tub and he spread his legs for her. Before she dipped in between them she gave one glance over her shoulder, she put her brows up in the middle, worried. This can’t be okay, Troy. Aren’t you going to stop me?

		Nothing. She had a horrible thought; him falling asleep in the tub because he’d had a few beers today and he never drank. And here she was thinking all this was for him, doing these terrible things to arouse her husband only it would turn out she was actually just cheating.

		She got her hand around his penis and she brought it to her lips. She pulled that skin back and held it so it wouldn’t close again. She brushed her lips against his tip and he leaned back so he could watch her. She put her mouth over it and found it was hard to get it in there. She knew she would bail on the act, tell him he was just too big. This was to tease Troy. Tell him later she couldn’t even get her mouth around that boy. So she did that, she plunged the head into her mouth a few times. It was a real mouthful. She didn’t get it any deeper, didn’t want it to touch her throat, and she wanted it out before he leaked in her mouth, or worse, if he somehow came in there. She would never talk to Troy again.

		“My mouth is so small,” she said, “And your thing is way too big.” She made eye contact with him, gave him her sweet face while she ran her fingertips over his exposed glans. She didn’t wait for an answer, and she stood up again. He didn’t insist. He shifted to the side so she could sit next to him.

		They were both facing Troy now and she made eye contact with his black lenses while she ran her hand up and down Chad’s big member. She raised her eyebrows to her husband and smiled for him, then turned it to a playful snarl.

		She pulled his foreskin down with her fist and gave him a good squeeze. A shining bead popped out of him and then rolled down the backside of his cock and over her thumb. That was close—that could have been in her mouth.

		She didn’t know what to do now. They’d run out of things to explore. Would Troy want her to make him ejaculate. She quivered at that thought. Gross at first, but as she stroked him now with his slippery lubricant it didn’t seem so terrible. It was kind of natural. He was so close it would be easy.

		How would she feel after that? She couldn’t believe she’d come this far. But having Troy with her sitting right in front of her it somehow felt very safe, very comfortable. She could make this guy shoot his stuff.

		“I jus wanna make you come with my hand, is that all right?”

		“Yeah...do it.”

		She stroked him faster and that made her hand look clumsy on him because it was so much bigger than she was used to. Chad’s hand found her back and it felt warm and nice as it caressed her. She loved the feel of his hardness and his size in her hand. She said, “You gonna come for me, baby?” talking like how she thought those other girls might talk. Channeling her inner cool girl.

		She wished she could get a little guidance from Troy, she wished she knew how he felt. As she stroked him faster she felt compelled to finish, but also a little nauseous. This was wrong what she was doing.

		“I can’t believe I’m doin this. What would my husband think? If he could only see me now.”

		“It’s his fault isn’t it? Not giving you...uh...what you need...”

		“I can tell you one thing for sure, whatever happens tonight I’m goin back to my husband like nothing ever happened. I can save my lips for him, but maybe this time with you can get me through one of those lonely nights.”

		“Save your lips...maybe another part of you wants something more...”

		“Oh, it does, it really does, but I have to be faithful...that makes sense, don’t it?”

		“Of course. But he’s neglected this little spot you’ve got hidden under this suit. He’s left it so long and now it needs more. You’ve seen what it can get and now you’re curious, Can I take that? What’ll it feel like? I can tell you it’ll feel better than you even imagine. And it’s no more unfaithful than what you’re doing to me right now. Just I’ll be doing it to you. Making you feel as good as you’re making me feel.”

		“It would feel good, right?”

		“It will. He can’t make you feel the way I can make you feel. Your husband won’t make you go crazy, stretch you out and make you remember what we done for days later.”

		“Gosh, you’re makin me crazy.”

		“I am, aren’t I? But I’m telling you the truth. You can feel it in your hand—I’m not like your husband, and I'm not like other guys. I can give you something you’ll remember when the two of you are sitting on the couch watching TV. Something just for you. Something fun and dirty. Make you feel right. You want that, don't you?”

		“I don’t know...”

		“He’s away on that platform, he ain’t paying you no mind. What’s he thinking, fine as you are? He’s gotta be crazy letting you just float up in the air, not feeling like she’s loved. No strings, I swear, just an experience to remember on the lonely nights when he’s out there not caring you’re at home, a woman with needs—”

		“Gosh, you’re gettin me, you sweet-talker,” she said, watching her hand slide over him, her fingers running through the cleft in his glans, then back down, stroking him in a way she couldn’t with Troy’s little one.

		“You know I'm right though, don't you? You feel it. You feel empty down there, you feel a need and I couldn't better represent the solution to that. I ain’t never going to say anything. It’ll be over, one quick night, and you'll get what you need.”

		“Keep talkin.” Her hand went up and down him. He was big and hard, and she watched that sexy skin at the end slide up and over and back down, his shining glans popping and hiding.

		“You feel it right, I’m not wrong? Give me a chance. You feel it in your hand, imagine what that’ll be like. How it’ll make you feel. You know you want it. It’s just natural. It ain’t going to hurt. It’s going to feel so good. It’ll be a night to remember. You can go home tonight walking on a cloud or wishing you’d done it, it’s up to you. Nobody here but us and this dead guy, he ain’t gonna say anything, right? Nobody’ll know, but you’ll have some little memory to keep you warm at night when he’s off on the platform.”

		She leaned in and kissed his neck. She stroked him in her hand and it was all she could think about, how big he was. How sexual it felt to feel his obvious, urgent desire in her hand. This was something she would feel, this wasn't love and kissing, this was dirty animal sex and she wanted it, needed it. This big thing wasn't part of another man, it was just something to give her pleasure. It wasn't her husband. It wasn't love, it was just one dirty deed and she wanted it. She got it. She could feel between her legs she was so wet she was leaking. His dirty talk had her little sex sweating, everything he said was the truth—it was just sex. Her husband wasn't able to do the deed, reach all the parts that needed touching. Troy wanted it for her, she knew he did. He told her all the time. His fantasies were all the same, his beloved taking a big one. Now here she was three feet from him and a big one ached to find her heat. They all wanted it. Everyone in this hot tub was cheering her on, they all wanted Chad to put that thing inside her.

		She could feel Chad's hand on the small of her back. His hand slipped down the inside of her bikini bottom. He was grabbing her bare ass cheek hard and squeezing. She turned away so Troy couldn’t see, she knew it was wrong but she didn’t want it to stop. His fingers felt good on her. What’ll it hurt, anyway? Just a little skin on skin. Troy wanted her to put her bare hand on this boy’s bare cock right. That was okay? Then this was okay too.

		She leaned forward and Chad slipped his hand underneath her and she felt his middle finger slide right through her crease; she was wet and slippery. She groaned and closed her eyes. Chad was insistent, he saw her reaction and he moved with it. His finger slipped inside her a little bit and she clamped herself on it. He tickled her lightly, then ran himself into her, teasing her with just the tip of his finger.

		She couldn’t believe how wet she was. She felt like she had made a mess of her little bottoms. She could feel the insides of her thighs were slippery.

		Chad told her she was wet, told her they both knew what she needed. She nodded.

		She just lost herself. In the moment she was one hundred percent sure it was right. She would swear it was okay.

		She stood up and straddled him. She reached behind herself, tugged her bikini bottom to the side and guided the tip of his dick into her opening. She was so wet, but even still, Chad was so large it was difficult to get it past that muscle. It hurt a little.

		She whispered in his ear, “Be careful, I'm really tight.”

		She heard Troy say her name behind her. She looked over her shoulder at him and slid as gently as she could a little bit further down him. She let Troy know with her face that it felt incredible.

		

	
		

		8

		

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		It felt like it was maybe halfway in before it was stuck. She made a pained face for Troy, she said Ow, for his benefit. Then she started to swivel her hips on Chad, getting her wetness on him. He pushed himself deeper inside her and now it really did hurt. She clenched her face and sucked in air. She pushed against him felt his wet member squeaking past her tight flesh, slipping and sticking. She couldn’t believe how big it was.

		“Oh baby,” she said, “you are so big. It feels so good inside me.” She said it so Troy could hear.

		Chad was gone now, his eyes closed and his head back and he was thrusting into her. His hands undid her bikini top and she didn’t notice til they were gone that she was bare. His hands were working at the knots on her bottoms, pulling them apart so she would be completely naked.

		“You are so tight,” he whispered in her ear. It gave her a thrill that she could impress this well-hung, good looking boy. She sat down on it hard and felt her cheeks jiggle. She yelped out.

		It hurt but felt so incredible at the same time, and as he pushed further into her a feeling came over her. It started in her heart, in the centre of her, and it spread out like a panic. Like suddenly remembering something amazing and it was great news you wanted to share with everybody. She said, “Oh boy,” and she rocked on him, swivelled and thrust. “Oh, boy,” she said again. It was the craziest feeling. Her breaths were ragged and lusty. This was big whatever it was.

		She was tapping her palms, her fingers, on Chad’s chest. Like she had something important to tell him but there were no words. She maybe wanted him to know that she was on the verge of a medical emergency, that he should watch out for her. Her head fell forward and she snapped it back, she grunted with his thrusts and she got them high and sharp.

		Was this it? She wasn’t sure if she’d ever had an orgasm before, but right here, right now, if she wasn’t having a heart attack and this was a bonafide orgasm, then she knew definitely that anything she felt before this was not an orgasm.

		She bounced on him, felt her hair crashing across her shoulders as she did it. She started to smile, then it turned to a laugh, and she was snorting through her nose. Then it went off. Like a closet opened that someone had stuffed with pots and pans. Thousands of pounds of metal clattered on tile, a cacophony inside her that drowned out everything else. Her ears plugged up, and she wanted to yell but she clawed it back. Then she couldn’t help it, when she exhaled, she blurted out Oh, golly, oh, golly. It made her laugh how she had no say in the matter. She was just a passenger on an out of control bus hurtling down the freeway doing seventy with a bomb strapped underneath it.

		“Oh baby,” she croaked as she collapsed into Chad. It kept coming, vibrating waves that ran through her as Chad kept pushing himself into her. Each little thrust gave her a jolt of pleasure that she felt not just between her legs but between her shoulder blades and up the back of her neck. She kissed Chad’s neck and she bit at his collar bone.

		Chad said in her ear, “My God, you are so tight.” Emma could feel his big cock deep inside her, flexing over and over, barely thrusting. Squeaking cause they were tight and wet from the tub. She rocked against him a little, still at the edge of her first orgasm.

		Then she felt it. A horrible dreadful death sentence.

		His cock throbbed and stiffened inside her. She felt long forceful jets pulse against her insides. He was ejaculating into her and she could feel each strong spurt.

		Everything that she felt made it all right with what they were doing—that was hot or sexy, or whatever, because she was so aroused—was washed away, and she felt an enormous, truly dreadful wave of shame come over her.

		She went from being a tingling sexual being that enjoyed to be stroked, to a slut that just cheated on her husband. She felt a life-ending darkness. Troy's complicity didn't even matter. Another man, not her husband, just fucked her and came inside her.

		She stood up slowly, horrified. Turned in shame to Troy, quivering. Troy just stared at her, incredulous even behind the black glasses.

		She said, “Oh no, no, no.” She felt herself start to cry. Troy just watched blankly. His mouth hung open in horror.

		She looked down between her legs and her hands went there. Chad's semen came away on her fingertips.

		“He came inside me,” she said to Troy, and she shook her head in disbelief at what she’d done.

		Chad stood up too, he was concerned. He didn't know what was going on. Maybe he thought he hurt her or probably realized he shouldn't have come inside her, that that had massive ramifications.

		He said, “What's wrong, are you okay?”

		But Emma had forgotten all about him. “Troy baby, he just came inside me.”

		She felt the tears that had gathered in her eyes roll down her cheeks, first on the left and then the right. Troy hadn’t moved yet, he seemed frozen, paralyzed.

		And then she ran. She jumped out of the tub and ran across the deck and over the patio. She heard Troy yell her name behind her, he sounded mad, then Chad and Troy arguing. She ran into the house with nothing on, too overwhelmed to even think to cover herself.
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		Emma thrust the heavy sliding glass door aside and ran through the kitchen. She could hardly see, her eyes wet with tears. She was moving on instinct, running to the bathroom she knew was at the side somewhere. She ran past an archway and there were people sitting on couches and laying on the floor watching TV in the Family Room. Someone laughed out loud in there, laughed at a naked girl. They were oblivious to the horrible human drama that had just played out fifty feet from them. Everything was funny to people these days.

		She got herself down the dark hall off the kitchen and threw herself in the bathroom and locked the door behind her. She put her back against it and cried. She was trying to be quiet, but her back was heaving and a sob would slip from her and then she’d struggle to breathe. Her bare back slid down the door until she was sitting.

		What had she done? Why did she let him put that thing inside her? Just because it was big? She had never been so curiously aroused like that before, and she just lost it, and now she hated herself. She had destroyed their marriage. The shame, the hurt she caused the man she loved—it was truly overwhelming. She pounded her knees with her balled up fists.

		She was a pathetic humiliated mess. Sitting on the tile floor sobbing her heart out. She could feel Chad's semen dribbling out of her. She got to her hands and knees and she went to the toilet paper and grabbed handfuls off the roll. She scrubbed herself raw between her legs, pushing with her insides to force it out. This was the absolute lowest moment in her life. She looked at the wad of paper in her hands, glistening wet evidence on it. She threw the paper in the toilet and got herself to the sink. She avoided the mirror, knew how devastating it would be to look into her own eyes in this moment. She ran hot water and dabbed a facecloth in it and put it between her legs and clutched it there.

		She heard her name through the door. It was Troy but she couldn't bear to face him. She couldn't see his face. She didn't answer him. The thought of him mad, yelling, or hurt and crying, was too much. She wanted to do the whole day over, bring her pretty torte, skip the alcohol, and be on the road by six, home and cuddled on the couch with her beautiful Troy right now.

		He tried the door, she saw the doorknob jiggle. “C’mon, Emma, are you okay?”

		She said, “I’m sorry,” through the tears and she really wanted to be left alone. Didn’t even know if he could hear her. She just never, ever wanted to deal with what she had just done.

		“Emma, please, please open the door.”

		She stood at the sink, leaned on her elbows with her hands clutching her mane of ginger hair wrapped around her. She stayed there a moment or two and he was quiet, but she could tell he was still there. Standing on the other side of the door. She couldn’t ignore him.

		She opened the door for him.

		He stepped into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. She covered herself, an arm over her breasts and a hand between her legs. He stepped towards her and she recoiled from him. She turned so he couldn't see her face.

		Emma didn’t know what to do, but she didn’t like the quiet. It felt like it could get filled up at any moment with words like, Get out of my life, don’t come home tonight, how could you do this to me? She said, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I’m sorry, kept repeating it. Her little voice was a whisper.

		Then she felt his arms go around her and he just held her. And she wouldn’t have blamed him if he’d squeezed the life out of her, crushed her against him til her eyes bulged out of her head. They stood like that for a while in the unlit bathroom

		He said, Are you okay? She said she was. Being in his arms made her cry even harder then, and she felt so small and useless. He held her tighter for a few minutes until she couldn't cry any more.

		When she was quiet for a while he said, “I’m sorry. I never want you to do something you don’t want to do. You didn’t have to do any of that if you didn’t want.”

		“You’re not mad at me?”

		“Mad at you? My gosh, Emma, I think I’ve never loved you more.”

		“How can you love me after what you just watched me do?”

		“Baby, I know you did it for me. Cause you thought I wanted you to.”

		“Troy, I feel like the lowest animal on earth right now. I can’t believe you’d even want to look at me again. Maybe ever.”

		“Oh, Emma, I swear I love you. I won’t ever stop, baby.” He squeezed her tight to him, and she melted; he made her so weak.

		She held his big arm and stared off. There was a lot to think about. She knew she wasn’t really forgiven unless she was honest.

		“What if I did want to? What if I did it because in the moment I wanted to feel...that...thing. That I hate myself for wanting that.”

		“You wanted to have sex with him? Put his thing inside you?”

		“No, not at all. I mean, not until the very moment I did it. Up until then I was acting. For you. I just...something came over me—I don’t know why I did that. I told myself it was for you—”

		“Oh, Emma,” he hugged her, “It’s all right, baby.”

		“Even though there was a piece of me that wasn’t doing it all for you? There was a part of me that was...curious.”

		He said, “It’s me, Emma, it’s my fault. I put you there. Don’t feel any shame...don’t blame yourself. I’m so sorry, baby.”

		They looked into each other's eyes and everything fell back into place. They looked at each other plain-faced and open, she could see that nothing had changed. She knew it was okay, and she knew he really did still love her. She couldn't stop the tears from coming again.

		“C’mon, Emma, it's okay, please, don't cry.”

		She wiped her eyes and sniffled, then looked at him in his eyes, and bit her lip.

		“I’m crying because my little pussy is so sore, sweet pea.”

		“You are?” he smiled.

		“I think he mighta been too big, daddy.”

		“He probably was, we both know how small you are down there. Why’d you think you could fit that in you?”

		“What if I'm not tight anymore? He couldn't even get it all the way in me but I feel like I'm dying,” she said, and her hands went down his rock hard waist. Her thumbs hooked into his trunks, pushing them down.

		He got to his knees and his trunks came down. He crawled over her, laying her back so she was flat on the floor. His familiar little boner stuck straight up between his legs.

		Her hand found it while they kissed, then she whispered to him, “I don’t know what I was thinkin when this little thing’s what I’m used to.”

		“I hope you can still feel it.”

		“It feels so small in my tiny hand now I’ve held a real one.”

		She felt him enter her and she said, “Okay, tell me when you're in.”

		He said, “Baby, I’m all the way in.”

		She whispered in his ear, “That boy ruined me with his big cock. I can’t even feel your little pecker, Troy baby. What have I done?”

		“Ah, Emma,” she was getting him good, his little thing felt like it was made of steel inside her. He got urgent, thrusting himself inside her, she felt the power in him. She ran her hands over the hard peaks and valleys of his back as he made love to her. Her sweet husband and his beautiful body. She arched her head back and gasped, overwhelmed in the moment with how much she loved him. Loved him so much she would do anything for him. Even cheat on him, have sex with another man right in front of him.

		“What did it look like goin in me, baby?”

		“He was turning you inside out, Emma. Baby, you’re so bad.”

		He pounded himself into her and his breaths were short and raspy, she thought it was almost like he was sobbing. She hugged him tight to her, like putting her arms around a charging bull. He pounded and pounded, and when she knew it was close she whispered, “Come inside me, Troy, I need you to wash out that other boy’s sperm.”

		He shuddered when she said it, felt him tighten up, then as he was about to ejaculate she said, “You can try but you’re probably not gonna get anywhere deep enough and that boy went off inside me like a firehose.”

		Troy roared in her ear while he came, she could feel his back turn to stone and he trembled under her fingers. He sputtered and choked, and she felt him shooting his seed inside her, stream after stream, before collapsing on top of her.

		She put her arms around him and kissed him. “Baby, I couldn’t love a man more’n I love you,” she said.

		“Emma, I’m the one that’s lucky. There’s not words to tell you how much you are to me.”

		He rolled off her and they both lay naked on their backs in the little bathroom, staring in the dark at the ceiling. They were both exhausted. Emotionally and physically they’d been drained, but she knew somehow they hadn’t been changed, hadn’t been damaged. It was unbelievable. She listened to him breathing for a long while.

		Troy put his hand up on his forehead, still looking up, said, “Baby...” then hesitated.

		She turned her head to him. “What is it, Troy?”

		“Did you...did you really come from his thing being inside you?”

		She put both her hands up and covered her face. She didn’t want to reply, but she couldn’t lie to him. She felt ashamed, but she answered him through her hands, said, “Yes, I really did.”

		They turned and looked at each other, their eyes wet and gleaming in the dim room. She said it again, “Yes, I really did.”

		She thought he might be struggling with that because he didn’t say anything and they lay there for a good moment longer. Finally he said, “Does that worry you, that you came from a huge cock inside you?”

		“A little, I guess,” she said, “Does it worry you?”

		“Yeah, a little,” he agreed. “Hey, Emma? Baby, we should probably go. I could lay with you here forever, but...I threw that guy off the deck, and I...somebody might call the cops, so maybe we should—”

		“You did what?”

		“I threw him in the hedges, but I’m worried now he could have hit his head or something...”

		She kissed him on the lips and she looked in his eyes; she ran her fingers through his hair. He took a towel off the rack on the wall and he wrapped her up in it and then carried her in his arms out to the car.
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		Troy spied her coming out of the Citizen’s National Bank. She had her mane of ginger hair tied back in a loose ponytail and she’d dressed for errands. She had a plaid dress that was like a long shirt with a matching belt tied around her waist. It was short, clinging to her slim hips, but she had black leggings. Keeping her long legs warm in the Texas winter. He watched her feet make quick little steps along the sidewalk. She was urgent. Moving her little black ballerinas as quick as she could make them without running. She looked like she had important things to do.

		He turned the key, started up the Hyundai. He’d be following her again in a moment. He was parked on the east side of North Main Street, 4PM on a Saturday. He told her at lunch he was going to go out to the gym, get a squat session in. A light recovery day then he was going to go run the steps at the stadium over at the high school. He volunteered some time there with the football team. Ran them through some strength and conditioning one evening a week. A guy at his work lived in Tyler too, and his kid went to Tyler High. He’d asked him at lunch one day before the school year had started. It was about a week after he’d watched his wife climb onto that guy in the hot tub. He winced, clenched the steering wheel in his big fists, heard it squeak under his grip.

		Emma stopped at her car; a Chevy Spark they leased last Spring, getting it in the metallic lime because it complemented her hair. He still had the sales lady's pen in his briefcase. Emma got it open and threw her purse into the passenger seat and sat down. He watched her while he was hunkered down in his SUV. She was going through her purse. What was she up to?

		He’d found the messages she’d been exchanging with another man on the computer. He’d seen the name of a hookup site auto-complete in the address bar one evening while he was looking up football scores. It made him concerned. He clicked through to the site and found he was logged into an active account. Emma’s account. He checked the history on the browser and saw that it had been dumped. She’d cleared her search history, everything. But she’d not logged herself out on her last visit to the site. He felt electrified. It was an invasion of her privacy, he thought. But he could see she had pending messages flashing up in the corner of the screen. Clicked it—he just had to know. There were new messages but he also found there was a whole archive of communications with other men going back a whole month. It took him about forty-five minutes to read through them all. Emma had been talking with about a dozen guys. Some of the message chains were really short. Like she didn’t feel any chemistry with them. Some of them went deeper. Some of them got pretty dirty. His hands shook while he read them. She was flirting with them. She was letting some of them know it was just a hookup—that she just wanted a little fling behind her husband’s back. Four of them went deep enough that she managed to talk about penis size. All of them but one alluded to being average. The other guy was confident. He played her little game by letting her know he was pretty hung. She’d got giggly with him, and he returned intrepid, putting a digital arm over the back of the couch getting in close to her. She’d been playful—asked him to prove it. There was no picture in the message string but she’d seen whatever he’d sent to her and she was impressed. Wow, she had written, I don’t know if I can handle all that. It’s not like my husband’s at all. Craig122 had assured her she’d be fine since he was so gentle.

		When her brake lights lit up he put his vehicle in drive. He watched over his shoulder, pulled out and followed her north up Main. She was headed home, maybe. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe she would get cold feet and bail on this guy. She was supposed to meet Craig122 for dinner this evening.

		She pulled into their subdivision and he slowed, let her get ahead so she wouldn’t spot him. He saw her turn way up ahead at the feet of the Tyler water tower. She was going home. He went through his neighbourhood at a crawl. Got up close to their home and pulled over. Parked so he could see her, but he got his neighbour’s big black Suburban in between them, keeping him out of her view. She got out and then made her way into the house speedily.

		Troy met Emma while he was at Georgia Southern. She was a little cutie-pie who was the roommate of a girl his friend was dating. They got set up. She was at Agnes Scott up in Atlanta. A well-mannered girl’s college that had a lot of rules about behaviour. It was love at first sight for him. The day after their first date he’d called his Mom and told her he’d met the girl he was going to marry. He’d seen her or talked to her every day of his life since then. He drove the three and a half hours to Atlanta from Statesboro twice a week to see her in that last year of University.

		Six years later now, he’d ruined every little sweet thing about her. All the things that made him fall in love with her, he’d tainted. He’d gripped her too tightly, squeezed that innocence out of her, and turned her into the little slut he was watching cheat on him. Pushing her to fall for the one thing that he couldn’t provide.

		She came out and he was shocked at how she was. Where had she hidden these clothes? Had she bought this outfit just for tonight? She was wearing a tight black dress, shorter than anything he’d ever seen her wear. He didn’t recognize her. Her pure white legs were absolutely bare, and she was wearing black high heel shoes. He’d never seen her in heels like that before. She looked like she was six feet tall. He squinted, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. She must have been freezing. It was only sixty-two degrees today. She fluffed her hair in the reflection in the passenger side window. Her hair was full and thick, she’d been in there styling it he guessed. She smoothed the dress then lowered herself carefully into her car. Before the door slammed shut he saw the dress had come up to her hip and revealed every bit of her long, milky legs. His stomach tightened. This was happening.

		She’d said he would be on his own for dinner tonight. She’d cooked him up three plain chicken breasts and a couple of potatoes and some broccoli. She left it in the fridge, told him to re-heat it when he got back from running stairs. She said she had a book club meeting tonight. Some World War One love story in the Appalachian South that everyone had been reading for the last two weeks. Took everyone about a month to catch up reading it, and tonight they’d finally talk about it and Emma had a lot to say. She made herself sound so excited about it. She was a little liar. He watched her taillights head down the lonely stretch out of the subdivision alongside the huge field kids played on during the day. The sun was almost down now.

		He let her get up ahead, he knew where she was going. He’d read it in her messages. A new place opened up just in the summer. Everyone said it was so great and he and Emma kept swearing they would get there but it just hadn't happened yet. He drove past it just last week before he knew any of this and had thought, Boy, they really got to get in there. It was a Peruvian family that had moved to town and opened up a little bistro. It was Peruvian and Creole or something and they were supposed to have these fried yucca sticks that Emma had told him all about. Now she was going to try them tonight without him. Try them with another man.

		That feeling came over him again and his whole stomach tightened and he felt himself hunch forward with it. It was a physical pain. His eyes felt watery.

		He saw her car in the parking lot up ahead. He went past the place and pulled into the little pharmacy next door. He nosed in to a parking space that pointed him straight at the restaurant. Emma was still sitting in the Spark, he could see her face lit up in there by her iPhone. Was she texting Craig122?

		The restaurant was a low bungalow that had been styled and stuccoed to look like an adobe. It had a wooden gate entrance that was painted a dark green and galvanized metal awnings over the square windows. The place was lit up inside and he could see it was romantic, dimly lit with wrought iron chandeliers over every table. He should be the one taking her there.

		A pickup truck pulled in to the restaurant's parking lot. It drew up near hers at a right angle to her, headlights pointing right at Troy. He was lit up by them. He was the only car at the pharmacy, he must have stood out. But he wasn’t going to duck down. That would be suspicious. That would attract attention. So he stayed still—if they saw him, they saw him.

		What would he do if they did? How would he handle it? Would he pick up Craig122 right there in front of the place and hip toss him onto his face? He probably would. He could almost hear that hollow, wet sound of flesh and skull when it hit concrete. What was stopping him from doing it right now? Just stepping out and striding the thirty feet over there. Picking him up and putting him to sleep in the crook of his arm while Emma screamed and his legs kicked frantically as he struggled for his last breath. Then he’d grab that little slut and take her home and remind her who was the boss.

		The headlights turned off and the guy got out of his car. He had to be thirty-something. He looked much older than Emma. So her only criterion was whatever he’d shown her in the picture he’d sent her. Troy turned his wife into something he hated.

		The guy approached her car cautiously, he was bent over, hands in his pockets, peering in. She looked up and saw him and she waved. He smiled and waved back, and he said something even though she probably couldn’t hear him. He was all right looking, but he didn’t have the greatest head of hair. He was starting to thin out up top. He had black jeans on and a leather jacket and he was kind of slim.

		Emma got out of her car and she had to stop a moment and pull her dress down a few inches before she came to the guy. He took her hand and then kissed her cheek. They exchanged pleasantries and were both all smiles. He asked her something and she shook her head, then she pointed up Main Street towards where they lived. They both laughed a moment, then she was looking down at the ground. That was his wife. Shy and uncomfortable. Troy smiled at her. He wished it wasn’t like this. He wished he could be enough for her.

		Craig gestured towards the gates into the restaurant and let her lead the way. Troy watched the guy raise his eyebrows behind her back, getting himself a good look at her long pretty legs and her tight little bottom. He followed her up over the patio and got ahead of her to hold the door. They disappeared into the restaurant.

		Troy started the Hyundai up again, turned the heat on. He watched the window for any sign of them in there. They got themselves seated perfectly. They were sitting across from one another, framed in the window right in front of Troy. Their faces close together, lit from below by three white candles. He sat in silence in the SUV and watched the two of them together. Craig122 looked at her while she talked, gave her his most attentive face. He would put his eyebrows up in the middle giving her the old James Dean. Wondered what he did for a living, this guy. He was sort of well dressed, kind of cool, looked like a nice leather jacket. He drove up here in a Silverado, but it was a couple years old. Didn’t really look like he worked with his hands. He looked more of a thinker than a doer. Or a talker. A big-talker. He was telling her something. Trying to impress her the way a guy does. He could tell by his body language. He was being humble. Letting Troy’s wife know he was a nice guy but also fucking awesome. Emma was listening. She was smiling and nodding while he explained something to her. She looked so pretty dressed up, sitting in this charming little bistro, out for dinner with her big dick boyfriend. He was going to fucking kill this guy.

		They ordered and the waiter brought them a bottle of wine and two glasses. He toasted her, or the evening, or something, and they drank. She would rest her chin in her hand and listen to him while he talked. Then when it was her turn she’d get shy and put her hands in her lap. She’d shrug her thin shoulders and look away a lot like she was bashful. The whole show was so hard to watch and Troy felt his face was sore from having it clenched so long.

		He rubbed his cheeks, his brow. What was she thinking right now? Was she thinking about having sex with this guy? They both knew it was just a hookup. When this guy spoke to her was she just picturing the dick pic he had sent? Was she sitting there anticipating what it was going to be like to touch it, to feel it inside her? To cheat on her husband.

		He gripped the steering wheel tight and shook it, exploding in frustration. The vehicle shook with his effort. He stopped and closed his eyes. The last thing he needed right now was to break off his steering wheel.

		The two lovebirds had ordered a dessert and the waiter brought it over. Cake, chocolate, served on a big white plate and two long stainless forks. He watched them eat.

		Who eats all that food when they know they’re about to make love? Troy spread his hands over his face, put his elbows in the triangular slots of the steering wheel. He watched them finish up their date, peeking out through his spread fingers. He moaned, quiet, but it felt good to do it over and over. It eased the pain somehow.

		Craig settled up the bill, bought Troy’s wife a nice dinner and put it on his credit card. They were getting up, Emma turning to get her purse. What was the plan now, guys? Where did they want to go to do this? It better be nice, it was going to be the place where Craig122 took his last breath. It’d be nice to die maybe in a park or by a stream or something, Craig.

		Craig and Emma came out. Emma had his jacket over her shoulders, her arms across her chest. Troy didn’t like her in that dress, it was too short. She struggled along in her heels, still learning to walk in them. Her muscles flexed when she stepped, showing off her pretty thighs. How could this be happening?

		They stood in the parking lot a moment, close together, talking. Emma’s back was to Troy and it was hard to tell what they were doing. They were talking and looking around now, working something out. Craig was nodding, they had come to some arrangement. Emma walked back to the Spark, she opened the door and looked around inside. She closed it back up and hit the key fob. The horn sounded and the lights flashed. She walked back up to Craig and he held his hand out to her. She took it and he walked her to his truck. He helped her up in to it, then closed the door for her.

		Shit. This felt scary for some reason. Like if he lost them in traffic he may never see her again. Was this guy dangerous? His heart was jumping. He put the Hyundai in drive. He was going to put his nose right on Craig’s bumper.

		Craig got into the truck and they backed out into traffic. Troy backed up and got himself poised to head out of the pharmacy. The Silverado turned right onto Main and drove right past him. He saw Emma’s profile as they went by, looking straight ahead. It looked like she was nervous, wrestling with the enormous thing she was about to do. Troy turned right out of the pharmacy and got himself behind them.

		It was a slow drive through the main street. It was Saturday night and there were a lot of people out doing things. Mostly normal things. Were there other husbands out there right now stalking their cheating wives? There probably were. They passed the sporting goods store, their bank, that new brewery that opened up last month. Traffic loosened up once they got past the old narrow street, past all those old frontier buildings.

		They were headed south out of town, going through the stretches were there were only streetlights, no businesses. Just trees and bare fields, and sometimes an abandoned car. He turned right onto Rio Grande and Troy was still on his bumper. They passed the big Baptist Church and now they were into a neighbourhood.

		They drove down Rio Grande farther than he’d ever gone. They were right out of town. He could see the back of Emma’s head, she was turned to Craig and they were talking.

		They slowed right down and signalled. They were at the end of the subdivision, the road ahead just went rural; farms and fields and the dark. He turned right on Pecan Street and he let them get up ahead. He signalled like he was going to pull into another little side street and let them take a turn to the left. He punched it to catch up, his hands were wet with sweat.

		He roared that Korean four cylinder turbo, heard the stone chips pinging off his exhaust and his wheel wells. At the corner, he whipped his head around. He’d fucking lost them. He couldn’t believe they could get away like that, he was holding his breath and his mind was racing. There were houses rushing past on his right, and just black emptiness on the left. He could see a black tree line far off out there, the night sky a deep dark blue.

		Did he take her in the field? Where did they go? Did Craig punch that Chevy too when he got around the corner, figured he was being followed? Did Emma warn him—say it could be her husband?

		He slammed the brakes and fishtailed in the gravel. The Hyundai skidded and slid to a stop. He screamed Fuck! and slammed his palms into the steering wheel. He spun the wheel and stabbed the pedal, roaring back the way he came. She could be anywhere in this subdivision, but he was going to find her if he had to go house-to-house to do it.

		Before he got back to the corner where he’d lost them he saw a black Silverado in a driveway, hidden under the low branches of an ancient oak tree. He gasped out with relief. It was them. His heart was pounding, his neck ached from clenching it. The relief was tremendous, warm. He thanked God out loud, earnestly and lovingly.

		Emma and Craig were still sitting in there talking. He could tell she was talking because he could see her hair moving. The house was rundown. Peeling blue clapboard and unkempt shrubs. The neighbours were right up close on either side but you couldn’t see the houses for all the untended overgrown trees and bushes. He drove past and then turned around and came back, turning his lights off and getting on the shoulder.

		He put it in park and shut it off, his eyes glued to the Chevy. He must have raced right past them when he came around that corner. Hurtling down that road with Emma behind him with who knows what. This guy could be a serial killer who sent her a picture of any old big dick, tricked her into coming to his house.

		Well, he was the one who was getting tricked. The one who was going to get murdered. He got ready to get out, turned off the dome light and put his hand on the handle.

		They lit up in the Chevy, the doors getting opened. He saw Craig step out and Emma doing the same on the other side. Craig took her arm and helped her up the short driveway. They didn’t go up to the front door, but seemed to disappear behind some hedges along the side. Headed to the back door.

		Wasn’t even the guy’s own shitty house. Did he rent a room in a rundown shack in the white trash part of town? Oh, Emma. This is what you’ll do, how low you’ll stoop to get what you want? He got the door open and stepped out, closed it behind him without making a sound.

		He rushed across the dirt road and put himself in the bushes. He couldn’t hear them. He didn’t want to walk down where they’d gone, didn’t want to run into them. He had his back to some sort of fence that was wood and sheets of metal. He could hop it and sneak up next to them. He paused; everyone on this street had a pit-bull or a shotgun, or both. He did it anyway, putting his hands on the top of it and jumping into the neighbour’s yard. He crouched down and listened. There was no dog sound, no sound of any kind. He crept along the inside of the fence and made his way towards the back. The house on this lot looked abandoned. Too run down and neglected for someone to live in it.

		He could hear whispered talk on the other side now. He was getting close. He made his way carefully along, getting up to where he could hear their voices, hear what they were saying. He found a gap in the sheet metal. Someone had screwed it in place with indoor screws that had rotted in the weather, and the whole section had just swung down leaving a gap he could get his whole body through. There were just branches separating them now and he could see Craig and Emma under the porch-light at the back door to that rat trap. They were up close and face to face their bodies touching.
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		Craig asked her again to come on inside but she didn’t want to go. She put her arms around his waist and put her chin on his chest. She said, “It’s jus such a nice night out. So warm for winter, don’t you think?”

		“It’s freezing out here, you’re wearing my jacket,” he said.

		“Don’t I look good in it?” she said and stepped back from him and put her hands in the pockets of his jacket. She posed for him, bashful, one long leg out in front of the other one, her toes pointed. She felt a square foil packet in there, two of them folded over.

		“You damn sure do. Better’n I ever looked in it.”

		“What’re these?” she held up the two condoms, and he smiled at her.

		“Ooh, they’re Magnums,” she said and put them back in the pocket. She smiled back at him, cuddled up in the heavy motorcycle jacket. They stared at each other a moment.

		He stood with one foot on the wooden step that led up to his apartment door. The porch light was on above him. His face was rugged and he was kind of good looking. She liked how he seemed so confident. He was tanned and had light hair but his eyes were dark. It almost looked like he had on eyeliner.

		She stepped forward to him, put both her legs between his and let her body fall into him. She looked up at him and he kissed her. She let him do it, but she didn’t kiss him back. She put her palms up on his chest and broke away.

		“I don’t like to kiss. This is something else we’re doin tonight.”

		He didn’t answer, just stared into her. She kissed his collar and chest and put her hand up around the back of his neck.

		His hands came around her narrow waist. They slid down over her rump and she encouraged him, biting the flesh of his chest. He pulled the hem of her short dress up behind her. He pushed it into her, dragged it along pressing into her taught bottom and she felt it come up and over. Felt the chill air between her legs and on her cheeks. He grabbed handfuls of her flesh, squeezed them.

		“Hey, come on over here, I wanna get a look at you,” she said. She plunked her finger down the front of his jeans and pulled him to the picnic table by his belt. She walked backwards through the grass, doing all right in the high heels.

		“Set yourself here,” she said.

		He obliged, sat on the edge of the weathered old table and waited to see what she would do next. The table was off the patio and in the long grass. She could see beer bottles under it and cigarette butts. She pictured a bunch of guys like Craig, layabouts, sitting out here in the summer smoking and drinking twelve beers each.

		She unbuttoned his shirt and opened it. She ran her hands over his chest. He was strong, but not built; he had a hairy chest and it looked manly. His legs were spread wide and she could see his penis sideways across the front of his jeans. They both looked down at it. She put her hand out and lay it on the obvious appendage. She could feel it soft under her touch.

		“Wow, I can feel it through your jeans and it ain’t even hard yet. This is it right here.” She put her thumb and forefinger on either side of it and ran along its length. She watched her hand do it, said, “It’s thick.”

		She unclasped his belt buckle and he leaned back so she could do it, putting his hands out behind him. She pulled the wide leather belt right out of the loops and threw it on the patio, let the metal clank on stone. She was looking forward to this.

		She told him, said, “I’ve been thinkin about this for days.”

		“Yeah?”

		She undid the top button of his jeans. She saw that he had got harder under the denim, straining against it a little now.

		“I’ve been looking at the picture you sent me. I haven’t seen one like yours before.”

		His breaths were slow but lusty, he was getting harder from the anticipation. She put a finger on his sternum and ran it down his tight, bunched up belly letting it get under his jeans. Her nail scratched the flesh right above his manhood. She pinched the zipper and gave it a little tug. The sound of the teeth unclenching was loud. She ran it down to the bottom and his bulge relaxed.

		“This is so excitin,” she said and pulled one side away and down til she could see the top side of his penis. She reached in and got her finger and thumb around it and pulled it out.

		She let it go, watched it sag between his legs, then pick a side and slump that way, touching the tip to his thigh.

		“You got a great cock,” she said.

		“I know.”

		She put a hand around it, felt it in her grip and started to gently stroke it.

		“You like havin such a big one?”

		“Of course.”

		“All the ladies love this, don’t they”

		“Yes, they sure do.”

		She had him real hard now and she took a look at it. It was long and curved funny. It went straight out and then about halfway kind of nosedived towards the floor. It was thicker at the end than where it came out of him. The head was wide and smooth almost no flare around the lip of it. It looked a little beaten up, like it had seen better days. She liked that.

		“Whyn’t you put that little mouth on it?”

		“I don’t like that,” she said.

		“You haven’t tried mine yet, have you?” He sat up and leaned towards her, kissed her collarbone. She let him do it and kept stroking him. His hands went up her sides and onto her shoulders. She could feel him make them heavy, pushing her down, wanting her on her knees. She went with it, kneeling down in her heels. She looked at his thing up close, holding it in her hand. She put her mouth over the end of it and gagged. It smelled like soap and something else, like animal underneath it. But in her mouth it tasted like bleach and she could sense it in her nose when she breathed. She tried to do it, but she didn’t like it at all. She gagged again and took it out of her mouth, almost retching.

		“I jus don’t like doin that,” she said up to him. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

		“You hardly even tried.”

		She had her hand stroking him, she said, “I thought you were supposed to be gentle.” She stood up. She wasn’t going to do that. She took his jacket off her shoulders and lay it on the table next to him. Craig put his thumbs in the thin straps of her dress that went from her breasts up over her shoulders. He pulled them off to the side then pulled the front of her dress down. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her petite breasts were stung by the cold. Her raspberry nipples hardened in the air, scrunched so tight her aureolas got goose bumps. She shivered and her arms were trembling.

		Craig pressed his warm face into her chest between her breasts. She put her head back and warmed herself on him. He put his hot mouth over a nipple and she moaned out. She put her hands through the back of his hair and pulled him into her. He ran his tongue around and pulled it gently with his lips. She was a little sensitive but the heat felt nice. She let him do it to the other side. The wet one left out in the air felt like it had froze with his mouth off it and she started to shiver and she couldn’t stop it.

		“C’mon,” he said, “Whyn’t we go inside, you’re freezing.”

		“I tol you I want to do it outside.”

		“I got a warm bed, soft sheets and a big cozy duvet. The heat’s on—”

		“I have sex in a bed all the time. That’s where I have sex with my husband. Where he puts his little thing inside me and hammers away til he gets what he wants,” she said. She put her hands on his cheeks, said, “Tonight I want a little somethin different. Somethin I want. I ain’t never done it on a picnic table.”

		“You know how beautiful you are?”

		“No,” she looked away but smiled.

		“I can’t even believe you’re here with me.”

		She stepped back from him so he could see all of her. She took the hem of the dress in her hands and peeled it up over her body and head and dropped it in the grass. She slid her panties down over her hips and wiggled them down, stepped out of them. She was standing in front of him completely nude except for the tall black heels she’d got for thirty dollars at the Payless in the mall. She liked the way he admired her. She’d never really felt like that before. Presented to a man for him to admire. First time she’d undressed for Troy she’d done it under the sheets so he couldn’t see her naked. It took a long time for her to believe that she looked good without her clothes. She always felt so skinny. She’d filled out a little in the last couple of years so maybe it was that she did look better now. Troy had got her out of her shell.

		“Oh my God, you’re the finest thing I ever seen.”

		“Let’s get that big thing inside me,” she said, and pulled him up standing.

		He wasn’t much taller than her in her heels and she kissed at his neck and bit his collar. He dropped his pants down to his ankles resting on his cowboy boots. His penis was straight up between them, up against her belly. It felt hot on her and she liked the feel of it. It came right up almost to her breasts. She was getting it now, how big ones were better than little ones. There was something so arousing about a man’s sexuality being so present, so obvious. She felt like she’d got a little wet.

		She broke off from him and bent herself at the waist and put her elbows on the picnic table. She felt him behind her, lining himself up, felt the head of his thing brushing between her legs. She was going through the pockets of his jacket she’d left on the table. She swayed her hips keeping herself from being skewered.

		“Hol up,” she said, “I think your big fella needs a jacket.” She tore the end off the gold foil packet and got the condom out. She pinched the tip and rolled it down him. He was real hard now, she could feel it under her fingers as she struggled with rolling the latex over the big head of it. She got it, and rolled it down the rest of the way over that curve.

		“This would slip right offa my husband,” she said. She turned and bent herself over the table again, looking over her shoulder at him. She swayed her hips again and he put his palms over her cheeks and steadied her. He bent his knees and thrust his hips til his curved cock tapped itself into place. He thrust it into her, using his thumb to guide that wicked curve into her canal.

		She gasped out, her voice sounding crystal clear in the cold night, “Ow, ow, oh…”

		“Ah, shit, I swear to God, I ain’t felt anything tighter,” he said.

		He squished it into her, sliding it almost all the way before drawing it back and plunging in again even deeper. It felt so good inside her. A little sore, but it was washed away by the pleasurable feeling of being so bad.

		“Ow, daddy, careful, it’s sore.” She squeezed him tight with her insides, pushing him out and pulling him in as he tried to get a rhythm against her tightness.

		“Goddam it, Emma, you’re the tightest thing...”

		“Easy on the Lord’s name, darling, ah...” she gasped as he plunged it right in, and she swung her head forward so fast she knocked it on the picnic table.

		“Hold on,” she heard him say, and she felt his hands push down on her bottom. He dipped his knees and got himself in a good angle. He pushed himself all the way in, she felt him trembling with his effort, forcing every inch he had inside her. The curve of his big cock pushed that fat down-pointing head along the front of her insides and it felt so good she could almost have let it go and peed all over him. She quivered and let out a warbled cry.

		He picked up on it and his hands went over her shoulders and he pulled her body onto his big thing, impaled her on it. He slammed it into her over and over, bucking into her harder and harder. It hurt, but the feeling of pressure along her front seam felt too good to do anything but yell out with each thrust. Her little titties jiggled each time he did it and she scrunched up her face and listened to her cries warble.

		“That’s it daddy, that...feels so good...”

		She felt eyes on her like she was being watched. She embraced it, riding the idea of someone witnessing her receiving so much dirty pleasure. She cried out more, let whoever was out there really know she loved it.

		It was building inside of her. This dirty man had a penis that could stretch her and stroke a velvety spot inside her that had never been touched before. She was going to come all around his thick, beat up cock and she couldn’t wait to do it. She thought of someone hiding in the bushes seeing her long white body bent over a weathered table, being spread wide by some redneck’s dangerous cock.

		She screamed out once loud and short, and then snorted through her nose as she realized she’d peed a little. She could feel herself tinkling back there. She rode out the strangest feeling, intense and orgasmic, but dirty and humiliated. She pushed away the shame and wailed for him, letting her voice ride the enormous wave washing over her. She got it back, held it in and felt warm all over, her fingers had pins and needles. Craig was still pounding into her like he hadn’t noticed what he’d done to her.

		“Ah, ow, Craig...ow, oh stop, it tickles...”

		Her legs were quivering so bad she couldn’t use them well enough to get away from him. She tried turning, and he hurt her, stabbing that big blunt thing into her sideways.

		“Ow, stop, stop,” she said.

		She saw him back off, he was elsewhere—his eyes weren’t seeing anything. He buckled over, supported himself, putting his hands on her pure white thighs. She looked between his legs at his long hard thing, bobbing up and down between his hips. He was flexing it; it would pull up and hold, then drop and he’d flex it right back up again. She watched him fill up the end of his condom. The hanging end of it rising and falling as he shot his seed into it, filling that reservoir tip all the way up with his stuff. It swung around and jumped like one of those inflatable air-dancing men outside a car dealership. He was lost in it, saying aww and ahr over and over, his face contorted.

		A big determined man came striding out from the bushes and she covered herself.
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		Troy watched her have sex with this other man til it hurt so much he was doubled over. He watched her love it. He was face to face with her about a dozen feet away when Emma had her orgasm. He watched his wife get fucked from behind, bent over a rotting picnic table. When she came her body quivered and her eyes rolled up and she wasn’t putting an act on for him. She loved getting every inch of another man’s big cock.

		His feet crushed the grass under him as he stomped across the yard with furious intent. He roared at him, “That’s my wife!”

		Craig blanched, his face drawn in horror. He turned and his knees buckled and he fell in a heap, his pants bunched up around his ankles. He was saying something, but it wasn’t words, just strangled scared vowel sounds. Troy grabbed the back of his jeans and his shirt tail and threw him about ten feet across the yard and into a fire pit. He disappeared in a grey cloud of ash. He scrambled out of it, getting his hands out in front of him trying to calm this monster.

		He slumped in behind a barbecue up next to the house. Troy put one hand on the barbecue, a pitted and worn out propane model. It had tables attached to both sides and two tanks under it but he threw it aside like a toy. He let that clatter of metal across patio stone electrocute Craig with fear.

		“No, no,...” he said. His hands were up and shaking, his eyes quivered.

		“Did you just fuck my wife?”

		“Troy, don’t you hurt him,” Emma hollered behind him.

		He bent over and put both his big hands around Craig’s neck and lifted him straight up in the air over his head. He crushed his neck and shook him.

		“Troy, don’t you do that. He’s my friend,” she yelled and he could feel her little balled up fists pelting his back.

		He threw Craig to the ground, and he lay crumpled in the grass, gasping for air.

		Troy turned and roared at Emma, “What the fuck are you doing here?”

		“Well, what do you think I’m doing?” She was standing looking up at him completely naked except for her high heel shoes. She had her two long hands covered over her nipples.

		“Get your things and get in the car.”

		“What are you going to do to him?”

		“Please, man, I didn’t know—”

		“Yes, you did, don’t put this all on me,” she yelled around Troy.

		“I’m going to bash his face in.”

		“Shit, oh please, man, I’m so sorry.” He held his hands together out in front of him, pleading for his life. His legs were bent and he was sitting on his scuffed up boots. His pants were around his ankles, and his white shirt open. His big thing had deflated inside the condom, the long filled up tip dragging in the grass.

		Emma’s bare arms came around him, hugged him. She said, “Please, daddy, I’m so sorry. Please, don’t hurt him.”

		“Please, man, don’t. I swear, I’m sorry,” his eyes were red and watery.

		“Troy, baby, please, it was just sex, I jus wanted to feel what his big thing might feel like inside me...”

		“Emma, please don’t...” Craig said, struggling to understand how he’d ended up here.

		“Think you’re the big man around here?” Troy asked him, bending over and grabbing a handful of his shirt on either side of him. He pulled him up effortlessly and stood him up face to face with him. The tips of his boots grazed the grass. Craig cowered.

		He turned him around to face away and Craig didn’t resist. He hooked his massive forearm around his throat and squeezed him tight against him. He got his Adam’s apple in the crook of his arm and squeezed tight and slow like a boa constrictor. Emma slapped at his back with her open hands.

		She came around to the front then and hollered, “Troy, stop it, you’re killin him. His eyes are buggin out of his head.”

		Troy just flexed a little, let Craig slip in a little tighter. The more Craig struggled, the deeper he sunk that choke. He squeezed harder, could see his tongue push out of his mouth and a big wet bubble popped out of his nose. His legs were kicking and his arms had come up to slap and claw at Troy’s arm. He faded really fast, his legs stopped, and soon one arm fell and the other just lay still, his hand on Troy’s wrist.

		“What’d you do, Troy?” she yelled at him.

		“You’re next, you don’t get your things and get in that car.”
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		He carried Craig’s lifeless body over to the picnic table and laid him out on it.

		“What did you do Troy?”

		“You belong to me, I don’t share you with any one. He got what he deserved.”

		“Oh my word, Troy. What are we going to do?”

		He grabbed her around the waist and threw her up onto his shoulder. The side of her bare ass was pressed up against his cheek. He squat down and grabbed her crumpled dress, then her purse.

		“Troy, you ain’t gonna hurt me are you?”

		“Don’t you deserve it?”

		“I’ll holler you don’t put me down.”

		“Go ahead.”

		He carried her down the side of the house out to the driveway. He was hustling her back to the car. He was going to take her home and teach her a lesson.

		“Help me, please, somebody help me,” she yelled out to the rundown neighbourhood.

		He slapped her ass, said, “Hey, don’t do that somebody might come with a shotgun.”

		“Sorry,” she said behind him.

		He ran with her then across to the Hyundai. He threw her things in the backseat, then folded her up and tossed her in too. She yelped going in. He got in the driver’s seat and started it up. He slammed it into drive and the squat little SUV wriggled and skidded away from the house. Emma crawled into the front seat still naked, still wearing her heels. He felt her bare smooth skin against his arm. She put her arm around him, her other hand ran through his hair. She was kissing his neck and his face.

		“Emma, we gotta get out of here, I could go to jail for what I did back there. We gotta get your car.”

		“Jus pull over, we can get it tomorrow. I need it right now, daddy.”

		He kissed her back, taking his eyes off the road for a moment. He sucked her lips right into his mouth. He wanted her so bad right now, every part of him ached.

		“We gotta get outta here, baby. He might have a gun, maybe somebody called the cops.”

		“How long will he be out?”

		“No guarantee at all, he might be awake calling nine-one-one right now. If he calls the cops, Emma, they’ll check the restaurant, your license plate, they can find out who we are.”

		He wrenched the car around a corner and she held on to him so she wouldn’t slide away. He punched it down a straightaway, throwing up dust behind him lit up in red by his taillight. Rocks pinged around in the wheel wells.

		“Get back there and get yourself dressed baby, case we get pulled over. I’m gonna break every traffic law here til we get home.”

		“Oh Troy, I’m burstin for it.”

		“I gotta get us home first, baby”

		“Then what you gonna do to me?”

		“I’m going to knock you around, make you go crazy,” he said, looking right into her eyes.

		“Oh, you jus made me shiver, baby. You sure he’s gonna be okay back there?”

		“He’s just sleeping, I swear. I’ve done it a hundred times, been done to me...”

		“You really gave it to him darlin.”

		“So did you.”

		“He gave it to me, you mean. He gave it pretty good.”

		Her hand was between his legs and she was working his fly down. He leaned back so she could do it.

		“He had a real nice one, didn’t he?” she said.

		“Did you like it?”

		She found his thing in his boxers and brought it out. “It had a bend in it made me go crazy. It was like his head was rubbing me funny inside.”

		“You’re just so bad, Emma.”

		She put her head in his lap and he lifted his arm so she could get in there. She put her mouth over him and he shook with pleasure. The Hyundai dipped into the shoulder and he swerved it back onto the gravel road.

		“No, no, Emma. You’re going to make me come.”

		“I want you to, sugar.”

		“No, not yet.”

		“We’re gonna go all night, daddy, you only got one in you?”

		“I’m saving this one for your insides. It’s going to be a big one.”

		“Gravy, Troy, you don’t know how hot you got me. You gon give me a little baby, daddy?”

		“That’s what I’m thinking.”

		She came up and kissed his cheek. She still had her hand down there and she squeezed his sack hard and he grunted.

		“You got a little Troy junior swimming around in one of these little things?”

		“Emma, c’mon don’t talk like that right now, you got me so close.”

		She put both hands around his arm, her fingers not able to get around it. “You’re the one gettin me close, sugar.”

		She watched him drive, his face intense his body urgent and hard. She ran her hand over his flat hard stomach, said, “If you’re just about to bubble over, do it now. Put it in me, I’ll get you off in a shake. C’mon, baby, I need you.”

		Troy squeezed the wheel. He knew he’d last only a second. He looked over at her sitting bare in the front seat, blazing white against the black leather. He crushed the brake under his foot and the Hyundai nose dived into the shoulder in a cloud of dust. He took off his seatbelt and she already had her hands fumbling with his belt. He pushed them away, got it done faster than she could and yanked them right down. His little pecker was hard as a rock.

		“There’s my little guy,” she said as she got on top of him in the driver seat, straddling him. He cranked the lever and dropped the seat right back. She tried getting him in her, but he grabbed her and flipped her onto her back, spinning her around so he was on top of her. She yelped out and she was laughing.

		“Give it to me, honey pie.” She held his gaze while he found her wet spot with his tip.

		“I love you so much, Emma.”

		“I love you, baby”

		He slipped it right inside her and she was hot and wet. He groaned in her ear, he wasn’t going to last a minute.

		“Shoot it in me, baby, the cops’ll be here any minute to take you to jail.”

		“Ah,” he cried out as he exploded inside her.

		“Oh, I feel that, baby,” she arched her back and let him thrust himself in her. Her nails raked deep into his muscle, scratching him hard and hurting him.

		He gave her stream after stream. It kept going and he couldn’t believe there could be more. “Emma, I’ve never felt like this. You make me so crazy.” He was so tight he could barely speak, barely breathe. He tightened himself right up, felt like he was blacking out, like someone had choked him. He shivered and squeezed, pulsed another big wallop into her.

		“Oh, Emma,” he said, then collapsed right on top of her.

		“Agh, you’re crushin me, baby,” she said, tapping at his back.

		He lifted himself off her, groggy, feeling a little out of it. She kissed his mouth. “That was so good, Troy. You okay?”

		“Yeah,” he said and rubbed his palms into his eyes. “Yeah, we better get going. You hop back there and get your dress on.”

		She climbed into the backseat, her hand pressed in between her legs. He watched her scramble back there, pull her dress off the floor. He did his pants back up, and started the SUV. He shook his head, cleared his mind, and sped off towards town again.

		“Did you leave my panties back there?”

		“I didn’t see them.”

		“Well, I’m leaking like a tap back here. I could’a used those.”

		“Just lay on your back, sweetie, put those long legs up.”

		“Good idea, baby.”

		He watched her in the rear view pull that slinky dress she would normally never wear over her head and wiggle her shoulders into it.

		“You look so beautiful tonight.”

		She came forward and kissed the top of his ear. “Thank you, baby.”

		She lay back across the seats and he saw her white legs come up, she had them bent, her knees up on her chest. “Did you like what you saw tonight?”

		“You know I did.” The streetlights were whipping by as he did seventy down a forty, headed back to the Main Street.

		“I did, but baby this was crazy—we can’t do this. It’s so dangerous,” he said.

		“It was so hot, daddy.”

		He couldn’t see her face but looking at her pretty bare legs drawn up, listening to her played up honey-Southern voice had him hard in his pants again.

		“You get me so crazy, Emma.”
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		The Hyundai skidded up next to her green Spark still out front of the restaurant. She jumped out before he’d even stopped it, and she ran in her bare feet and jumped in to her car. She got it going and reversed it outta there. Troy was right behind her, his headlights putting the silhouette of her hair up on the visor. She put her foot down and raced down the street towards their subdivision. Troy said to watch out for cops in town, they’d be looking for people leaving bars, but she risked it. She needed to be home.

		What they’d done back there was crazy. Playing out a dirty fantasy like they’d never done before. Played it on a level that was insanely dangerous. It could cost them their lives, their jobs, maybe their freedom.

		Craig was all right but it would have been better to find someone younger and a bit cleaner. It was so hard getting someone on the hook in the first place. It took six weeks for her to find Craig. Young good-looking boys who had (and were willing to prove they had) a nice one between their legs, and that lived in your vicinity was a lot harder than she’d imagined.

		Seeing Troy pick him up by his throat and his long thing swinging between his legs inside a condom she’d made him fill up had got her so hot. She could feel herself squishing all over the place on her seat. Troy had really planted a seed in her. He was going to do it to her all night. He was going to punish her for cheating on him. She couldn’t wait.

		She screeched around the corner into their subdivision, raced past the Elementary school and under the big water tower. She roared onto their street and into their driveway, screeching it in crooked. She yanked the emergency brake and ran into the house and closed the door behind her. She could hear Troy’s tires chirp on the driveway. She threw her purse on the floor, and watched the door waiting for him. She was on fire inside. He charged in and slammed the door behind him.

		“You little slut,” he growled at her.

		“If you gave it to me right I wouldn’t need other men.”

		He lunged and grabbed her by the throat. He said, “My dick not good enough for you?”

		“I cain’t ever feel it,” her voice a gurgle past his tight grip.

		He threw her right into the family room and she landed in the cushions on the sofa face down.

		“I’m sorry, it ain’t my fault, sugar, you’re just so tiny,” she hissed over her shoulder. He grabbed her ankles and pulled her down over the arm of the couch, her ass bent over it. He ripped her dress up, and she heard it tear.

		“Troy, that’s my new dress!”

		He slapped her on the ass, way too hard.

		“Ow, Troy!” she yelled it out. “That hurt.”

		He undid his pants and pulled them down. “Tell me you can’t feel this.”

		He shoved himself all the way into her exposed sex and she yelped.

		“Tell me when it’s in, darling,” she said.

		His forearm came across her back and he pushed her into the couch, burying her face in the cushion. He was pounding her hard and she definitely felt it. It felt so good. She was so tight and she really felt every bit of him. He was hurting her, being way too rough, but she wanted it.

		“Fuck me, daddy, fuck me with that tiny little thing,” she yelled into the cushion.

		He put his whole weight onto her back, his forearm across her neck. He was doing it to her like he hated her. He had her face pushed right into the cushion and she couldn’t breathe. She thought of how Troy choked Craig. She could picture Craig as she stood in front of them, wearing only her high heels. His eyes and his tongue bulging right out of him, he was powerless against the man she loved. She could see Troy’s big forearm criss-crossed with thick veins, crushing his neck. Craig’s shirt was open, his chest sweaty, wet with fear. His big thing shrivelled up in the condom, his erection gone and he was shrunken.

		The orgasm jumped out at her, she hadn’t seen it coming. She wanted to gasp but she had no air. She struggled against Troy but he was driving into her like a piston. She couldn’t even struggle he was so strong. She reeled, on the verge of blacking out, and the orgasm washed over her, bigger and more powerful than she anticipated. Her fingers dug deep into the couch. He pulled her head up roughly by her hair and she roared, air rushing into her lungs in a loud hoarse whisper. She still felt it, moving away from her now, but she put her head back and enjoyed the tail end of it. She was coughing and spitting, drool hanging off her lip. She was still heaving for breath when she felt Troy spurt inside her. He roared behind her, drove himself all the way in and she could feel him splashing her insides.

		“Oh, baby,” she managed, her voice strained and weak. She felt his weight collapse on her back.

		“Baby, baby,” she said, struggling to stay conscious. She couldn’t wait to tell him. His big hand turned her over.

		“What’s wrong? Gosh no, honey did I hurt you?”

		She struggled to breathe, she put her hands up to show him she was okay, to just hold on a minute. She was raspy, her throat felt crushed and sore. He pulled her up to him, put his arms around her and hugged her to him.

		“No, no, no, I’m so sorry, Emma, oh baby, I can’t—”

		She tapped him on the back, tried to get his attention. He pulled his head back and looked at her face. He was wild with concern.

		“I’m fine,” she whispered, “I’m fine...I liked it. Troy baby, you just made me come.”

		“What, I did?”

		“Baby, you made me come like crazy.”

		He put both his hands on his cheeks, stared at her wide-eyed. He was on one knee between her legs while she sat up on the arm of the couch.

		“What did I do?”

		“I don’t know Troy it was a bunch of things. It was amazing.” She put her arms around him and pulled his head to her chest.

		“Oh, baby. Oh, my word, I’m so happy.”

		“Me too, I’m so happy too.”

		They did it for hours after that til he was just dribbling when he came and they were both sore, sweaty and exhausted. He’d held her against the wall face first and upside down and she screamed and laughed when he put his tongue between her legs. He carried her over his shoulder to the bathroom and ran them a scalding hot bath and they did it in there twice. He threw her on the bed and wrestled with her as she pretended she didn’t want another spanking but she got one anyway. He choked her again while they did it but he was very gentle and slow and he let her lead the way. She came one more time from that but it was small. She was glad to have it, and Troy was over the moon. She’d really never seen his face light up like that before.

		They went on until three in the morning and both of them knew it was time to stop. All their dirty parts were hurting. He just lay in bed with her pulled to him and she felt so safe in his enormous arms.

		“We crazy, Emma?”

		“Probably a little bit.”

		“You know I love you?”

		“Of course, come on. We couldn’t be like this if it weren’t how we feel for each other.”

		“What was it like with him?”

		“Craig? It was good. He wasn’t the best choice. He was kinda...skeevy, I guess. But he was handsome enough, and he had a real pecker on him too.”

		“That what you need now?”

		“You know it isn’t. Not really. I know he made me...made me come...but it wasn’t...I don’t know...it was the anticipation. His big thing...it did feel so good inside me...but it was knowing you were watching, knowing you were going to jump out and save me from him, save me from myself, that’s what got me so crazy. When he had it inside me I couldn’t wait to see you jump out, put the fear of God in him. I couldn’t wait to see him cower under my big strong man. After what he done to me, he hurt me with his big tool, daddy—he deserved it.”

		“Emma, you’re a little firecracker. You know I’m so sore...”

		“Let me jus see that body, baby,” she said and put her head under the sheets and it got him laughing. He could feel her under there and she had her lips on him, just kissing his stomach and his chest. It was tender and it was loving, not sexual. She had to be worn out too. She came out and kissed him and settled her body right on top of him. She was quiet, staring into his eyes and smiling.

		“Baby,” he said, “you swear you had your period right?”

		“Troy, I would never lie to you. Well, not for real. I swear, I’ve had three since Chad.”

		“I just worry about that. You know how I said—”

		“Don’t talk about bad things, Troy. That won’t happen again. We know it won’t. That was a mistake we wouldn’t make again.”

		“Okay,” he said and he kissed her chin.

		She got sultry on him, said, “I thought you’d be excited, daddy, we coulda had a son with a big dick.”

		“Naw, Emma,” he recoiled from her, slid away and she was upset that she’d hurt him.

		“Oh, baby, I swear I’m just kidding,” she said and she hugged his back.

		“Emma, it’s one thing for me to like that...but—”

		“Troy, I’m sorry, I was just trying to be funny.”

		“It’s hard to have a little one. I’d hate for my son—”

		“Troy, look at me. You don’t even have a little one. That’s your thing. This is just a game we do. It’s your game. I love your penis and if we never talked about it I wouldn’t once think about what other men might have.”

		She put her arms around him and hugged his big head to her chest. She felt sad that she’d finally found out what too far was.

		Troy sighed, “Emma, baby, we gotta stop this.”
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		They’d been going to the Tyler First Presbyterian Church since they moved to town twenty months ago. It was a yellow brick Romanesque church with red trim and a red roof—the biggest, grandest church in town. The Pastor was a lady, Pastor Vivian Blaylock, but they were both okay with that. She offered marital counselling and she’d been a psychologist at one time before she heard God’s call.

		Troy and Emma were sitting in the Hyundai in the parking lot an hour before service in their Sunday Best. Emma was wearing a dull grey-green farm dress with pretty white daisies on it, buttoned right up. She had her hands together in her lap and her feet were in polished brown lace ups, crossed over each other. Troy took her hand. He held it and looked at it, so small in his own large hand. He looked at her white smooth skin, her long fingers with his wedding band and engagement diamond. He kissed the back of it, laced his fingers through hers and held it while they both looked out the window. It was a sunny February morning, not cold but crisp. The sky was blue and they watched two crows diving and playing up there.

		“We should go in,” he said finally.

		They got out and Emma held her straw hat with the wide white ribbon across her chest. She had her hair back and braided and she wasn’t wearing makeup; he thought she was more beautiful than he’d ever seen her. He held his hand out and she took it and they walked up to the wide double doors propped open. They walked up the aisle in the centre of the cruciform. The organist was laying out papers, and music sheets in the apse, and they nodded to him.

		They turned left and walked a narrow polished-wood hall and down to the small office Pastor Vivian had at the back. Her door was open and she was sitting at her desk, but Troy knocked on the door jamb any way. She smiled as she rose and had them come in and sit while she closed the door behind them.

		They handled the pleasantries, talked about the nice weather they’d been having, then they all got quiet for an awkward moment. Vivian had an easy-going face, matronly and affable. She was pleasant and seemed prepared for this sort of material given her past in mental health.

		“We just needed someone we could talk to, Pastor Vivian. Someone who could help us,” Troy said.

		“Well, I’m glad that you came to me. I help a lot of the young couples in my congregation and I like to think I give them some relief when times get trying.”

		Troy cleared his throat, said, “I think we might be going through one of those times.” He took Emma’s hand again and she looked at him and smiled weakly.

		“Well, Emma I’ve already spoken with Troy on the phone and we discussed a bit about what this might be regarding.”

		“You did?”

		“Just very briefly, Emma. So there has been an infidelity?”

		No one answered, they both just waited.

		Vivian turned to Troy, said, “Have you been unfaithful?”

		“Me? No, ma’am.”

		She moved to Emma, her fingers tented together, her face troubled.

		“Emma, have you been unfaithful to Troy?”

		“No.”

		Vivian took off her glasses, “Well, I thought, Troy, that you had—”

		“Not really,” Emma said.

		“Not really?”

		“Not how you mean it. I mean, I have, but it’s more...I’ve been more faithful to him, by bein unfaithful—”

		“Emma, don’t do—”

		“Troy, you’ll have to let her speak.”

		Troy said, “But when she does that voice, that’s when—”

		“I’m from the South, Pastor.”

		“You’re from Georgia?”

		“That’s right.”

		“She doesn’t talk like this normally, Pastor.”

		She took a few quiet breaths, her eyes looking both of them over. “Well, I’m not sure what that means,” she said.

		“Pastor, she’s not taking this seriously. She told me she would, but I really don’t think she is.”

		“Emma, do you know the story of Hosea?”

		“Yes, Pastor. Am I Hosea or Gomer?”

		She furrowed her brow. “Gomer,” she said.

		“That’s a terrible thing to say,” Emma said.

		“Emma,” Troy said.

		“Well, she was an adulteress who bore a child coulda been anyone’s and God told her husband to name him Lo-Rumahah—”

		“He did, he—”

		“Name means Not Loved. God won’t show me mercy til I repent. He’ll not love me, you won’t love me, Troy.”

		Vivian said, “You can’t persevere in sin—”

		“What I do, I do for him,” she said, then, “not Him, him,” pointing to the sky. “Him, Troy, I mean. Because I love him more than anything. I’m not unfaithful at all—”

		Troy said, “Pastor Vivian, she’s wreaking havoc on me.”

		Emma took her hand away and crossed her arms. After a long quiet moment she said, “He loves havoc being wrought upon him. That’s all I’ll say.” She said it to the room, just out loud while she looked out the window.

		“We can establish a marriage mentor for you if you’d like. I think it’d be best. I can—”

		“I don’t need to offer repentance. I haven’t been disobedient.”

		“Is your behaviour sinful?”

		Emma put her head down. “Yes. It is sinful.”

		Troy put his hand on her arm.

		“Your life choices need to consider your husband but they also have to consider God, Emma.”

		“We don’t quarrel at all. I love him. I couldn’t love him more, in fact. We want to have a baby soon.”

		“Your marriage covenant can be strong...but if Troy has problems and you don’t see them, maybe there is a problem with your relationship with God.” Pastor Vivian struggled to comprehend what could be this sexual problem in their relationship. Something so bad they won’t say it. Infidelity but not cheating...

		“A baby can be something to make you stronger and to ground you. Finding something new and healthy in your life to move on to: Psalm Twenty-three-three, ‘He restores my soul. He leads me in paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.’” 

		“I still don’t think we need to be restored. I know what’s best for my Troy.”
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		They got themselves outside and stood on the sidewalk together as congregants started appearing. Parking and talking and walking into the open church. Emma put her wide brimmed straw hat on.

		“Troy, I can’t believe you made me do that.”

		“You’re bad, Emma, you need help.”

		“Troy, come on.”

		“Emma, I’ve brought out a wickedness in you. I hate myself for doing it. I wish I could take it all back.”

		“Oh, Troy. I’m jus havin fun is all.” She smiled and looked up at him, but he didn’t smile back. He looked tired and anxious. He looked worried.

		She leaned into him and put an arm around his waist. “If you didn’t love it so, I’d stop it in a heartbeat,” she said.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		The church service was packed that morning, a full congregation. Troy and Emma had a good spot on the left of the aisle about midway. He held her hand tightly in his and his face was worn with worry. He was scowling and the muscles of his jaw were working while he ground his teeth. Emma put her cool hand over the back of his. She leaned in and kissed his cheek, just a light peck.

		“It’s all right, baby, we’ll figure it out.”

		Her eyes glimmered emerald in the sunlight coming through the stained glass and something told him she was right. They would be okay. They would work this out. She loved him. There was no doubt of that and he knew the feelings he had for her. If their love was strong nothing could get in their path.

		Pastor Vivian appeared from the hall and got up to the podium and she started the service. They sang a hymn and he couldn’t let her go. He held the hymn book in one hand for both of them and they read from the same page.

		The sermon that morning was about the cost of love. Troy nodded as she spoke, everything she said hit home to him. He squeezed Emma’s hand in his. Love had a cost, she said.

		If you fail at love you fail as a Christian. And love is sometimes dirty, but it rolls up its sleeves and it gets to work. It does what needs to be done. Love gambles and takes crazy chances, stretches itself so thin it might break but it never does. Love will move you, jump out and scare you when you least expect it—it’ll clutch your heart and push a finger through your soul. True love will persevere, it will make you do crazy things. But you do them in love.

		Emma squeezed his hand now, said, “See?”

		Troy watched her profile as she listened. Her eyes were clear and bright, she was intent on the Pastor’s words. She had a slight smile and he could see her nod very slowly as she took it in.

		He felt a buzzing on his leg, coming through the pew bench. He moved his leg aside, could see Emma’s phone in its lime green rubber case. It was face up between them, vibrating twice to let her know she had a text. The screen was lit up and he could see that someone had sent her a message. He couldn’t read it, but something compelled him to look. A bad feeling. He squinted and got closer, read it before it went back to black.

		

		Jamie: Hey Babe, can’t wait to see you again, txt me when yr free

		

		Who was Jamie? He went through all the faces from the book club here in Tyler. No Jamie. There was a Jaime. Who was Jamie? Could that be a guy?

		He picked her phone up and she caught him. She tried to take it from him, but he pulled it away. She let him take it. She couldn’t get it from him anyway and she wouldn’t want to make a scene in church. He pressed the button and lit up the screen again. He read the message from Jamie, a name he didn’t know. Calling her babe. Sounded like a guy. But maybe not. He could feel himself get mad at her, feel a tension spread across the back of his massive shoulders. It felt like an enormous weight spread across him, like walking out a squat he knew he’d fail.

		He swiped the message, and it went to  passcode. She didn’t have one before. He held the screen out to her discretely, shaking it for her to look down.

		“Who’s Jamie?” he whispered.

		She put her finger up to her pursed lips and shushed him without making a noise.

		He whispered it again louder and she ignored him. He could feel an anger start to boil.

		“Who. Is. Jamie?” he said, quiet, but loud enough to turn a few heads. She shrugged and avoided him, intent on the Pastor.

		His legs were bouncing and he was flipping the phone around in his fingers. He looked straight up at the ceiling, at the wide metal chandeliers up there and the cobwebs. Why did it have to be like this?

		He stood up and excused himself, squeezing his bulk stuffed in a blue suit past the knees of the people in his pew. Emma watched him go, he could see her face concerned, saw her bend and pick up her purse. He marched out to the parking lot letting the big church door close loudly behind him.

		He wandered into an open parking spot and paced a circle in it. He pumped his fists in rage. Why was she doing this to him? He wanted to thrust his chest out and roar at the sky, but there were children around and this was his church. So he kept it bottled up and let his irrational thermometer rise up into the red. He saw her slip out past the big door and close it behind her. She stopped on the stone steps and watched him. She was afraid to come closer. He pointed to a spot in front of him angrily, mouthed Come here to her. She hesitated but she took a small step then rolled her head a bit, giving in to the inevitable and came to him.

		He showed her the phone, said, “What is this?”

		“Troy, I don’t know what to tell you.”

		“Here’s an idea: Tell me the truth. Who is Jamie?”

		She didn’t answer. He towered over her, he was more than half a foot taller than her but it looked much more than that because he was so wide. She recoiled a little bit, like she was succumbing to her guilt. If she were indignant she could have stood toe to toe with him.

		“It’s what I think it is, isn’t it?” he said. “Give me your passcode.”

		“That phone is my business,” she said.

		“Oh, it is?” He wound up and threw it straight into the pavement and it exploded. It burst into a hundred pieces, sharp shards and little bits of tin showered up in the air. Her lime green rubber case bounced and went over her shoulder.

		She was aghast, her mouth open in shock.

		“Troy, that was my phone! I had everything in there!”

		“Everything you do is my business. I can’t trust you any more,” he yelled at her.

		“You made me. Look in the mirror you wanna blame somebody,” she yelled back at him.

		She turned and marched through the parking lot and fished through her purse.

		“I won’t share you with anyone,” he yelled at her back, “Not anymore!”

		She turned and pulled the keys out of her purse. “You’re drivin me right into his arms!” She screamed it and she was crying now, she could feel the warm tears come down her cheeks. Her breath was trembling. She made it to the Hyundai and unlocked it and got in. Troy had given her the keys to put in her purse so it wouldn’t show in his suit. She locked the doors and put her face in her hands.

		“Emma, open this door,” Troy said pulling on the passenger handle, shaking the whole vehicle.

		“Leave me alone a minute,” she yelled out.

		“Emma, look at me.”

		She turned and looked at him standing there in his church suit, huge and mad, bent over so he could see in. He said, “Open the door.”

		She put the key in the ignition.

		“Emma, open the door,” he yelled, and slapped the side of the SUV.

		She started it up and put it in reverse.

		“Emma, don’t you dare leave me here.”

		She backed it up and put it in drive and inched forward so she wouldn’t hit him. She didn’t know where he was.

		He barrelled into the Hyundai full speed and she yelled out. The whole vehicle shook, rocking back and forth on the squeaking suspension. It was like she’d been hit by a car. He must have dented the door. He was so powerful. She put her foot on the gas and roared out of the parking lot. She heard him yell her name two more times, running after the car but getting smaller in the rearview. She couldn’t stop crying now. She could barely see past the tears and her back was racked with sobs.
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		She had never seen Troy so mad in her entire life. It scared her. She’d really got him this time. She hadn’t been thinking it would be like that. She was scared that he would hurt her.

		She was barreling down the Thirty-Five now, heading south to San Marcos.

		This was it between them. They’d never raised their voices at each other. Never said a bad thing, even when things had got strange for them in the last six months. She couldn’t stand to see Troy like that. What had she become?

		She swung off at the Aquarena Spring exit and followed that past the Bobcat Stadium. She took the McAllen Parkway past Rio Grande Park and then under the Interstate and into the east side of the city.

		She barely knew where she was going. She’d looked it up last night, but without her phone she was lost and she couldn’t call Jamie. She didn’t even know his number.

		She was on River Road now going slow letting people pass around her, looking for a sign she would recognize. She got to the end of the road and turned around, going back the way she came. She found it, missed it on the first time past. Rio Grande Mobile Home Park.

		She pulled in and crawled through the little tight packed community looking for his truck.

		Jamie was twenty-two, a student at Texas State. She’d found him on craigslist looking to swing with couples who wanted a well-hung boy to add to the mix. She’d messaged him to see what he was like. Some of the guys she knew were duds right away. They’d come back way too strong, talking dirty off the bat. She wanted someone young to play with. Someone cute and clean, who she could get along with. As long as he had all that and a big one between his legs she would be happy. Jamie was funny in his messages, seemed like he could be a good guy. She didn’t ask him for a picture of his thing and he didn’t offer. She liked how he seemed confident about it. Like he had a big one and he knew it, didn’t care what anyone else thought. He didn’t go around wanting to prove it.

		She had lunch with him yesterday at a little café in Austin. He was so cute. He was young and trim, he had a beard and unkempt hair. He looked like a student and she really liked that. He was arrogant too, like a young guy could be. He was third year of a Bachelor and he didn’t have any idea what he was going to do after that. He was perfect.

		He told her that he rented a mobile home in the Rio Grande, and she saw him get into his truck when they were done lunch so she knew what to look for. They left it hanging yesterday. She didn’t kiss him, or touch him, just gave him a hug and he said just let him know anytime she wanted to hook up. She knew she would call him. Now she’d been driven to him.

		She saw it up ahead on the right. A lifted stepside pickup from the eighties parked in front of a tidy taupe mobile home with a groomed hedge. The whole community was clean and well cared for. She didn’t know what to expect when he said he lived in a mobile home. It was bright and sunny on a Sunday afternoon but the streets were quiet, the whole Park was probably mostly retirees.

		She pulled into the tiny drive next to the pickup. He wasn’t expecting her. This was going to be a little weird. She looked in the mirror, saw it was obvious she’d been crying. She got out and went to the door. She opened the aluminum screen and knocked on the wood. A curtain moved next to her, and there was a flash of a face in there peering out. She heard two locks being undone inside hurriedly, and Jamie opened the door.

		“Emma? What are you doing here?”

		She tried to tell him, but she couldn’t help herself, she just started crying. He stepped to her and put an arm around her, brought her inside to the living area.

		Jamie was shirtless, just wearing some track pants and slip-on adidas rubber sandals.

		“What’s wrong?”

		“I’m sorry, I didn’t know what to do,” she said through tears.

		He sat her on the couch and put himself right next to her.

		“It’s okay, just tell me what happened.”

		She leaned on him, felt him hug her to him.

		“My husband found some messages between us.” She could feel him bristle. She said, “He’s done with me. I’ve really ruined it this time.”

		“It’s okay, Emma. It’ll be all right.”

		“I don’t think it will, I ain’t never seen him so mad.”

		“Did he hurt you?”

		“He has in the past. He didn’t mean to. I get scared of him sometimes,” she broke down after that, sobbing with her hands over her face. She collapsed into his chest and he put his arms around her, let her cry. He soothed her back while she let it out.
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		Jamie’s place was what she’d expect for a guy his age still in school. The furniture came with the home, and then you could see where it ended and his stuff began. All over the plain furniture there were textbooks, cigarettes, beer cans, sneakers, laundry, Xbox games and the like. He had a big-screen TV and a stereo in the corner, and a bicycle inside for some reason, leaning up against the wall under the picture window.

		He came out of the kitchen and brought her a cup of tea. She was still on the couch, and she’d balled up a bunch of Kleenex that he’d given her. Her face felt swollen and puffy, but she felt better letting it out.

		“Thanks,” she said. “I’m sorry for just showing up like this. I didn’t really know what to do. I didn’t have anyone else to call or turn to. I woulda called but he smashed my phone.”

		“That’s all right, Emma. Come here.” He held his arm out for her, and she scooted over to him and leaned on him.

		“The whole way here I was thinking how mean he was. How he scared me. But I don’t know, maybe he’s right. Maybe there’s something wrong with me.”

		“You can’t blame yourself.”

		“Can’t I? You don’t know the things I done. He has reason.”

		“Come on now.”

		“He makes me do em. You know—that’s right. I don’t want to do those things I do. He turned me into this. He’s a monster.” She looked up at him. His young face. She kissed him gently, pulling on his bottom lip with hers. His hand came down and across her stomach. He kissed her back.

		She pulled from him, said, “It’s his fault. He turned me into someone I can’t stand. Someone I hate. He did it to me.”

		He pulled her back to him and kissed her deep and she let him do it. She sucked his warm wet tongue into her mouth, put her arms around him and squeezed him tight.

		She pushed him off her abruptly, she said, “I just cain’t. I’m sorry, but this is why I hate myself.”

		He pulled her to him, but she turned her head. He said, “C’mon, Emma, that felt so right.”

		“I’m a married woman. I think I need to remind myself—”

		“I don’t care that you’re married. Why are you here if you care? You know what you want.”

		“Please, Jamie, I just needed a shoulder to cry on.”

		He stood up and she could see he was mad. The front of his track pants showed a bulge too, swinging stiffly behind there as he walked off.

		“I’m sorry,” she said. “I know I blow hot and cold.”

		“I don’t get how you came here. Why you come or how you found me.”

		“Jamie, I don’t have anyone to turn to, my family and friends are all in Georgia, I don’t have anyone, I’m all alone. I thought we had a connection yesterday, I felt like I could trust you, turn to you. I’m sorry I came here.”

		He had his hands between his legs pushing his thing down, he said, “No, Emma, it’s all right.”

		“I remembered where you said you lived and I know your truck. I’m so sorry, I just didn’t know what to do.”

		He sat on the arm of the upholstered chair across from her. He said, “I just...I was looking for people to hook up with...I wasn’t—”

		“You weren’t looking for trouble?”

		“Right. Sorry.”

		“Well, if I suck your cock can I stay here for a while?”

		“Emma, I’m not an asshole.”

		She looked up at him, making herself seem small on the couch. She threw the Kleenex on his cluttered coffee table. She stood up and walked to the door. He grabbed her arm as she passed. She could have pulled away but she let him stop her. She didn’t turn to him but she could feel him staring at her.

		Finally, he said, “You can stay...I want you to stay here.”

		She looked out the front door a while, made him wait for it. “And I was going to fuck you anyway. You almost ruined it.”

		“Almost?” he asked her, swinging her arm, smiling and trying to cheer her up.

		“I’d like to stay,” she said.

		“You can stay a couple days, how’s that?”

		“Thank you,” she said and she put her arms around his shoulders while he sat on the chair. “I just need a little time to get myself together. I can’t just walk in and fuck you. I just had a horrible experience. A big part of my life came to an end. I’m not in the mood, but I will be. I want you to fuck me. It’s all I could think about since yesterday. I really like you.”

		“I’m sorry I came across like a total asshole.”

		“That’s all right. You have a T-shirt or somethin I could change into? This is my church dress.”

		He went into his bedroom and she threw herself down on the couch. She untied her lace up dress shoes, kicked them off, and pushed them under the table. He came out and gave her a grey U of T shirt. She stood up and held it out, it would come down to the tops of her thighs. She didn’t want to go in to his bedroom to change, she could picture him coming in behind her and attacking her. But if he wanted to do that he could have done it right here on the couch. Nevertheless...

		She put the T-shirt over her head and slid it down on top of her dress. She didn’t have her arms through the arm holes and she just undid the buttons underneath the shirt. She opened it right up and let it fall to the pale blue carpet. Then she put her hands behind her and undid her bra. She took it off and let it fall in front of him on the coffee table. She popped her arms through the holes and sat down.

		“That’s so much more comfortable,” she said. She put her heels up on the edge of the couch and put her head back. She knew he’d be able to see the crotch of her bright green panties. She hoped he was thinking of all the dirty things he was going to do to her.
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		Emma sat on the couch and watched him play video games for two hours. It was still bright and sunny outside, but she’d got sleepy and had laid out on her side along his sofa.

		Finally, she sat up and put her feet on the floor. She picked at her hair with her arms up, her hands behind her head. She peeled her braids apart while she watched him play. Jamie became aware of her. He would tap the buttons like crazy, lean as his soldier shot on the screen or looked around a corner, then dart his eyes over to her.

		She got her hair undone and pulled it out, fluffed it and shook her head. She got up, pulled her panties down, shimmied them to the floor. She squeezed in behind him on the big soft chair. He kept playing and she ran her hands over his bare back. He was fit and thin, she felt muscles at work under his tan skin. He had tattoos around the tops of his arms and on his shoulder, and one on his back, a tiger in the jungle and it spread across his shoulder blade. Her hands went around to his front and she felt him flinch and he laughed.

		“Ticklish?”

		“A little,” he said, and his player threw a grenade.

		She kissed the warm skin of his back. It was smooth and soft. He wasn’t dirty but he hadn’t showered in a while and she could smell his body, smell his underarms. She let her hands come down his slim belly and her fingers dipped into his waistband. She left them there and kept her lips moving across his back. He paused his game and he threw the controller into the mess on the coffee table.

		He leaned back to her, put his hand on her knee. He kissed her over his shoulder. She got her hand into his sweatpants and found his manhood in there. No underwear, just a thick penis and very large hairy balls loose inside his pants.

		“Wow,” she whispered in his ear.

		He turned around in the chair and kneeled over her, in between her legs. He bent and kissed her and she fell back with it, let him put his tongue deep into her mouth. She enjoyed it, let it happen, let him consume her.

		She pulled his sweatpants down his thighs. He broke from her and raised up. His cock was right in front of her. He was harder now. It was very thick. The thickest one she’d been with. Not that long, and the head of it was small and narrow. It looked like the head swiped from a small dick and put on a big one.

		She put her hand under his sack and lifted it.

		“You jus have the biggest balls I’ve ever seen. All those swinging housewives must be so excited when they pull these things out.”

		“No one’s disappointed.”

		“You like givin it to these woman in front of their husbands?”

		“It’s a fun night. Everyone’s cool.”

		“None of them get upset cause your dick is so big?”

		“No. That’s why they called me.”

		“I don’t get that. The husbands, I mean. The wives I get.”

		She held his penis in her grip, felt he could still get harder. She put her mouth over the tip and fought the urge to gag. She pushed her mouth down, forcing it deeper into her. The tip touched her throat and she retched, pulled her head off it. She stroked him with her fist looking how her finger and thumb were almost an inch from touching he was so thick.

		“No way this is getting in me. I tell you how tight I am down there?”

		He took his shirt off of her, pulling it up over her head and she lifted her arms for him. He was on her mouth again kissing her, his hand on her neck. She put her arms over the back of the chair inviting him to her breasts. He kissed down her neck and she put her head right back and closed her eyes. He sucked on her nipples and his hands felt good on her slim sides. He kissed her belly, getting himself lower. She parted her legs. Jamie took her under her thighs and pulled her down to the edge so he could get his mouth to her.

		She pulled her lips into her mouth and furrowed her brow. No boy had ever been down there with his mouth except for her Troy. She wanted to snap her legs closed, preserve that. That was just for him. Boy, she had him mad today.

		His tongue slipped into her, pushing her soft flesh around between her legs. It felt good, but if she let it happen, thought about it too much, she could cry real tears. She gasped out, arched her hips, presented her mound to him. His breath was heavy and he worked her well, sucking her folds into his mouth and splitting her centre with his tongue. She let him do it, explore her, but once that first thrill was gone she knew she couldn’t enjoy that. It made her think of Troy too much.

		She brought her feet together between his legs while he was crouched on the floor with his face between her hips. She felt his thick, hard thing between her soles and she stroked it clumsily with her feet.

		It broke him out of it and he raised up and kissed his way back up her belly and between her breasts.

		“We’re gonna need some lube and a condom, Jamie,” she said, trying to sound sexy while pragmatic. He stood, smiled at her and walked to his bedroom, that monster bobbing between his legs. He was slim-hipped and it looked so massive between his thin legs. Watching him walk with it hard made her feel a little funny. She put her hands between her legs and felt herself, pushed her lips around, listened to the wet squishing under her fingers.

		He came back to her and gave her a thing of lube. He stretched a condom over his wide fat cock and slipped it down with some difficulty. Emma squirted lube in her hand and rubbed it in between her legs, then stroked him as he got himself between her thighs.

		“Promise me you’ll go easy. My husband is very tiny—”

		She could feel the tapered tip pressing inside her, felt the threat of more girth to come. He slid it in slow and she raised her eyebrows high and held her breath.

		“Hah, that hurts like the dickens, Jamie.”

		“Holy shit, you are so tight,” he grunted.

		“Ah, you’re shaped like a rocket-ship. It’s gettin worse.”

		He backed it out and then pushed in again. She grimaced and bit her lower lip. They could hear the rubber squishing, being crushed by her tightness over his girth.

		He didn’t push it. He gave her sweet little strokes, just giving her the first third, very gentle. She calmed herself and moved into his rhythm.

		Once she was relaxed he gave her just a bit more on each thrust and she squawked a bit but it felt good. Soon he had the whole thing inside her and she was taking it. He wasn’t too long, just right, and the width of him stretched her in a way she hadn’t been before.

		Emma grabbed his hair at the back of his head and looked in his eyes. She ground against his thrusts just using her hips, and he was thrusting into her, controlled and careful.

		“That big thing’s stretchin me wide, daddy.”

		They had themselves grinding in circles now, forehead to forehead and she felt a building urgency. She lowered her eyes saw that he had buried himself to the hilt inside her. She couldn’t believe she’d taken that whole thing. It was thicker than thick. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the ride. He had her gasping in no time.

		“Look at your hot little body,” he said. His thrusts were building and he ran his thumbs over her scrunched up nipples. Her white belly was hard and tensed, a column of muscle right up the middle, three slim folds in her at her belly button. The wet sounds of their squishing sexes got quicker and quicker. Then he just stopped, right when she had a grip on her pleasure.

		“Aw, baby,” she said. Her head lolled back, “You cain’t stop like that.”

		He pushed one leg over the other twisting her hips to the side but keeping her on her back. He raised himself up over her, and used his thumb to push his cock back inside her. Her legs were together, her knees drawn up to her waist and on the chair. It had her wet, furrowed mound scrunched together.

		“Ow, baby,” she squeaked as he split her wide, getting his thick thing inside her again. He went at her like a machine and it took a long while for it to feel good again. Then, as it did, he pulled it out again.

		“Aw, sugar. You had me...”

		He got her up on her knees facing away from him with her elbows on the soft upholstered back of the chair. He forced it into her and she bit her lips, snorted out her nose. He fucked her hard from behind and she let out a long moan as he did it. She stared at the faint hexagonal pattern of the fabric, blue on blue velour.

		“Ah,” she gasped out when it hurt. She couldn’t get a groove going bent like this, so she just kept her legs apart and let him ram himself inside her. She could feel his large, hairy balls brushing the sensitive parts on the inside of her thighs. She concentrated on that. He slapped her ass hard, on the right side, and it made her clench up on him. He growled behind her and did it again. Slapped her harder and she couldn’t help it, she squeezed his big thing with her insides and it hurt her to do it. He roared out behind her and she could feel his weight slump onto her.

		“Oh, wait...” he panted in her ear. He turned her around to face him—he was lusty and half-lidded. She slumped down so he could do it again from the front where it had felt the best. He made way for her to get ready, then he pulled the condom off and threw it on the floor.

		“Wait, Jamie—”

		He jerked himself right over her and she recoiled. His face contorted and he let out a low howl as a long, thick stream of his seed squirted out of him and onto her breasts.

		“Rah, raah,” he kept sounding it as he stroked it over her. His own hand just barely made it around. He shot stream after stream across her, and she twisted her head left and right but it was getting her face. She had herself scrunched up, her lips sucked in and her eyes clamped shut, holding her breath. She could feel his stuff getting into her hair. She put her hands up between them to block it and she felt the hot drops splashing on her palms.

		“Oh...all right now...hey...” she said as it abated. She squinted her eyes and peered through her hands, saw him squeezing his big thing hard, strangling the last of his stuff out of him and onto her belly.

		She was frozen in place, afraid to move, and covered in his seed which had turned very cold, very quickly.

		“Baby, I’m going to need a towel,” she said, doing her best not to freak out. “Baby, now, please...”

		He had his hot, fat thing on her belly smearing it through the mess he’d made on her. She was on the edge of a panic attack.

		“Okay, Jamie, please...”

		He slumped and sat next to her. Threw his grey T-shirt she’d been wearing onto her lap. He looked like he could fall asleep.

		She took his shirt and sopped up all his stuff running off her. She ran the shirt in circles fighting the urge to retch. She could feel some of it running, watery, down her sides and she jumped up. She threw his shirt over his manhood.

		“Bathroom’s this way?” She pointed at a narrow dark hall next to the bedroom door.

		He nodded and wiped at himself. She was gone, skipping down that hall and into a little powder room. Grabbed a towel he had there, just a ratty old beach towel, not some clean proper thing you should have in a bathroom. She bent over with her head right down and she shook the towel through her hair. Pulling it through strand by strand trying to pull out anything that might be in there. She shook her hair out and looked at herself in the mirror. She saw her reflection and looked away as fast as she could. She went over her body again with the towel.
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		When Emma came back out of the bathroom she heard someone clicking through the menus of the Xbox. Jamie was lying naked on the sofa with his controller, looking through Netflix.

		“You okay?” he asked her.

		“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said. She felt too bare walking through the room in the daylight like that even though they had just been intimate. She went to the couch with her hands between her thighs covering herself up.

		She sat at his feet, then squirmed her way up him. He lifted his arms, still working the controller and she got herself under, her head laying on his chest.

		He didn’t say anything just put on a movie, some comedy. She smiled big laying there watching TV with him. Full circle. Here she was back at the beginning, watching a comedy on the couch with her head on a boy’s chest. Only this boy’s penis was bare right in front of her and it was tremendous. This boy had no worry about his size. It was thicker than the middle of her forearm when it was hard, and laying across his belly right now, soft as could be, the sight of it gave her a little tingle down below. She wondered if there’d be a naked man in this comedy—would anybody say a thing today?

		She fell asleep like that, the both of them naked in the late afternoon on the couch with the drapes open. She dreamed bad things; about being hated, about repentance and sin, and being judged.

		When she woke up Jamie was playing his game again with the sound turned down low.

		“Boy, I was tired,” she said to him quietly. She looked out the window, the sky still big and blue but the colour getting deeper; it was getting to be late, afternoon turning to evening. She could see the tops of trees out there, the sun coming on them orange and low.

		She ran her hand down Jamie’s belly down to his fat, wrinkled penis laying up on his belly pointing towards his hip. She put her hands on his balls, she couldn’t even close her hand around them. She played with him a while and Jamie played his game. She watched the clouds out there move across the sky. She’d got him a little hard, not enough to penetrate but enough that it felt fun to play with it.

		“You been looking out that window like you think he might come through it.”

		“My husband’s a dangerous man. He might have the tiniest little pecker you ever seen, but he’s a mean one.”

		“Well, I ain’t afraid of him.”

		“You aren’t?”

		“No.”

		“Maybe you should be.”

		“You don’t think I can protect you?” he asked her, pausing the game and looking at her.

		“Maybe you can knock him out with this big weapon of yours.” She said it while she watched his penis in her hand. She was stroking him. Even only kind of hard he was a real handful. Her fingers almost coming together but bunching up so much skin they wouldn't touch. From this angle looking down on it the tip didn’t seem so small.

		She stroked him now, trying to get him hard. She went up and down on it, she squeezed his big balls. A clear stream poured from him and she used it to stroke his tip til he was rock hard again. She straddled him and leaned to the table at the string of condoms there and pulled one off. She tore it open and put it on him. She struggled with it, trying to get it over the end but it kept squirming away from her.

		“My word,” she laughed. She got it then, and pushed it right down. She squirted some lube over the end of him then put it in her folds. He was looking up at her, watching her work. When she got it in, he ran his hands up her and cupped her breasts.

		“You are so beautiful,” he said.

		She held his wrists and worked his thing into her. It wasn’t as painful now and she was able to get him right inside of her in one go.

		“Awh,” she gasped. She turned and watched out the window as she worked him slowly, just grinding her hips on him. She got it where she wanted it and she rode him like that. If he moved she’d tell him to stay still. She rode him a long time, a steady urgent pace, not quick and frenzied just deliberate and purposeful. He watched her through half open eyes, his hands fumbling with her swollen nipples. She got them both sweaty and they made the room a little humid. Both of them were breathing heavy.

		She held his hands against her breasts, arched her back and got him in deeper at a new angle. She gasped out. She bit her lip and watched the sky out the window again. She rode him in circles, doing all the work.

		“I keep worrying he’s gon come knock on that door.”

		“You’re safe here.”

		“He’s mean and he’s strong.”

		“I’ll protect you, don’t you worry.”

		She bent forward over him, put her hands on either side of his head. Her hair fell around his face and her titties jiggled, hanging down, her nipples raspberry red and erect.

		“I once saw him choke a man to death right in front of me.”

		“What?”

		“He was messin with me, and my husband killed him.”

		“I’m always strapped.”

		“You are?”

		He cocked his thumb back like it was a pistol and he slid it in the sweat between her breasts. He said, “I’ll shoot him right in the heart I see him,” and he fired his finger, his thumb coming down and she felt like she had a jolt through her.

		“You’d do that for me?” she picked up her pace, her hips thrusting on him hard now.

		“Don’t you fear.”

		“Ah,” she cried out, “Ah, you’d kill him for me?”

		“He tried to hurt you...I would...”

		“Ah, baby, ah...” she felt it coming finally. She fucked him hard, trying to get every bit of him inside her. The couch was squeaking and the back was bumping on the wall. She went faster and faster, she could hear the springs under them crying out. She squeaked with them, drowned them out. Her face twisted and her mouth came open and she squeezed his fat cock as hard as she could with her insides. He groaned under her and it made him flex it inside her. She could feel every wrinkle in it right through the tight rubber. She stopped moving and shuddered, her hands held his and she was shaking them as she came. She collapsed on him, face down into his neck.

		When she’d rode that hurricane out to the end, when it subsided and her face fell forward into his beard, right at that moment on cue the front door exploded off its hinges.
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		Troy loomed in the doorway. He was a huge black angry shape, the bright blue sky behind him. The screen door had been pulled off, the wooden one shattered in the living room. One determined piece of door still stuck there in the jamb hanging from a twisted brass hinge.

		“Did you just have sex with my wife?” he boomed.

		“Oh no, it’s my husband,” Emma yelled and covered her breasts with her hands. Jamie was underneath her, still inside her, and she kept him pinned there. He struggled to get up, finally tipping her off and she got a foot out on the floor to stop herself from falling.

		Jamie tumbled off the couch naked and tried to get upright, but it was too late. Troy was already on him, grabbing his neck with one hand and throwing him over the back of the big upholstered chair they’d had sex on a few hours ago. He went over it, tipping the chair back with him. He ended up on his head, upside down against the wall. He was dazed a moment, bent over like that with his knees up around his ears. They could see his anus and his big balls hung down over his erection still in the condom.

		Emma was standing on the couch covering herself and screaming, making things worse. From up there, she saw it first—when he’d gone over the chair, the cushions had come off it and laying there by Jamie was a nickel revolver. It had been hidden under the cushions.

		She jumped over the end table and landed next to Jamie. She scrambled on her hands and knees to get to it. Troy stood waiting, unaware, he was just wanting this guy to get up again so he could knock him down or throw him.

		“No, no, no, oh no...” she said and she stretched for it, got her hand on the grip, Jamie’s hand wrapping over top of hers.

		Troy came forward, hunched over, ready to rumble.

		“He’s got a gun, Troy!”

		Troy froze. He watched his pale little wife wrestling naked on the floor with a man with an erection. He clasped the sides of his face and yelled out her name, frantic. “Emma!”

		“I got it, baby,” she yelled.

		She had the gun, and Jamie had her hand, and she was trying to get away from him. He was pulling her back, desperately going for his pistol. It looked like a three-fifty-seven, a short barrel. It was trouble.

		Emma clutched it then to her chest pulling it to her with both hands and getting on top of it, this other guy’s hand underneath her now.

		Troy was panicked, gripped with fear, he could feel the tears come through his eyes, the terror. He screamed her name again, and every millisecond got heavier and heavier with the dread of an anticipated gunshot going off underneath her, piercing her little heart.

		He grabbed the guy’s ankle and pulled him a bit, just let him know he was there. He wanted to throw him up against the wall, smash him against it til his head fell off but if he pulled too hard the gun could go off and it would be his fault.

		Emma was face down flat on the floor and she had the gun underneath her, Jamie was on all fours his balls hanging down, he had one hand under her on the gun and his leg pulled straight out behind him. Troy was yelling, his voice frantic and high.

		Jamie twisted unexpectedly and he was on his back. He had the gun now and Emma had her hands wrapped around his forearm.

		“I’m sorry, Troy—he got it from me!”

		The muzzle swung towards him and he put his hands up in front of him like that would stop a bullet. Emma snaked up his arm and her hands wrapped around the pistol.

		“No, no—” Troy managed to say before the gun went off.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		Everyone stopped. Troy looked down to Emma to see if she’d been hurt. She looked fine, her face was crazed with fear but her eyes were open and he could see her breathing. Craig was in shock, he stared wildly at both of them, back and forth. He was gulping air.

		Emma watched Troy pat himself down, feeling if he’d been hit.

		“Up there, baby,” Emma said and she wrenched the pistol from Jamie. He was too stunned to stop her.

		Troy looked up behind him and saw a perfect circle punched through the hardboard wall, two feet to his side and at head height.

		He put his hand on his heart and looked at Emma. His face was wide with shock, That was so close, baby. He looked down at them, Jamie naked sitting on the floor his legs apart, still hard. Emma was behind him her long white legs spread out on either side of Jamie. She had both hands on the pistol.

		“Troy? Get him, baby,” she hollered at him.

		Troy shook his head and lunged at Jamie who just put his hands up. Troy grabbed him by both ankles and helicoptered him across the room, scattering him across the junk on the coffee table.

		“He might have guns everywhere, baby,” Emma said behind him as he stalked over to Jamie for a follow-up. Jamie was pulling himself out of the mess, crawling over the turned over table, but Troy was right there. He pulled him into a headlock, locked it tight around his neck. Jamie kicked and bucked, and he coughed and spit but the more he did it the tighter it got. He was out in fifteen seconds and Troy dropped him to the floor and he fell onto his back, one leg crossed over the other and both arms splayed out straight.

		“He looks like Jesus on the cross,” Troy said, panting. He wasn’t winded from the action, he was struggling with the adrenalin from almost dying. “With a big dick,” he added.

		She crossed the room to him running, doing it in three steps, launched herself to him wrapping her legs around his hips and she locked her mouth over his, kissing him wetly. She had her arms around him, the pistol still in her hand.

		She pulled away, said, “Baby, I thought you might never come.”

		“You didn’t leave me much to go on.”

		“You woulda if you hadn't smashed my phone.”

		“That felt good doing it,” he said.

		“We can’t afford another one right now, baby,”

		He kissed her, out of his mind with passion, his hands covered her back, feeling every bit of her. She squeezed him tight with her thighs.

		“Mm—we’ll...figure it out,” he said as he undid his pants while she kissed him again.

		“We gotta get outta here, baby—don't we, I mean the gunshot—”

		“We’ll be quick, Emma, c’mon baby, I’ve been looking for you for hours I’ve been going out of my mind.”

		“All right, sugar, let’s be quick,” she said and jumped down. She felt funny when she landed, wobbly and dizzy, she said, “Oh baby, you make me so weak in the knees.” She pulled his boxers right down and his little dick was hard as steel pointing right up to the sky.

		“Quick, baby,” she said and she got down on her hands and knees.

		“You want it like that?” he said.

		“C’mon, sugar, I need it.” She got herself on all fours on the carpet and wagged her ass at her husband.

		He got down behind her and slid right inside and she gasped. She was wet and stretched but she still felt tight on him. He pounded into her, he was so close it wouldn’t be long. He put his hand around her, across her belly, and then between her legs, and he ran his fingers on her.

		“Oh gravy, Troy,” she squealed.

		He slipped his finger inside her and could feel his little thing stroking against it.

		Emma fell to her elbows weak with pleasure, she had the pistol in both hands and she could feel the heat from the muzzle under her fingers. “That was so crazy, daddy. We went too far, didn’t we?”

		“We sure...we sure did, Emma...ah...”

		“How bad am I, daddy?”

		“I ought to have brought your mom and dad with me. I could have kicked that door down and they would have seen you havin sex with that man.”

		“What would theya seen?”

		“They would have seen their little baby’s beautiful bare body, your perfect little titties jiggling, your face turned up showing so much pleasure from his...big...uh, cock...”

		“They’d be so ashamed—”

		“I coulda brought the Pastor too. We all would have seen you.”

		“She knows I’m wicked”

		“She can see right through you, baby.”

		“I had a stranger in my bad place, daddy...ah, it...oh, it hurt Troy...he has a real humdinger on him.”

		“Gosh, Emma, you can’t get any badder.”

		“See his balls, baby?”

		“He’s got some big ones, don’t he?”

		She put the pistol under his big pecker and flipped it over, then lifted up his sack with it. “Should I blow his balls off, sweet pea?”

		“You’re already safe, baby. I got him for you. He can’t hurt you with that thing now.”

		He took himself out and flipped her over, threw her on her back. She lay spread eagle on the floor in front of him with the pistol in her hand. He put his hands around her throat and squeezed her, she tilted her neck for him, let him do it. He squeezed and released while he slid himself back inside her.

		He drove into her, hammering like a piston, stabbing her with his pecker and squeezing her neck. Her hand clutched at his big wrists and she fucked him back, bucking against him when he drove forward. She tapped at his hands and he let her go. She looked like he might have done it to her, she arched her back and her chin pointed straight up.

		“Oh Golly, Troy, it’s gonna happen baby,” she was squeaking with each thrust, her face troubled and contorted, her eyebrows struck up in the middle as she struggled for relief. Her mouth was open, bent in a crying shape, her white teeth clenched in urgency. “Ah, baby,” she hissed through them, “I hear sirens—”

		“They’re coming to get us, baby.”

		“Oh, Troy, it’s comin, don’t stop, don’t stop...”
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		The story made the San Marco paper. Nothing major, just a few paragraphs in the back with the other local misdemeanours. Very few details, and Troy and Emma’s names were left out of it. Paper said there was a shooting with no one injured during a domestic dispute. Barely a sliver of the real story, not even a hint of a thing that had brought them to that point. No mention of their depravity, of how low they would go to get each other off. Just sounded like one of a million domestic disputes in Texas that year.

		Four police officers surrounded Troy on the scene and corralled him. They anticipated a struggle getting the cuffs on this big boy, but in the end he just put his hands behind his back and let them get the cuffs around his wrists. Emma lay face down on the light blue shag and a policeman put his knee on her back as he cuffed her. Someone put a blanket over her shoulders and walked her out into the grass. When they separated them they put her in the back of a cruiser and she’d never tell anyone but she got herself one more orgasm from it. A little one that made her shiver and throw her head back briefly with her eyes rolled right up. It was the cuffs, the rough handling, and the dirty cop vinyl she could feel on her bare wet sex as she squirmed in the back seat while all the neighbours watched her from their lawns.

		All three of them were arrested. Jamie went to jail, and Troy and Emma were released and were able to go home that night. No charges were pressed against them. They’d been questioned and the police were satisfied. Emma was cheating on her husband. Husband catches her in the act and her boyfriend tried to shoot him. They were a young married couple, he had a good job. Jamie had priors and his gun was unregistered. He had three more they found in the apartment that were also unregistered. They found a bag of weed and a bag of Oxy without a prescription.

		Jamie got himself thrown out of U of T. He served thirty days of a hundred and eighty, got out on good behaviour to house arrest and they never saw him again.

		Maybe they got their fill and maybe they didn’t. Maybe they’d do this thing again some crazy time in the future. They had something else on their minds now...

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Troy and Emma slept in on Saturday morning after being up until eleven unpacking boxes. He sat up and looked over at his wife, so pretty, sleeping in her nest of ginger hair. He leaned over and kissed the tip of her nose.

		He started work on Monday at G&S Architectural. Not a lot different than what he was doing in Austin. He was lucky to get the job. They were lucky to be away from Texas.

		The little suburb outside Raleigh, North Carolina, was a better proposition even than Tyler was. Triple the population, triple the amenities, and the small detached three-bedroom cost them the same. They broke even on the move, and the pay in Raleigh was a few thousand more a year.

		Emma had her night dress on, buttoned to the neck, and a little cuff sleeve that covered her upper arms. She couldn’t have meant more to him. He watched her breathe.

		He lifted the sheets and looked down there. Her legs were bare. He had a sudden wooziness, a carnal desire. He pushed it away.

		They had a new church here and the first thing they did was get themselves a marriage mentor. Twice a week they would meet and they could call anytime things felt like they might get a little crazy. They couldn’t explain what they needed, couldn’t dare utter who they had been this past year. But they were following The Path. He pulled the sheets down to the tops of her thighs and then raised her night dress up slowly trying not to disturb her. He slid the hem gently up to her chest.

		Troy put his hand over her tight belly, he could see it now; the slightest bulge, a hillock. Perfectly smooth and tight, the beginning of her baby bump. He put his big hand over her. She was so flawless, so white and pure. They could get it back. They’d work on it. They could do it.

		He longed right now to put his head down between her legs, feel her skin like silk against his cauliflower ears. Taste her, smell the parts of her that made her a woman. He would pick her up, hold her against a wall and push himself inside her. Nope. It would be nighttime only when they made love and they would do it face to face with him between her legs like it was meant to be. It troubled him to resist it, but they needed to be good to one another.

		Emma felt his hand down there, over their beautiful baby. She kept her eyes closed and pretended to sleep. Dreamed of the times when he would slide it down between her legs and put one of his big, thick fingers in her. She let her mind drift. She couldn’t sin, but she could think of the things for which she needed to repent.

		“Good morning,” she said to him.

		“Did I wake you?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Sorry.”

		“I couldn’t think of a better way to be woken, Troy.” She put her hand on top of his. Both of them loving the life they’d created inside her.

		He kissed her and she pulled his lower lip into her mouth and bit it. She caught herself. They looked in each other’s eyes and struggled. He lay his head next to hers and they touched their foreheads together. Emma trembled. She thought how much she wanted him to lift her up right now. Lift her and slam her face down on the bed and go in her from behind. He could wrap his strong hands around her pretty neck and squeeze her til she lost it. She thought of those abs of his, hard as stone, heaving as he shot his seed inside her.

		She needed to make a call. Call their marriage mentor. She thought he might have a big one and she was dying to find a way to tell Troy.

		

		

		THE END

		

	
		

		Afterword

		

		Well, I hope you enjoyed reading these oddball characters as much as I enjoyed writing them. Even though it came during a troubling time, there was a lot of goodness in writing this. I could write a few more books with these two—they make me laugh—but I know their story is done...

		—KT
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		Sign up for my newsletter on my website to get the latest info, sneak peeks at upcoming stories, and even a free story or two down the road!
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