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Chapter One 




Three days in a row now it rained. Beyond the crescent of the Ninh Van Bay, the East Vietnam Sea roiled in chilling gunmetal. Waves dashed with the white arrow caps of crashing sea foam. Above the choppy water, the sky swirled in capricious brushstrokes of charcoal and moss. At least the storm clouds were high overhead. The main deluge would be deep in the sea, out where they called it the South China Sea. Here at the sandy bayshore of their luxury resort they were only misted with a fine rain. Above the hammock where they both lay, a reedy thatched roof kept them dry, but the air was damp and chilly. Sadie cuddled against his side, one arm hooked his waist, her breath on his neck. 




The vacation wasn’t exactly ruined, but they’d expected hot. But home was Minneapolis, and it was February. Three days of tropical wet and gray was miles above slush and snow and sleet and freezing rain. 




Sadie read his mind. “At least it’s not lightning,” she said, soft wet breath on the clammy skin of his neck. 




“There’s always a bright side,” he said, getting her to chuckle, slink against him. “I thought you were napping.” 




“I was.” She yawned, covered her mouth with a hand tucked in the deep-purple sleeve of her St. Thomas Law sweatshirt, Class of ’16 across the front. 




A wooden fishing boat bobbed and swayed with the waves of the bay. Some diehard out there in a charter, transparent rain slicker on, pole with a line cast in the water. He and Sadie did the same fishing tour yesterday, but stayed inside the wood boat’s shelter and toured the bay. They didn’t even try to catch anything, then ended up visiting the lobster farm up the coast for an hour. They spent the afternoon learning how to cook sweet and sour soup. Then they had a couples rubdown, indoors, on wooden beds overlooking a corner of the bay and the mountains beyond. Two women worked their backs hard with fresh-cut green bamboo as rollers. He could still feel it today. 




He cuddled Sadie against him, his hand cupping the point of a shoulder. “What do you want to do for dinner tonight? You want to go to the Bayside again? How about the Rock Grotto? They have pool tables and a juke box, and, like, a twelve-hour pork belly. What do you feel like?” 




Sadie hummed in her throat, thinking. Her long bare legs slunk up and down against each other. She wore only bikini bottoms and her sweatshirt, a leather thong anklet on one ankle, showing off her muscular college athlete legs. First time he’d seen her was on campus. Sadie'd trotted past him, face flushed red, honey-blonde hair clinging to her sweat-soaked skin. She wore athletic shorts in purple, and a white Tommies Hockey T-shirt. Not the picture of classic beauty in that get-up, but damn if Sadie didn’t have him snapping his head around. Sadie was running laps around the campus with four other teammates. As he stood dumbstruck in the path, that big girl, defense, Ashley Carter, spat in his ear: “Stop staring.” She shot an angry glare at him as she ran past, paces behind Sadie. It irritated him because the girl was right. He was a lowlife lech standing there unabashed, watching Sadie’s hard and high ass bounce against satiny purple shorts, those long legs darting and flexing, the swoop of her thighs and calves, the grace of her narrow knees. He’d said Sorry but no one heard him. Stood there still watching as three more hockey girls wove through the pedestrian traffic on the path under the burning fall canopy, October 3, four years before he married that girl that ran past and stole his heart. At that point he’d never in his life watched a hockey game, men or women, pro or college. Didn’t care. But after October 3 he never missed one Tommies game for the rest of Sadie’s time as an ultra-fast Tommy winger. 




When she didn’t answer, still humming in her throat like she couldn’t decide, he prompted her again. “What do you feel like having, Sade?” 




She groaned, stretched a little, and then chuckled. 




“What?” 




“A hot dog,” she said. 




It bothered him at first, thinking she wasn’t enjoying herself. All the way out here in Vietnam, blowing the bank on their vacation, all this rain, no sun, and poor Sadie wasn’t having a good time. He said, “You done? Want to go back home and have American food?” 




She said, “I can get a hot dog here.” 




“Where?” 




She stretched her legs, stiffening them, pointing her toes, got up on an elbow. The daylight was pale gray. It caressed her straight nose, and the wet of her un-made face and un-glossed lips. It lit up the silvery gray-green of her beautiful eyes. She traced hair behind an ear, looking out at the sea. He watched out as well, both of them looking at the boat. 




Now she was looking down past their feet to the end of the hammock, her head circling around and looking above his forehead somewhere. They were the lone occupants of a flagstone tier set on a rocky outcrop just off the main building of the resort. But the rock crop rose behind them blocking the view of the resort. It was a picturesque spot, at once seeming secluded, the view of nothing but the sea, and the hooked ends of the bay. There were spots for other occupants, two tables with four chairs each at their feet and at their head. But they were out alone, other guests at the resort off doing their indoor activities during the inclement weather. Her hands pried from the cuffs of her sweatshirt, and she rolled off an elastic from her wrist. She sat up, tied her hair back behind her head and into a long swooping blonde tail. 




He said, “Hot dogs for dinner? Maybe lunch tomorrow . . .” 




She sighed: “No, I want a hot dog right now.” 




“It’s not even dinner yet,” he said, trying to figure out what the hell she was talking about. 




She settled back down to lay against him. Her legs slid against his, shaved smooth skin working against his scruffy hair. She hugged him, her hand going up under his T-shirt. Then in one dive-bomb motion, right down the front of his shorts and into his underpants. His knees rose, the sudden thrill of his wife’s hand closing around his sleepy penis drumming his heart beat to life. 




“Well, hey,” he said, now darting his own furtive glances around. It was them alone, them with the bay, one single boat out on the water. “What are you doing, Sade?” 




“Looking for my hot dog,” she said and laughed. 




He tucked his chin down to look at her, she smiled at him, kissed his lips. 




“You are such a crazy monkey,” he sighed. “God, I love you.” 




She kissed his mouth again, said, “Good old American hot dog,” pinching his glans between thumb and forefinger. Her hand curled it then, stretched, tugged, squeezed, caressed. 




He groaned sounds of pleasure to let her know that while this was a surprise, it was just about the most perfect thing in the world. Nervous, he glanced around still, looking left and right, making sure it was still just them, nobody coming up from along the beach to mount this rocky knob and see if the hammock was available. 




“Let’s go upstairs,” he said. 




“I like it right here,” she said, his cock growing hard in her hand. She was masterful too, good at pleasing him. She knew how to work him into a froth quick. Her touch was gentle on his testicles, her ministrations squeezing and pleasing the end of his dick. In about twenty seconds she had him steel-hard. 




Erection throbbing in her hand, he said, “What if somebody comes up here?” 




“To do what? Sit in the rain?” 




“We’re out here.” 




“We’re from Minnesota,” she laughed. 




He raised his knees a little higher, decided there was no way he was going to stop her. His stomach trembled and he let the feeling of his loving wife’s hand delivering pleasure take him over. Then she withdrew her hand, making him moan with disappointment. 




She put her ear against his chest, both of them looking down his body, her two hands working together on the outside of his shorts now, unbuttoning them, unzipping them. 




He smiled. “You’re crazy,” he whispered, and hugged an arm around her, the light but strong feeling of her lithe body against his feeling so damn good. 




“You love it.” 




“I do.” 




She pulled his dick out, his underwear mashing his scrotum, pulling his balls up to hug the base. He stuck up like a rod, and Sadie held it in her hand, looking at it. She let it go to lick her fingers, then began to tease the head of his cock. She ran the pads of her fingers around it, one clear-coat nail tickling at the pee-hole. She had his thighs shaking. 




She licked her hand again, the webbing between thumb and forefinger, looked around to make sure they were still alone before closing a grip on him and starting to stroke. 




It was heaven and he wanted more. He groaned, “Let’s go to the suite, Sade . . .” 




“I’m staying right here,” she said, stroking. 




“Fuck, that feels so good . . .” 




His hand moved from her shoulder down to the narrow of her waist. College athletics were years behind her, but she still had the perfect hard-body. She was tall, five-nine, almost as tall as him, legs that went forever, pretty feet, tight belly. He slipped a hand under her sweatshirt to feel the flat of her stomach, traced his fingertips along the edge of her panty line, following that bikini edge over the bent-over curve of her ass cheek. She wriggled. 




“Don’t,” she whispered. “Don’t distract me from my work—just lay back and enjoy it, Teddy.” 




Right, first name Graham, nickname Teddy. She’d called him that since grad school when she’d discovered it one tipsy night and thought it was about the most hilarious thing ever. But he cherished being her Teddy bear. 




Handjobs were nothing new. Public ones were about as in-the-past as her college athlete days. She’d done it once to him on a park bench, but it was night time, nobody could see because they were in the dark. But still, that thrill of being in public had that escapade as a killer stand-out in their sexual history. Dating only a month, after a party down at Bender’s Bar, the two of them in their senior year sitting on a bench in the park in the hub outside of MacPhail, making out, this hot ass college hockey player pulling his dick out and jerking him off. Wasn’t their first sexual experience, but the ones before that had also just been hands only. Her on him, him on her. 




Now she worked her body tighter against his, her stroke picking up, her hand going fast. 




“Point it out,” he whispered, his head at an awkward angle to peer over her head resting on his chest. She heard him, angled it upright, let him see that beautiful hand of hers jerk him up and down. It was her left hand, but she was good with it, not clumsy. She had long, thin fingers, well-formed knuckles, nails perfect, groomed, currently manicured in a colorless high gloss. In the low light her wedding ring winked, flashing as her hand jerked up and down on him. “Shoot, Sade, I’m going to . . .” 




“Do it,” she said, “do it,” and now her hand assumed new masterful motion, swirling, squeezing, thumb and forefinger choking on the upstroke, his cock streaming clear excitement and making the end of his dick shiny. “Do it, I want to see,” she whispered. 




“Shoot, babe,” he said, “I’m going to come . . .” 




Sadie wriggled, cupped the hand hidden in the sleeve cuff of her sweatshirt ready to catch his ejaculate. Faster and harder she stroked, her strong arm working like a piston. 




“Okay, mm, okay,” he said, putting down one knee, squinting, feeling the pressure bulge on his insides, all his vesicles swelling to maximum proportion as his sexual product boiled over and was sent into propulsion. He groaned and arched his back, and he heard Sadie’s high girlish giggle as he ejaculated. He watched; his watery seed laying dormant just about three minutes ago suddenly excited, simmering, then bursting forward through sex tubes out into wet stormy Vietnam air. The wind caught it, sudden gusts from the sea whisking it away somewhere against the rock face that hid them from the resort’s main building. Sadie laughed and stroked. Angled him downward, moving her head out of the way so he could see. Her hand choked and stroked in little jerks as his semen spurted onto the royal purple of her St. Thomas sweatshirt. He watched the pearly seed ball then soak into the fabric, Sadie groaning, sounding like she enjoyed it as much as he did. She squeezed and shook him, a web-like strand still connecting the tip of his penis to the puddles on her sweatshirt sleeve. 




She arched, craned her neck, chin pointed to him. Her eyes were glassy, her smile broad, lips pulling back to show her teeth. “So hot,” she laughed, then kissed him on his chin. 




He hugged her tighter, searched for her lips, found them, took them. 






Chapter Two 




The hot dog thing was pretty funny, though she could tell Graham got squirmy, worried she was unhappy. One thing that could turn her Teddy’s smile upside down was her displeasure. It was the biggest turn-on. You could search a long time and never find a man like Graham, one who doted—but not out of controlling, not out of jealousy. Graham cared about her for real. Excellent father material, and damn if back in college her lady-genes didn’t pick up on that and send her swooning into space for Teddy Graham, her bear, her perfect man. 




She laughed now, looking down at the crazy thing she’d done with her hand. Boredom. Boredom mixed with general happiness. Also a mild low-key horniness. “Look what you did,” she said, scolding him, acting cute, presenting to him the cup of her hand, his mess scattered and seeping. He rolled his eyes, and it got her chuckling. 




“What is going on with you?” he asked. 




“Bored,” she told him, letting his dick go and sitting up. 




“Are you bored?” 




She pulled her sweatshirt up over her head, her hand tucked with the cuff pulled inward, her husband’s load protected inside. In the cotton, she said, “No, Teddy, bored in a good way . . .” 




Sweatshirt tugged off, turned inside out, she balled it in her lap, pressed against her stomach, smiled over her shoulder for Graham. “Mischievous bored,” she said, then fake snarled at him, getting them both laughing. 




Then she shivered as a wet chill settled on her warm bar skin. She cleaned her hand inside her sweatshirt, wiping her husband’s load off, then lay back, settled in the crook of his arm. 




She said, “Did you see your jizz take off?” 




“It went sideways.” 




“I think that rock face might be pregnant now,” she said. 




He chuckled and hugged her in his Papa Bear way and she cuddled into him. He said, “You know how good you are at that?” 




“What . . .?” 




“Your hand.” 




“This little thing?” She presented her hand near his face, wiggling her fingers, getting close enough for him to turn his face away, squinting. They laughed. 




“I mean it,” he said. 




“You’re welcome,” she said, tucked her hands under her shivering body, hugging herself, hiding against Teddy. “I take hand jobs very seriously.” 




He chuckled, made an uncomfortable groan. 




She laughed. “What—why are you groaning?” 




“Nothing,” he said. 




She peeked up at him. “What is it?” 




“Nothing, it’s fine.” 




She settled against him again, pondering what it was that concerned her husband now. 




“You’re such a pervert,” he said, chuckling, stomach bouncing. 




“Thank you,” she said, but when he didn’t follow up with a nicety, she said, “Hey, I am not.” 




“Don’t worry,” he said. “You’re my kind of pervert.” 




“I can’t tell if you’re complimenting me or not,” she said, narrowing her studious eyes. 




“I am, I totally am.” 




“Because I’m good at hand jobs?” 




“Because you would even think to do that, the two of us here in this hammock.” 




“Fair enough,” she said, snuggling again. “Like I said, hand jobs are serious business.” 




Teddy groaned again. 




She lifted. “Why do you keep groaning?” 




“You serious? Are you being serious?” 




“What? 




He groaned again, then chuckled. “So tell me about why you like hand jobs . . .” 
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Sadie said, “Complete control.” 




Something about this got his stomach tightening. “That’s what you like—control?” 




“Complete and total control. You’re like putty in my hand.” 




“I’m not like putty . . .” 




“No. Very hard putty.” 




“And that turns you on?” 




“It does,” she said. 




“You’ve got skills,” he told her. 




“Thank you.” 




Now following the dark curiosity: “You get practice?” 




She didn’t answer, her long, smooth leg shifting up and down his. But she was thinking, his words probably still stuck in her ear. She eased up a little, looked at him. “What do you mean?” 




“How do you get so good at it?” 




“Oh,” she said, that troubled look not passing from her, but at least more receptive. “I thought you meant I was cheating. I was about to cry.” 




“No-no, I don’t mean that.” He stroked her shoulder. 




“Did I get practice, you mean?” 




“Yeah, that’s what I meant.” He was ready to drop it but she continued. 




“I just like it.” 




An uncomfortable feeling slithered through him, seeing her profile looking out to the sea, that pretty face turned toward the ocean, that dim light painting daubs of pale pastel on her shiny highlights, the curve of her cheek, the curve of her brow, the plump of her lip, and the tip of her nose. She was so beautiful. He smiled. She looked at him. She said, “What has gotten into you today?” 




“I don’t know,” he said, “keep going. Tell me how you like control.” 




“Keep going about control?” 




“Tell me about your practice. You do two-a-days?” 




“I’m telling you nothing,” she said and settled back down next to him. 




“Come on, my little pervert—you like controlling men?” He growled, making his fun grizzly bear sound she liked so much, hooking an arm around her and hugging her. She giggled, squirmed in his clutch. 




She cackled, said, “Get off me!” 




“Tell me,” he said, “I’m serious.” 




“What? I gave some hand jobs,” she said, shrugging her shoulders and giving a What can I say face. 




“Were you a dirty girl?” 




“I already told you all that.” 




She had. They’d gone through their sexual histories. No big surprises there. Some loves lost, some hearts broken, a manageable number of sexual partners for both of them. 




“So tell me.” 




“I . . . liked . . . doing it,” she said slowly, reluctantly, scrunching her cute nose when the words were out. 




“You did?” 




“Yeah,” she said, “so what?” 




“I don’t know,” he said. “I think it’s kinda hot.” And it was weird he thought that. But it was true: the idea of his Sadie being kinky with another man from her past was arousing. Pulling some dude’s piece out and pleasuring him just for the joy she found in pleasing a dick, and seeing that dick show its gratitude . . .  




“Good,” she said, “I hope you don’t think that it’s bad or that I’m, you know, one of those girls . . .” 




“I know you’re not one of those girls.” 




She said, “You know I didn’t lose my V card until I was older.” 




“Don’t be defensive. I know. Not till second year . . .” 




“Right,” she said, “so, using my hand kept me . . .” 




“In the game?” 




She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, in the game. I kinda got . . . I don’t know . . .” 




“Kinda got what?” 




“I don’t know . . . it was weird,” she said, laughing, rolling to her back and looking up at the cover over the hammock. She traced hair back from her face. Quieter: “I kinda got obsessed with them.” 




His heart thudded at the revelation. “You what?” 




“Yeah. I did it once in high school, and then nothing. Then in first year at college, I don’t know . . .” 




“Wait,” he said, getting up on an elbow, looming over her, smirking, a secret part of him thinking she was joking. “So wait a second, you got obsessed with giving hand jobs?” 




“Yeah, I did. What?” 




“What do you mean obsessed?” 




“I liked doing it.” 




“You gave a lot of them?” 




She shrugged, looking a little worried now. He said, “It’s okay, I just— I didn’t know this about you.” 




“Oh,” she said, features shrinking. 




“No, it’s fun. So that was your thing?” 




“Uh-huh.” She nodded. 




“You were good at giving out hand jobs?” Keeping it lighthearted: “Set up a stand like you’re selling lemonade?” 




She snuffled. “Yeah, but I charge a lot more than a nickel.” 




“Now you’re joking,” he said, snuggling so they both lay on their backs shoulder-to-shoulder looking up. 




“I didn’t charge,” she laughed. “But yeah, I . . . yeah, I did a lot.” 




“A lot,” he repeated, almost laughing. “Wait a second . . .” 




“What?” 




“Your sexual partners . . .” 




“Yeah . . .?” 




“You weren’t counting . . . those . . .” 




“Hand jobs?” 




“Yeah. You weren’t counting hand jobs . . . when you gave me your number . . .” 




“Of partners? No. They weren’t partners. It wasn’t even . . . sexual. For me . . . not really . . .” 




“Holy shit,” he said, “so how many?” 




“Now you’re mad at me.” 




“No, not mad at all. In fact, I think I’m tickled.” 




“Tickled because of that?” 




“Yup,” he said, scratching a hand through his hair, bewildered at the arousal this weird aspect of his wife provoked. 




She said, “Blowing you away?” There was a measure of concern on her pretty face. 




“Totally blowing me away.” 




“You’re not mad at me or something, are you?” 




“No. Zero-percent. Seriously. So tell me . . . How many are we talking about here?” 




Her eyes flitted side to side. 




“No. The real number, Sadie, honestly, I’d love to know.” 




“I don’t know . . . A lot.” 




“This is in first year?” 




“Yes, just first year. The obsession ended.” 




“You got bored.” 




“I think I had my fill.” 




“Jesus, Sadie, how many are we talking about?—for real . . .” 




She crinkled her nose, squinted at him. “How many? Like . . .” She shrugged, winced. Maybe twenty, maybe . . . more . . .” 




He stared at her stunned, mouth hanging open. 




“Oh my God,” she said seeing his expression. 




“Holy shit,” he said and fell back, their shoulders bumping again. 




She jumped up, got on an elbow and loomed over him. “Hey, don’t do that to me,” she said, grabbing his cheeks and puckering his mouth. 




“You’re my wife,” he said, laughing through puckered lips 




“This was a long time ago, Teddy.” 




“I’m not mad,” he said. “I think it’s, I don’t know, kind of funny . . .” 




She said, “Now you’re being stupid.” 




“No, I’m not,” he said. “But, I mean, it’s apparent for everyone involved here we all know now why you’re so good at it.” 




“Don’t make me mad.” 




“I think I like it, Sade,” he said, “I’m joking around here. No need to get mad.” 




“That’s good,” she said. “A little weird, but good.” 




“Wow,” he said, “that’s a lot.” 




“In a school year, is that a lot?” 




“You think it’s twenty?” 




“No, not that much.” 




“Do you remember them all?” 




She stared up. He waited. 




“Sadie, do you remember them all?” 




“No. Some, yeah. But, I . . . used to keep notes,” she said, turning her nose up, disbelieving her own behavior. 




“Oh, my God,” he said and clutched his stomach. “Are you serious?” 




“Yeah. Like a diary. It wasn’t just that in there, there were other things, but yeah, I threw out that diary in second year. I just went through it one day, saw all those things I’d written about what I’d done and I just felt weird.” 




“Now I feel weird.” 




“Hey, don’t,” she said. 




“No, it’s great actually,” he said. “Twenty guys. Maybe thirty.” 




“Not thirty.” 




“And you took notes?” 




“Yes.” 




“What kind of notes?” 




She groaned, turning to pout. “Just leave me alone,” she said. 




“Seriously, Sadie. What did you write down?” 




She looked his way, studying to see if he was vexing her for fun, was serious and he wanted to know, or if he was being weird. “Just . . . how it happened, and what it was like.” 




“I’m so fucking turned on right now.” 




She chuckled, still surmising his true intent. “You’re a pervert. Call me a pervert, look at you.” 




“My hot little lady,” he said and touched her cheek. She flinched and raised a shoulder but he got her smiling. In an imitation of her voice: “Dear diary, I finally jerked off Johnny today . . .” 




She elbowed him. Hard. He forgot how strong she was. 




“Ow,” he laughed, rubbing his stomach. “I’m trying to be nice to you.” 




“Some nice guy. I will pull that sweatshirt over your head and uppercut you until the authorities come, Teddy Bear.” 




“Like to see you try. Probably break into a hand job part way through, just can’t help yourself.” 




Sadie’s brow snapped into a threatening furrow. “I swear to God, Teddy . . .” 




“What?—I’m your biggest fan. Don’t be mad at me. I think it’s hot.” 




“How can you think that’s hot?” 




He shrugged, looked perplexed. Offered: “Because it was you.” 




She groaned, rubbed her temples. “I can’t believe I told you all that now.” 




“It’s cute,” he laughed, a little wide-eyed. “Imagine if I found your diary, going through some boxes when we were moving in.” He chuckled, then said in a high, feminine whisper, “Page seventy-two: Diary, I just gave my twenty-eighth handy today, and I—” 




“Stop,” she moaned, elbowed him again, looking cross as she could. 




He turned to her now, warmed her up with his softest expression. He cupped her neck, thumbed her cheek. “I love you,” he said. 




“I love the hell of you, too,” she said. “Though a little less right now.” 




They held locked gazes until they both smirked. 




He said, “Do feel better?” 




“What—that I told you that?” 




“Yeah.” 




She shook her head. Said plainly, “No.” 




“You should.” 






Chapter Three 




What the hell kind of notes did she write? 




That’s what consumed him now . . .  




There was a mental image he had of Sadie that he couldn’t shake. In the first year of college, Sadie had been in McKenzie House. He didn’t know her then, but he’d had friends in McKenzie House so he knew what the dorms looked like. He had this picture of Sadie coming in late at night, home after a date with some guy. Maybe they’d been to a movie. While she and this faceless college dude watched some drama play out on the big screen, their faces licked in shimmering gray, Sadie had sidled closer to the guy, taken his dick out, did those crazy things with her hand that he was so accustomed to. Jerked the guy off, made him come . . . probably in the Highland Cinema, the place they all went on Sundays to watch a flick when they were hungover from the Saturday. But he didn’t think about the act itself so much. No, it was Sadie slipping into her dorm room, slinking into bed and trying not to wake her roommate. McKenzie House was two residents per room. He didn’t know her roommate first year, didn’t matter, in his mind’s eye the girl was fast asleep, face turned toward the wall. Now Sadie—his mind’s eye Sadie—slipped a leather bound notebook out from under her pillow. It was closed with a small gold lock, and she kept the special key on a long leather thong around her neck. Sadie used her sacred key to open up the treasures sealed within. Pages after pages of notes on things she’d done to boys with her hand . . .  




What the fuck was so wild and thrilling about that? 




God, he even considered one of his experiences with her might’ve been illustrated on one of those pages. 




Met this guy Graham. Good kisser. Seems like a real nice guy. Jerked him off on a park bench out front of MacPhail. 




Or was there more? He could picture this journal now filled with dirty details. What kind of details? Sadie was a doodler. What if she’d doodled what she’d done? Shit, what if she’d doodled what the guy had between his legs? That got his stomach tightening. Little notes tagged alongside: Thick one. Kinda small. Oh my God, magnificent! Did she make notes like that? Detailed examinations of what other men had. God, it was endless. Did she make comments about the noises they made? How long it took them to ejaculate? How much came out? Holy shit, he thought, digging a thumb into his side as Sadie bent over with a pool cue, poised to take a shot. How far did it shoot out? . . .  




Jesus, fuck. 




Tonight they’d skipped the pork belly, going to the fine dining restaurant on the other side of the resort instead, the one overlooking the north side of the bay. Was it the oysters he’d eaten making him crazy? Sadie had joked about them as aphrodisiacs. He had ordered the oysters on purpose. Ever since Sadie told him the shocking dirty details about her first year in university, his sex drive had clunked up into a higher gear, desperate for traction. Lobster, king prawn, oysters . . . They’d split a bottle of French wine, sitting inside the restaurant because it was still raining. No dessert, instead coming to the lounge, a thatched-roof open-air bar by the waterside. 




Waves lapped at the sandy beach just twenty feet out from where they played pool on a terrace. Steady rain pattered on the walkway beyond the handrail, and steady streams poured from the reedy roof’s overhang. Four pool tables lined along the railing, their tops matted in burgundy felt. Back home in Minneapolis, they’d taken up billiards recently. A new bar and billiards lounge had opened over on Marshall Street, a five-minute walk from their apartment, and they went there about twice a month and knocked some balls around with some of Sadie’s pals from the law firm. It was fun, and he’d even been slipping out at lunchtime, down to the Tiger Bar on Fifth Avenue, him and Donny splitting some nachos and him getting some secret practice in on the tables they had there. Right now, though, all he could think about was his dirty Sadie learning about boys’ sex organs for first time away from home, alone in that dorm room in McKenzie. God, she was so sexy. Because they’d gone to the fine dining tonight, they’d dressed appropriately. Sadie wore her slinky Prada dress that she loved. Lightweight, stretchy material that clung to her athletic curves. The back was cut in a V down to the middle of her back, and as she ran her pool cue back and forth over her elegant bridge hand preparing for her shot, he watched his wife’s graceful muscle undulate under her gleaming tanned skin. She settled on her angle, drew back her elbow then launched her shot, the cue ball zipping with backspin, hitting the 7, rebounding off the rail who knows where because all he was looking at was Sadie’s narrow waist and the shape of her sexy ass in the pink stretch material. He moved forward as Sadie backed up, her regarding the layout in the aftermath of her shot. They bumped together, his hardness into the softness of her right ass cheek. He moved her against the table; she laughed, set down the butt of her cues on the floor near his foot. He pressed her into the table with his erection; Sadie leaned forward. In a low groan next to her ear, hiding his lusty intent underneath Post Malone playing on the jukebox, he said, “You’re the sexiest fucking woman in the world.” 




Sadie wiggled against him, said, “I can tell you think so . . .” 




He breathed against her long neck a moment, Sadie staying still, then he said, “My shot.” 




She bumped her butt against him, said, “Maybe you should untuck your shirt before we get kicked out of here.” 




He laughed, did what she told him. It was probably a good idea. He untucked his polo, walked around to the other side of the table, his eyes on Sadie. Sadie was into it, giving him that sly look back, even cocking out one hip, giving him a sexy pose. How the fuck did he get so lucky? 




He lowered to the table, drew back two practice pulls, then shot the cue ball into the 13, balls clattering around the table. He sunk what he was aiming for, hid the cue ball behind the eight then shot a finger-pistol at his wife. “Good luck with that one,” he said. 




“Guy wants to get lucky tonight,” she said, “might be a good idea to let the lady win.” 




“But my Sadie loves a challenge.” 




She smiled, showed him her confident face. “I do, indeed,” she said, sauntering around the table, studying her angles. 




Two of the three other tables were played by couples; a man and wife from Paris, and another couple from Portugal, young people who spoke very little English. Everyone engaged in their own play, and the table closest to them vacant, he and Sadie were left alone. At the foot of the table, set back against the terrace railing, their drinks sat on a small high-table; a glass of Côte Rôtie for Sadie, two fingers of Basil Hayden on ice for him. It could rain all it wanted, things were looking good. 




As Sadie came around, she brushed against him, and he kissed under her ear, letting her silky hair tickle at his chin. She was playing it up, acting sultry, bending in front of him even though there was no shot to make, purposely teasing him with the view of her strong, graceful body wrapped in tight fabric. 




She rose again, like she’d studied her next shot. She said, “Put me in a bad spot, Teddy. But you left yourself open for trouble . . .” 




No care what she was talking about, just enjoying the scent of her perfume, he smiled at her. She sauntered, bent over again. He put the butt of the pool cue between his feet, hands gripping the cue’s point, rested his chin on his wrist, and watched her slinky body lower to the table, the muscles moving as she launched her shot. She admired her handiwork, rose to stand and face him. She stuck the point of her tongue into one cheek and gave him a sly look. “Get out of that one,” she said. 




He regarded her a long moment then looked to the table. Fuck. She’d left him in big trouble. He looked at the balls, looked back at her, and she closed the distance between them. 




He said, “That’s a nasty leave, Sades.” 




She said, “Flub your shot, then take me upstairs.” 




“I don’t flub anything.” 




“You’re not going to beat me, Teddy.” 




Their faces were close, their breath touching each other’s skin. He was so in love with her. The things she’d told him today, it was like he’d been living in this amazing house for the longest time, and he was moving boxes down in the basement and discovered this door. Where does this door go?  . . . You peek inside, and you see all this great stuff in there, but you’re gonna need a flashlight . . .  




He said, “I make the shot, Sadie, I get my way . . .” 




“And what’s your way?” 




“My choice. Anything I want.” 




Her eyes flicked up and down, his wife assessing him. “What are we talking about here, Teddy Bear?” 




“You know what I’m talking about.” 




She nodded once, narrowed her eyes. “Sex, right?” 




He tried not to laugh, tried to keep a straight face. “Sex, Sadie.” 




More nodding, pondering. “I’m up for that,” she said, raising her chin confidently. 




“Whatever I want?” 




“You gotta make the shot first, Teddy.” 




“I make it, I get whatever I want?” 




“You sure can,” she said, and they both smiled at each other, both of them knowing fifteen minutes from now they would be back in their beachfront villa tearing each other’s clothes off. 




Sadie had no idea what he could ask for. Things were calling to him from a distant horizon, harpies on an island, singing him wonderful but terrifying songs. His heart pounded in his chest, but he showed his wife nothing but every inch of his confidence. He snuffled laughter, narrowed his eyes, showed her his back as he lowered to the table. No way to make this shot. Eight-ball balancing on the precipice of instant defeat, both his remaining balls sandwiched it on either side. Certain doom. No shot to make. Elbow drawn back, he lined it up, chewed the inside of his cheek, eyes burrowing fiercely, bulging out of his head as he thought of the possibilities of getting Sadie to do whatever it was he wanted. 






Chapter Four 




Arms tangled, mouths locked on one another, they stumbled across the room. Teddy lead her on her high heels, clacking backward as their suite door closed behind them. They fell on the bed, Teddy on top of her. His hardness pressed her stomach. One of his hands reached down, grabbed her skirt and hiked it up. 




“Put it in me,” she told him. 




He kissed her with hunger, and she ran her nails on his back. He unzipped, belt buckle jingling and jangling as it levered open. They shimmied hips together, pushing their genitals into one another. Then his clumsy hand was coming up her skirt again, tugging aside her panties. His tip probed her opening. She gasped into his mouth as he pushed himself all the way inside her in one warm and easy stroke. She sighed, locked her ankles behind his knees. He pounded into her; she stuck her tongue in his mouth. Their breaths scored in ragged gasps as he pumped pleasure into her insides. “This what you wanted?” she asked. 




“The start,” he said. 




“You feel so good, Teddy.” 




“I love you so much, Sadie.” 




They writhed, the frantic pounding turning into steady rhythmic lovemaking. Their bodies wormed until they were both on the bed. Both clothed still, she shoved Teddy’s pants down so she could grab his ass cheeks while he made love to her. “So good, Teddy,” she said, looking in his eyes. 




“I got that shot, Sadie,” he said, almost sneering. 




“Your wish is now my command,” she said, a foreseeable kinky future this evening opening up ahead of her. Would they try anal again? She wanted to . . . 




“Tell me about your notebook,” he said. 




“Oh, Teddy,” she said, disappointed and distracted. But the disappointment did a somersault to stand upright again, thrusting victorious hands overhead. This was kinky. She whispered, “What do you want to know?” 




“Tell me what you wrote.” 




“Dirty stuff,” she said. 




He grumbled and groaned, chuckling, rocking his hips from side-to-side, impaled inside her. “You’re so fucking sexy, Sade.” 




“I was just a young girl . . .” 




“You’re fascinating,” he said, and brushed his knuckles across her cheek. They kissed again, then more sweet lovemaking. She hugged herself to him. He persisted. “Tell me tell me what you wrote.” 




“Dirty stuff, Teddy.” 




“So tell me what dirty stuff you wrote.” 




“That turns you on?” she asked. 




“Turns me on so fucking bad.” 




She prepared herself, laughing at the ridiculousness, but getting into it. tickled her past would rile her husband. “I wrote about where we did it,” she said. 




“What else?” 




“Who the guy was.” 




“What else?” 




She whispered, “Stuff about what it was like.” 




“Shit,” he said, then pounded into her for half a minute, then slowed again. He groaned, “Why does it turn me on so much?” 




“And you said I was the pervert.” She ran lazy nails up and down his back while he went slow in and out, circling his hips. He was as hard as a steel rod. 




Teddy laughed and fell with his weight on top of her. She loved his weight on her. 




In her ear, he breathed, “My wish is your command.” 




She stroked her feet on the backs of his legs, and nibbled on his neck. “What’s your wish?” 




“I don’t know,” he said, tight and reluctant. 




“I’m yours,” she assured him, “I’ll do whatever you want me to do.” 




Teddy buried his face in her collar, bit her neck and thrust into her again. Their hips crashed and slapped, and she gasped with each one. 




“Tell me . . .” 




He looked in her eyes again, smiling, hesitating. 




“I’ll do it, Teddy.” 




His cheeks hollowed as his mouth finally moved to utter to her his secret desire, and her heart beat faster. At last: “A . . . hand job,” he said. 




“You want a hand job right now?” That was piker stuff. They’d done that in full public daylight this afternoon. “Not very imaginative, Teddy.” 




“Another guy,” he said. 




She frowned, not comprehending. 




Teddy rolled against her, his rock hard cock slipping through her wetness 




“Another guy?” she said, hoping her misunderstanding didn’t offend him. 




He growled, “Jerk a guy off, then tell me your notes.” 




She chuckled, bit her lower lip. “Yeah, you want that?” She humped back against him. 




“Fucking do it,” he said. 




“That’s what you want?” 




“Uh-huh,” he said, nibbling her ear. 




Her nails went down his back, her husband elevating his dirty talk game. “Where? Here?” 




“Yeah, tell me: how would you do it?” 




“I don’t know. You tell me,” she whispered, hips moiling against his as they made love. 




“Go jerk a guy off, then come back and tell me about it.” 




“How about in the gym?” 




Teddy groaned, enjoying that she joined his game. “That’s where you’ll do it?” 




“Yeah. I follow him into the locker room . . .” 




“You’re, mm, gonna do it?” 




She bit his earlobe now. “You made that shot, Teddy.” 




He chuckle-groaned. “Could you believe that?” 




She caressed her hands over his back, down lower and grabbed his ass again, compelling him deeper. “I want it deep now, baby,” she sighed. 




Teddy complied. They kissed. She whispered in his ear, “I go in the locker room, there’s just two of us. Everybody else clanging weights outside . . .” 




“Put the trashcan up against the door,” he groaned, trembling. 




“You like that?” 




“Keep going.” 




“We go into the shower . . .” 




“That where you used to like doing it?” 




“I liked doing it everywhere, Teddy,” she whispered, loving how crazy this talk made him. 




“Did you ever do it in the shower?” 




“I did.” And that was true. 




“Oh, Sadie . . .” 




Teddy’s lovemaking became ragged and unfocused. The effect on him was thrilling. “I take him in the shower, give his dick the best hand job it’s ever had.” 




Their union flooded with a slippery spate. Her own wetness, and for a moment she thought Teddy’d ejaculated. But he still thrusted. Still wanted to hear more. And his body was rigid with unreleased tension. He hadn’t come yet, but he was close. 




“You’re so good at it,” he whispered. 




She said, “I like it when I jerk a guy off so good he sucks his stomach right in and I see his ribs.” 




“Oh, shit . .  .” 




“Yeah, Teddy, and when I’m jerking this man off in the shower, where are you?” 




“Waiting here,” he said, voice a thin croak. She could tell by his thrusts he was close and desperate. 




“I’ll come back and tell you every detail you want,” she said, running her nails up his back. “That what you want?” 




That set him off. 




Her too. 




He thrust himself deep inside her, cock so hard, the tip stroked along her front wall. It tucked in the pocket just before her cervix, setting her off like a rocket ship. Teddy came. His cock pulsed and throbbed and Teddy squeezed her tight. 




She drew in a long, hoarse gasp as a sudden orgasm seized her. 
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It was like every bit of strength inside him leaked from his husk after he’d come. It took a tremendous effort to heave his weight off Sadie, and he collapsed beside her. They both panted heavily, skin slick with sweat. There was a thin whistle in his breath. It sounded like that first morning he’d taken up running last summer. 




“Holy shit,” he said. 




“That was intense,” she laughed. 




“So intense,” he said, and they lay there blinking, looking up at the ceiling, trying to regain their composure. His hand sought hers; their fingers interwove. “That was incredible.” 




“That was some crazy dirty talk, Teddy.” 




“So dirty,” he said, pinching her fingers between his, rolling over lazily so he was on his side facing her. He stroked her warm stomach. She quivered at his touch. They both giggled at how she quivered. “I don’t know why that turns me on so much,” he said. 




Sadie smiled. “You can’t stop talking about it.” 




“You’re so sexy.” 




Sadie made a compassionate face, like his words touched her. Kind of weird, because his words had dirty implication. She looked at him sweetly, though he’d just told her he liked to hear about the dirty things she’d done with other guys. 




What was this new obsession? They’d discussed past lovers when they were dating, and it’d made him uncomfortable and jealous. Was it because he was more in love with her now than he was then? Love was so unsafe back then, but now it was different. Was that it? Or was it because it wasn’t sex with these other guys? With these other guys, they were discussing strange and dirty encounters. And the men were faceless, unattached to his wife. One night stands. 




Whatever it was, ever since she’d told him the things she’d told him in the hammock, his heart was beating stronger for her, and he had a savage lust burning below his stomach. 




“Gee,” he said, snuggling closer, admiring her body; the supple tightness of her stomach, the tight cup of her navel. The softness of her woman’s breasts, so pillowy against her toned form. Her nipples were still hard. He gently plucked one with a bent knuckle. “Did it turn you on, too?” 




“It caught me by surprise.” 




“But you liked it?” 




Sadie shrugged, gave him a sly but noncommittal smile. 




He said, “So, who’re you going to pick?” 




She chuckled, groaned, stretched an arm above her head, folded her hands behind her head and regarded him with a wide smile that glinted in the dim of their hotel room. 




Sadie said, “Who do you want?” 




“I don’t know,” he said, stroking his chin. 




She said, “Hey—Wait, no, I pick.” 




“You get to pick?” 




“That’s right,” she said, practically purring. “I let you pick, you’ll want to point out some guy with a beer belly, some old dude with white fuzzy hair.” 




He laughed. “I made that shot, Sadie.” 




“Yes, but, no,” she said, “I get to pick.” 




“And who would you pick? Some bronzed god with abs and a big, broad chest?” 




“That sounds pretty good, Teddy, we’ll start looking tomorrow.” 




He swept his hand from her ribs down to her thigh, tickling at her stomach. “You drive me so crazy.” 




She laughed, threw her arms around him and they kissed. When their lips parted, she rolled onto him, loomed over him. 




Their eyes met, both of their smiles working in and out, unsure. She frowned. “I’m not really doing it, Teddy.” 




“Yes, you are.” 




“I’m not,” she said, patted his cheek and laughed. 




“I made that shot, Sadie.” 




“Good for you,” she said, “you won yourself some dirty talk.” 




He persisted. “I won myself whatever I want. You said.” 




“You told me what you want, and I did it.” 




“You barely did it,” he lamented, rolling his eyes. 




“You think I’m going to do this? You think I’m going to go give a hand job to some guy I don’t even know?” 




“You used to.” 




She scrunched her nose. “I kind of knew them.” She slipped a hand between their bodies and rubbed his stomach. 




She said, “Why does it turn you on so much?” 




“Beats me, but just you talking about it has my heart racing.” 




“You’re so crazy,” she said, “and seriously, down in the hammock today you were calling me a pervert.” 




“Maybe we both are.” 




“I guess that’s all right,” she said, getting off him again and laying by his side, interlacing their fingers and holding hands between them at their thighs. 




“You saw that shot I made. Sunk two balls. One shot. Impossible leave. You know what that is?” 




“Beginner’s luck.” 




“That’s kismet, Sadie. Destiny. This was meant to be.” 




“Teddy. Baby, be serious.” 




“What, your hand job days are behind you?” 




She laughed, groaned, covered her face with one hand, breathing into it. She snuffled laughter. “My hand job days are behind me, Teddy.” 




He lay a hand over his racing heart and smiled. “Just hearing you say that, Sadie.” 




“There’s no way, Teddy Bear.” 




“Boy, and you’re a D1 athlete.” 




“So?” 




“Fair play. We wagered, I won.” 




She smiled, no quick comeback happening now. He got her on that one. She took sports seriously. “I’m not doing it, Teddy.” 




“I think less of you now,” he said, joking, but still trying to corral her into this weird thing he suddenly wanted. 




“So, what, you want to watch me jerk some guy off?” She cuddled up next to him, folding both hands under her cheek, face mirthfully bright. 




“I don’t know if I want to be there.” 




“Totally weird if you were there.” 




He faced her, smiling. “So you’d do it by yourself?” 




Sadie thought about it, looking mischievous and wanting to play along. “Yeah, right, that’s what you want? I go off and do it and I come back and tell you what happened?” 




“Tell me your notes.” 




“I threw out that book, Teddy.” 




“I would kill for that book.” 




“It’s in the Minneapolis dump. Where we lived six years ago? Better bring a shovel and your back brace.” They both laughed. 




He touched her face, saying, “I would seriously kill to read that book. . . . What kind of things did you write about?” 




“I already told you.” 




“Yeah, but I could tell you didn’t want to tell me.” 




“I don’t want to tell you.” 




“Boy, it must be terrible.” 




She slapped his chest lightly. “It is terrible, Teddy.” 




“Oh my God, do you think I could pay someone to dig it out of the dump?” 




Sadie clucked her tongue and chuckled. “What do you want to know?” 




His heart raced quicker, and he started with something he wanted to know, but was amusing, trying to warm her up to the idea. “You like to doodle. Did you ever doodle them?” 




Her brow knit, puzzled. “Doodle what?” 




“Oh, you know . . .” 




“Doodle their dicks?” She couldn’t believe he asked, and now he felt stupid. 




He put on a confident expression. “Well, did you?” 




“No. Why would I do that?” 




He shrugged a shoulder and laughed it off. “I don’t know.” 




She touched her index finger to his chin and narrowed her eyes. “Your mind works weird.” 




“Hey, this was a book that you had that we’re talking about.” 




“Yeah, and you want to know about it.” The finger tapped his chin. 




“Tell me,” he said, squinting and smirking, raising his chin toward her. 




“Jesus, Teddy,” she said and laughed. “All right. . . . It’s weird, right? Weird that I did that?” 




“I don’t know. . . . No, I don’t think so.” 




“I felt weird about it later on. But at the time I just got obsessed with it. Like I was just exploding.” 




“All those girl hormones going crazy, young girl away at school with all those boys around, no parents to watch over her.” 




“I had no sexual experience.” 




“Hand jobs are safe.” 




“That’s it exactly. They were safe. And I was curious. Each one was like a holy revelation.” 




“Each new dick?” 




“Yeah. No, each experience.” 




He propped his cheek in a palm, elbow on the bed. “So what would you write, like, your feelings?” 




“Uh-huh,” she said, looking across the room. 




“What would you write about the guy?” 




“You know. Who he was, how it happened.” 




“What else?” 




She looked his way again. “What is it you want to know?” 




He showed her his amusement, drawing the moment out. She knew what he would say before he said it. “Did you write notes about their dicks?” 




She rolled her eyes and shook her head, then regarded him again, amused herself. “Yes,” she whispered. 




“Did you really?” 




Now she shrugged a shoulder. “Of course.” 




He brightened, both of them having fun with this new kink together. “Like what data did you collect?” 




Bluntly, but with a hint of teasing: “Size, shape, hardness, interesting features. I’d ballpark a measurement on length. Say if it was thick or not. I wasn’t big into balls, but I’d mention them.” 




He let out a long chuffing exhale, sounding like a train coming into the station. This entire exchange had riled him, and now she’d delivered a knockout blow, whomping him with unexpected bliss. He collapsed as though exhausted and laughed, letting her know his satisfaction with her unshackled participation. 




She laughed and punched his chest lightly and affectionately. “What the hell is wrong with you?” 




“This is the craziest thing ever,” he admitted, looking at the ceiling fan. 




She said, “I’m not exactly proud of it.” 




“Don’t feel bad. Should I feel bad that it turns me on?” 




She contemplated him. “No, I guess not.” 




“Everybody has a thing, Sadie. I love you’re telling me this. You know how close I feel to you?” 




“You’re just trying to soften me up, but I’m still not jerking some guy off.” 




“You totally are, by the way, and I’m not softening you up. I’m serious. You just told me something that you’re so embarrassed about. Would you tell anybody else that story?” 




“Never in a million years. I wish I didn’t tell you.” 




“But you did,” he said, winding a finger in a circle and then touching the tip of her nose. 




She bit his finger, held it clamped between her teeth. 




“You’re so fucking sexy, Sadie. So fucking sexy.” 






Chapter Five 




Everything changed their fourth day at the resort. They woke to blissful early morning sunshine. It flooded their villa; their heads turned on the pillows, looking at each other. They beamed. The rain was over. 




She begged Graham to come run with her, but he complained about a bad back. Bad back, my ass. She knew he’d take a break from exercise when they were on vacation even though he said he wouldn’t. So she went out by herself, left Teddy in the villa reading a book and drinking a coffee by their private poolside. Had to admit, it looked pretty good the way he sat there relaxing. But she’d already taken three days off from running—what with the rain—and Teddy luring her to stay indoors with him. 




Once she was out, sneakers pounding the trail, she got mad at Teddy for not coming along. The running trail snaked through the resort, then extended out past the grounds and into the Hồ Tiên Du Wildlife Preserve where she ran in the cool shade under the mangroves. 




First thing she said when she got back to the villa was, “Hey, lazy boy, you missed a monkey.” 




Teddy frowned, and his face moved up from the book he was reading. His brow pinched even more perplexed above his sunglasses. He said, “What on earth does that mean?” 




She said, “Literally a monkey, Teddy Bear.” 




Those eyebrows popped up now. “Really?” 




“Threw a rock at me,” she said, sassing him, loving the disappointment on his face before she swished around, then sashayed to the bathroom to get cleaned up, wagging her butt, sneakers squeaking on the teak floor. 


Later they had breakfast together at the Bayside Restaurant out on the patio and under the scorching sun. They decided to spend the day on the beach. Three days of rain and rainy day activities punctuated now by this gemstone blessing of a day were a perfect intro to enjoying a guilt-free day of doing nothing. 




A lot of the resort’s tenants had the same idea, and they found the beach busy. Not crowded, because the beach was only available to resort guests, and only extended in a crescent on the resort’s property. They found the two lounge chairs associated with their villa, side by side and sharing an umbrella, almost dead centre on the crescent’s apex, with a wonderful view of the Bay. Far on their left was the pier and the raised deck with the thatch-roof bar, and on their right, nothing but sand until you hit the forest edge. 




Teddy said to her, “You see a server?” 




“One over there, Teddy,” she said, index finger—hidden, holding her place in the New York Times bestseller she was reading—pointing toward a young Vietnamese guy in a cool, tropical resort uniform delivering drinks on a tray to another couple on loungers hidden in the nest of a clamshell tent. 




Teddy waved the server over while they set up their spot, stepping out of her flip-flops, setting her book on the table between their white loungers and slipping the sunglasses down from her hair to cover her eyes. 




While the guy approached, Teddy said to her, “Think it’s too early for a beer?” 




“It’s not even lunchtime, Teddy Bear,” she said. 




“I’m still on Minnesota time.” 




She chuckled, said, “We’ve been here almost five days, but, hey, you want a beer, get a beer, my man.” 




“You’re not going to join me?” 




But the server was there now before she could answer Teddy, and she ordered a mango and green tea protein smoothie. 




“Make it two,” Teddy told the server and set his beach stuff down on the table, then shrugged off his T-shirt and lay it flat to cover the lounger’s blue- and white-striped head pillow. 




She said, “You could have told him to put a shot or two of vodka in yours.” She unknotted her beach wrap where it tied at her armpit. 




Teddy said, “You’re right, I am on vacation, and that way no one would know I have a drinking prob—” 




Bam. She let the wrap fall into her hands and slung it to her lounger, let Teddy take in the new bikini she’d bought. For two weeks before their vacay, she’d stuck with water and lean meat and cruciferous vegetables. No starchy carbs and almost no wine at all. He’d seen her naked already, but this was bright sunlight on a public beach. The satiny blue bikini looked good against her current skin color, and would look even better when she’d taken some sun. Heck, it looked good in the dressing room of the wintry Minneapolis boutique where she’d bought it. 




Teddy’s cheek twitched, his mouth tucked slim, almost hidden under his reddish beard and mustache. His eyes darted over all the bare skin revealed. She acted nonchalant. No big deal, just going to do some sunbathing, dressed pretty much how people dressed when they went to a beach—and took good care of their body. 




Along the beach, down in the surf playing frisbee, she’d caught the attention of two young guys, maybe in their early twenties. One gestured discretely and his friend turned. They both stared. She turned her back to them, shook her hair out, tied it back, then sat on her lounger. Teddy watched the whole time, struck dumb, standing there and not moving. Once she was down and stretched out, he chuckled, then sat on his lounger. “That’s some bikini, Sade,” he said over his shoulder. 




“You like it?” 




“I’m a red-blooded American male, Sadie, with a working set of eyes in this old crock pot”—he rapped knuckles at his temple—“you better believe I like it.” Now he spun and set his feet on the lounger’s cushion bed, hoisting himself to sit comfortably, elbows planted on the seat arms. 




After a moment watching the beach, Teddy leaned her way, smiling, saying, “Think those guys like it, too.” 




The boys who’d eyeballed her now resumed their frisbee game, but every once in a while would sneak a peek in her direction. 




What was with Graham? Everything to do with her in the last twenty-four hours, her husband filtered through the lens of others. Even now, in her knockout bikini, he was looking to see who else liked it. In a strange way, maybe she found it flattering. Teddy was proud of the wife he’d scored. 




In a case of perfect timing, a man strolled about a dozen feet from the feet of their loungers, passing from left to right, his head swiveling her way, taking her in, unashamed eyes touching across her navel. It was lecherous, though the man showed no expression on his face. Both she and Teddy watched the man pass. He was older, and while his head of thick curly hair was salt and pepper, the chest hair that sprinkled his narrow, sagging chest was bright white. 




She said aside to Teddy, “See? I let you pick, you’d think it was funny to send me off with that guy.” 




Teddy chuckled and fidgeted in the corner of her eye. He leaned closer and said, “Those two guys playing frisbee more your speed?” 




She regarded them with honest assessment. Both early twenties, not too bad looking, but their bodies were thin and almost adolescent. She said, “They’d do in a pinch, but I wouldn’t be excited to do it. You know?” 




Teddy did that grumbling, appreciative chuckle he’d been doing a lot since she’d divulged that super-secret diary story she wished she’d kept to herself. 




Teddy said, “They?” 




She smiled, waited a beat, leaned to her husband and peered over the top of her sunglasses, waiting for him to look over. When he did, she said, “I have two hands, Teddy.” 


The weird thing was, Teddy’s dirty talk had her wondering what both those young guys penises looked like. She watched them over top of her book, pretending to read, but instead conjuring what she believed to be accurate representations of their dicks. Most likely, she figured, they’d both be kind of the same. Both would be average length, the brown-haired guy’s would be average girth, the blonder-haired guy’s would be marginally thinner. Both guys would be circumcised. From their skin color, she surmised they’d both have slightly brownish dicks, both with their circumcision scars about an inch from the coronal ridge; the skin there would be pinky, their cock heads would be brownish and not large. 




She set the book down on the table between her and Teddy with a satisfying whack. Teddy looked at her, innocent. “What?” 




“Nothing,” she said, firm and even, mad at him for nothing she could explain. Your dumb talk has me thinking of dick right now, and I can’t even concentrate on my stupid book. And I was enjoying that book. 




She sat up, rubbed her cheeks, pivoted sideways to face Teddy. “I’m going to go work out or something.” Maybe take a cold shower. 




“Mm,” he said, looking over her breasts and stomach, then returning his gaze to his iPad where he was watching an action movie on Netflix, one ear pod in. “Go do some yoga.” 




“Where?” 




“There’s a yoga class at 12:30.” 




“Where, Teddy?” 




“I don’t know, here at the resort,” he said. “I saw a sign in the lobby, some astrological shit and a silhouette of somebody floating cross-legged.” 




“Look it up.” 




He sighed, closed his movie, went to a browser. . . . “Oh, cool. Outside. Just”—now he looked over his shoulder and back up at the raised outdoor level that ran the outside of the main hotel building—“I think maybe around the far side. It’s outside and they have a platform and you can see the ocean and it’s under some palm trees. It looks really nice.” 




“Good. Perfect. I need to work up a sweat and get my mind in focus. Come with me.” She nudged his thigh with her toes, then left her foot on his leg. 




“And do yoga?” His eyebrows tented above his sunglasses. 




“Come on and get some exercise.” 




The bowed arch of his brows peaked higher. “I’m watching Extraction.” 




“Again?” 




His sunglasses stared back at her. She saw herself reflected in them. 




She sighed, said, “When’s your movie over?” 




“I’m halfway through.” 




“What time is it?” 




Teddy checked his iPad. “Twenty after twelve. Yoga’s in ten minutes.” 




“You’re not coming with?” 




“Chris Hemsworth, Sade.” 




She rubbed her neck. The dick that guy would have. Hoo, that first Thor movie . . .  




Teddy said, “And it’s after twelve. I was seriously about to order a beer.” 




“Fine” she chuckled, trying to picture Teddy in the yoga class and not quite seeing it. “Enjoy your beer, enjoy your movie. I need to go do something.” 




Teddy smiled under his black sunglasses. “Well, you know where to find me.” 




“I do,” she said, a twinge of anger at him. It was him who’d done this to her, sitting there now and taking it easy. 




She stood, re-tied the wrap around herself, then bent and kissed his forehead. He said, “You see the server, can you send him this way?” 




“Sure thing, babe,” she said, walking around his lounger and strolling up the sand, headed to the hotel’s main building. Then she pivoted, hiked the dozen feet back to him. 




She got close to his ear and whispered, “You got me so hot thinking of dick, Teddy Bear, if this yoga doesn’t shake it off, I’m going to need some more American hot dog up in the villa. Capice?” 




Teddy swallowed, touched his glasses down his nose and looked up at her. with widened eyes. “Capice,” he said, voice tight. 




She smiled, rose and turned, sashaying again, wishing the wrap was gone and he was looking at her ass in the bikini. 




Get me horny, will you? Two can play, Teddy Bear. 






Chapter Six 




Sadie was a real riot, and she left him chuckling, sitting in the lounger watching his movie but thinking of what she’d said. She’d sashayed all the way up the beach, swinging those hips, and he watched until those flip-flops of hers mounted the back steps to the deck, and she disappeared beyond the tall doors of the hotel. 




He smirked. “Thanks, Sadie. I guess I’ll find the server myself.” 




The server found him in due time, and he ordered a Dos Equis with two limes. Then he returned to Extraction, putting both ear pods in, ice cold beer in one hand, Chris Hemsworth kicking ass on the small screen in his lap. But dammit if he still wasn’t thinking about Sadie. 




She was just trying to rile him, being playful. Ever since she’d told him about her hand job diary, his sexual curiosity was piqued. She was reluctant and resistant to his persistence, and yet . . .  




The thoughts were distracting and he couldn’t focus on the movie. Plus he’d seen the movie before, so it was easy in the duller spots for his mind to wander. 




“You got me thinking about dick.” 




Imagine your wife saying something like that to you. 




He chuckled to himself, knocked back his beer, set the empty bottle in the sand next to his lounger. His mouth worked around as he considered it. Playful talk from his wife. They’d both been quite playful. In some ways, his request to her was a joke. But was it a joke? There were times he was telling himself he was joking, but maybe he wasn’t. Shoot, he wasn’t. 




He shifted in his seat, closed up his iPad and set it on the table. He watched the surf for a while. 




“You got me thinking about dick.” 




What if that was true? What if all his provocation had his wife thinking about dick, for real. Like trying to picture the dicks on those two guys playing Frisbee down in the surf. 




The thing was—and the more he twirled this whole thing in his mind, he came to admit it—it had been a joke up to the the consideration he expected her to say no. And he was okay with that, and enjoyed taunting her about how she had to go through with it. But what if Sadie had said she would do it? Like she wanted to do it. He wouldn’t have stopped her. 




Dammit, he was sure of it now, hands clutching the ends of the teak armrests and squeezing. No, he would not have stopped it. He did want it. Deep down he knew he did. Why? Because it was safe. . . . But why was it hot? 




That was a question for another day. It just was hot. 




The idea of his beloved wife, who he loved completely, and knew was completely loved in return, maybe making out with another guy—was that gross or hot?—and she’s drawing down the guy’s fly, or pulling forward his swim trunks . . .  




“Shit, Sadie,” he said now, squirming in his chair. He was getting hard. Sitting here by himself. Sadie off at the yoga class doing God-knows-what. Stretching out that beautiful body of hers. What if there were guys in the class? . . .  




Then he was up, leaving the empty beer bottle in the sand, grabbing his iPad and tucking it under an arm. He adjusted the front of his swim trunks until his half-hard pecker scooted sideways and stopped pressing out the fabric. 




Yeah, Sadie, you are a real riot. 
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A left turn in the cavernous hotel lobby brought her face-to-face with the harmless sign Teddy had described with such chagrin. A cloudy galaxy, yes, astrological signs, and the black silhouette of a figure sitting crosslegged in the Ohm position like he was floating in space. 




“So uptight, Teddy,” she said, then hiked past the sign and along the terra-cotta tiles between the tall potted ferns inside until she came out onto a side deck into afternoon light. No wonder they scheduled it for 12:30. The sun was high overhead, but the small square courtyard where the yoga class gathered was protected by an overhead canopy of palm trees. An idyllic and picturesque spot with a view of the Bay beyond the bamboo railing that ran around the edge. The courtyard floor was wood-paneled, probably raised up so it had some flexibility. Across it were interspersed bright blue yoga mats, and about a dozen women gathered nervously getting themselves ready for the yoga class, a few of them knowing each other and talking quietly to each other. 




What she thought might chase her away from yoga class was her bikini. There was no time to run back to the villa and get into shorts and a stretchy top, but it didn’t matter, she wasn’t the only one wearing a swimsuit. There was another young girl, even younger than her, a teenager, also wearing a bikini. No wrap, even. 




Aside the entrance to the small courtyard sat a small bamboo-leg table, behind it a man in a black T-shirt tucked into pair of white shorts with pleats. As she crossed some imaginary threshold, the man nodded, then stepped forward, and accepted her graciously. “Please, come in.” 




She asked: “This is the yoga class?” 




“Yes, yes,” he said, “right this way.” 




She said, “I’m in the High Hill Villa.” 




“Yes, yes, I know. On the hill. This way . . .” 




The gracious attendant escorted her to one of the blue yoga mats at the corners. Right up front, where she figured he would be leading the class. 




“What style yoga?” she asked him. 




“I can find out,” he said. 




“I thought you . . . oh, I’m sorry,” she said. “I thought you were the teacher.” 




He made a funny face, showed a big smile, did a wiggling thing with his arms, like a break dancer, saying, “Me? . . . not flexible,” then laughed to himself as he walked away. 




He craned his neck forward, looked down the hallway from where she’d come out of the hotel, and said, “Instructor coming now,” bowed to her again and returned to his spot at the table. 




When the young man who would teach their yoga class strode into the courtyard, she knew she was in big trouble. 
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Instead of following in Sadie’s wake, where he feared he’d be spotted and suddenly enjoined in the class, he avoided the inside of the hotel, instead circumambulating the Bayside Restaurant’s outdoor deck, and coming up to the raised garden edge of where he thought they might be holding the yoga class. If he stepped out from the hotel-side into the yoga area to peep her, his hilarious wife would think it was extra hilarious to wave an arm above her head and shout his name, encouraging him to take a spot next to her, reveling in his irritation, all the other women in the class thinking he was cute, and how cute Sadie was wanting her cute husband to join her. No, thanks. He’d rather spy from a safe spot. 




The Bayside Restaurant’s bar served as a barrier from their dining room, so a guest could order a cocktail without crossing the dining room and bothering the dining guests. If you circled to the right of the bar to order, you were just below the raised edge of where he believed the yoga class took place. 




He sidled up to the bar at a gap between two couples, both in their fifties, and waved. to the bartender to get his attention. Though he’d prefer a beer, he instead ordered from the bartender a daiquiri—a drink that would take some time to prepare. As the nice young guy backed off, bowing, Teddy also backed away, heading off the bar, nodding to a woman on the stool next to him, her husband standing with his hand on the small of her back. With hands in his pockets, he loitered, a guy just staying out of the action while he waited for his drink. Wandered his way over to the raised edge, but couldn’t get close because of a barrier of planters. Plus, the raised courtyard was also dotted with potted palms and barricaded by a bamboo hand-railing perimeter and the trunks of towering, full grown palm trees. But he heard the tell tale sound of what he’d consider yoga music; Asian flutes or something. 




The hand-railing didn’t meet the flooring of the courtyard, instead it attached on a raised lip of stone, about a foot high. The yoga class was on the floor, he figured, because now he could see the points of a woman’s knees. They must all be laying on their backs, probably doing breathing exercises or the like. There wouldn’t be much time before his drink was ready, but he’d like to get a bead on Sadie and see what she was doing. 




Further along to his right there was a six-inch gap in the stone base of the hand-railing for drainage, so if the rain got heavy the courtyard wouldn’t become a swimming pool. It took some side-stepping and he had to squeeze under the blades of a potted palm, the stiff fronds touching his neck and tickling at his ear, giving him goose bumps, but at last he got a peep into the yoga class. It was all women he could see, all of them on their backs, fingers pressing on their bellies as their breathing sucked their stomachs in concave. 




And, wait, yes, there, if he angled it right, he could see at the very front of the class a skin-tone and a leg he recognized as his wife’s. Eager Sadie right up front, making sure the teacher knew she was there to learn. All the ladies tucked their chins forward, then nodded, rolled over at the hidden teacher’s instruction, and raised up like they were dogs, getting on their hands and knees, bowing their stomachs forward as they arched their back. Jesus, Sadie, he chuckled. His hot ass wife in there with these regular girls and she’s wearing that bikini, her wrap tossed in a bundle by her— 




Now from the courtyard floor, a behemoth rose to stand at the front of the class, and Teddy reared, surprised. The teacher was a Black man, tall, athletic—no, muscular—and he strode now to the corner of the class toward Sadie. He wore a white tank top, which made his skin look darker, and the sun, heat, and effort brought a sheen of sweat that made his muscles glisten in shimmering humps. The ambient sound of the bar and the yoga flutes drowned out what he said to the class, but after he spoke he smiled the brightest smile Teddy’d ever seen. His heart pounded. 




The guy was handsome. Young and handsome. Eyes hidden by a pair of sunglasses, cornrow hair that led to a knot on the back of his head, and from the knot, long braids hung past his shoulders. He paused, standing above Sadie, appraising her, this perfect, toned woman with honey-blonde hair and the tight body of an athlete. He said something to the class Teddy couldn’t hear, then crouched at Sadie’s side. Now he guided Sadie’s leg rearward, his wife on all fours but straightening one leg so it was level to the ground. The yoga teacher’s hands held Sadie’s leg level, one big hand on the front of her thigh, just above the knee, the other smoothing down her shin to her foot, guiding that sexy tootsie to bend sharper. 




“Jesus,” he sighed, watching in disbelief. 




The teacher was demonstrating to the class, and showing Sadie off as a good example, and now his hand moved northward and Teddy’s toes tightened on the foam beds of his flip-flops. Yeah, holy shit, the guy lay his huge hand across the small of Sadie’s back, making it bow deeper, his other hand gripping her ankle, and bending his wife like he was an archer. 




The guy’s hand on Sadie’s back got his heart fluttery, his breath going thin and tight, and a prostatic somersault happening just under his sweaty balls. 




“Hey, buddy?” 




A hand touched his arm and he jumped. He turned to see the older guy who’d had his hand on the small of his wife’s back thumbing toward the bar, saying, “They got your drink here, we were calling you.” 




“Oh, yeah?” he said, glancing in the gap again to get a taste of that sickly sweet medicine that did crazy thing to his mind and soul, but once he’d moved, the angle through the drainage gap was wrong and he’d lost sight of his wife. Behind the man who’d come to retrieve him to collect his drink, other bar patrons watched him. He emerged from under the fronds of the potted palm like a caught Peeping Tom, blinking in the sunlight, sweaty, rubbing his slick hands on his T-shirt, muttering, “Just, yeah, uh, my, uh, my wife’s in the, uh, class, I think, I . . .” 




He let it hang before he made himself look guiltier, standing straighter. The bartender handed him a perfect icy daiquiri with a straw, icy on the heat of his palm, and he took a long draw that stabbed his brain and brought him back to the land of the living. It was like what he’d seen was a fantasy, and he had to consider a moment he’d imagined the whole thing. It was too good to be true. Or it was horrible. Or it was his fantasy come to life. 






Chapter Seven 




Three-quarters of an hour later, she emerged on the beach again, sweaty but invigorated. After the yoga class, the hotel had provided fluffy, white towels, and she’d toweled off and chatted with some of the other women in her class while they all gathered themselves. Soon as she put the wrap on to walk back through the hotel, her body was pumping out heat to the point she worried her radiator would blow. Instant sweat again. 




At least the yoga class had stretched out the sexual tightness that had her fleeing the beach earlier. Though, there was still a soggy knot slung low in her tummy, and Teddy better take her up to the villa for a break and loosen it up. The class had not quelled those lustful prompts from Teddy, and she wondered if her husband was ready for a raised ante in their dirty talk game. There was a good chance the unexpected virility of the class’s yoga instructor would make for great sexual fodder. 




Teddy sat still in his lounger watching a movie on his iPad. There were two empty beer bottles in. the sand at his side, and an empty cocktail glass that’d held something slushy. He sensed her coming, rolling his head her way and peering over. the top of his sunglasses. He eyed her up and down, looking calm and contented, and then remarked on her sweaty sheen by saying, “That must have been one doozy of a hand job you gave.” 




She laughed, came close and batted his shoulder, saying, “Not so loud, Teddy,” looking around to see if he’d been overheard. No one was close enough, and she rubbed his shoulders from behind. “Because why, I’m a little sweaty?” 




“Must’ve been a hell of a workout,” he said, tilting his head forward so she’d rub up into his hairline with her thumbs the way he liked. 




She chuckled again, groaning. Teddy Bear wasn’t going to let this go, and boy-oh-boy could she tell him a story after that yoga class. She whispered, “My forearms are killing me.” 




“Two hands, huh?” 




“Oh, yeah, and the guy just wouldn’t come. He really made me work for it, Teddy.” 




Her husband jolted at that one, leaning forward away from her neck massage, making her laugh and rub her own hands together. He flicked an anguished look over his shoulder, making her laugh brighter. 




He said, “Must’ve been that yoga trainer, one with the braids.” 




Her chuckle dwindled and she narrowed her eyes. “Someone was spying on me.” 




“You did the class in that bikini,” he said, nodding his chin to the wrap she wore. 




“It was hot, Teddy boy.” 




“Sure you weren’t trying to heat up that stud?” 




“I wasn’t the only one there in a bikini, teddy, there was a teen—” 




“Now that’s the Sadie I know. Competitive. Hot guy leads the class, you gotta knock those other girls out of the race.” 




“I like attention.” 




Now he smiled, like it was him who had the upper hand. “I know you do.” 




She said, “You hide in the bushes and beat your neat while you watched me?” 




“Why would I beat my meat when I got a wife who’ll beat it for me, and do it ten times better than I do?” With that he tossed aside the iPad, putting it on the low square table between the lounger, then swishing aside the bundled towel that lay on his crotch where his tablet had been leaning. 




“Oh, Teddy,” she said, with honest desire for what her husband had revealed. Her husband was fully erect, his hard cock pressing out the fabric of his shorts, the point of it tugging at the fabric. 




“I could only handle two minutes watching you in that class and I had to get out of there before someone called the cops.” 




“Quite the tent, Graham.” 




“What are we going to do about it?” 




“I know exactly what I want to do with it. So take me to the villa.” 




“Not like this I can’t,” he said and covered his erection with his bundled shirt. 




She said, “We can push our loungers closer if you want, get this table out of the way.” 




“Man, you’re a real hand job troubleshooter.” 




She showed him an unimpressed face. “When I want a dick, I know how to get my hands on it.” 




“Nothing gets in your way.” 




“I’m a problem solver, Teddy. You want a beach handy, then we get up to the villa and do it right. Maybe you’ll—” 




Over the top of her sunglasses now, she watched as the tall, muscular Black man who’d led the yoga class trotted down the steps from the hotel’s deck and onto the beach. Teddy followed her gaze to see what had interrupted her. 
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Heading down the beach was the guy who’d led Sadie’s class. The guy strode through the sand, long legs stepping, muscles in those cannonball shoulders twitching, long braids swinging. Women’s heads turned to surreptitiously spy on the man. His mouth went dry and he couldn’t swallow. 




His head swiveled to regard Sadie, and his wife had eyes on the man. The big, good-looking man who’d put his hands on her naked thighs, the small of her back, had been up close to his wife arranged in all kinds of poses in an outfit that was frankly more revealing then her underwear. What could he have missed? Were there other places his large hands had touched? Now he said, “What are you looking at?” 




“You did say I had to do it,” Sadie said, keeping that comically hungry look toward the yoga teacher. 




“I did,” he said in a creaky squeak of a voice. This was it. This was really it. The impossible could become the possible, all he had to do was take one step forward, Sadie would do the rest. but what about the after? 




She kept the ruse going a long moment then laughed and shook her head. “Fuck off, Teddy.” 




“I said you had to. I made that shot.” 




She nodded and smiled, said, “Uh-huh,” still watching the stud on the beach. he’d stopped to talk to another woman, maybe a woman from Sadie’s yoga class. The woman had to look up to meet the man’s gaze, standing in an oversized T-shirt that covered a body that would not compare to his Sadie’s. 




“Competitive Sadie,” he said, “Looks like she’s going to get her hands on him before you do.” 




“That’s who you pick?” 




“You find someone better?” 




She shook her head no, said, “Not even if I tried,” then did another move meant to make him wild, chomping her lower lip and holding it clamped, admiring the man’s form. 




He said, “Are you going to do it?” 




Sadie scrunched her face up in a No way expression, but her eyes never left them man, who’d now disengaged from the woman who’d stopped to speak with him a moment and now resumed walking down to the surf on an angle like he would soon pass them by and head down to the jetty. 




“Go, Sadie, go,” he urged, and loving the rising angst in his wife as it hit her unexpectedly. Her husband wanted her to, maybe she was curious, and now time was an issue: it’s never happen if the man passed them by and kept walking. 




She made to move, looked sheepish and awkward, decided to stay, toddled a second, took a step, then stepped back. 




“Go, Sadie,” he said, “You’re going to miss him.” 




Sadie was perplexed and he loved it. She chose to be mad at him for her crazy conundrum. “You’re such an idiot, Teddy,” she said. 




“He’s getting away, Sadie, you said you knew how to get that dick when you wanted it.” 




That made her laugh, and she took a few steps from the foot of his lounger toward surf, stopped and faced him again. 




“Get it, Sadie,” he said, laughing to himself now, knowing there was no way she was going to do it. He’d never seen his wife more unsure and nerdy and it was so thrilling. 




“What am I going to say?” she asked him, then bit her smiling lower lip again. 




“Just go talk to him, Sadie,” he said, “do it for me. C’mon, be a sport.” Shit—soon as he said it he knew that would get her moving. 




“Okay,” she whispered, then shook her hands nervously and actually left him in his lounger with a throbbing erection to go talk to another man that was off the charts sexy. 




“I can’t believe you’re going,” he whispered so she couldn’t hear him, watching her put on a sultry walk, untying her ponytail as she went, her toned calves flexing below the hem of her colorful wrap. 




“Holy shit,” he groaned as Sadie walked right down to the surf and intercepted the guy. Did she know his name? She hadn’t said it to him just now, but he must have introduced himself to the class. Hey, ladies, I’m Master Mike, and I’m here to make you sweat, his voice a low baritone that had all the girls’ arm hair standing on end, even his Sadie’s. 




Sadie intercepted Master Mike in the swath of wet sand and the big man was happy to see her coming, those black sunglasses doing a brief up-and-down dip as he got a load of the hot rod that’d just pulled up in his driveway. 




It was driving him wild knowing this guy—who looked younger than him and Sade by maybe five years—appreciated the goods Sadie displayed, and probably knew whoever this hot piece of ass woman was, she’d take the D if he offered it. 




He fisted his thighs. Was he fucking crazy? Who the fuck would get off on this? He did, that was for sure. His heart raced faster right now than any of those times Sadie made him go running. His cock twitched in the tight fronts of his shorts. 




Sadie and the yoga teacher talked a moment and he studied every move his wife made, every twitch, the way she flicked her hair, the way she inclined her head when the guy spoke, the guy’s sultry lips spreading and showing off that dazzling white smile. Something he said made Sadie laugh and he suddenly didn’t like this anymore. It was a stab in the heart. Goddam if his stomach wasn’t doing that same thing right now it did when he rose a rollercoaster. He squirmed in his chair, making tight, uncomfortable noises in his throat, wincing as if he didn’t want to see a super-gory scene in some slasher pic. 




Now the guy laughed at something Sadie said, Sadie working hard to impress this guy, putting on the charm. Wanting that dick . . .  




“Hoof,” he exhaled, more in love with her than ever. It was so crazy that she would humor him with this crazy endeavor. 




Now the guy was pointing out to the Bay. One of those fishing vessels with a bamboo canopy approached the shore, but the guy was pointing out past it, as if he was giving Sadie directions to something across on the other side of the Bay. A night club, perhaps? A place for a rendezvous with a happily married woman—he must’ve seen her wedding ring—who was sneaking out on her husband for some top-shelf D she wasn’t getting at home, but her little shaved lamb chop needed oh-so-bad. 




He tugged on his shorts, trying to angle his cock so it wouldn’t hurt, his hand stuffed under his balled up shirt so no one would see him. This was going to kill him, and his balls were fit to burst, and when they did he wanted the tip of his cannon inside his wife. He might just wear her wrap so he could get up to their villa. 




What was this? 




The two of them—yoga trainer and married woman—waded out into the sea together, the water coming up to their knees, heading in a vector to bring them to the prow of the fishing boat. The yoga man waved to one of the Vietnamese fishermen on board, and they waved back. They went deeper in the water. 




He laughed to himself. “What are you doing?” She was being a shit now, turning her husband’s crank. Unless it really was the yoga man’s crank that got turned. She wouldn’t really do it, would she? Jesus, Graham, you fucking told her to do it like a hundred goddam times. 




He inhaled a salty hot breath through fish-puckered lips and rubbed his thighs. “You wouldn’t . . .” 




But, yup, now the Black guy was bobbing in the water as deep as his stomach, getting out to the boat and steadying it as it came ashore. He held out a hand for Sadie and she took it. Put her wedding ring hand in this other man’s. 




They went together around the far side of the fishing vessel in the turquoise water and disappeared from view. 




Then reappeared, the man getting on deck first via a ladder, turning and helping up Sadie. Sadie all smiles. 




“You wouldn’t dare,” he sighed. 




The fishermen on the boat used two long sticks to get the boat nosed around to point toward the Bay without bothering any of the swimmers, and once they were pushed deeper, the little Honda motor got fired up, and the boat chugged away. 




“Sadie, c’mon,” he said, watching, waiting . . . Sadie on deck with this big, young man, both of them working toward the bow, the breeze lifting Sadie’s luscious hair and getting it to dance, the guy right next to her, smiling and talking. Sadie didn’t even look back once . . .  






Chapter Eight 




There was a bar on the arrival jetty where he sat for almost two hours now. The jetty was where they’d disembarked when they arrived at the resort four days ago, and the bar had a deck patio on raised posts that connected to the jetty. But he wasn’t on the patio, wasn’t out in the sun and enjoying his vacation, instead he was under the shade of the open air bar, sitting at the counter under the thatched roof, a great spot that gave him a view of where he’d last seen Sadie, and assumed to be the spot where she would return. 




Only it’d been almost two hours now. His wife was gone way too long—and in the company of another man. 




But there was something wonderful about the dread feeling that consumed him right now. In his whole life there was no one he trusted more than his wife. That trust allowed him the thrill of conjecture. Would she really do it? . . . Was he sure he wanted her to? . . . Every minute sitting at this bar had his skin tight with goose bumps, his heart thudding strong. It was a crazy thing to be aroused by the thought of her off with this yoga instructor from the resort, under her husband’s instruction to deliver the man one of her amazing hand jobs. Fuck, even now, his cock was hard as he hunched with elbows on the bar, poked out on either side of crumpled paper from straw wraps, nut shells, and the tail end of his fourth Whiskey Soda. 




She probably wouldn’t do it, but for the first hour he enjoyed the possibility she would. Sadie sharing a dirty moment with this big buff young guy, his wife watching her own hand on the guy’s dick, but because of the scenario he’d created, she would be thinking of her Teddy Bear. Fuck, it was wildly hot and he had no idea why. And the guy probably had a big dick, too. Had Sadie ever been with a Black guy before? The thought of his wife’s pretty hand on a large black penis was too much, and he’d had to push that thought away. It made him lightheaded, and he’d laughed to himself thinking of fainting, tumbling off the bar stool, everyone rushing over thinking he had a heart attack or was piss-drunk, only to find him splayed out with a throbbing erection tenting his shorts. 




That was the first hour. 




Second hour was more worrisome. Sadie went without her phone. Off with some guy neither of them knew, heading out into the Bay in a fishing boat who-knew-where. Was she safe? It was a big mistake to let that boat drift away from him. The sexual dread poisoned its way to real dread. 




Sadie in jeopardy. Sadie hurt, taken advantage of. Or what if? . . . That was a bad thought, too: What if the hand job became something else? Sadie getting carried away, enjoying the masculine pleasure of this other man; they begin to kiss, biology takes over, she lays back on the fishing boat deck, that muscle guy gets on top of her, puts his big dick inside her and Sadie doesn’t fend him off, no, in fact she encourages him . . .  




Despite how worried he was, the image of her tanned and perfect legs folding around that man’s muscular back had him dying. 




But he didn’t want that. That was too far. 




“Fuck, Sadie, come on,” he sighed as the smiling bartender brought him a fresh cocktail, backing off, bowing and hands-clasped. It was obvious now this was a big mistake. Getting Sadie to do this was selfish and weird and now maybe his wife was in jeopardy. The only way he could lighten himself now, was to think Sadie was off somewhere, parting ways with the guy she’d gone off with, maybe she was hiking, and laughing to herself knowing how crazy she was making her husband . . .  




This was madness. 




But now, swigging his cocktail, he could see over the curve of his tipped up glass a boat coming around into the Bay. There’d been other boats, but he was sure this was the fishing boat she’d left in. Checked his watch. Almost two hours on the nose. What had she done in that time? Had she used her hand on the trainer? Fucked him? God, no . . . Had she done nothing? 




And, oh man, what would he do if she wasn’t on the boat at all? 


But she was on the boat. 




And as relieved as he was to see her alive and well, the sexual terror still had a good hold on him. Because Sadie was smiling, laughing, still in the company of the big trainer. She stood near the front of the boat, in the shade of its roof, the sun still catching her, Sadie with a hand up at her brow like a visor casting shade. She scanned the beach, and he hoped it was her Teddy Bear she was searching for. Of course she was. Two hours with that guy wasn’t enough to erase all they had together. No dick was big enough, no sex good enough—get a hold of yourself, Teddy boy. And what was she wearing? It looked like a dress, strapless, tropical print . . . where did that come from? 




The Black trainer stood behind her, looming large over her shoulder, watching as well as they came to shore. Shit, did the guy have his shirt off? 




He did. Unless his shirt was black. The guy’d left in a white shirt. It was hard to tell—but he couldn’t wait for the boat to stop already. With the cocktail napkin he’d swiped from the bar, he patted down the sweat on his brow, watching from the raised platform of the deck by the jetty. The beach worked out ahead of him in a crescent, the sand dotted with sunbathers on towels and loungers, no one paying much attention to the boat coming in, not knowing the importance of the boat’s precious honey-haired cargo. 




His throat burned with the fresh Whisky Soda he’d knocked back in one gulp, seeing the boat coming, bolting up and tossing tip money onto the bar before hustling out into the sunlight almost tripping up with his foot stuck in the stool. 




One step down to the beach, he stopped. As joyous as he felt right now, what was he going to do, go out and greet her, throw open his arms to receive her? Right, and explain that to Mr. Jacked Trainer how? Oh, you didn’t know she was married? How do you feel about that hand job now? . . .  




No, he was relegated to the suffering pose he held on the stairway, waiting for his wife to disembark and disengage before he took her up in his arms and told her while he was serious about her jerking the guy off, he was secretly hoping now it didn’t happen. It was too much to bear. His system had overloaded being made to wait, and his system had so flooded with stress cortisol, he’d probably have to nap the rest of the day. 




The boat slowed, drifted its way without the motors into the center of the Bay, one of the younger Vietnamese fishing guides coming up near the front of the boat now, talking to Sadie and the trainer. Everyone having a good time. Must’ve had a good day out on the bay. He wondered if the fishermen watched while Sadie jerked that guy off. 




Now the whiskey burned in the center of his chest. His face had pinched to a scowl, and he chewed on his lower lip. Sadie was having a good time. Even from this distance he could make out the features of her face, could see the shine on her lips and the gleam of her white teeth. And he couldn’t help a certain jealous anger happening now. Which was crazy. He’d asked her to go out and do something wild, something crazy and sexual—and now he’s mad that she had a good time doing it? 




The feeling couldn’t be helped. 




Then the boat was in shallower water, sun gleaming off the waves, the water in bright turquoise. Sadie stepped out from the boat’s shade and into direct sun. She untied a knot above her left breast and let that dress thing she wore come apart. It was a sarong or a wrap, and he wondered how it came to be that she wore it. But now with it off, he could see her body in the bikini, stepping near the open deck platform. Where was the wrap she’d worn before? She jumped out and down, splashing, the water coming up to her waist. Hands over her head, she held high the brightly colored fabric she’d untied. 




She was bouncing now, turning around and talking to the trainer who was also smiling. His shirt was draped over his shoulder, and the sunlight gleamed off his ebony skin, bright highlights zipping over all the edges of the muscle on his almost naked body. 




Then he jumped in, too, holding his shirt over his head, and the two of them waved then to the fishermen, and began bouncing and wading their way toward the shore, talking the whole while. 




He slunk down to the beach, but instead of making his way toward them, he shifted aside, walked into the shade of the jetty’s dock above him. Watching. 




They stood in the lapping water, Sadie looking up as the big man talked, using his hands, gesturing up to the hotel, rubbing his own arms. The muscles he had were round and well-defined, the shine on his black skin making him look almost non-human, or above human. Shit, godlike. 




Now his own hand dipped between his legs, tugging his shirt’s hem to make sure it covered the throbbing bulge filling out the front of his shorts. Any second now he’d be crossing the beach and he didn’t want any of these sunbathers to get the wrong idea seeing this man with an erection lurching across the sand toward the beautiful woman in the bikini. 




But they were still talking; Sadie doing some of her flirty hair-toss moves, laughing still. Was he going to have to move in and break this up? . . .  




He didn’t have to. At last, they broke apart and he was relieved. It’d crossed his mind they could suddenly hold hands, stroll up the beach together, disappear into the hotel, his Sadie looking to get horizontal in the guy’s bed, get some real action. 




But the big man strode Teddy’s way, and he slunk deeper into the shadows again, afraid to come face to face with a guy his wife maybe jerked off. But, shit, the guy didn’t know who he was, he’d just be some other dude walking across the beach . . .  




While the instructor headed his way, Sadie stood now, hand on hip, holding the sarong, the fabric fluttering in the breeze, her other hand shielding her gaze again, Sadie scanning the beach and the resort’s raised tiered decking, looking for her Teddy Bear since he wasn’t in the lounger where she’d left him. 




He strode out to the beach, coming out into the sun, tentative at first, then his pace becoming determined. Sadie headed up the beach to the stairs, but he couldn’t call after her, the yoga instructor walking straight toward him right now. Twenty meters apart, fifteen, ten . . . then they were passing, and he was getting a good and close up look at the guy his wife might have just given a hand job to. As big as Teddy, at least, jacked though, skin paper thin and a deep black. He got caught looking, and they shared a friendly head nod and smile, both saying, “Hey,” then passing. Teddy shot a look over his shoulder, looking at the moving humps of glimmering muscle writhing on the guy’s back as he walked. “Jesus,” he whispered in fearful admiration, before turning now and trotting, trying to catch up with Sadie . . .  






Chapter Nine 




It was a real shitty thing to do to him, but he wasn’t even mad right now, just so happy to see her safe and alive. It was near the Bayside Restaurant’s patio deck he caught up with her, but still stayed twenty yards back, ducking aside to keep himself hidden behind the hefty wooden post supporting a slanted awning. 




Sadie wanted to cross through the Bayside Restaurant, but he could see in her timid posture she knew she wasn’t dressed appropriately. He’d gathered up their belongings from the beach and brought them to their villa before camping out at the bar and awaiting her return. All she had was her bikini, flip-flops, and a sheaf of colorful silk fabric. And there she was, beautiful Sadie, scanning ahead of her and up the next tier, trying to spot him somewhere at the Bayside seating, tying the sarong around herself clumsily, walking slow and unsure, lifting up on her toes to get a glimpse of the Bayside’s deck. 




And he was right behind her, heart thundering—Sadie turned almost completely around to look behind her, and he ducked further behind his cover. Sadie chewed the corner of her mouth, looked worried. What did that mean? What had she done that would worry her? 




Then Sadie was moving again, passing below the hand-railing of the Bayside’s patio at her shoulder’s height, two middle-aged men peeking down to get a look at this unbelievable woman in a sarong, bare tanned shoulders, only an arm’s reach away from them. 




Now he was hustling to catch up, breaking from his cover and into the sunlight, trotting in her wake, passing below the two middle-aged dudes who’d ogled her, sounding like they might still be talking about the hot piece of ass that just passed them by, surmising the things they would do to her in bed—but they’d never get the chance. 




Then he was past the Bayside, heading into the tree cover, trotting up the stone steps under the overhanging branches of the bamboo and mangrove, working his way up into the hillside where the luxury villas were located. He imagined he smelled her perfume. Smelled her Sadie smell. But that was impossible. She didn’t even wear perfume on vacation. And if she did, it would be long gone, worn off wading out to the boat, doing who knew what out there . . . out there for hours . . . And how the hell did she get that sarong? 




Up onto the hill’s mid-level circular courtyard, paths extending from the hub in spokes, he took the uppermost one, heading up to their hilltop villa. Taking steps two at a time, coming up until he saw the thatched roof of their four-person abode for the next week. Up and heaving breath, passing by their small square swimming pool, weaving past the chair where he’d left his book out this morning, almost finished. 




Slid open the smoky glass entrance door, stepped into the cool interior. Found Sadie. She was in the dim, her back to him, but hearing the heavy glass doors wheeling on their track, his wife turned and regarded him over her shoulder. The expression on her face was thick with fear and what he believed could be horror. She’d done it. She’d fucking-A done it, hadn’t she? 




Could she have done it? . . .  


Sadie stepped back now, putting a foot out behind her, the proverbial action of the horror movie female character when confronted by the guy in the hockey mask. She really had done it. 




He shook his head no. Disbelieving. He took two steps toward her, and this time she didn’t retreat. But she closed her posture off, her arms folding across her front, her left hand closing over the elbow of her right arm, sunlight reflecting off her engagement diamond, a spark in the dim tropical space. 




He took a few more steps, all sorts of quips and funny things he would say in this moment completely squashed. There was no humor in him right now. Only fear. Fear she’d actually done what he’d asked her to do. 




They got closer, and at least she didn’t turn away. But her eyes would only glance over his before looking away again. No smile from Sadie now, her mouth narrow, quivering. When they were face-to-face finally, still half a dozen feet apart, he dipped his knees, trying to get her to look up at him. Their eyes met. 




He said, “What’s his name?” 




Sadie’s eyes darted up, over, down. “Quan” 




“Quan? What kind of name is Quan?” 




“Vietnamese,” she said. 




“He’s Vietnamese?” 




She nodded. He took a step toward her, his psyche a swirling confused whirlpool of contradictory emotions. If he were a weaker man right now, he could break down onto his knees before her and burst into tears. If he were even weaker he might lay a hand on her. If he were timid, he might plead for answers. 




Instead he touched her chin. That pointed but squared jaw edge of her beautiful face; touched her lower lip with his thumb. He stepped, guiding her backward with his thumb against the under-curl of her soft lips until her back was against the wall, both of them framed by the fronds of potted palms in their luxury villa. 




“Quan?” 




She nodded, tilted her chin so their eyes met. His heart beat a staccato, his neck felt tight and swollen with rushing rivers of heart-raced blood. He asked the question with his eyes, and when his wife didn’t answer, used words. “Did you do it?” 




Sadie’s mouth worked open; no words came out. Those dazzling eyes darted right and left and right again. 




“Did you do it, Sadie?” 




She nodded, lips pursed. 




And there was that whirlpool winding up again inside him. Emotions whip-cracking through his system. Spiking adrenaline, spiking cortisol, rage and jealousy and lust stabbing upward through his core. With his wife’s beautiful face held in his hand, he examined those feelings, plucked from them the ones he wanted. Got them under control, let them caress him rather than bewilder him; he grew hard in his shorts. “You didn’t . . .” 




She shook her head no. 




“You didn’t?” 




Now she looked like she might cry. He said, “Don’t. Just tell me.” She sniffled, looked at him. “Did you do it?” 




She nodded again. And while for the last two hours he sat at that bar knocking back whiskey sodas trying to ice-numb his brain, the whole while thinking of her with another man, thinking of her white woman hands running over hard slabs of black muscle, putting her hands in the yoga instructor’s shorts and surely finding the biggest penis she’d ever felt, all he thought of now was her. Any thought of the trainer whose name was Quan or Kwan, whatever, Vietnamese, a Black man, one that said Hey in plain American when you passed him on the beach . . . None of it mattered. His central focus was on the woman he loved. 




She ran her hand up and down her elbow, nervous of what her husband might do, maybe nervous over what she’d done. His left hand went to her wrist and steadied her hand, his thumb circled her engagement diamond. He dipped, took her mouth in a kiss and she melted against him. 




If she did, she did; if she didn’t, she didn’t. Maybe she did, maybe she didn’t, maybe only told him she did because he’d asked her to do it. None of it mattered, all of it was only about her. About them. 




The fear and worry washed away, love pumping from his heart, its swirling eddies washing out the grit from his nooks and crannies, the accumulated blackness and fear, regret, shame and horror at what he’d requested and what she’d done. All of it flushed from his system because he loved Sadie so much. 




“Teddy,” she said in a gasping breath, the two of them with mouths working over one another. Her hands caressed him, he grabbed her ass pulled her up to his hips and she locked her legs around him. He heard her flip-flops clatter to the terra-cotta floor behind him. 




Still kissing, he walked with his wife clung to his body, into their bedroom that opened out onto a tropical flower garden, all the windows, sliding glass doors pushed open, a wind swaying the light linen curtains. They fell on the bed together, him over top of her again. Like last night, all these shared dirty things exposed to one another. She’d told him about her lust for hand jobs, told him about the secret notes she used to collect like a perverted scientist. And he told her what those things did to him. Told her what they inspired in him. What he wanted. And she’d done it. 




While they kissed he untied the knot of her sarong, the question on his lips—where did this come from?—extinguished by his Sadie’s mouth sucking, teeth biting on his hanging lower lip. Got it free, his wife’s lean body writhing underneath him. His hand touched between her breasts, fingertips bumping over the spandex trim at the center of her bra cups, down over her sternum and over her flat stomach, seeking an answer to its own question. 




And finding it. 




Sadie letting her legs part, letting her husband stick his hand down the front of her bikini bottoms. Sadie was soaked. Completely gushing. Warm, slick, furrowed flesh crackling between his stroking fingers. “God,” he mumbled in her ear, hating the crashing wave-thought that fell on his shore: Is this her wet? Or is this Quan’s seed spilling over? Did Quan fuck her on that fishing boat, maybe on a beach, on a secluded island, dumping the contents of his balls inside this beautiful hockey-playing lawyer? Or was it just her own juices inspired by spending a day—a romantic afternoon—out on the waters in tropical Vietnam in the company of a man built like a god? 




Now his body was taking over, autonomous thought squashing out conscious mind. Dumbly thumbing aside the crotch of her bikini bottoms, other thumb shoving down the front of his shorts, pulling his blazing hard erection out and spearing the woman he loved. The hard steely-straight flesh of his cock ran through her with no resistance. Sadie so lubed up she couldn’t even get a grip on her husband. She gasped though, feeling her Teddy enter her body. And he grabbed the back of her neck and bit her throat. Pounded into her, eyes so tightly shut all he saw were sunburst of red like distant dying suns . . . and then he was snorting, grunting, bucking, ejaculating a wild orgasm into his incredible wife. 






Chapter Ten 




When it was done he lay with her, both of them naked on their bed, sun and breeze coming in the opened doors, the curtain gently dancing, an oblong of bright burning hot on the floor. He stroked her hair, her neck, cupped her shoulder; she stared in his eyes. Neither of them spoke for a long while, happy but unsure in the moment. But at least they were reunited. 




He started the awful conversation with this: “Where the heck did you get that sarong?” 




It took a beat for her to answer, his wife preparing herself for what they were about to get into. “In a village north of here.” 




“A village? You didn’t stay on the boat?” 




She chewed a cheek, shook her head no. He could tell by the fear in her eyes that she really had used her hand on this other man and he wasn’t sure how he would deal with it even though he asked for it. 




“Who is he?” 




Her eyes strayed ceiling-ward. “Quan Davis. He’s American—” 




“Not Vietnamese?” 




“Quarter. His grandmother’s village is up the coast here. He comes in the summer and the resort—” 




He kissed her on her perfect mouth. She melted to his lips and they kissed and breathed. 




When they parted, he said, “I don’t know if I want to know.” 




“I’ll tell you anything you want to hear.” 




He cupped her neck, and they both smiled. It was progress. “That’s where you went—this village where his grandmother’s from?” 




“Yeah.” 




“Tell me . . .” 




She paused a moment, then said, “The boat took us up north, he said we could have lunch but I said I couldn’t be away long.” Now she showed him her wedding ring, wagging the fingers of her left hand. 




“He knew you were married?” 




“Yeah. It was too late to hide it, wasn’t it? I was wearing it through the whole yoga session.” 




“Where’s your husband?” 




She touched his nose with the pad of her index finger. “Right here.” 




“Where did you tell Quan your husband was?” He held her wrist, kissed her fingers. 




As if talking to the yoga instructor named Quan, she batted her eyes and said breathlessly: “My husband’s out hiking and I really shouldn’t be leaving the resort with you . . . but I’d love to see this village.” 




He groaned, shook his head and closed his eyes, picturing his beautiful wife through this other man’s eyes, flirting with him, the guy pretty sure he might fuck her, this beautiful married woman so flirty. Sadie’s lips touched his. He said, “Keep going.” 




“I didn’t know we’d be gone so long. I thought I’d ride back with the fishermen without him. Maybe walk around the village, then get back on the boat, leave him to stay with his family.” 




“What happened?” 




“They were all so nice . . .” 




“His family?” 




She nodded. A twist worked through him, a tight jealous feeling, not liking the way this was going. When he pictured this happening, for some reason he thought it would be more simple. Take some nameless guy into the jungle and it would be over in five minutes. But she met this man’s family before she jerked him off? 




She caught his expression and called him on it. “Does that make you mad?” She stroked his cheek. 




“Yeah,” he admitted in a low quiet tone, and lost any lightness in his expression. 




“Why?—‘cause I went away with him?” 




“Because you . . . you practically had a date with him.” 




“It’s no different than any hand job I’ve ever given before, Teddy, what are you thinking? I’ve never in my life jerked some guy off without talking to him first. Is that what you wanted? Wanted me to just sneak off and put my hand in his pants? How did you see it happening?” 




He sighed and said aside: “I knew we should have talked more first.” 




“Too late now, Teddy. I wish I hadn’t done it at all.” 




Now he looked in her eyes again. “No, don’t say that.” 




“I wish I didn’t,” she said, looking toward the foot of the bed and running her hair back from her face. She looked morose, her eyes wet like she might cry. She whispered, “I cheated on you.” 




“Hey, don’t say that,” he said, touching her chin, turning her face to his. “Not really.” 




“You made me cheat on you.” 




“It’s not cheating, Sadie. We did it together.” 




Looking down into the bedding, she murmured, “You weren’t there.” 




“Did you want me there?” 




She rolled her eyes. “I don’t know, Teddy. Are you happy I did it?” 




He showed her a pensive face like he was really contemplating, not wanting her to think his answer lacked weight. “I’m very glad you did it. I know you didn’t want to. I know it was for me.” 




He gripped her wrist, stroked the heel of her soft hand with his thumb, brought her hand near his mouth and kissed it. Lips to her thumb knuckle, then the backs of her fingers. He said, “Which hand, this hand?” 




“Yeah,” she said in a soft voice, giving a little nod. Then looking up, and back again, she clarified: “Well . . . both hands.” 




He nodded, still kissing, his left hand taking her wrist. She didn’t mean alternating hands, did she? His heart rate picked up. “Both hands . . . together? . . . That big?” 




She snuffled a little laugh. “I can use two hands on you, Teddy.” 




He asked, “What were your notes?” 




She smirked, her mouth tucking to one side like she was trying not to laugh. “Don’t,” she said then, letting the laugh come out, then shying away from him. 




He pursued her, pulling on her hand to get her face-to-face again. “Tell me what you would write down in your jerk-off diary.” 




“It wasn’t a jerk-off diary, it was a journal. It was thoughtful, I keep telling you. You want it to be dirtier than it was.” 




“Tell me what you would write.” 
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She told him what she would have written. Told him in the way she would have written in her diary, giving him the highlights. The highlights in her opinion. And she left out some of the details that were boring and slowed the story down. And she also left out some of the things he might not want to hear. He might act like this was his idea and he was some hot-blooded swinger, but it was easy to see Teddy Graham had some tender spots, even though he’d insisted she do it. 




“We rode out in that boat, just talking and getting to know each other. I didn’t think anything would happen. I figured—honestly—we’d go out to the village and I’d have an interesting afternoon, like sight-seeing . . . I didn’t want to do it, you know, use my hand, and I thought I’d play a game with you, make you wait it out and go crazy—” 




“You had me going crazy. I was out of my mind.” 




She couldn’t help smiling. At first she’d enjoyed the trip out, knowing Teddy’d be mental, thinking he deserved it for asking her to do something so stupid. 




Teddy looked irritated but amused saying, “It’s not funny, Sade, I could have ended up in the infirmary—my heart couldn’t take it.” 




“Baby, you asked for it,” she said, touching his cheek. He groaned. She continued: “Anyway, we go out on a fishing boat, we’re heading out into the bay. Quan knows the fishermen, and he can speak Vietnamese. And he was saying to take us across the bay.” 




“You went across the bay?” 




“I told you that. North of here . . .” 




“But on the other side of the bay?” 




“Teddy, you can see the other side of the bay.” 




“It just seems so far her,” he said, touching his hand to his breastbone, over his heart. 




She touched his cheek again, then her hand joined his, smoothing his chest over his heart. “Teddy, calm down.” 




“I’m calm.” 




“Are you really?” 




“Please, tell me . . .” 




She took a moment for a breath. Began again: “Quan . . . Well, Quan and I, we have a lot in common.” 




“Great.” 




She shook her head and pressed a finger to his lips to shush him. “Just let me tell it.” 




He nodded. 




“Sorry, Teddy, but we do. He’s at Brown. And he plays ball there, too. Second year of law school. I mean, he’s a student-athlete like I was, and he’s in law school like I was. We had a lot we could talk about.” 




She could see how badly he wanted to interject, but now his lips were pursed. She scratched his chin. “Don’t be mad. He’s really nice. He’s not as intimidating as he looks.” 




“How do you think he looks intimidating?” 




“He’s a big guy.” 




“I’m a big guy. Am I intimidating?” 




She rubbed her brow. “I don’t know, Teddy.” 




Teddy offered: “He has a lot of muscle.” 




“He does.” 




“Plays ball at Brown? What does he play?” 




“Running back.” 




“You guys have a lot in common,” he agreed. 




She didn’t step into his trap, instead moving the story forward: “We go across the bay, and the fishermen drop us off. But they tell Quan and I they’d wouldn’t be back for like an hour. So, his family wasn’t expecting us, but we walked this dirt road out to this village not far from the shore, everybody there knows him. He’s got little kids running around him, it was really nice.” 




Teddy was nodding. 




“They didn’t make us lunch special, Teddy. Quan and I come by, his family doesn’t speak any English, but he speaks Vietnamese and we—” 




“Wow, smart too.” 




“Teddy, stop. . . . Look, it was a friendly gesture taking me out there.” 




“Knowing you’re a married woman.” 




She scoffed: “Oh, you’re worried about his morals? You, the man who sent me out there to do a certain thing . . .” 




Now he took both her wrists, and she could see she’d wounded him. She kissed his mouth. 




“Okay, I’ll make it brief: His grandma’s this really nice woman, she serves us two plates of leftovers from lunch, it’s like a stew and some rice . . .” 




Teddy was getting impatient with her, saying, “Keep going . . .” 




“And he chats a little, he’s got cousins there . . .” 




“How does he have family in Vietnam?” 




“His grandfather was in Vietnam.” 




“The war, you mean. He fought here?” 




“Well not here here. But he fought in the Vietnam War. Met and fell for Quan’s grandmother.” 




“How did he get to America?” 




“You want me to keep this brief?” 




“Just keep going.” 




“Anyway, after that, he doesn’t expect me to sit around and chat with his grandmother when they’re just going back and forth in Vietnamese. I mean, she speaks a little English . . . So his cousin’s there, a young Vietnamese guy, and Quan asks his cousin to take his bike. So we get on his bike and we head up into the hills—” 




“What kind of bike?” 




“Like a dirtbike. Like a motorcycle with knobby tires.” 




“Wait—and you’re on the back of the bike?” 




“Yeah.” 




“With your arms around him?” Teddy’s eyes had grown wide, his pupils dilated. It was way more than he expected. 




She said, “Teddy”—stroking his arm—“It was more than I expected, too. I told you, I just went out for some sightseeing, that was all . . .” 




“You went up in the hills?” 




She brightened, getting past the part that bothered him, saying now: “It’s totally beautiful up there, Teddy. We should go together.” 




Teddy, uninterested: “Yeah, we should go.” 




“Seriously. Teddy, it’s beautiful. You go way up in the hills but there’s a river up there. And it just runs through this canyon of bright sandy and pink rock set in like the jungle practically. We climb up high—” 




“On the bike?” 




“No, we ditched the bike and we hiked.” 




“You hiked out in the middle of nowhere with someone you don’t know?” 




“At this point I know him, Teddy. Or at least I feel like I do. Plus, I don’t know what you’re picturing, it’s not some jungle village . . . It’s not like Apocalypse Now. It’s built up. There were lots of people around.” 




“Lots of witnesses. People could say they were the last ones who saw you alive.” 




“You were the one who sent me.” 




“Not to go dirt biking in the jungle with some stud law student who plays football . . .” 




A little mad, she said, “You really wanted me to go with that old guy, didn’t you?” 




“No,” he gasped, frustrated, angry with himself obviously, but angry with her too. He grabbed his forehead, his face pinched with psychic pain. 




There was something about it comical, and she had to stop herself from smiling. “Teddy, Teddy Bear . . .” 




“Just keep going,” he said, hiding from her. 




“Don’t look away—look at me.” She dug nails into him, crawling fingers up his shoulders, grabbing his neck and face and pulling him to look at her. “Don’t. Don’t ask me to do something and then be mad at me when I do it. I didn’t want to . . .” 




“Sorry, Sadie, sorry . . . I mean it, it’s hard. I want this, I do. Go . . . tell me.” 




A deep breath, then she continued. “We hike up these rocks in the middle of the woods, we get to the top part, it’s all secluded in trees. There’re people up there, Teddy, it’s not like we were alone, not at first. Tourists. Some British couples were there, some Germans. Anyway, we hiked up to the backside of where these falls come over the rocks . . . and it was quiet there. But there’s like a pool, an eddy near where the water comes down from this higher part where you can’t climb up because it’s too steep. It’s like falls, but the water doesn’t just drop, it just runs through all these big jagged pinky rocks. And so we go swimming in this little swirling pool . . .” 




“Is it dangerous?” 




She shook her head. “It’s not very deep. We’re just bobbing around, we’re talking . . .” 




“What are you talking about?” 




“About school. About law. We have a lot in common, like I said . . .” 




Teddy’s expression darkened. “Are you going to tell me it happened somewhere here?” 




She nodded once. “This is where it happened, Teddy . . .” 






Chapter Eleven 




He braced himself. “So tell me.” 




Sadie ran a canine over her lower lip, eyes darting around for a moment, preparing herself to tell her husband the worst part. The worst part was all he’d ever asked for. A hand job. To her it was the worst part, but somehow the prelude she described was a million times worse. Never saw it coming. Young guy in law school—second year, what was that, twenty-three, maybe—a big guy, as big as him, but so muscular he looked like a superhero. . . . Why had he ever asked for this? 




But here was the thing: he could stop it now. Ask not to hear the rest. Just give up on this whole idea and pretend it never happened. She’d done what he requested, let bygones be bygones. But the way his heart thundered right now, he was desperate to hear what happened. Absolutely raging desperate to know what his wife did with this other man. 




She said, “We’re in this pool together, Teddy, just talking, just two people, he’s younger than me, yeah, but I feel like I know him. You know? Ten years ago he would’ve been a guy that I hung around with. So when I’m in this pool of water with him, it just feels natural. I feel ten years younger. And I don’t know, Teddy, but for whatever reason, even though I had no intention of doing it, in the back of my head something was urging me, your voice saying to do it . . .” 




“Trying to blame me?” 




“I’m a hundred-percent blaming you, Teddy,” she said in a serious, low tone. Not fun Sadie at all. Reminding him just who did what. Who was at fault here. And it was him. 




“All right, tell me—this is what I asked for, so tell me.” 




Sadie took a breath. “Quan can feel it too. I can see it in his eyes. Yeah, he knows I’m married, but we had such a great day together. And all that stuff I said about my husband being away, he must’ve thought it was obvious that I wanted him. Wanted him that way.” 




“You didn’t want him that way?” 




“No. I didn’t.” She scowled. 




He harrumphed. “Don’t kid yourself. You wouldn’t have done it if it had been anybody else . . .” 




She stared at him, blinking, assessing his words. 




Yeah, that’s it, let that soak in, Sadie. 




She looked up and sniffled, looked back. Expression faltered, she continued: “We’re getting closer, and the next thing I know our knees are touching.” 




“Yeah?” His heart was rolling over in his chest, tumbling like a hot coal in a tin can. “Yeah? . . .” 




“Yeah. And then I touched him.” 




“Where?” 




“Just his arm. But now when I do that, we both know it’s on. He smiles, wide, knowing it’s going to happen. Like maybe the whole afternoon he wondered if he was going to get something, and now he knows he’s going to. And in seeing him smile, I’m smiling. And that’s like an admission that, yes, something is going to happen . . .” 




“Good Lord,” he said, literally clutching his chest like he was going to have a heart attack. Now this was what he’d wanted. Not all that other stuff. This was what he was asking for . . . “Oh, God,” he said laughing. “Okay, go . . .” 




Sadie got brighter. “Now we’re at the good part?” 




“God—do you think it’s the good part?” 




“I don’t know what to say, Teddy.” 




“Just keep going, Sadie, come on . . .” 




“So we’re both smiling, and I’m touching his arm, and we’re looking at each other. We keep talking, but now we start bobbing around in circles, and he’s touching my arm, I’m touching his arm . . . it’s almost like we’re dancing, but we’re chest deep in water.” 




Shit. “Yes? Yes? . . .” 




“But then I start to touch his body. You know, I put my hand on his chest . . .?” 




“God, this is so fucking crazy,” he said, looking down his naked body, seeing his erection completely reenergized. Brought back to life. Completely and fully swollen hard. Sadie saw it, too, putting her hand down now and cupping its hot curved belly. 




He said, “Is this how you did it with Quan?” 




“No. Not like this.” 




“Tell me how.” 




“We were just touching, getting closer, and he’s putting his arms around me . . .” 




“He put his arms around you?” 




“Kind of, yeah, like an embrace. And he starts kissing me—” 




“Sadie”—his voice was surprisingly shaky—“I didn’t want any kissing.” 




“I didn’t kiss him back, Teddy. I know that’s not right. I let him kiss my neck, but I moved my mouth away. But I . . . kept touching him all over. Put my hands on his shoulders, rubbing his back . . .” 




“Did you like it?” 




She faltered for a moment, but he could see from the blush on her cheeks that she was into the story. His wife was aroused just by the retelling. 




She said, “He has an amazing body.” 




That simple statement stabbed him with a strangely pleasurable knife in his stomach. Seeing his wife with an appreciation for the male form. An appreciation for the things that made a man desirable. “You liked touching him?” 




“I did.” 




“How did you do . . . what I asked?” 




Her gaze drifted. “Well, he was touching me first.” 




“Where?” His voice was accidentally stern and angry. He cleared his throat and, softer, repeated: “Where?” 




“He liked grabbing my ass. I had both hands in his lap. Had my legs around his hips . . .” 




“How did this happen?” 




“I don’t even know, Teddy, I just found myself that way. He lifted me up.” 




“With your legs around him?” 




“Uh-huh. And when I put my hand down . . .” 




“Down . . . yeah?” 




“I think he was already halfway there.” 




“He was hard?” 




“He was pretty hard.” 




“God, you’re talking you grabbed it over his shorts?” 




She nodded, nose scrunched up, anticipating he’d be mad. Being mad made sense. And while he was mad, it didn’t matter, because the anger paled in comparison to the freight train lust chugging through him right now. He wiped his hand through his hair, took a handful on the top of his head and gripped it. “You touched his cock.” 




“That’s what this is all about, Teddy,” she said, softly and ran her fingers through his chest hair. 




“It is,” he said, bewildered. “So, he . . . got hard for you. Anticipating you would fuck him.” 




“Yeah, I’d say he thought that’s what we would do.” 




“Of course he would,” he said, still stupefied this whole thing was real, and that it had come to reality so fast. From one spousal confession, a sexy game of pool, some dirty talk, and then the next day his wife is jerking another guy off. 




“He put his hand in my swimsuit,” she said, eyebrows raised, gaze averted. This was presented as proof that Quan believed they were going all the way, this sexy white married woman going off into the jungle with him, soaking in an eddy, the two of them alone. What else would he think? And: was she wet when he put his hands down the front of her bikini bottoms? 




“He what? Down the front, the bottoms?” 




Sadie rubbed her hand on his chest, calming the maleness in him. “I stopped him, Teddy, but it was clear what he thought we were going to do.” 




“And what did you tell him?” 




“I told him I didn’t want that. Told him I was married.” 




“What did he say?” 




“He stopped. But he didn’t stop kissing me. Kissing my neck . . .” 




Sadie touched her own neck like she could still feel this other man’s mouth on her skin. She was driving him wild. 




“What did you do?” 




“I kept touching him between his legs.” 




“Inside his pants?” 




“Over. Feeling the shape—” 




“Shape of what?” Once again, his tone was harsher than he’d intended. 




A little stressed, Sadie said, “Penis shape, Teddy, I don’t know . . .” 




He took her hands. “You have to tell me everything. Tell me, I’m not mad, I swear.” 




She considered it a moment, mouth pursed and scrunched. She said, “I put my hand in . . . in his shorts.” 




“In his shorts?” 




“Yeah, I did.” 




“And?” 




She shrugged. “I got him hard.” 




“Still in his pants?” 




“He pulled his pants down to let me do it.” 




Teddy sucked his teeth and felt his pulse racing in his neck, temples throbbing. “And what was it you did?” 




“We bobbed in the water, or he did, me sitting in his lap, but with space so I could use my hand on him between us. Underhanded, kind of clumsy, but sometimes I like it like that.” 




“Jesus, Sadie, his bare cock? Was it big?” 




She nodded, smirked and widened her eyes. 




He looked away, twisting inside. “It was?” 




“I already told you,” she said, stressed again, batting at his collar with her warm fingers. 




He said, “Two hands.” 




“Yeah,” she answered in a whisper. 




He exhaled. Then: “What would you write down in your journal?” 




She exhaled too, closed her eyes and groaned, nodding forward till her forehead touched his skin. 




“C’mon,” he urged, smoothing a hand on the round edges of her shoulder. 




She inhaled, reared back, but looking aside. “I’d write huge.” 




“God, really?” 




Now she looked at him. “Biggest one I’ve ever held in my hand.” 




He puffed out his cheeks, his hard cock throbbing. 




She said, “That turns you on?” 




“Does it turn you on?” 




She nodded, ”It does.” 




He couldn’t help a flexing of his hips, pushing his aching erection in the air; a rote action, his mind so turned on by his wife, he felt like his cock was probing deep inside her. 




Sadie gripped his cock again, her eyes downturned to watch her hand on it. Jesus, she’d held another man’s cock today already, this other guy’s apparently dwarfing his not-too-shabby piece. The idea Sadie was turned on by the size of this other man, and that she may compare it to her adoring husband, thrilled him inexplicably. 




Now she stroked him slow, getting his knees raising, his stomach tightening, and his whole body squirming. He flexed again and pulsed clear lubricant over Sadie’s grip, making her moan appreciatively. 




“Really turns you on, huh?” Her voice was breathy and broken up with chuckling, his wife liking that she had this effect on her husband. 




He nodded for her in quick earnest jabs, groaning and chuckling too. “It’s fucking wild,” he said. 




“I’m only doing it this one time, Teddy, so don’t you go getting any ideas,” she said, her slippery hand squeezing and swirling on his swollen and sensitive end. 




His knees jumped and he chuckled heartily, gasping, “I know, I know.” 




“I mean it,” she said, squeezing his cock head hard. 




“I know you mean it,” he said and winked. 




She grumbled and stroked him quick again, in total control of him. 




He said, “Then what did you do?” Still struggling to comprehend how his wife snuck off with her yoga instructor and did such terrible things and he wasn’t livid. 




“You sure you’re not mad?” She practically pouted at him, and her timid yet confident demeanor did crazy things to his understanding of her. She was always sexual, always ready for a dirty interaction, but he could never have predicted this. 




“I’m not mad, Sadie,” he said, meaning it. “Tell me.” 




She licked her lips, bit her cheek. “I don’t know, Teddy . . . We bobbed to the side, and Quan puts his back on a rock, and now we’ve get our feet under us, and we’re leaning back against these rocks. His pants are down, but I’m still in my bikini  . . .” 




“Okay.” 




“I’m just slowly pumping my hand on him.” 




He whispered, “You’re so fucking hot.” 




Sadie liked that, smiling enough her eyes narrowed. “Am I?” 




He touched her naked stomach, drew a circle around her bellybutton, put his hands below. She was wet. Was she wet from the retelling of how bad she’d been today? Or was it just left over from what he’d done to her fifteen minutes ago? In his fantasy, he imagined it was her story. Imagined that what she’d done today aroused her so much her body responded with sexual lubrication. That was what he really wanted. Wanted this incredible lustful spike driven into their already amazing sex life. Wanted Sadie to be aroused to lust by another man; no love, only sexual desire. 




“Yeah, you are. Tell me you liked it.” 




“Jerking him off?” 




“Oh fuck, Sadie,” he sighed, overwhelmed by the sheer lubricious badness of what his wife had done today. 




“I liked it, Teddy,” she whispered near his ear as her strong but delicate hand found a grip on his cock again and began to tease and stroke in gentle swirls and jags. 




“This how you did it for him?” 




“Can you picture it?” 




“I know how good you do it.” 




“That’s how I did it for him, Teddy, nice and slow until we got faster and faster, and his stomach sucked in tight—” 




“That’s what you like.” 




“You know it, and, Teddy? His stomach muscles turned me on so bad and I couldn’t help it—” 




“Couldn’t help what?” 




“It became about me,” she said, jerking him a little quicker now, “I wanted him to come—” 




“More than you wanted to give him pleasure?” 




“I just wanted to see it happen, I didn’t want to wait . . .” 




Now she had him writhing on the bed, her grip on his cock sending wild frazzling bolts of electricity into his brain, and her words tightening a vice on some interior pleasure bulb he never even knew existed. Voice tight with disbelief at the insane level of pleasure this horrid scenario provided: “You wanted to see him come?” 




Sadie nodded in rapid jabs, biting her own lips in the narrow vision of his squinted eyes. 




Then she was letting his cock go, getting him onto his back and straddling him. He grabbed her hips, thumbs pressing into the taut muscle of her tummy and watching his beautiful wife reach around behind her to guide the point of his spear in to her slick opening. The thing she’d done with her hand to this man named Quan had set his wife on fire. He felt her heat as he sunk inside her gushing sex with ease, Sadie settling herself down with her husband fully impaled inside her, squashing his balls till they tightened his sack. 




“Oh fuck, Sadie,” he grunted, wanting to fuck again, but feeling the rising tension of his balls boiling over; ejaculation was imminent. 




Sadie sensed his approaching release, rolling her hips and tummy but bringing her face close to his, her fingernails tickling his neck and beard. She whispered, “He shot a huge load all over his stomach muscles, Teddy, and I can’t stop thinking about it . . .” 




“You’re fucking driving me crazy,” he wheezed. 




She kissed him and nibbled on his lower lip. “His cock head swelled up like a plum when he ejaculated, Teddy, it was so big and round and I wondered—” 




But that was it, that was way too much, and he ejaculated inside his wife wondering if she was going to say she’d wondered what it would feel like to have this other man’s swollen cock head pushed inside her and firing off his impressive load. She moaned louder as than he did as he came again, his cock jerking and twitching inside her, the tip of it frenzied with wild tickling heat. 




When it was done, she collapsed on his chest and chuckled. She patted his sticky chest, said, “I’m going to need another round, Teddy. I’m not there yet.” 




He chuckled too, loving the light weight of her riding on him. He stroked his hands up and down her shoulders and upper arms. “Well, it looks like you know what to say to get me going again . . .” 






Chapter Twelve 




The fifth day was beautiful again; full sun, cloudless sky . . . but windy enough it kept him off the deck and from finishing his book—the wind chimes were making him batty with their hollow bamboo sound. He could have called housekeeping, or tried to take them down himself—or read inside . . . but instead, while Sadie was out running again on her own, he decided he would go to the gym. 




No idea how Sadie managed to do it. They’d fucked four times in a row last night, then napped. They woke, skipped dinner and nibbled at some fruit and nuts they had in their villa, then they’d fucked again before bed time. Sleep had been deep and soundless. He’d helped his wife get over the wall. The fourth time they’d fucked, she came hard. Just before bed, he’d brought her to a screeching orgasm too, and Sadie had raked her nails down his back so hard she’d left lines on him that he saw in the mirror this morning. His dick was sensitive and uncomfortable in his shorts, so when he’d woken to find Sadie gone, her running shoes missing, he marveled at his wife’s tenacity. Surely he’d beaten her kitty up pretty good last night, and sometimes when they did it too much, she’d be sore the next day. But it was her dedication to still getting her miles in despite their over-exertion last night that had him seeking the gym. That, and, of course, his wife’s reaction to retelling the story of how much she admired the body of the man she’d jerked off last night. She’d told him three times how much it turned her on to see Quan’s pearly load splat on his shimmering black abdomen. 


The resort’s gym was a low-level compound of individual activity areas connected with pathways and roof-covered alcoves. First thing he did was get warmed up on one of the elliptical machines, a row of five of them, unoccupied, most sensible people like his wife out walking or jogging on the paths that extended like cloverleaf loops into the woods around the grounds of the resort. But it was air-conditioned and quiet and he liked the solitude, his feet in the pedals of the machine, the steady whomp-whomp-whomp of his feet spinning them in circles while his hands cranked on the handles. 




In minutes he was sweating, his eyes out the window-wall looking to a thick, verdant forest dense with undergrowth and heavy with canopy. Thinking of Sadie then yesterday, running a path through terrain like that, a monkey throwing things at her. Thinking then of the things that happened later in the day. 




It had been a weird night. He’d got what he wanted. 




There’d always been a little spark in him, a snarky, competitive thing thinking of Sadie with other men. Never thought he would ever act on it. But somehow, the close companionship of his wife, the two of them alone and warm, swinging in a hammock so far from home, that togetherness provoking in him a feeling of safety, a feeling that maybe they could venture forth and do something like this. 




And, yeah, he wanted it, but now it was done and he was left struggling with the aftermath. It’s not that he loved her any less or thought any less of her. It was wondering what she thought of him. 




Of course she still loved him, it was crazy to think Sadie didn’t. She would never have done that thing he asked for if it wasn’t because she loved him. 




So what was it that still bothered him? After fifteen minutes running in place, feet going around in ellipses, maybe he had it figured out: What he hated the most was her being away from him. When he hated the most was that she’d gone off with that guy. 




He understood she was joking, could see the humor in it. Going off with Quan and thinking nothing would happen. But then it did happen. And the part that stuck with him more than that she’d actually done the thing he’d wanted, was that she’d done it so far away. Clear on the other side of the bay. 




What he wanted was a more direct connection to the act. Wanted for her to do it, then run right back into his arms. It was the waiting and the not-knowing that’d almost killed him yesterday. 




But he’d felt so alive. And when she’d come back to him . . .? Oh golly, he felt like he could move mountains, just with the love beating from his heart and pumping through his muscles; he’d never felt anything like that before. It’d hurt. Boy, did it hurt. Why did he like that it hurt? It was a puzzle indeed. 




But now it was done, and what the hell, his time with her last night had been amazing. Taking her in the villa, not saying a word. Then listening to her words, feeling her hand on him, knowing she had been with another man. Been intimate with him. Provided pleasure. And she’d been aroused by it. There was no denying it. If she’d gone off with a different man, joking around with her husband like she’d do it, some heavyset guy with white chest hairs, Sadie never would’ve followed through. With Quan, she followed through. 




And why was that? His body. He was smart, too, and Teddy bet he was probably pretty charming. It was easy to be charming when you were tall and handsome and built that way. Shoot, anything that guy said a girl would probably giggle at. 




Shit, now he had to get off the elliptical before his erection grew large enough to be seen through shorts. He was alone, but still . . .  


He stepped out from the air conditioning onto a baked hot pathway, and headed through a manicured garden, still in the area designated for the gym. The path came to a Y, the fork marked with a signpost. Printed on lacquered wooden signs affixed to the post: left for the jungle gym, right for the weights. 




He had to get in shape again. That was for sure. Just hearing from Sadie that she’d run her hands all over Quan and that she liked it, made him want to be that way for her. Wanted for Sadie to look forward to putting her hands on him. 




Yes, he could lift weights again, but he was too smart to dive in today, end up in traction for the rest of the vacation. So instead he turned left at the Y, headed along the path that led to the jungle gym. 




At the back of the jungle gym section was the elevated wooden platform where Sadie had participated in Quan’s yoga class. Empty now, no class going on at the moment, he used the the jungle gym set up, which he also had all to himself. There were places to do pull-ups, stretches of monkey bars, angle boards to perform incline sit ups or whatnot, a tractor tire to flip—stay away from that, that was traction for sure—there were platforms, eight-feet tall, like teepees, and he climbed them by holding onto a rope, and then heaving himself over the other side, then climbing down. All body weight resistance for the most part. 




Half an hour in there, he was huffing and puffing, skin shining with sweat. But he felt awake and wide-eyed and electric, heart pumping, muscles full. He just wasn’t a runner. Sadie could run, but running wasn’t for everybody. This would be his thing. And half a year from now, Sadie probably couldn’t wait to get home and climb into bed with him. She would be hot for her husband’s body. 




Would they ever do that thing again? Would he send her to do it right next time? 




It was hard to say; Sadie might say yes, she might say no. But he was starting to think if it was the right guy—if he did his homework—Sadie would say yes. Oh, she put on the act, the good girl act: gosh, no I couldn’t! But with some gentle nudging, some gameplay and sly contender selection, maybe they could do it again right next time. 




It was coming back along the path heading to the air-conditioned ramp-way that would lead to the spa section of the resort that he ran into Quan. 


They met at the Y intersection, Teddy coming from the jungle gym, Quan and some other guy coming from the weights. Quan and the other guy were speaking in good old American English, the other man Asian. Possibly Vietnamese, Teddy wasn’t sure, but definitely American and probably another one of the fitness instructors or yoga people. The guy was fit, muscular, though nowhere near as impressive as his Black and quarter-Vietnamese friend, Quan. Quan’s muscles bulged from whatever it was he’d been doing in the weight section, black skin shining practically like chrome. 




Teddy paused at the Y intersection to let the two guys get ahead of him, both of them nodding to him, saying Hey in their American accents, and then he followed behind. 




Both of them talked with her hands, laughing, sometimes the Asian guy would punch Quan’s arm and they would laugh some more. Dude stuff. Bro stuff. They followed the path, getting into the walkway area now, Quan stopping and holding the door for Teddy. 




“Hey, thanks.” 




“No problem.” 




And now he was ahead of them, shaking his head. That was the guy that his wife had spent the day with. He might even be taller than Teddy. Six-three, maybe four. But Jesus, the muscles. The volume . . . Sadie had put her hands all over that man. No wonder she couldn’t stop herself. 




While in his heart he knew it had been a bad idea to send her off, it still made him feel so damn good. But shit, she wasn’t into it at all. Had thought it was stupid. Then up on that yoga platform, spending half an hour moving her body around and watching Quan move his body around, all of a sudden she’s game? You knew where that was coming from. It wasn’t Teddy she was doing it for. If she was doing it for him, he could’ve pointed out whoever and she would do it. But that wasn’t the case. No, sir. She said no. All of a sudden, she finds the right guy . . .  




Now he was holding the door for them, all three of them heading into the men’s change area. 




Quan said, “Hey, thanks, man.” 




A quick and easy reply from Teddy: “No problem.” 




Now he was behind them again. 




The men’s change room wasn’t a big space. Window wall on the far end only fifteen-feet away, looking out into the same forest he’d watched from the elliptical machines. The fifteen-foot space was divided with a waist-high half-wall, and some potted plants. Quan and the other guy went around the half-wall, and he took the bench nearest. But he could overhear them. He could overhear the ding of a phone. He sat down, taking his shoes off. 




The whole plan had been some cardio, some time at the jungle gym apparatus, maybe do some more cardio—he’d skipped that now—come back and sauna, shower, see what Sadie was up to, see if she’d like to join him for a green coffee scrub session where they lay you out on the massage bed rub your body down. Smooth away the knots of effort from their fuck session last night. 




But he’d walked right past those elliptical machines, leading Quan this way. Expecting Quan and his friend to go to the locker room. He was spying. 




And yes, here it was happening. Spy craft paying off. Wanting to know more about Quan and Sadie, and now learning way, way, way too much . . . 






Chapter Thirteen 




Quan presented his phone to his friend, showing him the screen. “See. Told you.” 




The phone was too close for his friend to read, and he reared his head back. He read what was there, said, “That’s that woman, the hockey one?” 




“Keeps texting me like I told you.” 




The Asian guy said, “The woman’s thirsty.” 




Quan agreed, taking off his T-shirt, throwing it on the bench. “We had a good day. Shit, she is beautiful.” 




The Asian guy agreed. “Yeah, I saw her.” 




Teddy’s heart pounded with the threat of betrayal. 




Now Quan picked up his phone, was silent for a moment, thumbs typing out a text. Talking to Sadie. Talking to his wife. 




Quan waited, put the phone down. It dinged, he picked it back up again. He chuckled. 




His Asian friend said, “She can’t get enough of you.” 




Teddy chewed his cheek, his skull hollowing out, his vision fading but his focus like dark lasers on the tile floor, his thoughts crystallizing on the possibility Sadie would betray him with Quan. Sneaking out of bed this morning, pretending to run, but all his wife wanted to do was get her hands on Quan again. Maybe more than hands. Maybe the thing she’d held yesterday just needed to be inside her. 




Quan pushed his shorts down, his back to Teddy. Now the guy was naked. Teddy saw him from the small of the back up, vision shaking with his heavy thudding heartbeat, now picturing Sadie with her hands smoothing over all that sweaty, glistening muscle. 




The idea of the thrill she might feel touching a man that looked like that, got his heart hammering harder. 




Now he was taking his own shirt off, moving dumbly, arms stiff, standing up and pushing his shorts down. Quan wrapped a towel around his waist, his friend doing the same, the guy much smaller but packed also with muscle, a midsection stacked with abs. Teddy then rubbing a hand on his soft stomach. Not fat, not by any means, but still. There’d been a time just a few years ago, he remembered, Sadie really appreciated his body. But his physical trajectory was not a good one. 




Quan was saying to his friend now: “I’m going to meet up with her again.” 




His friend said, “She’s married?” 




“Yeah, but she doesn’t seem concerned with it.” 




They both chuckled portentously and touched knuckles, then strolled out of their locker room alcove toward the window wall, turned right and headed to the sauna. That’s where Teddy was already going. 




Now he was hustling to catch up. Not wanting to miss anything that might be said about his wife. 




Would they talk about Sadie’s hand job? Would Quan tell his friend how amazing Sadie was at giving a hand job? 




And then he stopped in the hall, Quan ahead, holding the sauna door open for his friend, then both of them disappearing into the sauna room. 




What if he heard more? 




What if he heard something he didn’t like? 




What if the man said that they done a lot more? Her mouth, what if he said that he’d come in her mouth? 




“God,” he said, thumping a fist on a rattan mat hanging on the wall. “No, no, no.” 




How about something worse than that? 




Telling his friend how tight Sadie’s married pussy was. Saying how she cried out his name in the swirling eddy, saying Quan, Quan, Quan, crying it out so loud the birds flew up from the forest canopy into the sky . . .  


The vestibule outside the sauna room was empty. Quan and his friend already in the hot box. Teddy lingered in the vestibule, seeing the other men’s towels hanging on hooks outside the heavy wooden door with the porthole window. No towels in the sauna. He removed his towel, naked now, hung it from a hook near theirs. 




Would he do this? Could he do this? 




When he opened the door, he was hit in the face with a wall of hot and heavy air that scorched his face and had his knees weakening. “Holy shit,” he gasped. 




The Asian guy said, “Pretty. hot, huh?” 




He closed the door behind him. Instantly his skin went slick. He held his arms out, marveling at the instant effect. Quan laughed a deep baritone, then said, “I don’t know who was in here before us. Maybe Satan.” 




Teddy said, “Should we turn it down?” 




Quan smiled brightly and said, “I already did. Could take a couple minutes to come down from Hades to broil.” He extended a big hand to the bench across from him. His friend sat there, but now scooted across to give Teddy room so he wouldn’t have to sit naked next to someone he didn’t know. 




Great. Good-looking, muscular, deep voice, friendly, quick-witted and sociable. 




The room was steamy, and Teddy batted away at the mist, stepping sideways to sit across from the other two men. Three guys naked, the space not that big, the heat scorching. All three of them pumping out sweat, all of them with shining bodies. Quan sat with his legs knees together, his junk hidden between his thighs. His friend’s legs were parted, and down the front of his stacked abs, Teddy could see the guy’s decent-sized dick dangling from a bird’s nest of wiry black pubic hair. Quan’s friend had something in line with what Teddy had, but Quan apparently had the biggest penis his wife had ever got her sexy hands on. 




Was he in this sauna right now to get a look at it? 




No, he was headed in here anyway. He was in here to overhear more talk about this sexy hockey chick who was married but didn’t act like being married was a big deal and was texting to the jacked-up yoga instructor. The way Sadie had acted with Quan yesterday, of course she looked like someone who didn’t care too much about her husband. He wondered what she told Quan about her hubby. Did she lie and say her husband just didn’t heat her up under the sheets anymore? Or did she have to say it at all? The communication was wordless when you had your married hands on some other dude’s cock. Happily married women didn’t jerk off their yoga instructors. 




Fuck—what was hot right now was this guy Quan misconstruing Sadie, thinking she was looking for a hookup. Meanwhile, the only reason she went off with him in the first place was her husband asked her to. In fact, Quan ought to thank him right now, reach across and shake his hand for the amazing afternoon and wicked handy from Sadie. It was all due to Teddy. 




All he wanted right now was for Quan to divulge more to his friend about how Sadie wanted to fuck him, like it was insinuated back in the locker room. That notion was outrageously hot. Though the more he savored it the more it began to burn his tongue and sour in his mind. Sadie was texting Quan. What was she texting? Did she ask for dick pics? Maybe she would show them off to her friends down at the office when they got home to Minnesota. Or, shit, was Quan asking for pics of Sadie? Imagine if his gym buddy asked for a picture and Quan showed him his phone again. They were all three bros in the sauna, Teddy could probably just laugh and say, “Hey, don’t leave me out,” and they would all probably chuckle and it would be reasonable to consider Quan might just show him, too. 




Now an image came to him of his own wife. He’d seen Sadie in every naked position imaginable. Some sexy, some not so sexy. They’d fucked buck naked on all their furniture, even their outdoor furniture; they’d skinny dipped in the summer at Lake Minnetonka; he’d also seen her peep show that time in the hospital when she had gastroenteritis and she didn’t look so hot with her lank hair hanging down and bags slung under her eyes, the hospital bed pan sloshing with her vomit. Damn, though, he remembered getting a semi seeing her butt in the gap of her hospital gown despite the unhappy circumstance. He’d seen her every which way but loose, but now the imaginary image that came to him shot his brain off like a rocket. Sadie being coy behind her husband’s back, whisking off a dirty little pic to her yoga instructor in far-off Vietnam—not even full nude, no pussy, just a sexy married woman hungry for some strange (some extra large strange)—showing off her unbelievable body in a mirror back in their luxury hillside villa and maybe snapping off a little peek-a-boo to Quan’s phone, Sadie slipping down a bikini bra cup to flash another man her pretty nipple, and she— 




“Man, you gone red,” Quan laughed in that deep bass voice. 




“Huh?” 




Quan’s friend said, “It’s like when they steam a blue crab they change color.” 




Teddy patted his cheeks. “My face?” Between his legs his hidden hard iron cock throbbed with eager determination. 




“Let’s crack that door,” Quan said and stood. Naked. 




For just a second, Teddy was face to face with the biggest penis he’d ever seen. 




Despite his wife’s hand job journal, her Teddy’d still probably seen more dicks in his life than his wife, just from being in locker rooms. This was hands-down the most impressive display of primordial maleness—an indisputable emblem of certain masculine superiority—he’d ever seen. 




It was gone in a flash, bouncing and swinging between Quan’s thighs as he walked to the sauna door, but what he’d seen played out in a loop in his mind’s eye like a perverted Vine video. A massive floppy cock, blacker than Quan’s already black skin, an incredible tube of sweat-glistening male meat that hung well below his large sagging scrotum; uncircumcised, a hood of wrinkled black skin gulped over the plump knot of a cock head, an inch of extra foreskin forming a long, attenuating nose from the bulbous bulge. 




He couldn’t help but jolt as if recoiling in fear. What swung between Quan’s legs was threatening and fearsome, like the man brandished a weapon. 




That was what Sadie had jerked off. I mean, she’d told him, his wife didn’t lie, but still, Quan’s manhood seemed more than deserving of praise—it deserved worship. 




And, fuck, there you had it: that huge cock was the singular reason Sadie was texting Quan the next day. 




His heart sunk but his cock flexed desperately. The combination of pain and pleasure was exquisite. 




Quan swung the lever handle of the door and pushed it open a foot. A relieving swell of cooler air touched his skin as the heat rushed out to find new victims to punish. 




Quan still stood by the door, asking him now, “How’s that?” Standing there like he didn’t have the biggest penis possible hanging between his thighs. 




“Better,” he said, nodding, then to Quan’s friend: “How ‘bout you?” 




The guy laughed and said to Quan, “Maybe leave it open till we can breathe in here.” 




Quan fanned the door open and closed a moment, and Teddy monitored in his periphery the heavy motion of Quan’s penis jouncing and swinging as he did. 




The guy across from him said, “Hey, I’m Shane, man. He’s Quan.” 




You didn’t shake hands when you were naked, so Teddy just nodded his chin to Shane and said, “Hey. Graham,” avoiding using Sadie’s Teddy nickname for him, in case she’d said it to Quan yesterday. My husband Teddy just doesn’t give it to me the way I need it, Quan, and— oh my, this . . . this can’t be your penis, can it? And then she peeks inside his shorts to find it’s for sure Quan’s huge penis. 


Due to unforeseen circumstances, he’d had to sweat it out for ten solid minutes in the sauna, sitting across from Shane and Quan. Once he’d seen Quan’s ridiculous manhood, he’d wanted to storm out. Stomp all the way back to his villa and do . . . what? Scream . . . rage . . . get mad and smash resort property? . . . Who knows. Maybe any of those. Or all . . .  




But unfortunately, all he could do was sit there and suffer. Try not to let the change in his demeanor be shown to his two sauna buddies. Because though he was twisted with jealousy-driven derangement, he couldn’t leave the sauna. Why? . . .  




Once seeing Quan revealed, he couldn’t push away his wife’s context with that man. The size of him; the incredible body; smart, charming, and how about how white and perfect those teeth were . . .? The final straw, though: the monstrous thing swinging between the young man’s legs. 




The revelation of the man’s size made it impossible not to think of Sadie with Quan. Out in some eddying pool below a face of pinky rocks, alone with another man. Across the bay. Gone there to do terrible things under her husband’s command . . .  




What the hell would Sadie have thought when she discovered the size of that thing? It was impossible to think Sadie wasn’t impressed. Impossible to think his wife wasn’t aroused by it. Sadie’d practically admitted to him she was aroused just putting her hands on Quan’s body. Imagine her, Quan with his back against the rocks, standing up out of the water, Sadie getting a good sunlight-bright look at that huge cock. And Quan’s cock not dangling and sleepy the way Teddy’d seen it, but instead hard and racing with blood, the cock head exposed from its roll of meaty foreskin . . . And how big would it have been in Sadie’s hands? 




Two hands, she’d told him. But I use two hands on you too, Teddy. 




Yeah, she could use two hands on him, but Sadie could invite one of her girlfriends over and both of them could use two hands on Quan’s cock. Of that he was pretty sure. 




So with those thoughts blistering his mind, he’d grown hard. Right in front of two other men. Thinking of his wife. He couldn’t leave before them, his dick hard and straight. Dick tucked between his thighs, he had to wait them out . . .  




He’d just about sweated himself dead sitting in there past a healthy time, getting mad at Quan and Shane, wondering why the hell they weren’t getting out of the sauna when all three of them knew it was too hot in there. 




Finally—God, at last!—waiting them out, then doing that Cool Guy Thing as they filed out, saying “Can’t stand the heat, stay out of the kitchen, guys,” like he could take it and they couldn’t. Jesus, waiting for them to get the fuck out of the vestibule . . . then slamming the scalding sauna door open, standing there naked in the empty vestibule with his hands on his knees, hunched over, gasping for cool air in his lungs, his dick sticking up straight. 




Then he grabbed his towel, went to his locker, thankful to find Shane and Quan already gone, grabbing his things and thundering out here where he stood now getting more bad news . . . 






Chapter Fourteen 




His wife was sunbathing. There was Sadie, taking advantage of another sunny day, back in her bikini, big black sunglasses on, today laying in a lounger. There was an empty one next to her, inviting him, saying Come and join me, Teddy. 




But Sadie didn’t see him, and instead of joining his wife, he stood in the same spot where he’d yesterday waited for her just below the steps down from the jetty dock. Her run was done, his wife staying fit and healthy, and looking it too. Even from this distance, he could make out the divots where her hipbones met her very flat stomach. 




Here was the hard part: He’d been on his way to greet her. Maybe sit down in that lounger next to her, act casual, not lose his cool. Maybe say to her, So tell me a little more about you and Quan . . . You know, this time not the dirty stuff, let’s hear more . . . But Sadie had her phone tucked in her straw beach bag. She’d withdrawn it, looking at the screen through her sunglasses, smiling—God, smiling wide enough he could see the white of her teeth from across the beach. 




She texted in return, her thumbs tapping on the screen. Then let the phone rest at her side. Waited for a response. When she heard its chime, she lifted it, read it, smiled again. 




And fuck him if it wasn’t Quan. He was sure of it. His wife right now texting with the man she’d gone off with. Yes, the wager had been his, that was for him. She picked the person. That was for her. And now she was hooked on him. Big, tall, smart, handsome, charming. Hung. Really, really hung. And she’d jerked the guy off. And Sadie was good at jerking guys off, probably taking her time like she’d said, making it enjoyable for Quan—until she couldn’t wait because she was so turned on and needed to see what the guy’s come would look like squirting out of him. Did it get on her hands? In her hair? . . . Quan would be hooked on her and her pretty hands. Wanting to get that thing he had up inside her body. You’d be a fool to not think Sadie wanted it. Or at least had considered it. And what had she considered? She couldn’t do it because she was married? She couldn’t do it because he was too large? Possibilities. Except for this: Sadie was texting Quan. 




And now he was hard again. Standing in the shade below the jetty in the outdoor bar where he downed whiskey sodas waiting for his wife to return. Hard again. Thinking of his wife with Quan. Thinking that his wife wanted to be with Quan. 




Now he couldn’t join her, and he slunk back up the steps and returned to the bar. 


The twisting of his psyche was unreal. 




How did it come to this? 




One moment Sadie’s jerking him off in a hammock, then offering a funny anecdote about something embarrassing in college, and the next thing he’s contriving a way for his wife to engage in some play that’ll indulge his sudden and unexpected fantasy. That was the first twenty-four hours. Now they were in Stage 2, and lord help him if he knew what to make of it. And if he could, what would happen if this thing entered a Stage 3? 




It was an immense load to contend with and he pressed his icy glass of whisky soda to his forehead and rolled it from temple to temple in slow osculation, the ice cubes gently tinkling. 




“Just can’t cool off, huh?” 




His eyes opened and he set down the glass on the bar. He knew it was Quan before he even looked; the deep voice, the overheating inference. 




“Yeah,” he said, “but I’m getting there,” rolling his glass between his palms before looking to his right to see Quan, dressed and refreshed, and from his style of dress, ready to lead another class in yoga. Maybe Sadie would be in it, and Quan would have his big hands on her again, a secret between them, the rest of the yoga groupies clueless to what had transpired between the sexy married woman and the gorgeous instructor they’d probably all twiddled their beans over last night while their husbands slept next to them. 




Quan signaled to the bartender just by smiling and nodding once, and the bartender scooted away, preparing something for him. Quan came closer, said, “Great way to cool down is to come to my class.” 




Teddy acted cool but oblivious. “What do you teach?” 




Quan laughed in a charming, big guy way; he was close by, leaning his elbows on the counter and looking out over the bar’s short backstop, above the liquor bottles on the shelves and below the thatched canopy, where there was a view of the far away hillside where the villas were, and a slim horizontal slice of the ocean. “Yoga class, here at the resort,” he said, clasping his hands together. The bartender buzzed up the blender, making some creamy looking fruity drink. 




“Flushed out the bad stuff.” 




“I’m a big fan of the bad stuff,” he said, toasted Quan with his whiskey soda and took any icy swig. 




Quan laughed and accepted a frothy drink from the bartender, served in a tall pebble-glass tumbler. 




Teddy patted the empty stool next to him and told the bartender to put Quan’s drink on his tab. 




Quan and the bartender winked at each other, and Quan sat on the stool beside Teddy with his milkshake. “No need, m’man, it’s on the resort’s tab because I teach here. Appreciate it though.” With the tips of his fingers holding the rim of his glass he held up the base and Teddy touched his whisky to it. They drank. 




Teddy said, “What are you drinking?” 




Quan said, “Protein smoothie.” 




“You’re like my wife,” he said. 




Quan said, “Cares about her body?” 




“No,” Teddy said, “Six-four and twenty-inch biceps.” 




Quan snorted and almost choked on his protein shake. He turned away laughing and coughing. When he returned he’d composed himself but was still chuckling. “Sorry to hear that, Graham.” 




“It’s mostly okay, one thing for sure: I never miss an anniversary.” 




“You better not,” Quan said, enjoying Teddy’s company, smiling, enjoying the breeze and the view. 




Teddy asked him when his class started and said he had half an hour. They shot the shit for a bit, and it wasn’t long before he got the chance to push the conversation where he wanted saying in a quiet moment after a shared laugh: “You know, I think you and I might have a friend in common . . .” 




[image: image_1.jpg]




Lipstick applied, she mushed her lips together, gave her reflection a kiss in the villa’s bathroom mirror. Stepped back now, hands running up and down her hips and upper thighs, adjusting the height of her stretchy, clingy pink dress. The same one from the night before, but somehow looking even better on her. Was it the color on her skin? Two days of sunshine had brought luster and life to her Minnesota skin. She looked good. Really good. There was a twinkle in her eye. And, as crazy as it was, that twinkle was sparked by her husband’s insane request. 




But that request had done something to them, and they would enjoy it all vacation long. Yes, indeed. The kind of sex they’d been having the last two days was hot and lusty, fun because it was with her familiar and favorite lover, Graham Teddy-bear Kellogg. It was like she was with Teddy for the first time again. A crazy sort of feeling, like she couldn’t get enough of him. 




Shoot. Horniness. That’s what that feeling was called. She was horny for her Teddy Bear. 




She laughed at her reflection now, gave one last pirouette checking out her curves, especially from the backside. Up on her toes, flexing, checking out the bounce of her rump. All good, she snapped up her clutch, turned off the bathroom light and headed to the bedroom. 




Dinner with Teddy tonight. This time they were going to make it to the fine dining, tonight they were going to enjoy the pork. They’d share a bottle of wine, maybe snuggle beachside, the villa had a movie-night tonight, playing Casablanca on a white sheet, everybody sitting outdoors in this great weather. Then what would they do? Back in here, maybe she tell him about what she did with Quan again. Maybe they’d get totally naked, try out some of the other rooms in their villa, maybe even outside in the garden . . .  




It was coming out from the bedroom, through the living area toward the foyer, she heard talking. Teddy. Another man. A man with a much deeper voice. Steps slowing, the steady click-click of her heels on the villa’s tile floor came to a stop. She listened. She recognized the deep voice. 




Now her insides chilled. She moved silently to the wall’s edge, peeked around the corner and saw the dark silhouette of two men standing in the villa’s foyer, waiting for her. On the right, the familiar silhouette of her husband, Teddy, engaged in conversation. On the left a man of about the same height but maybe forty-pounds more muscle. Talking, smiling, the deep voice, the way his hands moved while he talked and gestured . . . Quan. 




If she thought she was sneaky, she wasn’t. Teddy smiled now, spotting her spying, lifting his chin and saying, “Hey, there she is. You ready for dinner, Sadie?” 






Chapter Fifteen 




He caught Sadie peeping around the corner, his wife probably disbelieving what her husband was doing. Good. Check it out, Sadie. You want to sneak around behind my back, you can find out there’s no sneaking needed. Tell me to my face what you want, and I’ll make it happen. 




The thing he’d asked for, the use of her hands on another man, had been a terrible spike in his sexual psyche. Imagining his wife with Quan, jerking him off, was wild and sexual and drove him to heights he never expected. But wow did it hurt knowing that Sadie had been texting Quan afterward. Wow, did it also get him hard. Hard in the stomach, but much harder between the legs. 




There were couples out there that did this sort of thing. It wasn’t out of the question. And clearly it was something they could do. That drive was in him. The drive to see Sadie with another man. And Sadie definitely had an interest in Quan. So the best thing he could do when he discovered she’d been creeping around behind his back, staying in flirty touch with the man she jerked off, was invite Quan to dinner. 




“Come on out, Sadie, are you ready to go?” 




“Yeah,” she said, voice shaky, stepping back unseen again, standing in the hallway toward the living room. A few beats as she readied herself, then coming around the corner in her tight pink dress, walking on high heels, the muscles in her tanned legs flexing. She held her clutch to her stomach, her other hand brushing hair back from her beautiful face, lips shining with gloss. “Oh hey, Quan,” she said, “Teddy didn’t tell me you were coming for dinner.” 




“Surprise, Sadie. I just found out myself.” 




Sadie said, “He’s been away all day, out golfing or something. I was wondering if he’d forgot about dinner altogether?” She came to him now, slunk an arm around his neck and kissed him. She cupped his neck, and slapped his cheek. A light smack. 




Yes, playful Sadie. Your husband is a naughty boy. Very naughty. And are you up for this game, my beautiful Sadie? . . . He showed her his slyest smile. “You look out of this world,” he said. 




“Thanks.” Sadie stepped back, letting them both look at her for one second before going to Quan, putting an arm around him and giving him a polite cheek-to-cheek hug. The hand with her wedding ring patted him once on his broad and muscular back. “Good to see you,” she said. 




Quan flattened a big hand to the small of her back saying, “Good to see you, too, Sadie—and thanks for the invite to dinner.” 




As Sadie returned to his side, Graham said, “I understand you two have a lot in common. You know, Sadie went to law school, too, was a student-athlete . . .” 




“That’s right,” Sadie said, a scared sort of smile on her face. “Quan knows all about it.” 




“I do,” Quan said, nodding once. 




Sadie gave a polite look at him, then Quan, back to him and now saying, “Shall we go?” She gestured to the door, Quan turning and heading outside, all three of them in an awkward sort of stiffness. 




He got ahead of Sadie and held open the door for her but she paused by his chest, saying to Quan, “Hey, give us a second, I just need to talk to Teddy here,” all smiles and sweetness. 




He said, “We’ll just be a sec—” 




Sadie’s hand was smoothing his chest, but as Quan turned his back to them she grabbed his earlobe and pinched it hard. 




“Ow, Sadie, ow . . .” 




He let the door close and it was just him and Sadie now, Quan out on the patio taking a look at their private pool. 




Sadie walked him rearward two steps till his back was against the wall. When she spoke, her tone was low and hissing, no fun at all: “What did you say to him?” She was mad. 




That made him laugh, seeing her so frightened she was angry with him. A sign his wife was riled. Yeah, she’d be mad he’d thrusted this in her lap, but Sadie wanted Quan whether she knew it, and he’d let her get accustomed to the idea. “Just dinner, Sadie,” he said, trying not to laugh. 




Stern Sadie: “Teddy, what are you doing?” 




“He’s going to have dinner with us. Why are you so mad?” 




“Why would you do this, Teddy?” She still held his earlobe, and the grip hadn’t lessened. For some reason he couldn’t help wanting to laugh. He was giddy with the prospect of what he’d done here, and seeing Sadie so incensed was proof of her excitement. 




Now he held her gaze and he cupped his palms on her bare shoulders, felt her soft skin, hot from the sun and shower, showing tan, flawless and moisturized and gleaming, thinking how another man might touch her tonight and how crazy that made him feel. He said, “You weren’t kidding about that dick.” 




She shook her head like she’d been shocked; disbelief at her husband’s strange statement. “What are you talking about?” 




“Quan,” he said, smiling, pointing his chin over her shoulder to their large dinner guest beyond the window wall, hands in his pockets, wandering their patio, waiting patiently. “I couldn’t believe it. You were under-selling that thing . . .” He waited for some sign of humor, some release from her tension, but she only grew more apprehensive. 




“Teddy, what are you . . . what is happening here? Where did you . . .?” 




“Ran into Quan today. At the gym. We shared a sauna . . .” 




Sadie’s mouth slowly opened like she would say something, but she didn’t. Staring at him now, mouth hanging open, looking bewildered. 




He said, “I found out something else, too . . .” He stroked her shoulders, massaged his amazing wife. 




She whispered, “What’s that?” But her eyes were wide and unseeing, like her body was here in the villa, but her mind had left the room. 




“I found out you’ve been texting him since your time together.” 




Mouth open, her eyes slowly closed. The grip on his earlobe loosened. “Oh, Teddy . . .” 




“I was mad at first,” he confessed, still rubbing those hot shoulders. “But, wow, for some reason, Sadie, everything you do now turns me on. Even when it’s terrible.” He waited for her gaze to meet his . . .  




Their eyes met and he showed her lusty compassion. Sadie’s hand that had pinched his earlobe and now rested on his collar formed a fist. She thumped a hard hollow sound on his chest, and her expression pinched fierce. “Teddy! What did you say to him?” she hissed through clenched teeth. Red warmth showed on her cheeks, his wife getting flustered. That’s it, Sadie, yes, it can happen if you want it to happen . . .  




He told her: “If you want him, he’s all yours, Sadie. You don’t have to go behind my back. I approve.” He could already feel a swelling in his underpants, just the words out in the open driving him wild, accelerating his dirty thoughts with the multitude of possibilities. 




And this was where Sadie would tell him he’s crazy, say No way, but her heart would beat faster, her eyes would go glassy, and she wouldn’t be able to hide her smile . . .  




Instead she thumped his chest hard again, stomping her high-heeled foot on the foyer tile. “Teddy. What. Did. You. Say. To. Him?” Still hissing through clenched teeth. 




“It’s okay, Sadie. I’m not mad,” he said, touching her forearms now, taking her wrists, loosening that fist and lacing his fingers through hers. “Not mad at all. I want to have some fun. If you’re up for it . . .” 




She groaned and closed her eyes and now he couldn’t help laughing. 




Eyes closed, she said, “Teddy, you’re killing me.” 




“I love you,” he said hopefully. 




Sadie still didn’t smile nor collapse against him; no surrendering at last to his crazy plans for the evening. Not yet. 




He flicked the pads of his thumbs over the pads of hers, waiting . . .  




“Teddy, I’m about to lose my mind here . . .” Eyes still closed, Sadie talked to the ceiling, cheeks blazing . . .  




“Tell me about it,” he said and chuckled. 




His chuckle made her mad. Her eyes flashed open, then narrowed to serious again. “Teddy, did you talk to him about the hand job?” 




“Didn’t come up,” he said, chuckling again. “You mean the foreplay?” 




“Fore . . .?” She stared at him, incredulous. Her hands left his and she crossed her arms and stepped away. She was outraged. 




“Teddy, I didn’t really give him a hand job, you fucking idiot!” 






Chapter Sixteen 




Sadie stared at him, that look of incredulity on her face taking on new meaning now. He said, “What do you mean? You didn’t . . .?” 




“Teddy,” she said, her posture sagging, coming closer again and putting her hands on his chest. No more thumping, now she caressed him. “Teddy, baby, that story was for you. I didn’t really do that . . .” 




“What do you mean you didn’t do that?” Suddenly, he was whining . . .  




“Look, I know I made it sound . . . Teddy, come on, I couldn’t do . . . that . . .” 




“You lied.” 




“Lied, Teddy? You made me go out there, wanted me to jerk off another man, now I’m the bad guy?” 




“So, what—I’m the bad guy?” 




“You’re mad at me? Because I didn’t do it?” 




“You really didn’t do it?” 




“Fuck sake, Teddy, come on.” She stepped back again, gesturing now with her hands, stabbing them at him. “Do you think I could do that? Do you think I could go out with Quan after some yoga class, me, a married woman? Go out on a boat with him across the bay—” 




“But you did do that, Sadie.” 




That got her. The stabbing hands stopped. 




“It was all true, Teddy, up to the part where he and I went up in the hills, there was no secret spot beyond where the tourists were. Quan and I sat in the river with a bunch of people from Britain and Germany, talking, and then we came home. All that stuff about going off with him in the bushes and that private little eddy pool, that wasn’t true!” 




Now she was shouting at him. “Don’t shout at me—” 




“How could you believe that?” 




“Because you told me.” 




“You told me to go do it, because you”—now she used air quotes—“thought it was hot. So if you’re kinky, Teddy, I get it. I’m kinky too. We can be kinky together. But I didn’t really do it, I just told you I did it to make you happy. I thought you knew that.” 




“Are you kidding me?” 




“Are you kidding me?” she said, pointing to herself, then to him, back at herself. “You think I’m that confident? Go off with that guy I don’t even know, and then we get, you know, crazy like that?” 




“Why would you lie to me?” he said, in sudden bottomless disappointment, making his knees sag. He’d believed it. And, yeah, it had been hard to take, but once it was done, now he was disappointed that it wasn’t true . . .? 




Sadie could see the disappointment in his face and came closer again. “Teddy, you’re my husband. I’m married.” 




“I thought you really did it.” He put a warm palm over his chilled forehead. 




“It was hot. It was hot just talking about it.” 




“Now I don’t know what to think,” he said. It was like he had all these formulas and diagrams on the chalkboard that were making sense and someone had just come along with a big eraser and wiped it clear. Now he was staring at these fragmented vestigial scratches still legible, trying to decipher what all that meaning had been about. 




“Teddy, I mean, I’m flattered you think it’s hot, and Quan’s nice and everything—” 




“Yeah, hold on,” he said, “wait a second,” taking her shoulders, getting the two of them apart so he could look in her eyes. “No, something is going on between you two.” 




“No, there’s not,” she said simply and plainly. 




“You’re texting him.” 




“Yeah, like you said: we have a lot in common. Nothing happened between us yesterday, Teddy. Doesn’t that make more sense? That I’m texting with him now? We had a nice day together, I met his grandma, his cousin . . . I’m texting with him because he wants advice.” 




He said, “I don’t think it’s advice your friend wants.” 




“Oh, really?” she said, showing him a skeptical face, nodding with her lips pursed. “What is it you think he wants?” 




Now he smiled. “Quan was saying to his gym buddy that you obviously want to fuck him.” 




“No, he didn’t,” she said, folding her arms, still showing him that dubious face. 




“Yeah, I overheard him saying it in the locker room with his friend before we ended up in the sauna.” 




“Where you were looking at his dick, apparently.” 




“Sadie. This is serious.” 




“Well, I’m not texting Quan for that reason, Teddy. I’m not looking to . . .” She couldn’t say it out loud. 




“He thinks you are. He was saying how bad you must want it.” 




She scoffed, turned away from him with her arms still folded, looking out the window wall now, Quan standing with his hands in his pockets at the steps up from the villa to the walkway down to the main resort. Her figure was exquisite wrapped in that slinky fabric. The bulging sweeps of her calves and thighs, her hard round ass, narrow waist and that honey blonde hair hanging down her tanned back. Then beyond her, standing twenty feet out, the man he’d thought would have sex with her tonight: huge and muscular and ebony. Sexual equipment of gargantuan proportions that he thought Sadie was already familiar with . . .  




But none of it was real? 




She turned around, smiling. “Guys are so gross. That’s what he said?” 




“That you want to fuck him? Yeah. I don’t lie.” 




“You can’t trust me, Teddy, I’m a fantastic liar. You want to hear I gave the guy a hand job, I’m going to tell you I gave him an incredible hand job. Why the hell did you invite him out for dinner tonight if you think I’m running around behind your back?” 




“I don’t know,” he said, bouncing off the wall and coming to her, putting his arms around and stroking the small of her back. “I didn’t want you running around behind my back. I want you to know you could do it right in front of me.” 




She stared at him haltingly, a smile cocked and ready to spread her cheeks, but held at bay. Her eyes flicking over his, trying to assess how her husband could be so crazy. 




He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know how I’m so crazy either,” he said to her. 




“You really are crazy,” she said. “What are we supposed to do now? Go out to dinner with him?” 




“Why not? He said you guys are friends and everything.” 




“Yeah, but he thinks I want to have sex with him?” 




“You don’t?” 




She pivoted on a high heel, smiling at him now. She gave him a come-on face, saying, “Teddy . . .” 




“What, you don’t?” 




She lowered her brows at him. “Teddy, be real.” 




“We should go to dinner,” he said. 




Sadie said, “This is going to be awkward.” 




He put his hand out, and she put hers in it. He pulled her close and kissed her. He said, “Especially since I’m pretty sure Quan thinks I want to watch you have sex with him tonight . . .” 
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Fucking Teddy. Now she was mad at him. 




Yeah, okay, her story was believable. I mean she relied on the set up to do most of the work. And everything was true up until the steamy encounter in the eddy. But come on, Teddy. He really thought she’d done it? 




Of course he had. The guy really wanted it. 




And you really gave it to him. 




Not in reality, but you spun him a hot and spicy tale you didn’t actually mind yourself either. Yeah, you’d thought about it. 




When she was sitting with those tourists in the flowing water, looking at Quan’s profile, thinking, Gosh, Teddy wants me to do it . . . Thinking how she would do it. Coming up with ways to say, Hey, Quan, what’s up over this ridge? You know, lead the way. Get them somewhere private. Had toyed with the idea. Totally chickened out though. 




But it wasn’t a 0% chance she would’ve done it. There was a small chance it really could’ve happened. And Teddy really wanted that . . .? 




Well, it was clear and blazingly obvious. More than obvious, the guy was broadcasting it now. Sending out the signal not just to her, but actually bringing Quan to their villa. Hey, come on out for dinner with us. Did he insinuate to Quan something may happen? Most likely. Teddy was operating under the impression that she’d already done it. How had he been talking to Quan? How embarrassing . . .  




Only, Teddy had said Quan thought she was interested in having sex with him, boasting to one of his buddies in the locker room about how bad she wanted it. But their texts weren’t like that at all. Their text were conversations about law school. How would Quan get that impression? Most likely because the guy wanted it to be true. Wanted it to be true, and then this woman’s husband comes to him, invites him out to dinner. A happily married couple on vacation inviting a third party for a meal and who knows what else? And that third party is a handsome Black guy built like a God, a charming young man, and who, according to her husband, had some oversized sex equipment . . . Shit. Quan for sure would be thinking something was going to happen tonight. 




For crying out fucking loud, Graham. 




They headed out together, clicking down the steps, Quan with his back still to them as they approached. She turned and thumped her fist against Teddy’s chest one more time, mad again. Really mad. That stupid idiot. Why wouldn’t he consult her first? You just invite the guy? She would’ve told him then he was mistaken. 




God, Teddy thought she’d done it and twenty-four hours later it wasn’t enough? Now he wanted her to have sex with Quan? And watch? 




She thumped him again, this time he was laughing. And him laughing made her madder. “Don’t laugh,” she whispered, but now Quan was turning. So while she’d like to wrestle around with her husband a little bit, show him her extreme displeasure, now she had to be all smiles and grace and politeness. Unless . . .  




“Hi, Quan,” she said, “sorry about that. Just some things at home that Teddy needed to be caught up on.” 




Quan said, “Not bad news, I hope.” 




“No, no,” she said, “nothing that’ll deter us from having some fun this evening.” Now she gave Teddy a sly look. And though she’d already greeted Quan, she hugged him and kissed his cheek. It was polite to do that again, don’t you think, Teddy Bear? I mean, we’ve been separated for a few minutes. “I really am so glad you agreed to have dinner with us tonight,” she said, putting her arms around him and rubbing the bulging knots of muscle on his broad back. 




Maybe Teddy needed to be taught a lesson tonight . . .  






Chapter Seventeen 




The spotless wine goblet looked small in Quan’s hand. Sometimes while he was talking, Teddy would look at his own hand on the exact same wine goblet, just for a sense of scale. 




Quan was saying, “It wasn’t like that, you know. It wasn’t like my grandpa just had a fling. No, he had a relationship with her. In Hanoi. Saw her every day. But when it was time to go, it was time to go. I don’t know what he was thinking, guess he always figured he had more time. But when he was on the helicopter heading home, my grandma, Tran, you know the one you met”—he nodded to Sadie—“she was pregnant. But I don’t know what he was thinking, how it would work out. But it wasn’t a fling, Papa was in love with her. You know it took almost ten years before my dad came to America? Dad was eight when he came to stay with my grandpa in Pennsylvania. That would’ve been ’84.” 




“Yeah,” Teddy said. “Your dad came over but your grandmother didn’t—she stayed here in Vietnam?” 




“No, she came over. They got married eventually, and my grandma Tran lived in Pennsylvania for fifteen years before my grandfather died. While our family always welcomed her, she always felt more at home here. My dad had already joined the Army, and they had another son, my uncle, and he’d joined the Navy. All the kids were out of the house. My grandma came back and forth from here to the U.S. every once in a while, but mostly she just wanted to live here. Her sister’d moved to the bay here, so she lived with her sister.” 




Sadie swirled her wine, sipped it. She said, “I can’t tell if it’s sad or not.” 




Quan raises his eyebrows, said, “I don’t think it’s sad. Sad that she lost her husband. My grandpa. He was this great big guy. She loved him. Man, did he love her too. That’s the sad part. But she’s happy here. I try to get back as much as I can, so it was great: while I was at school, my cousin got me this job doing a sabbatical at the resort in the summers. Teaching tai chi and yoga . . .” 




Teddy said, “You like to keep in shape.” 




That felt really stupid. Sadie looked at him with an admonishing scowl. Shit. He didn’t mean it like that. Wasn’t trying to bring this back to sex. But here was Sadie thinking Quan was saying these nice stories about his family and growing up in the Vietnam War and loss and love and he’s just sitting here thinking about how he wanted Quan to have sex with her. He said, “It is important.” 




That made it better. Kind of. 




Quan said, “It’s not the fitness so much as the spiritual connection. I like the movement the T’ai Chi teaches. I like the philosophy.” 




Sadie said, “I thought you were a great instructor. Best yoga class I’ve ever been to.” 




Quan took a swig of his wine, said, “Nah, probably just the locale.” He and Sadie laughed together. 




Teddy nodded. Feeling like a jerk now. Great instructor he might’ve been, Teddy was sitting on the beach the whole time thinking about how he could make all this work for his sexual fantasy. Forgetting that Quan was a real live human being. He said, “How’s law school going?” 




Quan hugged his muscular arms, said, “Second year. Graduate next year. Once I do my two weeks here, I’ve got a four week internship at a place near Brown. Then it’s back to school, then after that, who knows?” 




“What’s your kind of law?” 




“Civil liberties.” 




He nodded. All of his hopes dashing at his feet. Yeah. Quan was a nice guy. Sadie wasn’t kidding. A tragic lovelorn history to his grandfather, the desire to pursue civil liberties. Teddy was the dumb guy at the table thinking with his dick. It had been so exciting; when he thought Sadie had really done all that, the outrageous bewilderment had raced his heart with passion for his wife. 




But nothing was ever straightforward, was it? 
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The morose expression on Teddy’s face was no fun. Poor guy had all these hopes and dreams, thinking they would be that kind of couple, now he found out it was all a façade. It was hard to stifle a smile, so she swirled her glass another time, tipped it back and drained it. Set the empty wine goblet on the table next to her finished plate of twelve-hour pork belly. 




Now her elbows were on the table, and she watched Teddy absently holding the base of his wineglass and running it in circles on the corner of his placemat, watching the remaining wine slosh in its deep bowl. She crossed her forearms over, reached and touched her hand to Quan’s forearm. Just a simple, pleasant gesture. One meant to show compassion and camaraderie to their wonderful dinner guest, but also to stab into her husband’s fading heartbeat—shoot a little adrenaline into that sucker. 




It was the first time she’d really touched Quan. Sure, when they rode from his grandmother’s place up into the woods to go to the waterfall she’d put her arms around his middle. But that had been weird and awkward, and she pushed any sort of enjoyment from touching him out of her mind. But yeah, you couldn’t help but register how hard and strong the guy’s body was. But here it was: hard, pulsing muscle under the palm of her hand. And his skin was hot, too. And though she was tanned, she was still a white girl, and the juxtaposition of his dark skin color next to hers was scintillating. She patted his arm, felt the muscle there, felt the size of his forearms. Then she said, “And so what about your mom? We heard all about your dad’s story . . .” 




Now Quan smiled—showing off those absolutely perfect bright white teeth—leaning back, but letting his arm stay where it was so key she could still hold him. She glanced to Teddy, saw his eyes widened. Was that a raised vein on the side of his neck? 




Now this was more like it. 




Quan said, “My mom is from Barbados. It was my dad visiting his brother—my uncle I told you was in the Navy—he was on a ship in the Caribbean, my dad is on leave, goes down to meet him. That’s when he met my mom.” 




Teddy said, “She’s from Barbados?” 




“New Jersey. Has family in Barbados. It’s just kismet,” he said now, bringing his two hands together and interconnecting the long fingers, showing how life was all intermingled cords and cables. “If that week hadn’t happened, if my dad’s leave wasn’t on that date, I wouldn’t even be sitting here.” 




She held onto his arm for a moment, but now let it go. It would look weird. But the damage had been done. Teddy was wide-awake again. His dumb male brain filled with possibility. 




She said, “Some things were just meant to be.” 




And if Teddy thought the story about the hand job was bad, he had no idea what he was in store for. Sure, nothing was going to happen tonight, though Teddy thought so. Thought it was possible. And now her idiot husband had somehow enjoined Quan in this charade too. So Quan was here tonight with the impression it would culminate with him and her in bed together. Which wasn’t going to happen. But, boy, would it be fun to twist Teddy’s heartstrings into a tight knot thinking it would. He’d have an epic case of blue balls, and she would have a headache tonight. 




Teddy was trying to keep the conversation going, now saying in a dry and creaky voice, “So you grew up in New Jersey?” It all came out in an evenly spaced monotone. Teddy’s mind suddenly robotic. Probably still thinking of her hand on Quan’s arm. 




Quan said, “New Jersey? No. No, no. My mom and dad got married about four years later. Dad was out of the army and had a business in Montecito. That’s where I grew up.” 




“Talk about an international tale,” she said now, marveling to perform for her husband, reaching over to pat Quan’s arm one more time. She said, “I don’t feel like having dessert right now. What do you say— you know they’re playing Casablanca out on the jetty? What if we go out there and have some more wine . . .?” 
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Out under starlight, the resort had arranged for the screening of the film Casablanca to be played on a draping white sheet tied at the corners to a bamboo framework. It was on the flat expanse of dock right at the jetty, the bar where he’d imbibed away the stress while Sadie was off on the fishing boat with Quan was behind him on the right. Arranged in rows facing the screen were wicker sofas like open clamshells, filled with linen cushions, room for romantic twosomes, though there were three in his and Sadie’s. They weren’t the only group of three, but it was obvious by the tiki torch lit setting and film choice this would be meant as a romantic evening. 




Their clamshell, however, featured the strangest threesome. How obvious did it look to the other guests? A good-looking couple who’d been seen around the resort, obviously married, white people, and then their guest: a large and muscular young black man. Younger than them. Would people speculate on the nature of this relationship? Or was it all in his own mind? They’d probably seen Quan around the resort too. Looked like he worked there. Surely this young married couple might make friends with someone who was in their own age group. Or pretty close to it. They probably didn’t look that disparate in age. 




But people wouldn’t know Sadie was a lawyer. Wouldn’t know that Quan was also going to law school. That Quan and his wife shared in common the student-athlete experience. Those were the more grounding facets of their weird relationship. The ones that made it less salacious. But they were hidden. So, no, most of the people here would probably pretty accurately think this husband was going to later watch this young black yoga and tai chi instructor bang his wife. And while it bothered him they’d think that, for some reason it also excited him. 




Sadie sat between him and Quan, all three of them cozied in the space that would be generous for two. They’d had to pluck some of the pillows out and lay them on the table so they’d have room for three. His thigh was pressed against his wife’s thigh. His bare leg against hers. That would mean it would be the same on the other side, Sadie’s thigh touching Quan’s. 




Sadie sat with one leg crossed over the other, her pretty and pedicured foot on display in the expensive high-heeled shoes she wore. Displaying it for Quan. Bobbing occasionally, lounging back in the cushions with her arms folded, long fingers caressing the backs of her arms while they watched Casablanca. The idea that she was entertaining his notion of sharing her with another man was dashed. She was too mad at him. It was clear that what she was doing tonight was teasing him. Rubbing it in. 




Oh, is this what you want, Teddy Bear? We’ll see how much you want it when you see what it really looks like . . .  




And though he wavered, sometimes thinking this was too big a step, ultimately he was not unconvinced. He still wanted it. 




While it was fun and somewhat funny to be teased by Sadie, there was some disappointment that she wouldn’t follow through. 




But there was always a chance. 




His wife was playing a dangerous game right now. Pitting herself against Quan, acting for her husband’s sake like she was going to sleep with Quan. It was risky because while he hadn’t put it in words to Quan, Quan must think he was invited out tonight to fuck another man’s wife. 




Sadie could play a game with her husband, but it was dangerous to play it with Quan because Quan thought it was all real. 
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This was a dangerous game, and she knew it. No idea what Teddy told Quan, but it sure seemed like Quan believed he was here for some sexual play tonight. While it was fun to torment Teddy, she had to be careful and not lead Quan on too far. Not that Quan would be angry or do something rash, but that she liked him and respected him, and didn’t want him being a foil in a married couple’s wargames. Whether it was being invited to tap-in for some under-the-bed-sheets wrestling, or to humiliate the husband who dared set forth such a scenario, Quan was too kind a young man to play with. Still, she couldn’t help herself . . .  




With her husband’s tense thigh against hers, gently bobbing as he pretended to pay attention to the movie, she upped the ante, leaning right into Quan now, right hand touching the bare skin of his thigh as she whispered near his ear. Quan leaned close to her, and while she watched the screen, that German guy talking to Humphrey Bogart, she whispered, “That German looks like the German tourist in the river yesterday,” and she chuckled, patted his thigh and returned to center between the two men. 




It wasn’t even funny, but the point was to say something Teddy couldn’t hear then laugh lightly. Playfully. And boy it worked. 




The jittering up-and-down of Teddy’s bouncing leg scratched against her freshly shaved skin. She clucked her tongue and wiped her hand between them, creating space. She scowled at Teddy and said, “You’re going to set me on fire bouncing your hairy leg like that.” She held his gaze for a quick moment before she burst out laughing, then returned to watching the movie. Teddy squashed his legs together, trying to give her space. 




She smiled while on the screen Humphrey Bogart stood by Sam at the piano. But there wasn’t much else to do in this cozy clamshell without going too far. They were too close, and anything she did would be too forward and Quan could take it the wrong way. And that wasn’t fair to Quan, so she employed a better idea. 




She patted both their bare legs now, saying, “I’ve seen this movie a dozen times, what do you say we go dancing?” 






Chapter Eighteen 




This was more like it. A hundred-percent Sadie was doing this on purpose. Doing it on purpose and he loved her for it. 




They’d secured a good spot at the small nightclub attached on the opposite side of the pool hall. It was on the opposite side from the ocean. The views of the forest beyond the balconies were lit from below with gold floodlights. The music thrummed. 




It was a romantic place. Not some young person’s rave. The couples here were mature, the music sophisticated. An international sound, some kind of bossa nova maybe, performed with traditional sounding instruments. Whatever it was, this was perfect. 




If Sadie was only fucking around with him this would already go down as one fantastic evening. 




Teddy was no dancer, had no rhythm, nor the build or grace required. Sadie was a good dancer and Quan matched her. She was a beautiful woman. Blonde hair shimmering and swaying over glossy shoulders. Her shrink wrap dress showed off every curve and all the male eyes were on her. 




She spun, Quan holding her hand above her head, then pulling her back. Where the hell had Sadie learned to dance like this? She’d never done it with him. But she and Quan had moves. Sultry and lubricious and Latin. Hips rolling, Quan’s hands touching her body like her husband. Most of the people at the bar would think they were a couple. They weren’t, her husband sat enjoying the view with an icy drink on the bar in front of him. 




There was a gleam in his wife’s eye. The more he watched, the more convinced he became. His wife had begun the slippery consideration of letting her husband have what he wanted. 




The more she worked with Quan, the more she liked his moves. Enjoying her time with him, liking the way her body brushed against his. Liking the way her hand fit in his grip, looking in his eyes. Dazzled by that handsome face and bright smile. 




Between songs, Sadie gripped Quan’s hand and got close to his ear to say something. Quan came his way, all smiles, giving him a look like he thought this was going well. Quan was sure he was going to fuck her tonight. 




“Ay,” he said, sliding in at the bar next to him, grabbing his water and taking a drink. “Sadie wants a dance with you.” The guy beamed and his skin shone in the pulsing rainbow lights. 




He leaned to say, “It’s going to be a letdown. You two looked good out there.” He winced when the words were out in the open. He hadn’t meant it so suggestive. 




Quan patted his back as he hopped off the stool and headed to join his wife waiting for him on the dance floor. It was a slow number, and he embraced his wife, taking his hands in hers and swaying with her. He said in her ear, “I know what you’re doing, Sadie.” 




“I’m doing what you want, Teddy. Don’t you want me to be your whore?” 




He said, “If you weren’t smiling right now I’d be mad. You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” 




Sadie was oblivious, putting on an innocent charm. “I’m having a wonderful evening. I think Quan is such a great companion. Aren’t you having fun, Teddy Bear?” She wedged a thigh between his legs, finding his hardness. “Oh my,” she whispered theatrically, “I think my Teddy is having too much fun. Shall I check our dinner guest, Teddy? Check between his legs and see if he’s enjoying the evening as much as you?” 




He sneered at his wife with pure love. “You’re killing me.” 




“I like dirty stories, Teddy,” she said. 




“Good. Me too.” 




“Tell me yours. Tell me your dirty story. Turn me on and tell me all about how you spied on our dinner guest’s naked body in the men’s locker room.” 




“I didn’t spy, Sade. We were all naked.” 




She rolled her eyes up as if the image he’d conjured was exquisite. “Oh, what a sight. I love this story.” 




“Yeah, you would.” 




“My husband naked. My lover naked . . .” 




“Your lover?” 




“Isn’t that what he is, Teddy? Isn’t that what you want him to be?” 




“All I ever wanted was to have some fun. You’re the one who turned this into torture.” 




“I like torture.” 




He said, “Not when it’s done to you.” 




Sadie smiled. “Tell me all about his dick, Teddy. You got a good look at it. I’ve jerked off a few Black men in college and they were all larger than average.” 




“You’re such a jerk.” 




She frowned as if to encourage him, disappointed he wasn’t playing along. “Describe it for me. Was I far off?” 




“Why don’t you find out for yourself, Sadie babes? You can act coy and sly and torture me all you want, but you can’t tell me you’re not curious.” 




“Oh, I am curious, Teddy. And I’m going to find out tonight. Find out for real.” 
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The three of them walked the beach in the dark, all of them holding their shoes, going barefoot in the surf. Halfway around the resort’s crescent shape shoreline, she realized her husband had hung back a dozen paces behind them. Leaving her to walk alone with Quan. Very smooth, Teddy. Now she was smiling again, hoping her husband was suffering, but also kind of hoping that he was secretly also getting off on this. She had to admit it was fun. She said to Quan, “You know, I never would’ve pegged you for such a good dancer.” 




“You wouldn’t?” he said, disbelieving. 




“No, that sounds stupid, I mean, it makes sense. I saw you move in class, the yoga, I know you do the tai chi, too,” she said, moving her hands in slow motion kung fu cranes. “It makes sense, it’s just . . . you never expect it from such a big guy.” 




“Oh,” he said. “Now I get it. You think I’d be clumsy.” 




She laughed. “Not clumsy.” 




“Oafish?” 




“Not oafish . . .” 




“Brutish?” 




She stopped. Quan stopped as well, turning to face her, both of them ankle-deep in the cascading surf. She said, “I don’t know what I’m trying to say.” 




He put his hands in his pockets, and in the nighttime blue she could see the large masculine silhouette of him. Could make out small details on his face; painted light on the edge of the cheekbone and jaw, running the small curve of his left ear. She could see his smile. He did have a nice smile. She chanced a look to the left to see that Teddy had slowed so he wouldn’t catch up to them. Letting them get acquainted. She said, “Boy, Teddy really fell behind.” 




Quan, in his deep voice: “He sure did.” 




She chuckled, feeling good with Quan—good and relaxed and actually very different. She said, “Are you going to tell me how Teddy asked you out for dinner tonight?” 




“What do you mean?” 




“He sort of sprung this on me. Not that I minded having dinner with you at all,” she said, “in fact, I had an amazing evening.” 




“I did too.” 




“So what did Teddy say?” 




That perfect smile of Quan’s grew wider, and now she was smiling too, the moonlight cast over his shoulder and lighting her face. He said, “What did you want to hear?” 




“I want to hear what my husband said,” she said wryly, looking for leverage against her Teddy Bear. 




“He didn’t talk to you?” 




“He didn’t talk to me at all,” she said with humor. 




“Okay, I got that sense,” Quan said chuckling. 




“I think my husband has a certain . . . fantasy.” 




“And you don’t?” 




“Sorry,” she said, “I don’t.” Then feeling like it wasn’t quite true: “I mean . . .” 




Quan gave a deep rumble of a laugh, said, “What do you mean, Sadie?” 




She ran a hand through her thick hair, grumbling in her throat while shaking her mane out. She admitted: “I’ve been forced to entertain the idea.” 




Quan nodded, considering her statement. “And how objectionable was it?” 




She rolled her eyes. “Not objectionable at all,” she said. 




“What’s holding you back?” 




She was surprised at his forwardness. Or bluntness. It sounded like he knew he was out tonight with a married couple and his role was to fuck the wife. She said, “I never thought it was my thing.” 




Quan said, “I get the feeling Graham wants it.” 




“I get that feeling too.” 




He smiled wide again, then wagged a scolding finger at her. “You’ve been taunting him tonight.” 




“Is it obvious?” 




“No,” he said. “No, I believed you actually liked me.” 




“Oh, shoot, Quan, come on,” she said, “you know I like you.” 




He tossed his gaze aside, woebegone. “Yeah, but I’m just a toy between you two.” 




She said, “That’s how you see it?” 




“That’s not how you’re seeing it?” 




“I don’t think that’s true,” she said. 




“Well, I guess whatever happened tonight, anyway, I was just going to be a toy, one way or the other.” 




“I hope you’re not offended.” 




“Not offended,” he said. “Disappointed. I thought you and I had a good time yesterday.” 




“I had a great time.” 




“We had fun, right, going up in the hills?” 




“And on the dirt bike. I really did have fun, and I love my sarong.” 




“You look good in it. I told you. Those colors . . .” 




“It’s true,” she said, “but now I feel bad, feel like I used you.” 




“Don’t worry about me. My heart isn’t broken. I’m just going to lament this missed opportunity.” 




She smirked. “Oh, really?” 




Quan shrugged it off with his body, but his expression still holding a measure of regret. 




She glanced back now, Teddy still a dozen paces behind, standing in the surf almost up to his knees, his side to them looking at the moonlight, his hand above his eyes shielding the glare. But she was being watched in his periphery, she was sure of it. 




“Missed opportunity,” she repeated aloud to herself. 




Quan said, “I was looking forward,” and let his gaze move across her body. 




“I guess I should be complimented.” 




Quan said, “Shame you don’t feel the same way.” 




She laughed. “About you?” 




He said, “We were good on the dance floor.” 




“We were,” she said, and now he held out his big hand spread open. Like he was inviting her out onto the dance floor. 




She put her hand in his, feeling sheepish and feminine, and he closed her hand in his grip. “We were so good on the dance floor, I thought you’d really want to know what we’d be like in the bedroom.” 




She gasped, and Quan gently pulled her against him. Still laughing, feeling young and playful, she punched him lightly on his chest. His broad, hard chest. She looked up into his eyes, this big confident young man looking down on her. 




She said, “I think maybe you should come back to our villa . . .” 






Chapter Nineteen 




He joined them again halfway up the cold sand of the beach, off on their right saying, “What do you guys want to do now?” 




And pow. It was Sadie saying, “I think Quan’s going to come back to the villa with us for a drink.” 




He couldn’t help saying eagerly: “Really?” Totally blown away now that this was really happening. His heart started up fast in his chest, his stomach went light with butterflies, and the rational part of his mind said it was time to cancel. It’d been fun, but . . .  




But he wouldn’t cancel. He really wanted it. It was this sudden realization for the first time ever since they started this weird thing (wait, since he’d started it) that Sadie was engaged. The way she said Quan was coming back to their villa didn’t seem like a coy game of play on her part, trying to make her husband (who she was a little mad at) suffer some angst. This sounded like now Sadie was considering actually doing this thing. The urge to gush and babble and talk too much seized him. It was a good and friendly feeling but he didn’t want to ruin it by getting giddy and juvenile—it took effort to maintain his cool. 




“Sounds good,” he said. “Should we order something up to the room?” 




Sadie said, “I think we have everything we need.” 




Nice double entendre, Sadie. He nodded, grunted, looked back to see Quan put out his hand for Sadie and Sadie give him hers. His wife held Quan’s hand walking up the beach. 


When Sadie joined him at the bar table in their villa’s living room he could tell by the look on her face she was really considering this. He had three crystal glasses on the bar top, a little ice in each and held a bottle of Gentleman Jack above, poised to pour. He smiled, said, “What are you thinking?” 




Sadie left Quan out on the front patio sitting by their small square pool, only a dozen feet away or so, the door left open, so she spoke quietly, saying, “I’m not sure—what are you thinking?” 




He stayed cool, smiled, poured a splash in each of their glasses saying, “I can tell by the look in your eye that—” 




Indignant, she said, “What look in my eye?” 




He chuckled, took his time returning the lid to the bourbon bottle, then faced her. Sadie’d backed herself to his side, leaning on the bar but watching out on their patio at the special guest her husband had invited for the evening. She’d toyed with her husband tonight, playing a game, heaping angst on him, but he’d waited her out; now the evening was winding down and his wife was starting to think maybe she didn’t want the fun to end. 




He held the bottle at his waist in both hands, still taking his time, laughing again, feigning confidence, setting the bottle down on the bar. He touched Sadie’s cheek with the back of a finger. “Never mind the look in your eye, look at the color in your beautiful face.” 




She flinched away from him, bothered, touching her palms to her cheeks now. “Am I red?” 




“You look stunning, Sadie,” he said. “But your eyes are electric right now, and, yes, you’re blushing. But you wear it so goddam well. Look at me . . .” She did, and he continued: “I can tell you’re considering it.” 




Now she was back to acting like he was crazy, frowning, saying, “Considering what?” 




“I brought him here for us. He’s a great young guy and you know it. I told you what I want.” 




“I can’t do that, Teddy,” she whispered, eyes out and watching Quan. 




“All right, you don’t have to do anything. We had fun. I loved watching you dance with him, and I liked the way you teased me. If you want to quit you can. But you know—” 




“We don’t have to quit . . .” 




His heart jumped. “What then?” 




“Well . . . like, we could . . .” 




He chuckled, held her chin and kissed her. “Leave it to me,” he said. 
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Teddy handed Quan a glass of bourbon, and she joined them, standing off to the side and feeling strangely lightheaded and airy. Now it was the three of them standing at the side of their small pool on their hedged-in villa patio. It was cool but humid; all of them lit by the small lights in the side garden, and the glow coming from the villa’s low interior lights. It painted Quan’s black skin in a warm glow, putting a shine on his handsome features and the muscles in his large arms . . . Could she actually do this? There was an attraction there—Quan was charming, handsome, large, smart . . . and Teddy said he wanted it . . . and she was curious, she had to admit. But really going through with it seemed such a mountain to climb. 




Teddy sipped his whisky in the sudden and uncomfortable silence. A wind chime made its hollow bamboo bonking, night birds called in the hill above their villa; ice clinked in their glasses. Teddy sniffed now, said to Quan, “Can I tell you how this started?” 




“Teddy,” she scolded—that’s how he was going to handle it? 




Quan said, “How what started?” 




“Teddy, don’t,” she said. 




“A wager,” he told Quan. 




“That so?” Quan sipped his bourbon, eyeing Teddy, the two men acting like the woman wasn’t even here. 




She moved closer. “Teddy thinks he’s good at pool.” 




Teddy said to Quan, “I showed her I was good at pool.” 




She said, “He had this one lucky shot,” rolling her eyes. 




“It wasn’t luck, Quan,” Teddy said. 




Quan said, “So what was the wager?” 




She warned him: “Teddy, don’t say it.” 




Teddy was undeterred, raising his eyebrows, saying, “You see, Quan, back in university—” 




“Teddy,” she interjected, setting her glass of whisky down on a side table next to the lounger where Teddy would sit and read his book. Teddy paused and she came closer to get between the two men. 




She looked in Teddy’s eyes, saw the humor there, saw that he would indeed go through with his story, putting some leverage her way, challenging her. She looked to Quan who was amused by both of them, here tonight because he wanted to sleep with the woman he’d spent a fun afternoon with and whose husband seemed to have a fantasy of watching her with another man—and she went on her toes, rested her hands on Quan’s broad chest . . . Quan dipped his mouth to hers and they kissed. 




She closed her eyes, focused on the feel of his mouth—blown away by the foreignness, the non-Teddy feel of this man’s lips on hers. He had the softest, plumpest lips she’d ever felt, and his kiss was warm and made spicy by the bourbon. She liked it. Liked it and let her palms explore his muscular chest and shoulders. Then broke it off, getting down on her heels and stepping back, laughing, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and looking from Quan to her Teddy, measuring the excitement in both men—and liking that too. Teddy’s eyes had gone wild and submissive. There was that feeling of total control that she loved, and she giggled awkwardly again, knowing now there was a chance they could go through with this. Not all the way, but maybe her husband did deserve a little something. She said to Teddy: “You did make that shot.” 




Teddy said, “A bet’s a bet, Sadie.” 
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The strutting confidence Sadie showed earlier waned now. Hands wrung at her waist, she followed Quan back into their villa, the big man leading the way, Sadie’s posture a little stooped and worried—but once Quan stopped and held the door for her, she jerked straighter and walked past him smiling like she could handle anything that might come her way. Quan bounced his eyebrows Teddy’s way, indicating he held the door for him too. Teddy reached around him politely to take the door, let Quan go ahead—a dumb and macho but necessary indicator that this was at the husband’s whim, that Quan was not the man in charge this evening. 




With Sadie ahead, she lead the way to where she’d like to have something (if anything!) occur, making her way through their front lounge, past the kitchenette and into the closed porch room lit with two low wattage table lamps. The sight of his wife kissing another man had already elevated his heart rate to high speed, and as they entered the quieter space all he could hear was the drumbeat of his pulse in his ears. 




Sadie stopped in the middle of the small square rug in the center of the room’s seating, Quan coming to stand aside the low armless couch. Teddy moved past them, and opened two of the levered windows, letting in the sound of the surf and the rustling breeze from the trees. Out past the shrubbery framing these windows he could see down the hillside the pale half moon of the beach where they’d strolled and the flickering dashes of moonlight on the bay. 




Sadie and Quan had two options, he figured, for whatever play Sadie was willing to engage in. There was the low couch, a geometric slab with a bright green mattress festooned with round cushy pillows in orange that looked like crinkle-wrapped candies, or in the corner there was a circular sofa with no legs, hanging from the ceiling by chains like a swing. Also green, this one with matching pillows in yellow. Behind him there was a table for four with dining room chairs and he pulled one of the chairs out now, reversed it, and sat astraddle with his arms over the chair’s back. 




Sadie seeing him made her realize how real this was and now she gave a snorting chuckle through her nose, getting nervous and anxious, and he feared this was where his relatively straight-laced wife would balk finally. But Quan was there to lead the way, stepping into her space and mesmerizing her with his eyes, making Sadie look up, glossy and under whatever spell a good-looking guy of his size had over women. Sadie’s hands unclasped from her belly and hung at her sides, and Quan touched her chin to angle her face higher, dipping then for another kiss. 




The way Sadie received Quan, closing her eyes and opening her mouth had his heart pounding again. 




The nervousness melted from his wife and he watched her posture relax while her mouth sucked on Quan’s mouth. She fed him her tongue—Teddy was sure of it. And now he was rock hard. He squeezed his thighs against the sides of the chair, wishing he could communicate to this woman he loved how amazing she looked and how much this did for him. But Sadie’s hands came up, tentatively at first, then resting on Quan’s chest. And for a moment he thought she would push him away. Instead, her hands smoothed Quan’s muscle, went over his shoulders, and her hands formed claws on the round shapes of his upper arms, fondling, caressing—enjoying—the way his body felt under her touch. 
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While they kissed and she got a good feel of Quan’s hot, hard, and young body, something changed. A sureness she could do this. She could definitely do this while Teddy watched. It would be fun. It would be kinky. And they were together. 




She began to smile around their kiss, Quan’s deep-kissing becoming pecks and nibbles on her jaw. Then his hands were on her. Strong, warm, and so large. On the small of her back, up her ribs. Like on the dance floor—which she’d enjoyed, even though she was only teasing her husband. But now it was serious, now Quan’s touch on her became something more abandoned, no rules, no barrier to the pleasure which her mind had resisted earlier. Now she let his touch get her tingling. Tingling all over. The nape of her neck tightening, her arm hairs raising, her nipples tightening and bunching . . . and her tummy lightening and tickling with a fluttery feeling. 




She went on her toes, her nails running up and down his big forearms, then touching lightly at his waist. Lower then, dipping under his shirt and feeling the bare skin of his hard and muscular stomach. 




“Wow,” she said, breaking their kiss, looking in his eyes. “Your body’s so amazing.” 




“So’s yours, Sadie,” he said, hands on the narrow of her waist. 




Eyes still on his, her hands drifted out from under his shirt, touching his cloth belt, fingering the edges of his shorts’s front pockets. Both of them knew what it was she wanted to feel now. She chewed her lower lip; gave a breathy chuckle. Then her hands flattened palms on the cotton of his shorts, made circles on his thighs, his hips . . . her right hand coming to cup between his legs. 




“Oh, wow,” she said, not sure if what she was feeling was what she thought it was. Teddy’d said it was big but she hadn’t expected it to be quite so large—or heavy, even protected behind his shorts she could heft the bulge, feel that it had heavy weight. 




“You’re not even hard,” she sighed; Quan smiled and she laughed as a wild racing thrill worked up her back. The size of his cock—the amazing heft of it—turned her on like crazy and now she wanted it out in the light, wanted to marvel at it, see if it looked like how she thought it felt. And more: She wanted it hard. She wanted it erect. And she wanted to give Quan an amazing hand job while her husband watched. 




She worked out the knot of the woven belt through its loops and let it hang. Eyes still on Quan’s, his hands on her shoulders now, smiling at her, she unbuttoned his shorts. 




Now she giggled again, sounding very young and girlish—but, damn, such a good feeling—and now she was thinking of how Teddy started this, getting her to open up about her stupid dick journals and how she used to romanticize the art of hand jobs. And she’d downplayed what was in those journals. She’d thought Teddy might think she was a perverted sicko, but now she wondered if she was totally wrong about that. Maybe Teddy was ready to learn about his wife’s dick-handling proclivities. 




Her own breath came rapid—and she could tell Quan was excited too. Did he get off on having another man’s wife admire his body and endowment while the husband watched? He certainly seemed riled, though she liked to think it was her that was arousing her night’s companion. 




Zipper drawn down, taking a little care to make sure her knuckles bumped against his generous package teasingly while she did, now she had thumbs pushed into the waistband of his zipped-down shorts, ready to see what it was Quan had between his legs. Bit by bit, she tugged and sawed his shorts and bright white briefs downward. First revealed was a scruff of black pubic hair, then, at last, the first signs of cock. And the base of his penis looked as wide as her phone. Another inch revealed, his thing hanging downward, a peek of black scrotum as well, a pencil-thick vein running along the top side of what was definitely a very big cock that wasn’t even hard yet. Lower still, more cock revealed, very dark-skinned, almost black, wrinkled and proving he wasn’t erect yet. 




“Oh my God,” she whispered and chuckled when the shorts went lower and she still didn’t reveal the head of it yet. Teddy’s chair squeaked; she glanced over her shoulder forgetting to shield from her husband the glee on her face. But Teddy could take it; her husband was rapt watching her, his clutch on the chair tight, one leg bouncing as he watched his wife reveal another man’s manhood. 




She looked back to Quan, letting him see how much she liked what he had between his legs, saying, “Wow, it’s amazing, I mean, Teddy already told me, but . . .” 




And now his cock was free, the shorts and briefs down his thighs, this monster cock bobbing and swaying before her, an absolutely elephantine thing, uncircumcised, thick as her wrist, black, gleaming and wrinkled. Ugly, monstrous, but to her an absolutely beautiful thing. 




Quan said, “Teddy told you what?” 




Teddy cleared his throat, defensive, saying, “Well . . .” 




She looked to her uncomfortable Teddy, saying to Quan, “Teddy checked you out in the sauna, told me you had a giant dick . . .” 






Chapter Twenty 




Sadie already looked small next to Quan. And the way he stood with hands on her shoulders displayed their size and color difference. A large and muscular Black man, and a small, slender white woman with honey-colored hair. But, Jesus, the guy’s cock. It was bigger than he’d seen it in the sauna. Half hard now, hard for Sadie, and it looked as big as his wife’s forearm. She’d returned her gaze from her husband to Quan’s manhood. Dipped at the knees, calves flexing, she leaned back to get a good look at the thing. What Sadie saw thrilled her, and his own cock throbbed. He wondered what she would write in her journal about it. 




He said, “Well, Quan, it’s not quite like Sadie said, she’s trying to be funny . . .” 




Quan smiled, and he could tell from Sadie’s profile she smiled as well, and he was glad everyone was having fun. He said, “I only told her because she has a keen interest. You know, my wife used to—” 




“All right, wise guy,” Sadie interrupted him. “Touché. Let’s change the subject.” 




Teddy smiled at his wife, glad he had the upper hand and she knew it. Speaking of hands: “Quan, I’ll just say Sadie’s very good with her hands.” 




Quan said to her, “And your mouth too.” 




Sadie’s eyes widened, and his heart raced at the implication. His mouth opened, his jaw flexed, squeaking in his eardrums. No words came out. 




Sadie’s reaction was similar. Her jaw unhinged, her beautiful lips opening in a puckered O, then closing, until she said, “Oh . . . uh . . . I . . .” 




The sight was ridiculous. From his viewpoint he saw a muscular Black man standing in partial embrace with his wife. The man was a virtual stranger. Just one dinner, a yoga class, and a trip into the forest with his wife. The man’s shorts dropped around his ankles. His enormous semi-erect penis dangled out but downward between his thighs. Sadie stood next to him, looking incredible in a shrink-wrapped pink dress. Legs shaved and gleaming. Makeup and hair done to show off the perfect angles of her face. What the hell were they engaging in? 




Quan smiled and touched a knuckle under Sadie’s chin. Sadie looked timid at the proposition she would use her hands and mouth on him. But complying, she tilted her chin upward. 




Before their lips came together, Quan said, “I meant on my mouth. I want this beautiful mouth on mine.” 




Sadie sagged as if with relief. She melted into Quan. The tension invoked by a possible requested blow job had overwhelmed her. In Quan’s absolution she found relief. “Yes,” she said before they kissed again. 




Teddy watched. Watched as his wife’s plump mouth pressed against Quan’s. The wet sound of smacking was loud in the quiet of the villa. Quan still kept a knuckle under Sadie’s pointed chin, showing off the tendons in her long neck. They were using tongues. God, Sadie was using her tongue. Sadie was twirling hers against another man’s. Though he loved it, his gaze dropped lower. Registered the movement of Quan’s penis. It was lengthening, thickening. It bobbed with the man’s heartbeat. 




Quan’s heartbeat was picking up just as quick as Teddy’s. Eyes down lower, it thrilled him to see the flexing muscles of his wife’s calves. The incredible legs that had drawn his attention to her that day she’d run past with her hockey team. He watched those blades ripple under her gleaming skin. Watched the long tendon that divided her shapely lower leg, down to the ankle. Watched her painted toes curl against the footbed of her expensive shoes. 




“Holy shit,” he sighed. It was relief in him too. Relief it would be just a hand job. There was no way his heart could take more than that. Not tonight. If ever . . . 




But was it possible? 




He hated to even think of it now. The enormity of the thought pressed down on his shoulders. It weakened his already soggy stance. The racing of his heart and pulse got him faint. But he loved that faintness. Embraced it with lusty, welcoming arms. 




A warm, arduous feeling massaged through him. An unstoppable smile pushed back his bearded cheeks. 




[image: image_1.jpg]




She pushed back against Quan’s thick but sensual tongue. The unfamiliar feel of this intimate part of another man bewildered her. Quan was an incredible kisser. Her heart already raced feeling the strength and warmth of his muscle under her palms and fingers. Kissing was okay. She would use her mouth on his mouth that would be okay. 




In fact, it was something she liked to do. That jotted note repeated in her journal long ago. One of her favorite things accompanying a hand job was kissing. So yes. She would use her mouth. On his mouth. She would kiss Quan while she brought him to ejaculation with the stroke of her gentle but strong hands. 




The wildness of that thought brought a heaviness between her legs. The anticipation got her sighing into Quan’s kiss. And Quan breathed it in. Took out the gasp of her lust and held it in his lungs. 




The gentle pressing of his knuckle under her chin became the stroking of his thumb along her jaw. Then the warm and enormous strength of his hand cupped the back of her neck. He thumbed her earlobe and drew her tongue into his own mouth. 




His lips pressed, then his tongue pushed back, and he took her lower lip and nibbled. He groaned a sound of deep appreciation. Two hands now on her neck. Two large and powerful hands cupping her jaw, cradling her skull. He looked in her eyes and she felt tiny underneath him. He said, “You have an incredible mouth.” 




She dragged her lower lip under the line of her front teeth, eyes wide and staring into his. “You do too,” she whispered, not wanting Teddy to hear. Then felt bad. This was about Teddy after all. 




She chanced a glance her husband’s way. Surprised to find him placid and happy. He lounged, sunken now in a papasan chair. The expression on his face wasn’t one of anger. His gaze was intense but there was a happy sparkle in his eyes, an upward curl at the corners of his mouth. Not committed to smiling, but nowhere near unhappy. 




She dragged her lip under her front teeth again, smiling at Teddy. Don’t leave him out of this. 




She said, “He’s a really good kisser,” and chuckled shyly. Putting it on for her husband, playing the part she assumed he desired. And now he smiled. Quan liked it too. There was nothing men like more than a demure but slutty woman. “I’m going to kiss him again,” she said to Teddy. Her husband nodded, and though she was in her heels she went to her toes to seek Quan’s mouth again. 




Quan took hold of her face between his palms again, and she let her hands rest on the muscular slab of his chest. Her hands drifted downward. Down the soft feel of his untucked shirt. Something tapped her stomach, almost touching her most sensitive place. She knew what it was. What had Teddy thought in the sauna earlier today? She would pay anything to review the footage from some security camera posted up in a corner of the room. Watching Teddy’s reaction as he saw what Quan had between his legs. Thinking his wife had seen it already. Interacted with it already. Had jerked it off until Quan had come on his stomach muscles. That raunchy fantasy she’d told her husband got her wet right now. Her toes scrunched as if a string extended from her pussy down her knees to the tendons of her feet. A tightness began between her legs. Thinking what if her story she’d told Teddy were true. Thinking how what she told her husband was what he wanted to hear, but it had come from her. It was from her imagination. It was how she would have wanted it. And that was exciting. This began with her husband’s provocation. She was innocent. No blame could be foisted upon her. This was all Teddy. Any shame, any blame, anything bad now should be laid at her husband’s feet. The way a cat delivered a dead mouse to your doorstep. 




Now she committed. Her hands dropped below the softness of his shirt. Her fingertips enjoyed the hard muscular feel of Quan’s midsection. Chiseled ridges of muscle where she would expect to feel softness. Quan had a better body than any man she’d ever been with. Or used her hands on. The best body, and the most unbelievably hung. Quan was pure physical perfection. And tonight was all about indulgence. 




Against her quivering palms, she felt the hard curve of the tops of Quan’s thighs. Felt them smooth and hot and hard where they swelled below his hips. Her palms came closer together. Between his legs until she felt the stinging heat of gummy male flesh between her wrist bones. She gasped again into Quan’s kiss. 




Quan’s hands dipped from her neck down her throat to her collar. His thumbs stroked her throat but his mouth didn’t leave hers. Her right bold right hand swept between his legs. The flat of her hand curled against the dorsal side of Quan’s enormous penis. It had grown even larger. Impossibly wide. Almost as wide as her palm from knuckle to knuckle. Her hand smoothed downward till the bulbous shape of his swollen cock head rippled her fingertips. 




She moaned into his mouth again. He breathed it in again. It was so large. The throb of his pulse could be felt in her grip. The man was built like a freight train, and he must have a hot burning coal-fired engine in his chest. The thump-thump of his heartbeat grew faster with anticipated lust. Ichor pulsed through the enormous example of manhood in her hand. The thing was beyond belief. More than a penis, more than a man’s sexual implement, it was masculine sexuality personified. A totem to worship. 




For her husband she would be Quan’s acolyte this evening. 






Chapter Twenty-One 




Teddy watched from the comfort of the papasan chair as his wife helped their dinner guest take his shirt off. As soon as the fabric had cleared his midsection, Sadie’s hands caressed the ridges of his hard abdomen. Quan’s face still hidden in a Cal of cotton, The look the enamored look on his wife’s face was amazing. The look on her face somehow exonerated his guilt. Sadie wasn’t doing this only for him. Sadie wanted this to. 




The thrill was electric. As Quan stepped out of his jute thong slip-ons, Teddy pressed his heels into the floor and pushed himself deeper into the papasan. A wild feeling of acceleration hit him, an imaginary speed-breeze flicking back his hair. This was going to be a wild ride. His wife stood next to another man, the other man naked. Sadie still dressed, pink fabric clinging to her. The muscles in her legs gleamed, a rosy glow on her cheeks. The man’s penis was engorged. Engorged and a marvel to behold. One that would shoot right to the top of his wife’s jerk-off journal. And this time Sadie’s husband would be there to witness it. 




The way Sadie’s eyes cast down to watch her hands smooth over the hard edges of Quan’s stomach drove him wild. She was also registering the mammoth scale of Quan’s endowment. 




Sadie’s calves flexed, those heel spikes lifting from the floor as she went to her toes. She kissed Quan’s mouth again. One arm hooked around his neck to steady herself on her toes, and her right hand smoothed down the muscular curve of his thigh. When her hand scooted under Quan’s enormous dangling weapon, Teddy hissed through clenched teeth. His hands formed fists. Electricity seized him. The papasan chair was like some death penalty throwback, current zipping through it and seizing the poor sucker seated within. And this guy definitely deserved what he was getting. 




He smiled and chuckled at the awfulness of the spectacle. Sadie milked downward in an awkward underhand grip arm, hooked around Quan’s neck. Quan’s big hand moved to cup the rear side of her rib cage. 




Quan stepped backward, guiding Sadie to follow him. Mouths still locked on one another’s, Quan and Sadie sat side by side on the low lime-green cushioned chairs. Their mouths parted a moment, and Quan stared into her. Sadie looked downward like she was bashful. She ran hair behind her ear, and Quan touched her neck. He loved touching her neck. Teddy loved watching him touch her neck. It did something to Sadie he like to see. His wife succumbed to that masculine hand, her chin tilting upward, mouth parting in acceptance. They kissed again. The wife in a spectacular dress, a young man wearing nothing. 




They made out for almost a minute, that black heap of monstrous man-flesh laying in the seam of Quan’s thighs. Sadie crossed one leg over the other, hips tilted into Quan. Her high heel shoe bobbed near his knee, her pretty toes pointed. 




Then her hand sought out what her husband had set this up for. He’d thought she’d already done this, and decided that his wife talking to Quan behind his back was a sign she wanted more. Sure, he was wrong. But he wasn’t entirely wrong. Because now right here before him in their beautiful villa he would watch the act he’d first wanted. It would play out in real time before his eyes. No offense to the classics, but this was a thousand times better than Casablanca. 




Sadie’s hand smoothed down the top side of Quan’s cock. Her grip circled it, her thumb stroking, then lifting the heavy thing from his lap. He wasn’t fully hard, but stiff enough he didn’t flop. Sadie took a break from their kissing to admire what she held in her hand. Quan kissed her neck while she did. 




She eased back on his meaty shaft, pulling down the puckered roll of foreskin. It began to stretch then peel to expose the corpulent gleaming mahogany end. It shone wet; the healthy luster of a penis protected by generous foreskin. It also gleamed from the leaking lubrication. 




Sadie made a small grimace, biting down on the curl of her lower lip with a canine, recognizing how bad this was. There was the enjoyment of another man, the appreciation of his assets—all things she’d been doing–but when his tool leaked the fluid meant to ease his passage during intercourse, well, this was new grand salaciousness. This was more than admiring a marble statue of epic proportions. This was a reminder that her handsome partner was more than a play toy. He was a living breathing human. A male heartbeat pounded in that chest. His testicles worked to produce the necessary ingredients for the machinations of intercourse. She knew Quan. She liked him. She’d spent the day with him, met his family, knew all about his family history. 




It made Teddy wonder had his wife ever been this quick to get intimate with a man. When she was in that first and virginal year of college, feverishly writing down her hand job notes, had there been an entry in that diary saying: don’t know how it happened, met this cute guy at the bar on campus, next thing I know I’m in his dorm room, and I got my hand in his pants. . . . There had to be. Sometime in his wife’s past, she’d been eager. He could see the eagerness in her now. The only restraint was her loyalty and respect for their marital bond. That and the fact she loved him. But she at one time had been a horny young woman. 




That was another thing that made this so exciting. He was putting his wife in touch with that most bewildering point in a young person’s life. When those hormones were kicking the shit out of you, firing off for the lamest reasons. He had his own selection of memories. The accidental revelation of a high inside thigh once from a girl he had a crush on. He’d jerked off three times when he got home from school after that. There were hundreds of similar little stories. Times also where he’d found girls in the same situation as him: horny as fuck. Sadie could’ve been one of those girls. He’d taken girls home and done things with them after hardly knowing them. This was proof that his wife could be a dirty little girl. 




Now he gritted his teeth with an aching drive to fuck her. To say to Quan, “Sorry, just take five minutes, she’ll get right back to you.” Then flatten her on that bright green cushion, grab a fistful of her hair and growl into her face what a dirty little fuck slut she was while he humped himself into her. Biting her neck. Sadie loving it. Sadie saying, “I’m a dirty little fuck slut.” 




“Oh shit,” he groaned and fidgeted with his pants. He’d just let off a stream of lubricant of his own. Thinking how he was going to fuck his wife when this was done. Thinking of all the dirty things he was going to say to her. The awful things he would accuse her of. Make her repent, make her reclaim her vows. He couldn’t wait. 




But right now she had bigger things on her mind. A bigger thing in her hand. And she wondered at it. Her expression marveled as she caressed Quan’s oversized weapon. 




The foreskin was peeled back and she ran the curve of her fingers under its belly. In the fold of her index finger knuckle she collected a scrim of shining pre-come. Then she polished that huge cock head like it was furniture. 




Now she watched Quan’s face, registering his pleasure. That was wild too. Sadie was good hand jobs. But he could see she didn’t just give the same hand job over and over again. She studied. She was a studier. Great marks in school. Aced law school. Aced the bar. Now she was studying Quan. How does he like this? He does. . . . What if I do this? . . . Oh, he likes that. . . . What if I combine the two? . . . What if I do it in a double hand stroke then come back and do it over again but reverse? . . . 




Sadie had Quan in hand job heaven. The big guy eased back from her kiss as the pleasure her hand delivered proved too much for him to bear. Too much pleasure all at once. His eyes closed, and he leaned his hands behind him. Light shone down from above. White light gleamed in liquid swirls over the ridges of his muscular chest and stomach. The abs, those lines below the abs that pointed to his huge manhood. 




Sadie sought her own pleasure now. Right hand stroking and pleasuring, her left hand exploring Quan’s beautiful body. Smoothing over the plates of stomach muscles, caressing his chest, thumbing his nipple. She switched hands, gripping that huge cock in her clumsy left. Her right hand circling his hanging scrotum. While she stroked, she made his balls swing, going from side to side and batting his thigh. Quan’s stomach muscles bellowed outward. Sadie seemed to take that as a sign he wasn’t fond of ball play. She abandoned it, ever the pro, letting them hang again, and now taking Quan’s cock in two hands and holding it like a sledgehammer. 




She worked her grip up and down, squeezing as she got near the end, the muscles in her forearms rippling. Quan produced more lubricant, and Sadie gathered it and used it to stroke him better. While she did, Quan regained composure, becoming accustomed to the artful manipulation of his most sensitive male part. He sat straighter, and his luscious lips sought Sadie’s. 




They kissed. Kissed while Sadie jerked him off. 


Sadie’s stroking slowed, and Teddy’s eyes wandered upward. The kissing had become something else. They took turns whispering in each other’s ears. Quan was caressing her neck again, and Sadie looked at him questioningly. She got close and whispered in his ear, her grip rotating and pleasuring him still. 




Quan nodded, put his mouth near her ear and said something. Sadie thought about it, Quan separated from her again and she stroked him. But now he leaned closer to her, their knees touching. He rested a hand on top of her bare and muscular thigh. He caressed her, cupped the point of her dainty knee. In the angle of the light, Teddy could see Sadie’s skin go to goosebumps. What the hell had they been whispering? 




She whispered to Quan again, and now Quan pivoted toward her and stood, stooping over with his arms extended to her. Sadie reached up, put her hands around his big biceps and Quan took her by the waist and hoisted her right up onto him. Sadie let out a constricted laugh, then hooked her calves around behind him. They stood now sideways to Teddy, his wife held in the arms of another man, her legs straddling above his waist, his huge and definitely fully erect cock sticking almost straight outward. Sadie’s cheeks were rosy, her neck flushed. She looked incredibly beautiful. But he had no idea what it was they were doing. 




He was eager to find out… 




[image: image_1.jpg]




Quan’s body between her thighs felt hard and incredibly strong. She felt very light in his clutch. Safe, like no matter what, this guy wouldn’t drop her or fumble. His hands on her back felt incredible. And she kissed Quan now, amazed by the thrill of being manhandled this way. 




Now she looked to Teddy, saw her husband rising tentatively from his papasan throne. The man in charge. She smiled to him, so worried she’d already gone too far. But that was impossible, she’d only done the thing her husband was sure she’d already done. But what was happening was outrageous. Every synapse and her body was firing messages of full steam ahead. But it was her brain trying to apply squealing brakes on this. For her benefit yes, but for Teddy’s the most. This was too much. Too crazy. He couldn’t be serious… 




Teddy returned her smile, she hid her bashful face, sucking on her lower lip for a second, hugging Quan’s thick neck then meeting her cheek against his. She said to Teddy, “I think the bedroom is more comfortable.” 




Teddy’s eyebrows bounced, and there was no flash of anger or hurt. He nodded. “Yeah, okay.” 




Quan turned with her held in his arms, and she kept low so she wouldn’t hit her head on a doorframe, but Quan was careful and considerate, dipping as the entered the hall that would take them to the bedrooms. 




She said, “On the right,” looking over her shoulder, seeing where they were going. 




She returned her gaze behind Quan to see Teddy following. She mouthed, “You’re crazy.” 




Teddy smiled wide in the dim, lights reflecting on his teeth in the dark of his beard. He mouthed, “I know.” 




She rolled her eyes at him, finger-waved at him with her wedding ring hand, and then Quan brought her in to their bedroom. 






Chapter Twenty-Two 




Sadie looked beautiful in the same way she had the first night he’d made love to her. She still held that same expression. And she was flushed with sexual excitement. Pupils dilated, eyes wide and disbelieving what was happening. Only tonight, there was also a small measure of intimidation. It wasn’t like that night with her Teddy Bear, so long ago, when they’d tumbled into his apartment bedroom, nice guy Teddy, sure a bit burly but otherwise a friendly and companionable person. And while Quan was friendly and personable, he was also built to sexually menace. A human powerhouse with fully engorged sexual equipment of gargantuan size. And his muscles were full and swollen too. Shoulders bulging, hunks of triceps at the back of his arms, skin gleaming, veins raised against his tight black skin. 




Quan had laid Sadie out on the villa bed, an almost circular mattress set in a wooden frame, tented with a canopy of netting. The setting was beautiful. The spectacle on the stage was also beautiful. Sadie laid back, eyes wide and wet, mouth slightly agape, chest rising rapidly with her breaths as this magnificent male loomed naked above her. 




Quan prowled over Sadie on the bed, and she caressed his arms. They kissed again, Sadie with her knees pressed together, her high-heeled feet hanging off the foot of the bed, her slinky dress riding high, bunched just below her buttocks. The muscles in her long, strong legs flexed as she writhed under Quan. 




Quan took Sadie’s mouth, and his hands touched her body. Smoothing a palm up her rib cage, cupping her breast. Sadie gasped. This was becoming very real. More than a hand job. That’s all he’d ever asked for, and now it was turning into much, much more. And while Sadie did a little to slow the progress, she didn’t impede it. He was mesmerized by the sight of her familiar and delicate hands squeezing and caressing the muscles of Quan’s arms. Quan tugged down the cup of her dress, and her breast spilled upward toward her shoulder, the fully hard bud of her nipple casting a shadow on her creamy bosom. Quan found it. Sadie moaned and writhed, her thighs practically rubbing together. 




Quan kissed and suckled at her neck, her throat, then her collar. He tugged down both cups, pushing the dress to the top of her ribs, both breasts bared, nipples hard, soft flesh jostling. He took each nipple in his mouth, and Sadie caressed the back of his head with both hands, closing her eyes and jutting her fine chin toward the tent top above the bed. She groaned, and a tendon in her long neck flexed. 




Then Quan was up, raising on his knees above her, his heavily-hung penis dangling between his thighs, the tip resting against Sadie’s leg. Teddy stepped back, intoxicated, falling back down to sit in the cushioned chair beside the dresser. Sadie didn’t look his way, mesmerized by her lover, their gazes connected, some transmission of meaning zipping back and forth between them. Sadie looked at once pleading but also daunted. She bit her lower lip, enjoying Quan’s gaze on her naked breasts. She was trying to turn him on. 




But Quan was already turned on, no doubt about it. It was prominent. And threatening. 




Quan smiled, told her she was beautiful, touched her shoulder with a hand, the hand coming down, tugging the dress lower, revealing the hard edges of her ribs pressed against her tanned skin, then her taut stomach and the cup of her shallow navel. With the dress bunched around her hips, Quan ran his hands up and down her body, from belly to sternum and collar, then back down. Marveling at her beauty and fitness. 




Then he was scooting downward, putting his feet on the floor, taking Sadie’s dress and tugging it lower, and Sadie let him. Knees still dressed pressed together—she was a lady—she raised her body to accommodate Quan’s removal of her tight, clinging dress. Quan brought it down her thighs to her knees, revealing the very thin and lacy satin panties in a tropical turquoise. Quan chuckled and Sadie smiled, admiring Quan’s naked body with narrowed sultry eyes. Quan pulled the dress off her feet, snagging it briefly on the point of one of her heels. But then he was overtop of her again, giving Teddy a view of his round and muscular ass, the tight but large black pouch of his testicles, and the underside of his cock as it dragged along the bed and then up Sadie’s leg. He was parting her legs, lifting one of his own to get Sadie spread. 




“What do you want to do?” Sadie whispered to Quan. Nervous. Like she wasn’t familiar with sex. 




Isn’t it obvious, Sadie? 




Teddy chuckled and smiled, enjoying the show a multitude better than he ever thought he would. 




Quan didn’t answer her, but kissed up the inside of her leg, from her delicate knee to her hipbone, then he mouthed over her panties, moving slowly until his lips were plucking over the fabric between her legs. That got Sadie gasping for air. She arched her back, and her nipples re-tightened to bolts. She ran her nails through Quan’s cornrows, thumbing at his hairline. 




While Quan’s head moved between Sadie’s legs—his shoulder muscles flexing, his neck and jaw muscles twitching—Sadie caressed Quan, touching his shoulders and his temples while he mouthed over her panties. Quan brought a finger up, hooked it down the front of those panties and gently lowered the fabric, exposing the topmost portion of her precious shaved mound. 




Sadie’s hands punched down into the bedding and grabbed fistfuls of fabric. Her back arched further and her lips peeled back over her pretty teeth. Quan tongued that sensitive flesh, pulled lower the panties, and tongued at the apex of her folds. Then thrust his tongue into her molten sex flesh, diving right down under her panties. 




Sadie moaned and brought her knees up. Her high-heeled shoes rested on Quan’s muscular back. Then Quan gripped the sides of her panties, wrestled them downward to expose her. And Sadie helped him, clumsily and eagerly lifting her bottom, aiding him by thrusting a thumb in the fabric, and together they whisked them off. They plopped on the floor near Teddy’s feet. Then Quan dove between Sadie’s legs, Sadie spreading them open wide, knees out, hungry to feel this other man’s tongue on her. 
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It was wilder and more incredible than she thought it could be. She’d never anticipated that another man could turn her on this way. Make her this incredibly horny. Quan had. He turned her on so much that when he stripped the dress from her, she thought she would scream if he didn’t touch her pussy fast enough. 




What would Teddy want, she’d wondered coming in here. 




Would she really jerk Quan off to finish? 




That was her thought. 




And then more: coming into the bedroom, did Teddy expect this to go all the way? She knew he’d given her the green light. But giving her the green light might not make him feel any better the next day. Buyer’s remorse. If he got what he wanted, she was convinced he would regret it later, no matter how much he thought he desired it right now. But a little foreplay? Some playtime? You could recover from that, she’d figured. So, yeah, they would get comfortable here on the bed, and she would use her hand until Quan was done. And she thought she would allow Quan to touch her breasts. 




But, boy, once her breasts were bared, a heavy scorching fever burned between her thighs. Then her brain was doing legal work: 




Teddy did want this. We could go one step further. That would be okay. The client was asking for this and she was merely delivering her end of the contract. A bet was a bet, her husband said. 




And after Quan’s mouth, she wanted more. Just a little more. There was an orgasm brewing. A powerful and unfamiliar kind. A real freight train rumbling her tracks. This was wrong. Taboo. But so— Just so crazy fucking sexy. 




The wrongness, the badness, the incredible sexual prowess of her partner... her husband’s watching eyes... all of this was whirling up a sexual dynamo within her, and when she went off, she knew it would be huge. 




What she wanted right now? A little more. Get this orgasm out of me. Get it out and into the air and then maybe I can have a clear head. With a clear head, I know I can get by. I don’t need for this to be any more than what it is... If Quan makes me come, Teddy will have that and be happy. 




But for her happiness? She wanted to feel Quan. Not inside her, but over her. 




She wanted to be naked and open and wanted to feel the weight of his huge manhood resting on her belly. That was always such an incredible moment. Just before your partner put it inside you, kissing him, feeling him, and feeling the throbbing hot weight of his arousal on your stomach... 




“Oh shit,” she groaned, her eyes fluttered open. Quan’s slick tongue furrowed through her flesh, rolling pressure and undulating waves against her clitoris. 




Teddy was watching this. Teddy wanted this. 




She groaned, gripped handfuls of sheets tighter. 




She panted, said, “It’s coming,” gasped, “oh god, it’s coming,” then, “yes, mm, yes, yes...” 




Through squinted eyes she watched to the side now, saw her husband fully engaged, sitting hunched forward, eyes shooting between her legs were another man pleasured her, rapt. Enjoying it. 




Was he hard? Was her husband hard watching this incredible man bring her to orgasm? 




She wrapped her calves around Quan’s back, felt the heat of his skin, and the raised humps of muscle. She squeezed his head between her thighs, and Quan worked faster and faster, knowing she was close. 




“Oh god, Teddy,” she said, loud, letting go one hand and draping a forearm across her face to hide the rising measure of shame. Her husband was watching her orgasm. Her husband was watching her with another man and she fucking loved it. Loved it like crazy. 




“Teddy, oh god, Teddy, I’m going to come, mm, I’m going to come so hard...” 




Quan growled, loving it, hooking hands around her thighs where they creased at her hipbones. He pulled her effortlessly against his tongue, mashed it on her clit, then swirled. It pulled her trigger and she wailed. Wailed, then the wail thinned to a high keening sound. 




God, the windows were open, everyone could hear them, everyone saw the three of them out tonight... 




She bit down on her lips and snorted through nostrils as pleasure rushed up from her belly like a California wildfire, spreading across her chest and bringing flames to her brain... 
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When it was done, Teddy pushed back into his chair, almost as exhausted as his wife. That was it. That was what he wanted. That was what he needed to see. It was wild and wonderful. An incredible gift he would cherish forever. One dumb comment from his wife about a sexual journal she kept when she was young, and look where they were just a short time later. But he didn’t regret it, though he did feel strange in the quiet aftermath. 




Quan was still between his wife’s legs, gently lapping at her pussy. Sadie was muzzy and bewildered, eyes narrowed, head rolling on the mattress. She raised a hand and scratched her cheek, and when her eyes fluttered wider open, her eyes rolled around in their sockets like a broken doll. Her systems were coming back online. 




She chuckled, looked around embarrassed, brought her legs together against Quan’s ears, caressed his head then looked sheepishly toward her husband. She held his gaze only a moment, embarrassed and pulling her eyes from his. She bit her lower lip, lowered to watch Quan still kissing the inside of her thigh now. 




Was that it? Was that what he was getting? 




Did he want anymore? 




This was a good place to stop. 




It had been spectacular. And they could walk back from this. This was nothing really. Maybe she could finish Quan off with both her hands, make him come, send him on his way, and then he’d get his wife to himself. 




Now Sadie was tapping and smoothing fingertips on Quan’s muscular shoulders. Their eyes met again, and Sadie encouraged Quan to rejoin her, wanting his mouth on hers again. 




Quan crawled up the bed, getting his knees between hers, muscular arms holding his mouth aloft over Sadie’s. Their lips touched, Quan gently stroking back and forth, making Sadie beg for the kiss. She nipped at his lower lip, put her hands on his neck to hold him steady and they kissed again. She whispered something near his ear, and Quan said something low in hers. They kissed some more, and Teddy squeezed the arms of the chair. 




They still made out, but now Sadie’s hands were moving. Her delicate fingers swooping circles around Quan’s muscular shoulders, dipping under, curling around his back, exploring his muscle, lower still to the small of his back, then enjoying the hard round feel of his powerful ass muscles. And her right hand went to his undercarriage, smoothing his stomach, searching for his dangling weapon. The thing was enormous, and Sadie milked it for a moment, her grip barely circling the thing. She took it, lifted it northward, then let it drop on her naked stomach. She groaned into Quan’s kiss, grabbed a handful of ass muscle. Stroked that right hand again, teasing new hardness into her lover’s mighty manhood, lifting it again, letting it drop on her stomach. When she did that she moaned. He watched her do it again. Five times in total. Quan grew fully erect. It was too large. Sadie had to know that. Sadie wasn’t going to be able to have sex with this man. There was no way. 




Now that Quan was fully aroused again, their kisses grew more passionate and hungry. Sadie explored his whole body, feeling all the muscle, all his intimate and private places. They writhed on the bed together, and Quan humped his cock against her. Sadie liked that. Kissing, hugging, squeezing him, pumping her hips against his. 




She wasn’t really going to do it, was she? 




She said she didn’t even want to do it. He’d had to force her into this. Just use her hand. 




She wasn’t really going to… 




Teddy was hypnotized watching them dry hump together while they made out. Watching that huge cock on his wife’s belly grind into her, the foreskin peeling back to reveal the bright bulb head of Quan’s arousal. Watching his wife’s stomach flex as she humped against Quan in return. Hungry for it. His wife hungry for another man. 




His heartbeat pounded; Quan’s hips rose, his long cock dragging backward, then pushing down again, pulling his foreskin right back, the huge thing off at an angle above Sadie’s hip bone. He raised his ass, drew back his weapon again... 




Teddy drew his breath as the weight of that thing dragged across Sadie’s shaved mound. 




Oh God, their fucking sex parts were touching now. This was way, way too much. 




“Shit,” he grunted, squeezed his grip on the chair’s armrests hard enough they squeaked. 




Quan’s hips drew back again, and he kissed Sadie’s neck and bit at her collarbone. Working downwards, pulling his ass up in the air again, the huge end of his cock poking against the side of her mound, Sadie not resisting, Sadie’s legs open and accepting. Quan pushed his hard cock head into the crease of Sadie’s thigh where it met her labia. Sadie moaned; her hand touched her own stomach. She humped back. Humped back like she tried to get her lover’s engorged manhood in position for penetration. 




There was no way. No way she was going to do this… 




While they still kissed with tongues, Quan pushed again, the knob of his cock sliding up over her mound; Sadie’s fingertips touched it, pushed back the foreskin to reveal the slippery slit. Guided the point of his cock downward again... 




A sudden flash of jealous rage crossed Teddy. A sheet of red fell over his vision. She wanted it. Sadie wanted another man. She wanted Quan’s huge cock inside her. 




“But you fucking asked for it, Teddy,” he said to himself, hands off the armrests in fists, pressing down on his thighs as he watched Quan push again, the tip of his cock flattening out all those juicy rolls of Sadie’s swollen sex flesh. Pushing, then riding up over her clitoris. Sadie’s fingers pushing him downward again, getting his cock had at her opening... 




He rose to stand, but stayed seated. The devilment was exquisite. A torturous pinpoint of tormented ecstasy. He reveled in it. Stiffened in his chair like it was death row and someone had thrown the electric switch. Quan pressed again, pushed the knob end into Sadie’s pussy, and her petals slowly eased around him, her pussy trying to swallow Quan’s enormous pole. 






Chapter Twenty-Three 




Quan pushed again and now she burbled a soft crying sound of complaint. His cock was too large. Too large, and yet the pressure when he poked the end against her was outrageous. She’d never ached more for just-the-tip since she was a high school virgin. That enormous hungry feeling. A desire to be filled. To be stretched. Wild tickling itching that raced through her like a panic. 




Her hands smoothed her stomach, and she moiled her hips, getting Quan’s cock head to mush circles against her. When he pushed once more, she arched her back to tilt up her pussy to accommodate him. There was a soft slick crackle as he began to push into her opening. 




“Oh god,” she chuckled, gasping then. “God, it’s so big,” she said, “mm, slow.” 




What had started as a hand job was now 100% a rocket ship blasting into outer space, headed for fuck-me planet. She sighed, wriggled in place again, rested her forearm across her eyes. “Just the tip,” she told him. 




His mouth went to her neck, his teeth and nibbled on her flesh; he tongued along her jaw then kissed her mouth. She unfolded the arm from her eyes and hooked it around his neck, kissed him, her other hand fidgeting between them, finding his cock—oh my god, the sheer width of it—nestling his huge round point into her nest. 




He pushed harder again. So big and so hard. 




At last, the head breached her, and she squeezed her thighs around his hard narrow waist. 




“Okay,” she said, “that’s it, that’s it,” pushing her pinched thighs downward so he wouldn’t go too deep. She caressed his face, kissed his mouth and said, “So big.” 




Quan said nothing. Nothing prideful, only a persistent desirous stare. It had always been big, and Quan knew it would take time when he was with a woman. 




She stroked up and down his sides, then guided him out of her with her legs on his hipbones. He eased back, scrolling downward toward the foot of the bed, his powerful arms on either side of her. She blinked at the tent canopy above, then lowered her chin to look downward and see where her husband was at. There was a hesitant fear that kept her from eagerly enjoining Teddy, worried she would look down to see his chair empty. Her husband storming off while another man tried to get his cock inside her. And his wife had helped it along. But Teddy was still there. Teddy was still there and he looked electrified. His hair was tousled, his eyes wide and bulging, cheeks hollow. Like a civilian attending a 1700s gallows hanging, bringing a picnic lunch and thinking it would be fun, only to discover it was way more than they had bargained for. 




She thrust an arm out, wiggled her hand. Crawled her fingers, urging him to come to the bed. He was there without hesitation. His prominent arousal poked out the front of his shorts. 




When he came to her, she cupped his hand and squeezed. 




“Oh fuck, Sadie,” he said, collapsing next to her. 




Now he bit her neck too. Stroked her face, kissed her mouth. She rubbed him through his pants, whispered, “I can’t believe you’re making me do this.” 




“This is all you now,” he said. 




She knew it was. They had humor between them, and she loved him. Her other hand cupped the back of his neck and pulled his bearded face close. She kissed him again, whispered, “I think I want to do it.” 




“I think you’re going to do it, too,” he said, and kissed her again. 




Then he was moving away from her. Backing off the bed like Quan had. 




Now both her men stood at the foot of the bed looking at her. Quan naked, muscular, shining. Teddy clothed, erection poking his pants, eyes wild with lust. He’d wanted this. She didn’t want it. Not at first… 




She smiled at her husband, then turned her gaze to Quan. She said, “Do you have a condom?” 
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Quan left the room, heading to find his shorts. Teddy was alone with Sadie. His beautiful wife naked on the bed, aroused to incredible heights and looking to fuck. Not fuck him, but fuck an absolute sexual Leviathan. And her husband was going to watch. 




He got between her legs, she put out her hands again, looking for him. He got over her like Quan had, his arms out on either side of her, his wife with her chin turned up toward him her eyes narrow and lusty. He said, “He’s gone to get a condom.” 




“You’re going to watch?” 




“Every second,” he told her, and kissed the point of her chin while she closed her eyes. He said, “You’re so fucking sexy.” 




“I can’t believe you want this.” 




“But I do,” he said, “I really do.” Maybe. Maybe not. It was more he didn’t want to regret not having it happen because what were the chances for this opportunity again? 




Now he backed off her again, working to the foot of the bed, running his palms down her body. Her skin was hot, her body hard, the flesh between her legs swollen and eager. He thumbed her clit until she hissed and ground her hips against his touch. Then he let her go. 




He stood with his knees touching the mattress, lifted his wife’s right leg, set the point of her heel in the center of his chest. He unstrapped her shoe. Eased the perfect foot from its leather sheath, tossed it on the floor, kissed each of her toes, then the sole of her foot. She was ticklish, giggled and pulled back her foot. Now she set her other heel against his chest, and he massaged her leg up to the knee. He unstrapped that shoe. 




Quan returned, already tearing open a condom package. Came to stand beside Teddy while Teddy kissed Sadie’s other foot. Sadie’s eyes moved from him to Quan, watching now as his big hand held upright this turgid vein-pulsed pole, his other hand working a condom over the glans. He struggled at first to get it going, but once it was 1/3 of the way, he used both hands to unroll it. It petered out just past the halfway mark on his length. 




Teddy felt suddenly inadequate, and he backed away before his wife began transposing what Quan had over to what her husband had. He got out of the way and let Quan in his place. 




Quan grabbed both of Sadie’s feet, squeezed and rubbed them a moment, Sadie using her shins to lift upward Quan’s huge endowment. Quan told her to get up in the pillows, and Sadie did, shimmying on elbows until her head rested up by the headboard. 
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Quan stalked up the bed, following her, his manhood hanging huge between his thighs. But she wanted his mouth more than anything right now. Wanted to kiss and put her arms around his hard body. Quan knew it, coming up to get his arms at her shoulders, taking her mouth again. 




They kissed. Kissed a long time, and she reached down to hoist up his heavy cock and let it rest against her belly while her tongue was in his mouth. 




The feel of latex was disappointing. She wondered whether it was necessary. But there was no way Teddy would let another man put his bare cock inside her. 




Soon she was ready. Their kissing and the heavy feel of his arousal on her stomach getting her breath coming hot and hard again. She broke the kiss and whispered, “Okay.” 




Quan got himself in position, and she looked between their bodies. Even with his body above hers, there was no hanging soft flesh. No trace of man boob, no sagging stomach. Just hard bulging muscle. Hard muscle and a huge cock. 




She watched it slide downward along her stomach, over her mound. It was so wide. 
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At last it was happening. Sadie flopped back down with her back on the mattress mouth hung open in rapturous passion. She was ready to get fucked. 




Her arms down at her sides, palms in the bedding, she raised her knees, her legs open, and Quan got over her, both knees on the bed, his large black hands taking Sadie, gripping her thighs just at her knees, pressing them higher, tilting her opening to him. Between his knees his huge black cock swung stiffly. The head of it, the reservoir tip, sawing back and forth so close to Sadie’s pussy. 




Then he gripped it, scooted his knees closer, hefted his heavy cock and beat it against Sadie’s succulent and eager pussy flesh. She gasped, tucked her chin to her collar to watch him put it inside her. 




Quan nestled the plump end into her opening and eased it into her, going slow, then with his stiff cock seated, he gripped her knees again. He pulsed his cock in and out of her, only giving her a few inches at first. 




Sadie’s hand gripped his forearm. She said, “Oh, it’s so big,” and Quan kissed her. She arched her head back, and Quan continued to ease his size in and out of her. He was slow and careful. 
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Quan pushed, and she was accepting this time. Knew that extreme feel from before. Put up with the sensation of tearing, knowing pleasure would soon pool around the pain. 




Sure enough, just a simple hitch in her breath, a slight feeling of something being too large, and then an incredible engine of lust roared inside her. Her pussy flooded instantly. Having another man inside her while her husband watched, set her off like a firecracker. 




Quan eased deeper and the condom crinkled a squelching sound against her sudden spate of wet. Her body flooded, knowing it would need a lot of lubrication to accommodate her new lover. 




“Oh, wow,” she said, and ran her hands hand in a circle over his ridged abdomen. “You’re so fucking hot,” she laughed. 




Quan laughed too, and guided himself an inch deeper. 




She thrust her head back into the pillows, whispered a quiet, “Ow.” 




Quan’s eep voice: “You okay?” 




“Keep going.” 




Quan was careful with her. Sinking inside ever so slowly. Kissing her neck and then her mouth while he impaled her. It kept coming deeper, and she’d never felt more stretched in her entire life. It was incredible, and without her high heels on and worrying she would scratch his perfect skin, she hooked her feet around the small of his back as he got deeper still. 




Quan said, “Tell him how it feels.” 




She was surprised by the interaction. “What?” 




“Remember he’s watching.” 




“Yeah,” she whispered, then: “Deeper.” 




Quan obliged, then eased backward. When he pulled out there was pleasure and some relief. She babbled to the room, “He’s so big, Teddy,” hoping her husband appreciated it. 




Quan kissed her again, said, “Keep him with you. If you keep him with you we can do this as much as we want.” 




“Yeah,” she whispered and chuckled. 




That was right. That was how this works. If she wanted to enjoy this, she wasn’t alone. Teddy was here. 




Quan eased into her again, spreading out her flesh. But already her body had loosened to accommodate her oversized partner. “Oh God,” she grumbled, then louder for Teddy, “Oh God, it’s so big, mm, it feels so good...” 




From somewhere at the foot of the bed, Teddy said, “So, you’re good?” 




She laughed. Quan laughed along with her. 




“So, so fucking good,” she said, tightening her legs around Quan. She rubbed his back, his neck, caressed his head above his small ears. His dreadlocks hung down his back, and she reached for them, draped them over his shoulders so they hung above her, the tips dragging on her collar. 




“Okay,” she said, “I need you to fuck me now.” 






Chapter Twenty-Four 




Sadie, accustomed and prepared, raised her face to Quan’s again, their gaze close together, eyes locked on one another. Sadie looked beautiful with her mouth hanging open, a slightly troubled furrow to her pretty brow. Quan continued to work it in and out, the sound of his massive organ stretching her, making slick wet sounds accompanied by the crinkling of latex. Sadie and Quan pressed there foreheads together, looking directly into each other’s eyes as Quan got a little deeper now. They kissed. Sadie stroked one of his forearms. 




Teddy watched as they fully made out, biting each other’s lips, tonguing, and between Sadie’s legs that enormous black pole pushed in and out of her. 




Both Quan’s hands planted on either side of Sadie, one of her legs hooked over his bicep, her other bare foot dancing below his bottom. Teddy was mesmerized by the sight of that too-thick branch pushing in and out of her, marveling at his wife’s wetness. 




Sadie began to moan and cry, saying, “It’s so big. Oh my god, you’re so big.” She grabbed under her knees pulled herself open wider, tucked her chin into her collar so she could watch it go and out of her pussy. 


The way Sadie’s legs locked around Quan’s waist drove him wild. It was insane to see his wife like this. A person he knew so well, loved so much. To see her from the outside in such a passionate, lustful point of intimacy was excruciating and exquisite. This was the height of ecstasy. That rare swig of hundred-year-old spirits. The kind that came in a teak box with brass latches and a velvet cushioned interior. Something for special occasions. Too heady and expensive for daily use, but meant to be treasured and savored in small sips. 




He watched as this perfect male specimen crouched over his naked wife. His balls jostling below the round humps of hard ass muscle. The narrow waist, wide back, powerful arms spread out on either side of Sadie. It was perfection. And that enormous black polearm pushing up inside his wife’s most treasured space had his heart fluttering. So large to the point of unreal. In Sadie’s pretty pink wriggled opening. Stretched wide to accept it. Wide and wet and eager. 




Despite the cartoonish scale of Quan’s manhood, Sadie warmed up to it in quick measure. Made little complaint. So hungry for it, she got past any squeamishness a normal person might have. Now she just enjoyed it. 




He watched the way his wife reacted. Noted every difference in movement and vocalization between the Sadie he knew in bed and the Sadie Quan had in bed. Every disparity in appreciation for another man raced his heart faster. 




Saying out loud for his sake how large Quan was. 




How good he was. 




Urging him for more. 




Plus the remembrance of how she’d been the first to guide Quan’s cock to her opening. His bare cock. Pushing that foreskin back and accepting the hardness of another man inside her body. 




There was a chance right now he was going to come in his pants. And he looked up to the ceiling, the sight on his bed way too provocative to endure. If he watched for another second he would explode. 




When you were savoring, you didn’t explode. It was ruination. 




Sadie’s soft moans drove him wild and he had to cover his ears. The sound of crinkling latex; the wet pussy sound of his wife; her soft whimpers as she accommodated her well-hung lover were going to send him over the edge. He looked up to the circling ceiling fan with his hands over his ears until the quivering in his belly abated. When he thought he was ready, he lowered his gaze. 




Quan had both hands wrapped around Sadie’s slender wrists, her hands above her head. His body had curled against hers, one knee out to the side with his hips easing that weapon in and out of her. Her breasts jostled on her chest, and Quan tongued at her nipple, his long dreadlocks draped around her neck like a scarf. 
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It was a complete and total domination. On her back, knees up, submitting herself to male perfection. The man’s intelligence, his perfect teeth, handsome face, hard angled jaw, thick neck, powerful body, and oversized genitalia eased away all resistance. Once she raised her knees and presented her flower to this man—this king—it invited him to take her. 




She’d surrendered it all to another man despite loving Teddy, despite their marriage. 




She would never ever have done this, not without his permission. She might fantasize, but here it was really happening… 




The stretch was enormous. His cock was huge. It spread her apart, controlled all of her forethought. A pinprick point in her front-facing mind; a beacon for her attention. The stretching went almost to the point of pain. The fullness overpowered her. Her nerves jangled with lust and wonder. 




Could she take his size? 




She was taking his size. 




She’d never felt a man like Quan. Each plunge of his cock inside her brought a blip of fright. An eye-opening twist. 




But she took him. 




“Deeper,” she urged, her hands gripping muscular arms that felt like hot silk over steel. 




He was beautiful. Tender, but so powerful and intimidating. This was being claimed. 




Some atavistic ritual deep in her primitive brain. Legs up, her femininity opening to his hard male weapon. It was mating. It was rutting. It was staggering. 




Quan pushed deeper, his hands stroked her thighs, he pushed one of her knees up to her shoulder. She drew in a deep breath, looking in his eyes. The long cords of his braided hair hung around her neck, and she pushed them aside, flung them so they hung over the shoulder opposite her husband. 




Why would she do that? 




Because she wanted Teddy to see. 




Why would she want her husband to see? Because he was the one who gave her this gift. But the act of flipping her lover’s hair away was so automatic. She wanted the male who was her partner to witness his mate being taken by another man. And knowing her husband’s cock right now throbbed like a steel bar for her. Watching her. 




It wasn’t about Quan, it was about his wife. 




When she’d searched porn—on very rare occasions—the most surprising thing she found: one man and multiple women was hard to find. But one woman with multiple men was everywhere. It was everything. Even when the woman took three men at once, more men stood by, eager to get their turn. Dicks hard, ready for action. And she’d seen it with husbands, too. It was the same mechanism. 




Men liked to watch women get fucked, deep in their DNA. 




Teddy liked to watch her get fucked. 




She didn’t want him to miss a single moment. He deserved it. 




“Ooh,” she moaned, then: “Deeper, mm, deeper...” 




Quan kissed her, and she caressed his thick neck. He gave it to her deeper. That slight tear–hitch–gasp was followed by a hot flood of her own liquid passion. 




She was so into this. So into this other man’s sexual prowess her body worked overtime to accommodate him. 




“You feel so good,” she said, stroking his cheeks and his neck. “You feel so fucking good. Oh, deeper…” 




Quan curled his hips into hers, and that huge slab of turgid manhood pushed deeper still. 




“God,” she moaned and rubbed a hand on her stomach, swiveling against him. It felt like it was in her stomach. “Mm, so deep,” she whispered, and took Quan’s plump lower lip between both teeth and gently pulled. 




They kissed, and Quan pushed deeper still. She rubbed her own stomach, then his. Felt the hard plates of his muscular midsection. Then down where they were connected. His enormous girth split the V of her two middle fingers. “You feel incredible,” she said, I love it deep...” 




Quan groaned and made a low appreciative sound that rumbled in his chest. He drew back his face, eyes locked on hers. He pink tongue ran over his lower lip, and he pushed deeper still. Her gasp turned to a high keening sound as he took her like no man had ever done before. 




[image: image_1.jpg]




Sadie was taking it. His very own wife was taking the biggest cock he’d ever seen into her body. 




Quan’s skin shone in the low light. The room had grown hot despite the light tropical breeze coming through the open windows. He looked incredible and masterful over beautiful feminine Sadie. Her knees were high, her pretty feet in the air. And that wrist-thick black cock was disappearing inside her. Deep, then pulling out, shining. So deep, now the condom wasn’t seen. The entire length of condom-wrapped cock was in his wife. That was bare cock spreading into her inch by inch now. Sadie was taking it. Urging Quan to go deeper. Making sounds that were driving Teddy out of his mind. His cock throbbed and flexed in his pants. But if he palmed it, or even touched it lightly, he would shoot his load. So he suffered, writhing in the chair, the husband who’d instigated this, promoted it, made it happen. Getting what he wanted. While he watched his wife getting what she didn’t know she wanted. 




But it was clear now his wife was into this game. 




She could do this. Do it and keep her husband present. Pushing Quan’s hair from his face so her husband could see them kiss. Raising her knee so high her husband could watch this other man’s cock go inside her. Saying things he knew she meant to drive her husband out of his mind. 




You feel so good. You’re so big. 




Even when she was silent, those words she’d uttered rolled over and over in his brain like a litany. 




You’re so big. You feel so good. 




And the soft moaning, caressing Quan’s face. Caressing this other man’s neck and face while they kissed. Touching his muscles. Enjoying the supreme masculinity of her lover. Getting pleasure—sexual pleasure—her husband could never deliver. 




But wasn’t he delivering it now? 




He watched for what seemed like an hour as Quan fucked his wife with her knees up, submissive missionary, kissing, that huge cock pulling out then pushing in. Sadie taking it deep. And Sadie’s gasps and moans came quicker. Quan building her to new heights. 




Between gasping kisses, Sadie would moan Yes. 




Then they kissed and she would pull back to thrust her head in the pillow. Oh yes. The words whisked through her hoarse throat. 




“God, yes, yes, faster, ooh, mm, a little faster, oh my God...” 




When she came again, Teddy watched her hands go to fists, her biceps flexing, wrists rotating on either side of Quan’s broad muscular back. She drew in a breath, uttered a strange gasping sound; her toes pointed and her thighs began to shake. And she let it all out, a whimpering sound like she missed the intense but fading pleasure of the orgasm Quan had just given her. 
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Though she’d gone muzzy, she tried to comply with Quan’s guiding hands. He pulled his cock out—and there again, that wonderful weight of his heavy wet meat on her belly—and rolled her over. 




She got on her knees and elbows, still foggy, dove her hands forward underneath the pillow and brought her rear end up like a cat stretching. Quan guided her much the same way he’d guided her in the yoga class. 




Only now they were naked. He was hard. She was so fucking wet. 




It wasn’t just from the lubricated condom. In this ass-up pose, she looked down her own belly and could see the insides of her thighs shining right to where her knees planted in the bedding. 




“Put it in,” she whispered, tucked a chin at her shoulder and said, “hurry…” 




Quan gripped one hand on the narrow of her waist, guided himself in to her eager petals. When he pushed into her again, there was no pain or surprise at his size, only hungry pleasure. She pushed back on her hands to drive herself into his thrust. 




“Oh fuck, yes, holy fuck, mm, you’re so good...” 




Now he gripped her waist with two big hands and he fucked her for real. She was loose and ready, and now they could really go for it. 






Chapter Twenty-Five 




Quan fucked Sadie like a dog. 




Only his wife was feline and catlike, wasn’t she? Her long, lithe body, toned with muscle, her arms stretched out ahead of her, that flexible back curled upward to present her pussy to another man. 




Quan gripped her hips, one knee planted in the bed, one knee up and foot down. He fucked her hard and deep. Going slow, going fast. He got Sadie thrashing. 




Her head whipped around, and when he caught flashes of his wife’s face, her beautiful features were twisted in tormented ecstasy. 




She babbled encouragement. “Oh yes, yes, oh my God, you feel so fucking good, yeah, like that.” 




The veins stood out in his own arms, and his heart pounded so hard his neck felt like a big fat fire hose. This was ten times more powerful than he could ever imagine. Regret and shame flooded him, but he fought it back. This was his whim. This was his will. This would never happen without him. It was his creation. His to endure and his to enjoy. 




He had to admit, as much as it twisted on his heart muscle, his wife looked incredible and pure. This was her raw sexuality. He would never see this from her if it was up to him. He could never dominate and control his wife, not the way Quan could. And in that he found a blessed gift. 




This was a facet of his wife that would otherwise be forever hidden. Not just from him, but from her too. His grace allowed her this otherworldly pleasure. 




Now they fucked so hard the bed rattled. Sadie’s gasps came quick and short and louder and louder. He knew she was going to come again. 




He grabbed the inside of his thigh and risked nudging a thumb knuckle against his testicles. It got his cock flexing in his pants, and a liquid thrill rushed through him enough to get him shuddering. He was spitting lubricant into his shorts right now. 




He wanted so bad to be there on the bed with her. Wanted so bad to be the one thrusting his cock into her and making those sounds come from her. He never fell short pleasuring his wife. Never left her unsatisfied. But he could never push her up this high. 




Not unless he ushered in another man like Quan. 


The orgasms were rolling through Sadie like a lopsided barrel down a hill, and he couldn’t deny it. He’d never seen anything like it. 




His wife was a babbling mess. All the muscles in her perfect body stood out, flexing, tensing, relaxing, flexing again. Her ribs pressed out against her skin; her stomach heaved for breath; her breasts shook and bounced with each mighty thrust from Quan’s powerful hips. And her expression? bewilderment, complete disbelief that sex could be this good. His wife was on another planet now, fucked into a different dimension. Her lips hung open, they pouted, they pursed as she gasped or moaned. Her eyes were closed, and when they weren’t, they were narrow and glassy. 




Each quivering orgasm height—he was convinced his wife was enduring a constant state of orgasm at this moment—got her barking a hoarse whispering sound and her thighs would shake and shudder. Quan fucked her through it, no pausing for her to snatch the orgasm up for herself and enjoy it, he’d just power her through to the next one. 
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Could you pass out from an orgasm? 




Because she was going to. 




Her body was at once tense, but also boneless. Powerless. Her muscles existed only to provide resistance to Quan’s thrusting of that huge cock into her conquered pussy. The overflowing wet ran rivulets down the insides of her thighs. 




Orgasm after orgasm shivered through her, one on top of the other so she was never afforded a moment of reprieve, a second to catch her breath. 




At last, she whimpered and chuckled weakly, totally subdued and vanquished, her stomach fluttering and too feeble to hold tight anymore. She slumped and sagged, pleasure folding over her like a thick duvet, cutting off the light and inviting her to deep and sound slumber. 




Quan fucked her lifeless, letting her ease onto her tummy on the bed. He slowed. 




“Don’t stop,” she whispered, hoping he could hear her. 




Face down, her ass still tilted up so he could get that thing inside her, Quan planted hands on either side of her. She gripped a wrist as he went deep again. He kissed her cheek and she moaned. 




“Oh, slow,” she said, “mm, you feel so fucking amazing.” 




Quan eased it in and out of her, bringing shocks and shivers that got her flooded with hot pleasure and sent jolts and shivers through her that got her toes flexing, her ass writhing against him in protracted circles so she could feel that incredible stretch he delivered. 




Low and close to her ear, he said, “I wanted to fuck you so bad.” 




“You did?” 




“Soon as I saw you walk that body into my class I had to fight my dick.” 




“I made you hard?” 




“You were working to do it, don’t deny it.” 




“No, I didn’t,” she said bashfully, playfully, like a high school girl, almost snickering. 




“You liked torturing me, didn’t you?” 




“I didn’t torture you,” she sighed as he ground his hips to meet her arcing hips. 




“You gave me the worst case of blue balls, Sadie.” 




“How did I do that?” 




“Teasing me in the river.” 




“What did I do—” He went deep again and got her gasping and whimpering. 




“But I own you now.” 




“I never owned you.” 




“You teased me till my balls were swollen.” 




“Mm,” she moaned and bit her lip, grinding her ass into him. “Are they going to explode?” 




“They’re about to,” he said, face hovering over her cheek. She turned her head to kiss him and he took her mouth as he still fucked her planted body. 




She sucked on his lower lip, his cock in her belly feeling like heaven. She let it go, said, “Get on your back for me.” 
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Quan punished Sadie from behind, his wife flat on the bed and her perfect ass pushed up. He fucked her slow and steady and they traded close and quiet whispers Teddy couldn’t hear. 




But now Quan was withdrawing that glistening condom-wrapped weapon from Sadie’s pussy. He moved aside from her and went to his back, propping his head up on the pillows and getting comfortable, cock bouncing on his stomach muscles. 




Next to Quan, Sadie lifted up from the bed, moving a little clumsy and languid, getting to her knees and then tidying her hair. He watched his wife’s muscle move under her skin, her athletic frame shown off in the light, and reflecting a sheen of sweat. Sadie knee-walked closer to Quan, then straddled him, flopping over his body then and kissing him while his huge dark hands caressed her back and her ass. 




Now her hand appeared between her legs and she gripped Quan’s cock, tried to angle it upright. but it was long and thick and she had to adjust her stance over him and lift her rump a little. She got it through and it rested up between her ass cheeks. She kissed Quan a while, humping her ass back against his cock, the tremendous thing wagging with her movements. 




She reached behind now and used his cock to tease against her pussy, sliding against it, mushing her ass back to make its dorsal side run over her swollen sex. 




But now she sat back against it, the thing running up to rest it’s tip on the small of her back. She still reached around, stroking it underhand, but her face turned to regard teddy over her shoulder. She bit on her lower lip, watching him through narrow and sultry eyes. 




The stroking of her hand became something else. It worked on unrolling Quan’s condom. her eyes never left teddy’s as she scrolled up the condom then tugged the tip until it snapped free. Then she moaned and humped her ass against Quan’s naked cock. 




She whispered, “This okay, Teddy Bear?” 






Chapter Twenty-Six 




The question dumbfounded him. And as he sat frozen on his throne, the sight of his wife’s naked bottom—with her ass cheeks split by Quan’s massive nestling manhood—mesmerized him. The way she swiveled against it, pushing her pussy down into Quan’s pubic patch. The greedy, hungry look in her eyes. The pause only momentary, he was sure of it. If he said nothing, Sadie would do it, would put Quan’s unprotected cock inside her. 




So he said nothing. 




Sadie fell forward, putting her hands on either side of Quan’s neck. She dropped her mouth to his, and Quan kissed her. His hands smoothed her side. 




She put her weight to one arm, and there was that hand of hers, appearing between her legs, her fingers like a claw, clamping on the wicked girth of Quan’s black manhood. She eased forward, putting her chin up and facing the headboard. Quan suckled at her throat. 




She nestled that fat bulbous end of him, the foreskin rolled up to half-cover it, put it in the moist nest of her sex. Then her legs flexed, and she eased backwards. 




Teddy watched as the pink muscles of her sex stretched, then engulfed Quan’s shaft. His bare cock was going inside his wife. 




Sadie slapped a hand up on the headboard to steady herself, the other hand on Quan’s chest. Lifting herself, getting upright again, being careful. 




She got on her knees, hands on Quan’s stomach, and moaned as his huge size pushed deep inside her again. Every inch disappeared up inside her as Sadie sat down in Quan’s lap. Quan’s balls bunched up below Sadie’s perfect round butt cheeks. Her toes curled, the scrunched soles of her feet flexed. She swiveled in place, riding on Quan’s lap with that whole thing deep in her body. She craned her neck, Quan caressed her chest and collar and throat. He cupped her breasts and squeezed them. Sadie slapped hands over the back of his hands, held them tight against her tits as she started to bounce in his lap, fucking him. 




Teddy was up. Up off the chair, moving to the foot of the bed. He got close, putting a hip down between Quan’s feet, watching as the man’s cock went in and out of Sadie as she bounced on him. It got Sadie singing again, long warbling notes of pleasure as Quan held her waist now, and began to pump his hips to meet her flattening bottom. 




Sadie came before Quan did. Gasping, “Yes, yes, yes,” and thrashing forward, her long honey-blonde hair whipping against Quan’s cheek. She folded against him, her elbows on his chest. 




Quan’s big hands came down to cup both globes of her bent over rump. He pulled her wide, showed Teddy her winking back hole, showed Sadie’s husband what his wife looked like with her pussy split by a huge cock. Then he worked it in and out of her, his balls pulling high. 




He pulled and pushed her rump, and that big cock drove in and out of her, the membranes of her sex stretched thin and tight and gleaming wet, hugging his girth. 




Quan was going to come inside her. 




Sadie wanted it. Sadie would know if it was okay. And he never said yes. Or no. This was on her. She wanted him to see this. So he watched. 




At last, Quan roared, heels dug into the bed. He pushed his hips up off the mattress, lifting Sadie right off the bed. Sadie warbled and cried, feeling this man who wasn’t her husband coming inside her. The thick table that ran the underside of Quan’s cock flexed over and over, and his balls roiled in their sack. He dropped down, roared and lifted again. Giving Sadie a full blast of his huge firehose. 




Sadie loved it, roaring in ecstasy, head nodding and hair thrashing. Quan lifted her again, coming more, ejaculating more. Filling Sadie’s belly up with his pearly seed. 




At last he exhaled a bellow of victorious air. A thread of laughter laced inside it. Sadie moaned, still emitting a high thin whine of pleasure. Quan collapsed on the bed, Sadie draped on him like she was lifeless. 




That was the hardest part, sitting there in the quiet aftermath. 




Now it was done. It was over. The spike of pleasure dissipated, and this gaping chasm was left in its wake. Sorrow and shame swirled to fill its place, but he hated that feeling so much, he thumped his fist on his thigh. 




He jumped up, whipped off his shirt, unlatched the belt from his waist and thrust down his shorts and underwear. He stepped out of them. Prowled onto the bed, looking for his wife. He spanked her bottom, and she laughed and moaned. He pried a shoulder toward him and she rolled off Quan’s chest. His huge cock made a slurping sound as it pulled free from Sadie’s tight interior and slapped heavy on his stomach muscles. It glistened wet, and semen slid from the slit. 




He pulled Sadie so she was off Quan and on her back, her head in the pillows. And with Quan laying spent on the bed next to them—this huge muscular man on his back, chest heaving for breath—Teddy spread his wife’s legs open. 




Though she was foggy, she was smiling, and she opened to him. Raised her knees like she’d raised them for Quan. Sadie’s pretty pussy was reddened, sex flesh full and plucked. A thin pearly dribble ran from her slit to her anus. 




He plunged his hard cock inside her all the way, using Quan’s ejaculate as lube. He flattened his chest against hers and took her mouth. She locked her legs behind his back as he pounded into her. She bit his neck, scratched his scalp, sucked on his earlobe. 




“Fuck me hard, Teddy,” she said. 




And he did. But not for long. Ten thrusts was all he had before his balls pulled tight and he bubbled over inside her. 




He ejaculated like a rocket ship, full jetting squirts into her tummy. His seed mixing with another man’s. The orgasm was the most intense and powerful he’d ever felt. Like he’d taken the wonderful sexuality they had before, lay it flat like pastry dough, then sprinkled it with sugar filled it with caramel and folded it over and over again. 




He and his wife had entered into a strange odyssey together. And they’d conquered it. He got what he wanted. Sadie definitely got what she never knew she wanted. And right now he was reclaiming her. Reminding her who was in control. If she wanted to get fucked like that, he was the bouncer at the nightclub door. 




“I fucking own you,” he said, grabbed her hands, laced his fingers between hers and pulled them up to the headboard. Though he’d come inside her, launched what felt like a gallon into her pussy, he still fucked her. Looked her in the eyes, possessed her completely with his gaze. “Fucking own you. You’re the most beautiful thing in the world and I fucking and love you and I own every bit of you.” 




Sadie gasped, her mouth fell open, and she humped her pelvis into him. 




“Fuck me,” Teddy she said, and he did. Never lost his erection, fucked her again, did it good. No acrobatics, no screaming and thrashing like with Quan, but he held his wife’s hands at the headboard and pounded into her while she writhed with love under him, her legs locked around his back. 


Sometime in the night, the bed jostled him awake. He checked over his shoulder, lured by the sounds hidden sounds of people trying to be quiet. Whispering. Sadie and Quan. Trying to be careful not to wake him. Sadie on her side, Quan with his arm around her, big hand squeezing her tits. He was curled against her back, spooned. He was putting his cock inside her. 




Teddy lay there and listened to his wife trying to restrain loud gasping pleasure while Quan slowly fucked her and whispered dirty things in her ear. 
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Another beautiful morning on Ninh Van Bay. It was going to be smooth sailing for the rest of the week. It was only the first few days of the vacation that had been disappointing. 




Her whole body felt loose and limber. Her stomach was a little tight, and her pussy definitely stung. Stung, but a steady thudding heartbeat throb in her hot sex felt pleasurable. 




It had been the absolute fucking of a lifetime. The most incredible experience. Like all you ever had before were rides on the tram on the outskirts of the amusement park, then one day, someone whispers for your attention, waves you in while no one’s looking and lets you ride the ride no one’s supposed to. The special one. The one they talk about when they think no one is listening. And from the tram, next thing you’re going 150 miles an hour in a runaway open-air cart. Loop-the-loops, pinned by centrifugal force, ratcheted up to death-defying heights then dropped off in a thundering free-fall only to be whipped back up again, making your stomach do that squirrelly turn-over thing. 




She rode it a couple times last night. Once while Teddy watched. Twice while he slept. The man deserved his rest after what he’d put himself through. No way on earth to figure why he’d ever wanted that, but the experience was incredible. If that’s what floated her Teddy Bear’s boat, she would definitely be the captain. 




The three of them lay on the bed. Her naked. Teddy naked. Quan naked. She was in the middle, face down. Teddy on her right, on his side with his back to her. Quan on her left, laying on his back. She watched him breathe. The movement of his ribs, the relaxed and softer now-sleeping muscle. The thatch of pubic hair, that huge dick she couldn’t see but knew hung down to the bed between his legs. His handsome jaw, his profile. 




Quan’s arms were over his head, one hooked above her head, the other hand under his own braids, tilting his chin forward. She kissed his tricep and wriggled her fingers in his armpit. Kissed him again on his arm, watching his eyes flutter. 




He came awake, groaned, and his eyes finally opened. He tilted his face to her, white tropical morning light like liquid on his unshaved cheek and jaw. Fuck, he was handsome. She said, “Good morning.” 




“Good morning,” he said, and the arm hooked above her head lowered till his hand touched her shoulder. 




She kissed his arm again, not wanting him or her to fall back asleep. As much fun as it had been, it was time for Quan to go. For now. 




“It looks like a nice day out there,” she said. 




She struggled to waken herself, shifting higher on the pillow, pushing out an arm and stretching, her hand rotating on her wrist. Quan’s hand went to her breast, thumb on her nipple, and it got her biting back a yawn. 




She laughed, curled her fingers around his hand and pulled it down to rest on her stomach. 




Quan got the picture. 




“That was really something last night,” she said, smiling for him, letting him know she liked it. 




He said, “It was. But you know what?” 




What? 




“No offense, Sadie, your hand job wasn’t that great.” 




He laughed when he said it, and she laughed too. 




“You barely gave me a chance,” she said. 




“We needed to fuck.” 




“I guess we did.” 




“There’s always next time.” 




She laughed again, lightly, looked over her shoulder at Graham asleep next to her. She said, “I’m probably going to want to fuck the next time, too.” 




Quan made a low sound in his throat, one of lubricious appreciation, his hand stroking her naked side, eyes looking up and down her body. She loved the way his eyes felt on her. There was something dark and swirling about being with a man who wanted you for one thing. 




“You’re like a Ferrari, Sadie. Something wild and powerful and so fucking sexy—and something to be admired for the way it races your heart when you put the pedal down.” 




She darted her lips to his and kissed him. “I guess that makes you the big rig,” she said and swept a hand down his hard muscular body, eyes on his, finding his sleeping man meat. Shocked at how much weight it was in her hand, and how it filled her grip. 




“I can’t wait for next time,” he said and kissed her. 




She let his cock and balls go and caressed his body again. Their lips parted. 




Quan shifted out of the bed and sat for a moment, looking out the window at the tropical view. She admired his black silhouette, the sheer powerful masculine outline of him, the breadth of his shoulders, the muscle of his large arms and the narrowness of his waist. 




He said, “I’ve got a class to teach at eight. I better get a move on.” 




She said, “I’m going to sleep in,” rolling onto her stomach again. 




Quan stood and showed off more masculine silhouette: his huge dangling penis. 




She said, “We’re here for five more days.” 




Quan admired her naked back and ass, standing by the bedside and rubbing his chest. He said, “I hope this is going to be more than one time.” 




She said, “That’s up to Teddy Bear. You’ll have to ask him.” She looked over, saw him still sleeping, said, “Don’t wake him. You know, let me do the asking. I can get my way with my Teddy.” She winked and scrunched her nose, and Quan stooped to kiss her lusciously, holding her chin. 




He stood. “I’m going to see you in class today?” 




She shrugged a shoulder. “See how long I sleep in.” 




He laughed, leaned and spanked her ass. 




She laughed and yelped, then bit her lips, not wanting to wake Teddy. 




Then Quan was gone, striding to the doorway across from the foot of the bed. She heard him gather his things in the living room, then pad down the hall and leave through the front door. 




She sighed, chuckled, groaned and rolled to face Graham’s back. She slipped an arm around him, hand on his chest, and purred. 




Teddy’s hand went over top of hers. 




He said, “You didn’t have to chase him away on my account.” 




She laughed and kissed between his shoulder blades. “How long have you been awake?” 




“Off and on all night.” 




“Did we wake you?” 




“When you were fucking?” 




She scrunched her nose. “Did we wake you?” 




“Yeah, but I liked it.” 




“Both times?” 




“What, twice?” 




She nodded yes with her chin planted in his collar. 




“I guess I missed one. So, you didn’t want to fuck him this morning?” 




“I want to sleep in with my Teddy Bear,” she said, and Teddy hugged her arm. She threw a leg up on his hip and nestled her cheek against the back of his neck. In a minute, they’d both fallen back to sleep. 






Epilogue 




Page twenty-seven was a real doozy. He re-read it, his mind twisted with the most wonderful torment. 




A fellow named Carmine, a soccer player who Sadie wrote had the biggest thighs she’d ever seen, ended up with Sadie after a party at Archie’s Room. Was Archie a person she knew and the party was at his room, or was there an establishment called Archie’s Room? He didn’t know. Didn’t care. It wasn’t important. The important stuff happened after the party anyway. 




Sadie—a young and oh-so-innocent Sadie, but also oh-so-pervy—took this Carmine back to her dorm room, knowing her roommate was sleeping at her boyfriend’s place that night... 




He was sitting in a shaft of early Saturday morning sunlight coming through the balcony window. Plopped down low in his favorite chair in the house: the thick comfy leather one in their bedroom. Outside the open balcony door, birds flitted from tree to tree, rattling the bird-feeder. Out beyond that, on the pond, someone paddled a kayak. His bare feet were propped up on the upholstered ottoman, the front of his pajama pants tented out with his hardness. This fucking book. 




It had been his Christmas gift. An absolute overwhelming wonder… 




Back in Carmine’s dorm room, circa 2011, a virgin Sadie—his virgin fucking wife—was curious about Carmine’s penis. She’d actually written that down. It was right there in front of him. He ran his finger under the line repeating it: 




I always wondered what he might have. What it would look like. 




What was it, Sadie baby? Was it the big thighs that got you wondering? Or something else? She hadn’t divulged in her dick diary. But she found out that night what Carmine had between his legs. And apparently, it was pleasing: 




Big balls, super saggy scrotum. Dick was normal length, but really thick. 




Fuck, every page was like this. Fucking 31 different guys. How she met them. What she did with them. All with her hand. Musings on how she was too timid to have sex. Wasn’t sure she was ready. But how much fun it was using her hand. 31 epistemic anecdotes, carefully described with personal annotations. It fucking made his prostrate ache. 




Sadie swept in the room from the master bath, coming near the bed and tossing her toiletry bag onto the mattress with her folded clothes. She wore a skirt. No top, just her bra. 




Over the top of the book, he said, “You going like that?” 




“Think I should?” She turned around and jerked in place to get her breasts bouncing in the black frilly thing. 




“Nice bra,” he said. “Sexy.” 




“Yeah,” she said, “I bought it on Thursday. It was like 200 bucks.” 




“Worth it,” he said. Then: “Hey, Sade, what made you curious about this guy Carmine?” 




Her back was to him. “Who’s that?” 




“The soccer player. One with the big thighs.” 




She picked up a shirt, turned, began to fold it against her bare stomach, eyes turned up in thought. “I don’t know what you mean.” 




He said, “Says here”—running his finger under the line—“always wondered what he might have. What it would look like. This is about Carmine. What made you wonder?” 




“Gosh, Teddy, I don’t remember. Tell me about him.” 




“Sadie, the soccer player. He had huge thighs, he had... Do I need to go on?” 




“Yeah, okay, I remember. The guy with the big thighs. Played soccer. That was his name, Carmine?” 




“I don’t know,” he said, wagging the diary at her, “I’m getting it from your book. You don’t remember?” 




She cocked her head, one hip out, with her hand at her waist. Her brow lowered. “Teddy, the pages are all dogeared.” 




“It’s mine now anyway. I can do what I want with it.” 




“You’ve only had it a few months and look at it. If any of those pages stick together...” 




“I scanned them.” 




She chuckled, thinking he was joking. “I swear I really thought I’d thrown it out. And I swear, if I’d found it the day before we went to Vietnam, I definitely would have thrown it out for sure this time.” 




“Not my precious,” he said, hugging her diary to his chest, not looking her way. 




Then he was in the dark, Sadie tossing an unfolded shirt over his head like a hood. He snatched it away. “I’ll be careful with your book. Trust me: it’s the best gift anybody ever gave me.” 




“I can see that,” she said, nodding her chin in the direction of his crotch. 




He gripped his erection and presented it to her, the knob end poking out the cotton fabric. “This is going to kill me...” 




“The book?” 




“This weekend,” he said, then wagged the diary at her. “And the book!” 




Now she came to him, her face compassionate. She put a knee on this favorite leather chair and got over top of him. She caressed his neck, ran her nails through his shaggy beard. “I love you,” she said. 




“I love you too,” he said, and pooched his lips. She kissed him. He set the book down in his lap next to his hard-on and stroked her bare sides. 




She thumbed his cheeks and looked in his eyes. “You’re sure about this?” 




“Sadie, we talked about it... 




“I just want to make sure...” 




“Sadie, baby…” 




“I know,” she whispered. “We talked about it.” 




He smiled. “Tell me how much you want it again.” 




“Don’t make me do that.” 




“It’s my favorite part.” 




She moaned, thumped her forehead against his brow, hugging his head. “I want it so bad,” she whispered. 




He hissed air in past clenched teeth. “This drives me so crazy.” 




“I know it does.” 




“It drives you crazy too, you know it.” 




She sighed, closing her eyes. “I really am…” 




“Excited?” 




“Yeah.” 




“Me too.” 




She kissed him again, and her hand went down his stomach, began fumbling with his pajama pants. She thumbed open the single button of the fly and brought out his cock. She got on her knees—right down on her knees—at the side of the couch, and began to suck his cock. He palmed her beautiful hair, watching her head bob up and down, feeling the hot liquid pleasure of her silky mouth. 




Later tonight, she’d be doing this to another man. She would be sucking another man off. And then later, that man would toss her on his bed, somewhere in Providence. Lay her out and fuck her all night long. Make her come over and over again. She’d be back on Sunday night. Relaxed, dispossessed of this anxiousness. Satisfied. 




And was he mad, was he worried? 




A little worried, yeah, but would there be any fun at all if he wasn’t? 




He would enjoy his own anxiety all weekend, wondering what his wife was doing. Knowing what it was like. Having seen it all before. And when she got home on Sunday . . .? Well, his heart was already bursting, what would Sunday night be like? 




He chuckled, let his head fall back onto the leather chair. Listened to the soft sticky slurping of Sadie’s mouth tonguing, licking, and sucking. The room quiet, just that lubricious sound and gently singing songbirds. 




“Stop, stop,” he whispered. 




She slowed. He stroked the top of her head, guided her neck to get her mouth off him. “I want to save it.” 




She wiped her bottom lip, looking up at him from the floor. Those gray-green eyes sparkling in Minnesota springtime sun. She was incredible. She said, “You don’t want to come?” 




“I want to wait. I like it when it hurts.” 




She tongued the corner of her mouth, considering what he said. She said, “Suit yourself. I was going to swallow and everything.” 




“Save it till Sunday.” 




“What if my mouth and jaw are sore?” 




He picked up her diary again, but set it down. “Are you going to let him come in your mouth?” He wanted to say the words out loud so bad, but once he began speaking his chest tightened and he sounded out of breath. 




She smiled as she stood, turned and went back to the bathroom. She paused at the doorway, said, “I’m not sure yet. Probably. I’ll let you know what I do.” 




His stomach tightened hard and fast and he grunted. 




“I have to put on my makeup,” she said and returned to the bathroom. 




He went back to her college diary, reading about big-thighs Carmine and his fat cock, tracing his finger down to find where she’d written about how far the guy shot his load and how it ruined her cotton sweater. 
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The airport limo arrived at 5 to 1. She had all her things packed in a carry-on bag. Flight to Providence today at 2:15. She’d be having dinner with him tonight, and afterwards…? 




“Take care,” Teddy said. 




She went to her toes and kissed him, patted his chest. Then she slung her bag over her shoulder, but Teddy took it from her. “I’ll walk you out.” 




They walked together down the driveway and the limo driver stepped out, moved rearward and opened the back door for her. She slid herself inside, feeling light and airy, and tantalized for what would come next. 




Tonight would be exciting. If she could just get rid of these tight twisting strings in her tummy. She laid a hand on her stomach, nerves consuming her. But then Graham was there, filling up the space of the opened back door. He leaned in, kissed her again. He tried to pull back, but she gripped the neck of his T-shirt to hold him in place. They kissed longer, then she said, “I’ll call you when I land.” 




“Text me.” 




“I’m going to text everything,” she said. 




“Don’t be afraid of videos.” 




“That’s up to him.” 




Teddy nodded, said again: “I love you.” 




“I love you too,” she said, those tight strings in her stomach working her way up into her chest now, making her voice thin and quiet. 




Teddy smiled, recognizing her anxiety. “Have fun,” he said, checked to make sure she was secure in the cabin, then closed the limo door. 




She watched Teddy the whole time the limo driver got himself set and then pulled away from the curb. She waved to Teddy, turning around in her seat and even waving through the back window. Then they turned onto Willow Crest, and her husband was gone. 




She took a deep breath, withdrew her phone from her purse. Thumbed it awake, scrolled to find the number she was looking for. Quan. 




She texted. 




Sadie: on my way. See you at five 




She smiled. Then: 




Sadie: Can’t wait to see you! 






Afterword 
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