
        
            
                
            
        

    
Matador

A MMF Bi-Awakening Cuck and Bull Story

Cornelia Quick


Copyright © 2025 Cornelia Quick

First edition. January 30, 2025

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Contents


1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
8. Chapter 8
9. Chapter 9
10. Chapter 10
11. Chapter 11
12. Chapter 12
13. Chapter 13
14. Chapter 14
15. Chapter 15
16. Chapter 16
17. Chapter 17
18. Chapter 18
19. Chapter 19
20. Chapter 20
21. Chapter 21
22. Chapter 22
23. Chapter 23
24. Chapter 24
25. Chapter 25
Couples Massage
About Cornelia Quick
The Heart's Hunger
Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
Also by Cornelia Quick: Mapping the Boundaries of Love



Chapter one






Chapter 1


"How about this one?" Francie asks, angling her phone so I can see the screen. It displays a picture of a young man — curly blonde hair, dimpled cheeks, a crooked smile. He looks a little like I did ten years ago, when Francie and I first met in college.

"I don't know," I say, falling back against the pillows. We've been sitting in bed for half an hour now, flipping through profiles on Take My Wife, the app we finally decided seemed the least creepy, and the faces are all starting to blur together. "He looks too ... nice."

"Too nice?" says Francie, letting out a laugh as she swipes left, dismissing the blond with the dimpled cheeks. "Maybe I like nice. You're nice!"

"That's the problem," I say, looking up at the ceiling and pressing my fingers to my temples. I can feel a headache coming on. "If the guy is nice, it's like ... a friendly arrangement, right? Just pals sharing some beers and splitting a pizza ..."

"So I'm a pizza?" she says, swiping past another profile with barely a glance; I catch a glimpse of another curly blond head, laughing blue eyes, my doppelgänger dismissed to the discard pile. "What kind of pizza, vegFgie or pepperoni?"

"You know what I mean," I say. My eye twitches when I rub it with my knuckle, a dull ache pulsing in my skull.

"Seriously, Kevin," Francie says, rolling toward me and draping an arm across my chest. "What kind of pizza are you planning to share with whatever bull we finally pick?"

"Um ... sausage, maybe?"

"I'm a sausage pizza?"

"I meant after ... um ... if that's something you do in that situation ... if that's the polite thing to do ..."

I close my eyes and feel my jaw tighten. Angry red lights flash against my eyelids, the headache pain getting sharper. I'm picturing myself in the kitchen, with some nice young man who looks like I did fifteen years ago, after he's ... finished with Francie; I'm taking a pizza out of the oven and a couple of beers out of the fridge. Or maybe we've ordered pizza? Maybe he's the pizza delivery guy? Is that part of the expectations, do we need to come up with some kind of role playing scenario for this? What if I forget my lines or fall out of character? The headache is wrapping its hot fingers around my skull, digging its sharp claws into my brain, and I'm wondering if I need to tip the delivery guy ...

"If I were a pizza," Francie whispers in my ear, her lips close to my throat, "what pizza would I be?"

The thought of pizza makes my stomach churn; the last thing I want to think about is food when my head is throbbing. Well, the second to last thing; what I really want to stop thinking about is that Take My Wife app and all the profiles still lurking in its depths.

#

This all started because I made the mistake of hitting the "buy all" button on the latest series of books by Denver Rust while I was logged in to the shopping account I share with Francie instead of the secret one I use to indulge in my taste for erotic fantasy. When Francie logged in to search for new running shoes, she was suddenly offered books related to "Bull Unbound," "Cucked and Crowned," and "He Trained My Wayward Wife." At first she thought it was amusing, but then she saw my the titles in our purchase history and she went a little ballistic.

"It's just ... they're fantasies!" I protested, hoping she wouldn't demand to see my laptop's browser history before I could clear my tracks at MakeMeYourCuck.com and ClaimMyWoman.com.

"They're disgusting," she countered, which I had to admit wasn't an unfair characterization. I liked Denver Rust's stories because they were disgusting. The way the cucks cringed and whined when their wives pulled their bulls into the bedroom, the way they simpered and brooded to the sounds of ravishment coming from behind the closed door, the way they stared with worshipful awe at their bulls' cocks slick with spit and nectar when they emerged from the violated marriage bed ... I was getting hard just thinking about Francie seeing those filthy titles and then raging at me about them.

"I can't believe you would waste our money on this trash!" she yelled, slamming her tablet's case closed and storming out of the living room.

I thought sure she would return those books, and demand to see what else was lurking on my e-reader (which is stuffed to the gills with cuckold fantasies), but except for the occasional harrumphing side-eye, the incident seemed to blow over.

And then I noticed, when I snuck a peek at my reader's library one night when Francie was out with her friends, that most of Denver Rust's books were marked as read. And the progress bar on the nastiest of them all, "Bent to His Will," was at just over fifty per cent. It wasn't me flipping those virtual pages over the last week — I had gone back to reading perfectly tame, if painfully boring, mysteries from the library.

When she got home that night, a little tipsy and chatty, she asked, "In those ... fantasy stories of yours ... who are you?"

"What do you mean, who am I?" I asked from the couch where I was sitting with a book.

"Are you ..." and she blushed, her cheeks almost the same shade as her copper hair, but her blue eyes bright and mischievous, "are you the cuck or the bull?"

I took a deep breath, putting down the cozy mystery I'd been reading — I was imagining my own variation on the plot, in which the sleuth solved the crime by seducing each suspect in turn, definitely not the story as written — and said, "The cuck. Always the cuck."

"Interesting," she said, giving me a wicked little grin over her shoulder as she made her way toward the stairs. She paused with one foot on the first step and said, "Why don't you be the bull for tonight, but you can imagine yourself watching if that helps ..."

#

"The only sausage I'm interested in," Francie says, pushing the sheet down my body until she uncovers the bulge in my cotton pajamas, "is the one in here."

The blood that's been pulsing behind my eyes is starting to flow the other way now, and I feel my cock stiffening despite the headache that's been building. I press the heels of my hands against my eyes and let out a sigh as Francie's silk-fine red hair brushes against my bare belly and her fingers tug at the elastic of my pajamas. She giggles when my erection bounces into the air, and I groan when her fingers wrap around the base of the shaft so she can guide it toward her soft, warm lips.

Ever since that night when she told me to be her "bull" — "Picture me spread out on the sheets while my big-cocked bull pounds me into the mattress," she had said, kicking off her shoes and tugging up her skirt to reveal the warm, wet stain of her nectar on her cotton panties — Francie has been an insatiable lover. It's almost more than I can take to keep up with her appetite, and her imagination; she keeps up a steady stream of filthy talk, ordering the imaginary me sitting in the bedroom chair to watch the bull-embodied me pound her tight little pussy and squeeze her pert little tits.

Unless, of course, her mouth is full of my cock, as it is right now. Her tongue slithers up and down my shaft, slick and hot, while her lips caress the velvety tip. My headache is nearly gone now, and when she turns so she can swing a leg across my chest and slide toward my waiting mouth, her nightgown bunched above her hips, I completely forget the throbbing pain that was making me see red just a minute ago.

I push her panties aside and pull her to me, my tongue finding the hot, musky center of her pussy. She moans around my cock, the vibrations from her throat sending shivers through my body. I dig my fingers into her ass and press my mouth to her cunt, closing my eyes and imagining what this would look like from the chair beside the bed if Francie were truly devouring the hard shaft of a confident bull when he feasted on her savory delights.

Supreme, I think as I let her juices dribble down my face, Francie is the supreme pizza of loving wives, and I would be lucky indeed to share her ...
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Chapter 2


Francie is sitting at the kitchen table, still flipping through profiles on Take My Wife, when I'm leaving for work in the morning. I kiss the top of her head and steal a quick glance at her phone screen: another "nice" man, this one with a trimmed brown beard and wire-rimmed glasses, disappears to the left with a swipe of her finger. He's replaced with a dark-haired, olive-skinned man with piercing black eyes and a rough shadow of stubble across his jaw; Francie pauses a moment and looks up at me, lips pursed and a sparkle in her eyes. Then she flicks her finger to the right, and her phone makes a little jingling sound.

"I'm saving him for later," she says. "Just to ponder — he doesn't look quite as nice as the others ..."

I laugh and stroke her hair, feeling a strange mix of fear and arousal spreading through my belly and to my groin. My cock gives a tentative twitch when I imagine that rough cheek pressed against Francie's thigh, those piercing eyes mocking me as he creeps toward the musky treasure between her legs with his breath hot on her skin. Yes, I think, that's more like it ...

"Ponder all you want, my love," I said, tracing a finger along her jaw. "I know you'll find just the one we need."

#

The summer sun shines golden in a clear blue sky and there's a cool breeze blowing off the lake, so I decide to walk to the metro station instead of hopping on the bus at the corner. It adds a few minutes to my commute, but we're in one of our occasional slow, lazy periods at the office: our clients are all happily away at their lake cabins or jetting off to the Mediterranean, the traders have their plans locked in for the rest of the month, and my days are spent catching up on the long-term market research that I usually neglect in the busy fall and spring seasons. I can spend a little time clearing my head and enjoying a stroll before I have to settle in behind my desk for the day.

Honestly, I could just as easily work from home for the day — there's nothing at the office I need to get my work done this week. But I feel the need to shift my space to shift my perspective a little; Francie's bull hunt has been gaining momentum at an almost frightening pace, and I need to mull it over a little bit.

Francie and I have been together for about ten years now, and married for five. We met at the university our junior year, when we were taking a statistics class together and became study buddies. She had just gone through a rough breakup, and I was trying (and mostly failing) to play the field; it was supposed to be a little nothing of a fling, but somehow we clicked, and the fling blossomed into something much bigger than either of us expected.

Before me, Francie had only a couple of serious boyfriends. In high school, she had been too focused on getting into a good university to do much socializing, and once at the university, she had fallen into a pattern of long-term boyfriends, looking for stability rather than passion. The boyfriends, though, weren't the stability-seeking types; Francie was drawn to the bad boys, the heartbreakers, the guys who were always on the lookout for their next conquest without appreciating that they had already captured the kingdom when they had Francie.

And me, I wanted to be one of those heartbreaking bad boys, confidently swaggering through hookup after hookup and leaving a trail of erotic carnage in my wake. Except for a couple of one-night stands, though, all I managed was to gain a reputation as a good study buddy with sweet big brother vibes. Maybe it's because I looked a little on the young side, smooth-cheeked and curly-haired, but probably it's because I wasn't nearly as suave as I imagined myself to be. Successful pickup artists are born, not made, and the threads of urbane charm and rakish indifference just weren't woven into my cloth.

Maybe my reading tastes come from those university years when I thought I could become something I'm not. I definitely knew guys who had the swagger I wanted: Francie's ex, who lived in the same apartment building as me, was definitely one. Tall and swarthy, with piercing black eyes and an easy laugh, Marco could have been a pirate captain in another life. When I claimed Francie as my own — though really, we claimed each other — he barely raised an eyebrow, having long ago sailed off for his next plundering escapade. I'm a little afraid, actually, that he's lurking somewhere on Take My Wife, and Francie's just a finger-swipe away from his grinning, self-confident leer.

When Francie thought I imagined myself to be the bull in my cuckold fantasies, she seemed disgusted; but once she knew I pictured myself as the cuck, something clicked inside her. It's almost like it opened a door to her own hidden desires, and she started to put herself into the fantasies alongside me. She was the one who sought out the swinger and hookup apps, and who initiated the dirty talk and fantasy play; I had been happy to leave the cuckold stories on my reader while enjoying a perfectly satisfactory, completely conventional sex life with my wife.

Ever since we got together, neither of us has strayed. I've never even felt tempted myself; I can't say for sure if Francie ever felt the draw of another man, but she never gave me any indications that she has a wandering eye. Seeing her swipe through the Take My Wife profiles, and imagining her imagining them taking her in our bed, has made me dizzy with clashing emotions: jealousy and desire, fear and curiosity, disgust and hunger. It's made me realize that there are still things I don't know about this woman who has been the center of my life for a decade, still mysteries that I don't know how to begin unraveling, and I find it both terrifying and alluring. I want to peel away her layers, find the dark fantasies lurking in places that she keeps hidden even from herself, but I'm afraid that when I find the heart of her deepest cravings, I won't be there with her.

#

I was so wrapped up in my thoughts when I got to the metro station that I almost didn't notice when the downtown train pulled up to the platform. I let the flow of the crowd carry me into the car, and I took my place in the aisle, holding the leather strap hanging from the ceiling while people squeezed in around me. The heat and the smells of the subway quickly pushed all other thoughts out of my mind, replacing them with a general malaise, and when I emerged from the station into the cool breeze and bright sun streaming through the skyscraper canyons I felt reborn, my mind cleared by its subterranean journey.

I split my day between reading prospectuses of various funds and private equity firms, and staring out the windows toward the lake shimmering in the distance, barely visible through the city's maze of streets and towers. The part of my brain activated by columns of numbers and glossy graphs switched on, and soon all of my worries and desires faded away, replaced by cold calculation.

Until I feel the vibration of my phone through the surface of the desk: I glance away from the chart on my monitor to see that Francie has sent me a message. My pulse quickens as I reach for the phone, and I feel my chest tighten as I tap the screen.

"I think this is the one," says the text, and below it is a picture that makes me gasp.

At first I'm certain that my greatest fear has come true, that Francie has found Marco lurking in the shadows of Take My Wife, and that swashbuckling cad is about to steal away my most precious treasure. But when I look closer, I see my mistake: the set of the pictured man's eyes are different from Marco's, the turn of his lips more playful than cruel, and he's clearly too young — time has been acting on Marco, too, and even if it's been kinder to him than to me, he wouldn't have the same shimmering black hair and taut skin as this specimen.

So not Marco, but Marco-adjacent. I see the three gray dots bounce below the picture as far-away Francie continues to tap on her phone, and I hold my breath, all thought of market forecasts and earnings reports turned to dust in my anticipation.

"His name is Ramone," says the text when it finally appears. "We're meeting him for coffee on Saturday."


Chapter three






Chapter 3


Francie and I fuck like fiends as soon as I get home. We barely make it to the bedroom, breathless and giggling and tripping over our clothes, and we make the bedframe squeal with the pounding I give her. In my mind, I can be both cuck and bull, filling Francie the way I imagined Ramone would fill her, while imagining myself into the chair at the foot of the bed, admiring my own shameless lust and Francie's writhing ecstasy.

I resisted looking at the link to Ramone's Take My Wife profile on the train ride home, my phone heavy and hot in my pocket, but I imagined everything it might say: "Your husband will love watching my thick cock plow your tight little cunt; you'll scream with pleasure and writhe with desire under my hot, hard body; you'll moan so loud you won't be able to hear your husband's whimpering sobs as he squeezes his pathetic little balls and milks his skinny dick dry." It's not until we've finished, tangled in sweaty sheets and panting in the early evening sun slanting through the window, that I retrieve my phone from the heap of clothes on the floor and peek at what Ramone has to say for himself.

It's not too far off from what I had imagined:

Is your man leaving you high and dry? Do you want to teach him a lesson in love? I'm just the teacher he needs, though he might require a few sessions to learn everything he needs ...

Since we haven't met Ramone and gone through the Take My Wife verification process with him, there are only two pictures visible on his profile. The first is the one that caught my breath when I saw it in Francie's text: a handsome, olive-skinned man with brooding eyes but lips turned up in a smile looks at me as if he has some secret to tell, some secret about me that even I don't know. He wears his purple shirt collar open past his collarbone, and I see the edge of a rose tattoo in the shadows cast by the fabric. His black hair shines, swept back from his high forehead and falling toward his shoulders in a thick cascade. I feel a sudden urge to brush my fingers through his hair, to trace the line of his lip with my thumb, and I quickly flick my finger across the screen the reveal the next photograph.

In this one, Ramone is standing, shirtless, his arms crossed over his chest. His shoulders are broad and muscled, the anatomy of a man who is no stranger to lifting heavy things, smooth and hairless. Most of the tattoo on his chest is visible in this pose — a dusky red flower with a brilliant green stem wrapped around it, thorns so sharp I imagine they would draw blood if I reached out to touch them. The hint of another tattoo — maybe a dragon's tail? — curves around his hip and toward his flat, smooth belly, just above the waistband of his faded jeans. His head has a quizzical tilt, the smile from the last picture a little more playful than enigmatic, his eyes sparkling.

When I flick my finger on the screen, a blurred photograph appears: clearly man-shaped, and probably nude based on the color, which matches the olive tone of the skin in the last two pictures, but frustratingly obscured. I recall the day Francie and I took our profile pictures for the app, giggling and red-faced with embarrassment and anticipation: Francie holding one arm across her small breasts and the other over her belly, looking down at her feet with a bashful smile, me standing with my hands at my sides, stick straight and staring defiantly into the camera, my cock at rest beneath its blonde nest. Ramone must have seen the blurred versions of those pictures when Francie matched with him; did he accept the match because he was intrigued by the curve of Francie's hip, the tilt of her head? Did he linger at all on my picture, the way I linger on his, wondering about the body of the man whose wife he was agreeing to claim?

Another flick brings me to a fourth picture, also blurred, and my breath catches in my throat. The flesh colors fill the screen, and I can make out the shape of a hip, a hint of a thigh, and I'm certain that a thick, half-hard cock takes up the center of the frame. A smear of red and blue brightens the top of the picture, where Ramone's abdomen would be, indicating a continuation of the tattoo hinted at in the standing pose. I flip quickly back to the blurry nude, the cross-armed pose, the handsome face, but just the hint of Ramone's cock has made mine stir again under the sheet.

"Why this one?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper, my eyes fixed on Ramone's. I'm not sure if I'm asking Francie, or the phone, or myself.

Francie stirs next to me, sleepily stretching an arm over her head, and rolls her head on the pillow to look at me with half-lidded eyes. She makes a humming sound in response to my whispered question, so I ask again:

"Why this one?"

"I don't know," Francie says, stretching both arms. The sheet has slipped down to her waist, revealing the firm little breasts that I was squeezing and biting just a short time ago; I can see a red mark above her left nipple where my teeth dug a little too deeply, making her cry out in surprise. My cock stirs again, and I shift my hips so the tip peaks out from beneath the sheet, still shiny and slick from our lovemaking.

"He's ... he reminds me ..."

I stop, afraid of invoking Marco here in our postcoital repose, of conjuring a dark spirit that will blot out the light that falls across the sheets.

"He's very handsome," I say.

"You like?" she asks, still sleepy, and rests her head against my chest. I stroke her copper-colored hair, dragging my fingers through the tangled strands, and my cock twitches.

"Yes," I say, leaning down to plant a kiss on the top of her head. "I like. And I love you, Francie ..."

She answers with a slow, deep sigh, almost a snore, and settles against me, her breath soft and warm on my skin. My cock is erect again, bouncing against my belly with my pulse, and so with one arm cradling Francie against my chest, I reach a hand down to squeeze it, sliding my fingers along the crown and over the weeping eye.

While Francie sleeps, I slowly, gently stroke my cock, imagining her body yielding to me, yielding to Ramone, the blurry images of his body becoming clearer in my imagination. I picture his cock, thicker than mine, the dark foreskin pulled back from the velvety, purple head, and I picture Francie cradling it in her hands before taking it into her mouth. My movements are measured and slow so as not to wake Francie, and my cock throbs between my fingers. I can feel my balls tightening between my thighs, my shaft pulsing with need as I palpate the head of my cock; I want to stroke my hand down the length, I want to pull at my cock with my fist, but instead I squeeze and tickle my fingers around the ridge of the head, feeling a tingle that runs from my toes to my flushed face.

When I come, I catch my groan in my throat before it can escape, trying not to stir Francie from her slumber, and catch the hot seed in the palm of my hand. I smear it down the length of my softening cock, and the image of my hand doing the same to Ramone's suddenly flashes through my mind. I pull the sheet up to my belly and wipe my palm against my hip, shivering at the slick, cooling spunk on my skin. Sleep takes me quickly, pulling me into blurry, baffling dreams as the light outside shifts from yellow to gold to orange with the waning day.
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Chapter 4


"Is he here yet?" Francie whispers as I push the coffee shop's glass door open. A blast of cool, dry air hits me, making me shiver after our walk through the muggy heat of the city afternoon.

"I don't think so," I say, scanning the shop as we step inside. This isn't our usual coffee shop — it's almost a mile from home, just on the edge of our neighborhood, and we picked it for this first meeting with Ramone so we would be unlikely to encounter friends or neighbors. We decided to walk so we could burn off some nervous energy, and I can feel sweat trickling down my chest beneath my shirt, whether from the heat or the anticipation or both, I can't be sure.

Francie makes a sighing sound and squeezes my arm; I can feel her fingers trembling. I put an arm around her waist, pulling her close, and guide her toward the counter. There are two tables by the window, one empty and one with a pair of women in t-shirts and shorts, leaning close to each other and talking in hushed voices. Beyond the counter, where a young man in a tan, coffee-stained apron stands beside the till, there's a rise in the floor to a few more tables, most of them empty.

"Why don't you find us a seat," I whisper into Francie's ear, giving her a quick squeeze, "while I get the drinks. The usual?"

I feel her head nod against my shoulder, and then she hurries away, eyes forward. I watch her quick, purposeful steps, the slight sway of her hips, and a sudden burst of — desire? fear? my dazzled mind is incapable of naming my emotions — makes my heart beat faster. After a quick glance over my shoulder toward the door, both hoping for and dreading the appearance of Ramone, I step up to the counter and clear the lump in my throat with a quiet cough.

Yesterday, on my way home from work, I got off the train at the gym Francie and I joined last winter. For the first month or so, we went regularly, three or four times a week, Francie to run on the treadmill and myself to use the weight machines. Our enthusiasm cooled gradually as the weather warmed; it was easier to get our exercise walking along the lakeshore or strolling to the coffee shop closer to our house, and we made infrequent, guilty appearances as spring turned to summer, avoiding eye contact with the woman at the desk the way Christmas-and-Easter parishioners dodge the priest for their twice-yearly Mass. I've promised myself that I'll start visiting more frequently come fall, make a full confession to the shoulder press and chest fly machines and do my penance in the squat cage, but it wasn't until I saw Ramone's photographs on his Take My Wife profile, that I felt the weight of my profligacy.

It's not that I'm in bad shape; for a guy just past the thirty year mark, I'm doing pretty good. My belly is still mostly flat, if not as tight as it was ten years ago, and my arms haven't yet started to sag. I still have all my hair, and it's still mostly dark blonde with just a few silver threads that glisten in the sun. I may spend most of my day sitting behind a desk, but I make a point of walking whenever I can, and I'm not embarrassed to put on my swim trunks for a dip in the lake or a soak in the gym's hot tub (when I find my way there; I promise, I really do ...)

But compared to Ramone, I'm that scrawny wimp from the Charles Atlas bodybuilding ads getting sand kicked in his face by the big, beefy bully. Ramone, I'm sure, doesn't skip a day at the gym; and I'm sure his gym is nothing like the one I go to, full of old men and skinny kids. I picture a tough city gym, all free weights and heavy punching bags, men with oiled pecs and rippling abdomens tossing medicine balls back and forth to the clatter and clang of heavy weights dropping to the threadbare pads scattered across the wooden floors.

There's no grunting or swearing allowed at our gym, with its high windows and bright lighting, well-oiled machines and uniformed trainers circulating through the big rooms. There are no free weights, and it's a good thing: dropping them onto the polished floors might leave a dent, and would probably disturb the yoga meditation class downstairs. I made the most of the chest fly machine, pulling the bars together until my shoulders burned, and then tormented myself on the leg press machine until my thighs felt like boiled rubber.

After a soak in the hot tub, I headed into the locker room to change. Usually I keep my towel tied around my waist from the shower to the bench, and I'm quick to swap the towel for my briefs, my face turned to the lockers, so my nudity is public for barely a split second. Yesterday, though, I tossed the towel over my shoulder and strolled boldly to the mirrors to run my fingers through my damp hair, eyes flitting quickly and, I hope, imperceptibly over the other naked bodies around me. If all goes well with Ramone, after all, I'm going to be naked with another man in the most intimate ways possible, and I should learn to be comfortable in the decidedly unsexy context of the locker room.

I know I shouldn't have felt proud to have one of the best naked bodies in the locker room, but I did. The sag and jiggle of bellies and asses, the flaccid penises retreating into their fleshy nests, the skinny arms and stick-thin legs, made me look like an Adonis, a rugged god descended from Olympus to stand as the exemplar of masculine beauty among the ridiculous mortals. It made my cock thicken to think how I stood out among the hoi polloi.

Until a man who was a true Adonis stepped out of the shower, briskly toweling his shaggy mop of dark hair, and stopped at the mirror beside me. He hung his towel around his neck as he leaned close to the mirror, his palms resting on the countertop, so he could inspect an almost imperceptible blemish above the perfect cupid's bow of his lip. His sidelong glance at me drew that bow taut into a little grin that threatened to pierce my heart, and I took in a sharp breath of air as I averted my eyes. Unfortunately, when I looked away from his eyes and down toward my feet, I got an eyeful of the cock hanging heavily between his broad thighs: thick and long even at rest, the dark, wrinkled foreskin drawn back just enough to reveal the plum-colored knob at the end, with a spare circle of tangled hair clinging to his groin. His balls hung just as heavily, shaded by the girthy shaft of his cock, and I swear they swung like a pendulum, reaching its final equilibrium. My eyes ran quickly up his rippled belly, his steel-bound ribs, his broad chest, and caught again on his dark, sparkling eyes. I think he winked at me, but it could just have been my brain blowing a fuse. He swung the towel from around his neck as he turned to leave, letting it brush against my hip, and my timid cock shrank toward my suddenly flabby and distended gut.

"Sir? What can I get you, sir?"

The barista's voice makes the locker room dazzler disappear in a flash, and I find myself leaning on the coffee shop counter instead of the sink; a quick glance confirms that I'm fully clothed, though my cheeks are flushed with sudden embarrassment.

"Iced tea," I croak, my throat tight, "no sugar; and a flat white, skim, please."

"One percent okay?"

I nod, squeezing my eyes shut, feeling a headache coming on. When I open them, I see the barista turning to the glistening chrome of the bulky machine and, on the other side of the coffee bar, Francie sitting across the table from a dark haired, olive skinned man. He has an easy slouch to his posture, a casual way of placing an elbow on the table and cocking his head toward Francie's laughing face. My heart races and I'm sure that I'll fall on the floor if I don't cling to the countertop with both hands.
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Chapter 5


"Here's your coffee, baby," I say, leaning over Francie's shoulder. I kiss the top of her head when I bend down to place her flat white in front of her, and she lets out a startled laugh.

When I straighten and look across the table at Ramone, he lifts his eyes from Francie and locks them on mine. I take a deep breath, heart racing, and have to set my glass of iced tea down to keep it from spilling in my shaking hand.

"Kevin," I say, willing my voice to steady, and reach across with my hand.

"Ramone," he says, his voice deep, trilling the "R" a little and flashing a smile at me. "It's a pleasure to meet you."

He reaches his hand out to meet mine; his grip is firm but not crushing, like he knows the power his hand contains and is in perfect control of it. I squeeze back, maybe a little too hard, trying the send a message like, I am stronger than you imagine, and I will only yield because it's my will.

"Well, we think you're Ramone," Francie says with a giggle, turning her face up to look at me as I straighten. "You look like Ramone, but now that we're all here, I guess it's time to verify?"

"Of course," Ramone says, a bemused grin flashing over his lips. I can't help but stare at those lips, somehow both firm and pillowy soft at once, and at the faint line of stubble that dots his jaw.

Ramone reaches into his pocket and takes out a battered leather wallet, extracting his driver's license, then pulls his phone from his other pocket. He holds his phone over the license laid flat on the table, and a moment later I feel my phone buzz in my pocket. When I pull it out, I see that Take My Wife has sent me a validation code with Ramone's profile picture attached.

"And you?" Ramone says, tucking his license back into his wallet and returning it to his pocket. "We can't be too certain, no?"

My fingers are surprisingly steady when I take out my own license and snap a picture of it; Francie does the same, and I notice that her hand trembles a little as she lines up the shot. My phone pings again, as does Francie's, and I hear two buzzes from Ramone's as he flips it face down on the table. We are who we say we are; now it's time to find out if we want what we say we want.

"Well, so," Francie says, her voice breathy and rushed, "Ramone was saying he took the train down early so he could walk along the lakeshore."

I slide out a chair and sit at the table, Ramone to my right and Francie to my left, and lift my iced tea. My hands are still surprisingly steady, as though Ramone's grip transferred some of his confidence to me. I take a long sip, barely tasting the cold, bitter liquid — I should have asked for sugar — and hold Ramone with my eyes.

"Do you live far?" I ask as I set the glass down.

"Far enough," he says. "I don't come out to this neighborhood very often, and it's nice to get a change of scenery. The lake is lovely, and this coffee shop is quite pleasant."

He has a faint accent, just enough of a lilt to seem exotic. But I don't detect an exaggeration to it, which I had feared when Francie selected his profile: I was afraid that we would be subjected to a cliche, a Spanish bull claiming the weak gringo's woman, a suave Latin lover seducing away the innocent, sheltered wife, playing to his presumed audience. I glance back and forth between Ramone and Francie, trying to read their expressions: desire tinged with apprehension? Hunger and fear blended into a dangerous, heady melange? Or maybe those are just my emotions, which I'm sure are broadcast on my face; I see confidence in the turn of Ramone's lip, and a surprising eagerness in Francie's eyes.

We share a little more small-talk over our drinks — Ramone has a lidded cup in his hand, he must have arrived before us and been hidden from view when we came in. The weather is hot, but the forecast is for a cooling storm later in the week; the weekend trains don't stick to as strict a schedule as we'd like; the coffee at this shop is good, but a little weak.

And then, suddenly, Ramone says, "When shall we have our first session?"

Francie chokes back a gasp and sets her cup down on the table; it rattles so loudly that I'm sure the entire coffee shop has suddenly turned their attention to us. I glance at Francie, who is staring down at the half-empty cup, and then at Ramone, who leans forward with his elbows on the table, a carnivorous glint in his eyes as they flit up and down Francie.

"I'll have to check our calendars," I say after a quick, throat-clearing cough. "I know Francie has a big work presentation next week, and we have a roofer coming next weekend to give us an estimate on —"

I'm clearly trying to stall; I know Ramone can sense it, and probably Francie, too. Setting a date and time for the ... session ... makes it far more real than this meeting, than the little pings on our phones as Take My Wife assured us of our identities, than Ramone's firm handshake. We're still in the realm of make believe, playing "wouldn't-it-be-hot-if ...", until there's a date on the calendar labeled, "Ramone fucks Francie because that's what I want." And I still am only half convinced — well, more than half, surely, but not fully convinced — that this is what I want.

"Tonight," Ramone says, his voice deep and rich, as if every ounce of his seductive power is concentrated in a single word. "Tonight."

"To — tonight?" Francie stammers. She picks up her cup again, but her hands are shaking so hard the coffee threatens to slosh over the rim, and she sets it down with a clatter. "That's ... well, I ... it ... we ..."

"I'm here now," Ramone says, "and I don't have anywhere to be until tomorrow. I thought I would spend the rest of the afternoon exploring the neighborhood, maybe pick up a bottle of wine, and meet you for dinner at your house. Dinner and ..."

He tilts his head and winks at me, and I feel my heart rise into my throat. I glance at Francie, but she's still staring at her coffee cup, fingers twisting and tearing a paper napkin, cheeks and ears burning red. I could stop this now, I could take Francie's hand and lead her out of the coffee shop and away from Ramone. We could delete our Take My Wife accounts, erase Ramone from our lives with a flick of our fingers, walk back home and back to the normal lives we've always known. I fumble for Francie's hand, and her fingers wrap tightly around mine.

But would that be a betrayal of our desires? Would we be turning away from a dream we've been cultivating for months now? We've already come this far, and if we turn back from the precipice now, we may never find the courage to make this journey again. The Rubicon is still before us.

"Tonight," I say, letting the words fall from my mouth before I can think about them. "Six o'clock. I'll write down the address."


Chapter six






Chapter 6


Francie and I walk home in silence. Usually, we would take the more scenic route past the lake, stopping to watch the boats on the water and the kids playing on the sand, but we're on a direct route by tacit agreement, along a litter-strewn road lined with used car lots and old warehouses. A block or two along, Francie's hand reaches for mine, and I take her trembling fingers and squeeze.

Ramone left our table at the cafe first. He reached over to give my hand another shake — the same assertive, assured grip as when we met — and then leaned over the table to take Francie's hand gently in his fingers. He lifted it to his lips and planted a soft, dry kiss on her knuckles, his dark eyes shining. I still held Francie's other hand, and I felt her fingers tighten despite the smile that played across her face.

"Tonight," Francie whispers beside me, her eyes turned toward the sidewalk. Then she looks up at me, her eyes wide. "Tonight?"

"We can ... it's just supper," I say, turning my eyes forward. "We can just have a nice supper, he seemed nice, there doesn't have to be anything else ..."

"Tonight ..."

"No lines crossed yet," I say, "we can still turn back."

"Tonight."

I look down at Francie. Her eyes have narrowed, and she has her jaw set in the way she has when determination takes over. I have learned not to argue with Francie when she sets her jaw like that: she cannot, will not be moved.

"Tonight," she says, suddenly stopping. "It's now or never. We have absolutely crossed the line."

#

There's no way either of us is going to be able to cook tonight. The thought of holding a knife to do any sort of cutting terrifies me — my trembling hands will surely slip, leaving my fingers bloody, and the thought of lighting the stove conjures images of the whole house burning down around us. I order from the Italian restaurant a couple blocks away — an order of crostini, a baked rigatoni, salad, a box of cannoli — and wait for the delivery on the porch while Francie disappears upstairs.

I try to read, but my eyes can't focus on the words, and I keep returning to the same paragraphs over and over again. I turn on the radio, spinning the dial from news to pop to jazz, but I can't listen to anything for more than a few minutes before I need to change the station. Finally, unable to sit still, I decide to pace up and down the block to burn off my nervous energy.

It's all moving too fast, and at the same time, not fast enough. I glance down at my watch every few minutes, but it doesn't move any faster: we left the coffee shop at about two o'clock, and it's three thirty now; still two and a half hours before Ramone will arrive. Since we got home, I've straightened the living room, cleared the dining room table, and pulled out the good plates, the ones that were on our wedding registry six years ago. I even pull out the porcelain gravy boat, though I can't think of any use for it at this meal; it sits on the kitchen counter beside the coffeemaker, glistening white where I've wiped the dust from it.

I wonder if Ramone is nervous, too; I imagine he's not. When we verified our Take My Wife accounts with Ramone, more of his profile was unlocked for us. Matching with him gave us the two profile pictures and an aggregate "trust score," which most people on the app interpret as "did he fuck my wife like he said he would?"; Ramone's score was just short of perfect.

Now I can see the two pictures that were blurred, and a handful of comments from other app users (all with their names and profile pictures obscured). The comments are mostly strings of emojis — heart eyes and eggplants, squirts of liquid and hot peppers — or just one or two words: "wow"; "10 out of 10 would fuck again"; "best bull ever." Clearly Francie has chosen well ...

And, of course, the pictures ... the pictures are a revelation. In one, Ramone stands with his arms crossed as in the one I already saw, but this time completely naked. The hint of color at his hip is revealed to be a colorful snake, its scales ranging from blue to green to orange to fiery red, with white-feathered wings folded against its thick body and an open mouth full of gold and silver fangs. It writhes all the way around his body and curls its sinuous tail across his groin, ending at the smooth-shaved base of his cock. His cock echoes that fanciful serpent in its girth and weight, hanging pendulously between muscular thighs, the dusky-colored foreskin stretched tight across the flared head. Ramone smiles at the camera with a self-assured ease, as I suppose someone with that kind of equipment would; I know I'd spend all day with a grin on my face if I was hiding a cock like that in my slacks.

The other blurred picture is a closeup of that cock, mostly hard and cradled in Ramone's open palm. The foreskin is pulled back, revealing a head of such a dark purple hue it's nearly black, like a fresh bruise. It stretches past Ramone's thumb, turned aggressively upward, but the wrinkles in the foreskin suggest that it has more room to grow if given the opportunity. My own cock stirs at the sight, as if inspired by Ramone's erection to seek its own highest potential; alas, I don't think I have a chance at challenging that beast in a contest of virility.

And if I've seen Ramone's pictures, then that means he can see ours, too. Has he looked? Did he open the app the minute he left the cafe so he could get a peek at his prize for the night, and the sorry competition he's facing? To think I was so proud of my body yesterday at the gym, cocksure and vain, and it all withered away at the sight of a handsome man who wasn't even half as imposing as Ramone. I hope he flipped quickly past my picture, barely glancing at my flabby flesh and pathetic cock, and was drawn instead to Francie's charms, the bashful turn of her hips and the playful twist of her lips; I hope desire sparks in Ramone's belly and his cock thickens at the thought of taking her in front of me.

Francie has, no doubt, scrolled through Ramone's pictures and reviews by now, too, and I wonder what her thoughts are. Is she aroused, disgusted, apprehensive? Is she having second thoughts about going down this path, turning what started as an idle fantasy into a terrifying reality? Or is she eager to unwrap Ramone's cock like a generous gift and lose herself in wild abandon? In the cuckold stories I've read, my focus has always been on the cuckold and the bull, with the wife as just the field on which the struggle plays out. But Francie isn't a plot device; Francie is the love of my life, and I've somehow pulled her into this filthy, twisted daydream that is quickly becoming a nightmare.

When I reach the end of the block and turn back toward our house, my phone still open to Ramone's full-body nude, I see the car with a "Ristorante Marino" decal on the side pull up. With a curse, I slip my phone into my pocket and sprint back toward the porch to intercept the delivery driver.
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Chapter 7


I'm pacing back and forth in the kitchen, swinging a towel from side to side as I watch the minute hand of the clock over the stove shift past the twelve. It's officially past six o'clock — just barely — and there's no sign yet of Ramone. What if he doesn't come? Will Francie be disappointed? Will I be disappointed?

The rigatoni is warming in the oven, filling the air with a rich, earthy aroma, and I have the crostini arrayed on a porcelain serving plate. If there's no Ramone, at least there will be good food, though I'm not sure I have the appetite for it.

I called up to Francie at about quarter to six; I had heard the bath running a little earlier, and heard her pacing around upstairs, but I didn't dare intrude. She had almost sprinted up the stairs when we got back from the coffee shop, and slammed our bedroom door behind her before I was on the first step. A muffled voice shouted back — I couldn't make out the words, but the tone was clearly annoyed — so I retreated to the kitchen again.

Maybe Italian food was a bad choice — too heavy, too spicy. The thought of the pasta swimming in red sauce and melted cheese makes my stomach turn; I can imagine the food settling into my belly like a rock and pinning me to the ground. I grab one of the crostini from the tray and nibble at the dry, crunchy bread; my mouth is already dry, and the salt stings my lips. Just as I force myself to take a bigger bite, I hear a loud knock on the front door.

"Shit shit shit," I mutter, struggling to swallow the desiccated morsel and tossing the towel over my shoulder.

I drop the toasted bread onto the kitchen counter and hurry toward the door, wiping crumbs from my shirt and chin as I go. My hand hovers over the doorknob, fingers shaking; another knock rattles the door in its frame. With a sharp intake of breath, I grab the knob and pull, blinking as the still-bright light from outside dispels the shadows in the foyer.

Ramone is standing on the porch, a bottle of wine tucked under one arm and a bouquet of flowers in his hand. He's wearing the black t-shirt from the coffee shop, fabric taut across his chest, and tight jeans. Now that I know what's hiding beneath his clothes, I can't help but imagine him standing naked in my doorway. My face flushes hot at the thought.

"Welcome," I stammer, stepping back so he can pass through the door.

I take the wine and flowers from him and avoid taking his hand when he starts to extend it; I'm afraid his lightest touch will knock me to my knees. My heart is pounding so hard I'm sure he can hear it.

"Thank you, Kevin," Ramone says, a bemused tone in his voice. He follows me through the living room and dining room toward the kitchen. "This really is a lovely neighborhood, I've had quite a nice stroll."

"Oh good," I say, wincing when the wine bottle rattles on the countertop in my trembling hand. The flowers — a bright bundle of asters, daisies, and dwarf sunflowers — look beautiful, but I'm afraid I'm going to sneeze if I hold them much longer, and start searching through the cupboards for a vase.

"Will that one work?" Ramone asks from behind me.

I glance back and see him standing with one hand on his hip, the other pointing into the cupboard over my head. I follow his finger to a peach-colored earthenware vase on a high shelf, one I remember buying with Francie on a trip to an antique store before we were married. When I go up on my toes, the vase is just out of reach.

"I'll get it," Ramone says, stepping closer. His fingers brush mine as he reaches for the vase, his chest against my back. I have to put my hands on the counter to steady myself.

"The food smells delicious," says Ramone as he sets the vase on the counter beside me. His hand brushes my hip as he turns toward the platter of crostini while I lean toward the sink, filling the vase and grimacing when it clatters against the basin in my unsteady hands.

"It's from Marino's," I say, eyes on the flowers I'm dropping into the vase and not on Ramone, though I can sense him behind me. He fills the kitchen with his broad back and confidence. "I hope you're hungry."

"Very," he says, and I hear the crunch of a crostini. I hear him swallow a bite, and then he says, "I had a nice long walk along the lake."

"Oh, good," I say, then take a deep breath. My hands are shaking less now; I take the towel from my shoulder and wipe the vase dry. "I hope you're not too tired to ... um ..."

When I turn, the vase in my hands, Ramone is smiling, his dark eyes sparkling playfully. He runs a thumb under his lip, knocking some crostini crumbs loose, and takes another bite. After he swallows, he says, "I don't tire easily."

#

Ramone helps me carry the meal to the dining room table: the platter of crostini, the salad in a colorful red and blue bowl we bought last summer at the farmer's market, wine glasses and the open bottle of red. I take the rigatoni out of the oven, nearly fumbling the warm serving dish in my shaking hands when I stand; an image of noodles and sauce red against the floor, broken shards of white ceramic scattered in the mess, flashes through my mind. I take a deep breath to steady myself and then walk slowly from the kitchen, holding the dish out in front of me like I'm bearing a crown to a coronation.

Ramone has set the salad and crostini out, and is lighting the candles in their pewter stands with a little book of matches. He smiles at me as he sparks a flame, and I nearly drop the rigatoni again.

First, dinner, I think. We only have to take a step at a time, enjoy a pleasant dinner ... no lines have been crossed ...

"Is he here?" Francie calls down the stairs. My heart races, and I see a smile play across Ramone's lips, a hungry sparkle in his eyes; I don't think it's the pasta he's craving.

"Yes!" I call back, my voice cracking and dry, and somehow too loud. "Yes, Ramone is here!"

I hear Francie moving across the floor upstairs, and I grab the back of a chair to steady myself. Her shoes click on the wooden steps, slow and steady. From where I'm standing, I can see her feet appear first — black shoes, sheer stockings, her calves shapely as she descends — and then the hem of her dress, the short black velvet one she wore last New Year's Eve, falling just above her knees.

Ramone shakes the match between his fingers until the flame flickers out, a narrow ribbon of black smoke rising toward the ceiling, and steps closer to the stairs. Francie pauses, her foot hesitating above the next step, then continues her descent, her hand on the railing to steady herself.

When she reaches the floor, Ramone lets out a long breath, while I take one in. Francie's auburn hair is piled on top of her head, a few coppery strands loose around her neck. She wears a strand of pearls at her throat — also from New Year's Eve, I think, a string passed down from her grandmother — that let off a dull shine in the dim light in the dining room. Pearl and gold earrings glisten in her ears.

"Francesca," Ramone says, his voice a deep purr.

Francie blushes and turns her face toward her feet, hands clasped in front of her.

"Francie," she says, her voice barely above a whisper. "No one calls me 'Francesca.'"

"I call you Francesca," Ramone says, quickly closing the space between them with a long stride. He towers above her, eyes bright, and places his hands gently on her hips. "You are stunning tonight, Francesca, a creature of elegant beauty."

Francie seems to quiver under Ramone's hands, but she doesn't pull away. In fact, she leans a little closer and lifts a hand to trace a finger across Ramone's chest. I stand frozen behind the table, fingers gripping the back of a chair so hard my knuckles are white, but I would be lying if I didn't admit that I can feel the blood pulse between my legs.

"Dinner ..." I gasp, my throat dry and my voice rasp, "dinner is ready if you're hungry ..."

"Famished," Ramone says, lifting Francie's hand to his lips and kissing each finger. Francie trembles and leans closer to him. "Absolutely starving."


Chapter eight






Chapter 8


The talk around the dinner table is surprisingly light and casual once we've taken our seats, though I can't help noticing that Francie leans a little closer to Ramone with each bite. The pasta smells delicious, but my stomach is so tangled up that I can hardly eat; Ramone, however, seems to have more than enough appetite to make up for my lack, scooping a second, then a third helping onto his plate while I poke at my first with my fork.

"So you've really never spent much time in this neighborhood?" Francie asks as I lean across the table to top off her wine glass. She's scooted her chair a little closer to Ramone's, close enough that I imagine her knees brushing against his under the table; the thought makes my stomach lurch and my cock stiffen.

Ramone shakes his head and swallows, then says, "I grew up on the west side with my abuela, and I work on the north side. Sometimes I have ... connections? ... on the east side, but this area is a blank to me."

"Connections?" I ask, pouring a little wine into my own glass.

Ramone winks and says, "Those rich ladies in the high rises have exotic tastes, and very soft sheets."

An image flashes through my mind of Ramone lounging on a rumpled bed, sated and serenely gazing through a window high over the city streets, while a woman slumbers beside him, naked but for a string of pearls at her throat. Francie's pearls, I realize with a start, and I blink to clear my mind and stab at a tube of pasta.

"Tell me more about these exotic tastes," Francie says. She walks her fingers across the tablecloth and lays a hand over Ramone's. "I suppose they have more time on their hands to refine their palates."

Ramone laughs and places his other hand on top of Francie's. I can see his finger sliding up and down the side of her hand, as high as her wrist; she looks so small, so fragile in his grasp. Part of me wants to slide around to her other side, take her other hand in mine, kiss her fingers and hear her purr as Ramone and I stroke her delicate skin, but I'm frozen in place.

"Some of them are quite refined," Ramone says. His fingers dance across Francie's wrist, and I see a hint of a smile on her lips when he touches the ticklish spot that I like to kiss when we're warming up for pleasure. "They only want to be tied down with the most exquisite silken ropes, or paddled with the finest tooled leather; tickled with the feathers of rare songbirds until tears trickle down their cheeks."

Ramone lifts Francie's hand, pulling her fingers to his lips, pressing each pad to his lips in turn. Francie lets out a little gasp when his tongue flicks out to dance against her palm.

"But some of them," Ramone says, pressing Francie's palm to his sandpaper-rough cheek, "prefer things that are quite unrefined. They want me to tear their clothes, call them horrible, filthy things while I throw them against the wall, pin their arms back while I fuck them senseless. All while their husbands watch, sometimes with helpless tears tumbling down their cheeks."

Ramone's eyes flash toward me, a grin appearing on his lips, and I feel my skin flush. A prickling sensation climbs my neck, and I'm sure the little hairs are standing at attention.

"How about you, Francesca?" Ramone asks, turning his gaze back to her face. "Are you a cultivated lady or a dirty, dirty girl?"

Francie's cheeks burn red, and she looks down at her plate. Ramone drags her hand back to his mouth and kisses it again, then takes her ring finger into his mouth and sucks. Francie squirms and looks up, but she doesn't pull her hand away. He takes a second finger between his lips and brings his teeth down gently; I can almost feel the sensation of his careful bite myself.

"I'm a dirty, dirty girl," Francie whispers, still not looking up.

Ramone lets out a rumbling laugh, then releases her hand and leans across the table, his face close to hers.

"I suspected as much," he says, then places a hand on the back of her head and pulls her to him for a hard, hungry kiss that leaves both Francie and me gasping for air.
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The cannolis are still in the refrigerator downstairs, because dessert is being devoured upstairs in our bedroom. And by dessert, I mean Francie.

After breaking his bruising kiss with Francie, Ramone wrapped his fingers around her hand and gave her a quick tug. She stumbled to her feet, knocking her empty wine glass over. Ramone stood too, wrapping an arm around her waist, and kissed her again, this time bending her backward until she lifted one foot to keep her balance. He caught her leg in his hand and brought it to his hip, bending her even deeper as his mouth stole her breath.

"Should I take you here, dirty girl?" Ramone asked, his voice full of gravel and heat. "Should I bend you over the table and fuck you right here in front of your husband?"

Yes, I thought, barely hearing the clatter of my fork hitting the plate over the blood pounding in my ears. Yes, fuck her here, right here, lift her dress and bend her over and plow her until she begs for mercy.

"No," Francie said, steadying herself with a hand on the table and pushing herself upright again, her body pressed against Ramone's. She ran a hand across his chest, over his shoulder, down his back, and pressed her face into his black shirt. "Upstairs ... take me upstairs ... on my bed ..."

"Are your sheets soft, dirty girl?" he asked. His fingers dove into the pile of auburn hair on Francie's head, seeking the clasp holding it in place.

"Not as soft as those rich ladies' sheets," she said, her fingers working their way down his back to the waist of his jeans and bunching the fabric into her fists. "But my pussy is wet ..."

Ramone made a growling sound deep in his throat and pulled roughly at her hair, letting it fall in a cascade to her shoulders. He bent to kiss her again, his lips and tongue lashing against her throat as his hands slid down her back and gripped her ass through her velvet dress. My cock throbbed within my slacks, and when I stood, I pushed my chair back so hard it fell to the floor with a crash. Neither Ramone nor Francie noticed the sound, though, as they clawed and bit like feral beasts.

"I can smell you," Ramone said. He was pulling at the hem of her short dress, lifting it over the curve of her ass; I could see the narrow black thong that ran between her cheeks, the lace at the top of her stockings tight around her thighs. "You smell like a ripe fruit that I want to take into my mouth and bite until the juices pour down my chin."

I could smell her, too — the dark, musky aroma of her arousal filled my head and made my mouth water. I might not have had any appetite for rigatoni, but the thought of dining on Francie made me ravenous.

And it must have made Ramone ravenous, too. While his lips and tongue traveled across Francie's throat, his fingers ran over her bared ass and tugged at the narrow fabric of her thong. Francie had his shirt untucked and was running her hands under it, scraping against his back. The bright colors of the snake tattoo at his hip shimmered in the light of the candles.

"Upstairs," I gasped, almost stumbling over my overturned chair as I made my way around the table.

I reached out a hand toward the snake at Ramone's hip, but pulled away before my fingers could brush his skin. Instead, I reached for Francie, my fingertips grazing her throat; I felt the heat rising from her, the tremors that shook her like a plucked string. She barely noticed my touch as she melted into Ramone's embrace.

"Upstairs," I said again, louder this time, putting a hand on Francie's waist.

She broke away from Ramone's kisses just long enough to look up at me, her face a mask of desire framed by wild strands of red hair, then fell against him as he staggered backwards, pulling her toward the stairs. I followed, nearly tripping over my feet, and watched as Francie and Ramone mounted the stairs in a heaving, gasping tangle.

#

Upstairs, they were in a race to unwrap each other, both clawing and pulling at each other's clothes. Ramone won the race when he found the zipper at the back of Francie's dress and the velvet fabric fell in a pile around her feet. Her stiff nipples were bared, and Ramone's groping fingers had already pulled her thong askew, revealing a narrow strip of freshly trimmed red hair between her thighs. He tore off his shirt and pushed Francie down onto the bed.

And now the bedroom — our bedroom — is filled with the sounds of Ramone devouring my wife. He kneels before her and drags his tongue along her thighs and over her belly. His thick fingers prod her delicate coral lips apart, and his lips smack loudly against her flesh. Francie arches her back and throws her stockinged legs over his shoulders, groaning and shuddering. My cock aches with desire at the sight.

I can tell that while I was preparing the table for dinner, Francie was preparing our bedroom and herself for dessert. Perfumed silk scarves lie across the dimly lit lamps, filling the air with delicate, musky scents and casting spindly shadows on the walls. The bedsheets are crisp, with the blankets turned down and pillows piled high. A small cut glass dish sits on the nightstand, and I see that it's filled with square condom wrappers. With the heavy curtains drawn against the fading light outside, our bedroom is thrown into a shadowy twilight, but there's still more than enough light to illuminate the tableau before me.

Francie has trimmed her auburn bush down to little more than a silky fringe that seems to point like an arrow to the wet, pink flesh that Ramone is teasing with his fingers and lips. Her hair falls across the sheets in a shimmering wave. With each expert touch Ramone applies to her sensitive core, Francie lets out a moan, her eyes closed, and writhes on the crisp sheets.

The heat in the room is suddenly unbearable. Sweat drips under my shirt, tracing lines over my belly, and the back of my neck itches. My fingers are shaking so hard that it's almost impossible to work the buttons down the front. I stand a few feet behind Ramone, my eyes fixed on his handiwork between my wife's legs, and struggle to shrug off my shirt, letting it fall on the floor beside me.

Francie's moans grow more rapid, merging into a wail, and then a scream as a climax races through her body. She bunches the bedclothes in her fists, presses her thighs into Ramone's cheeks, and throws her head back in a long, loud cry. Ramone is relentless, his fingers and mouth working harder, faster, driving more cries and shudders from Francie until she collapses in exhaustion, her face flushed and breasts heaving.

Ramone stands and smiles down at Francie's heaving body, his face slick and shiny with her nectar. I have a sudden urge to lick Francie's juices from his cheeks, suck her flavor from his tongue, bite those plump lips that left my wife a shivering wreck in the sea of our bed. Ramone unbuckles his belt and eases his jeans over his hips. The snake that loops across his waist seems to undulate in the dim light. I reach for my own belt, fingers fumbling and clumsy.

When his jeans slip past his knees, I can see the bulge threatening to tear through Ramone's white briefs. Francie apparently sees it, too, propping herself up on her eyebrows, eyes wide and lips parted. Ramone kicks his feet loose from his jeans, then hooks his thumbs in the waistband of his briefs and with one quick move frees his cock from its confines. It stands stiff and proud, jutting like a lance from his smooth, shaved groin, the broad purple head already shimmering with a smear of pearly liquid.

"Condoms," Francie says, her voice barely above a whisper, motioning toward the nightstand with her fingers. Without taking his eyes from my wife, Ramone reaches for the glass dish and plucks a packet.

I am not nearly as practiced as Ramone at gracefully slipping out of my clothes, and I nearly trip when I push my slacks down my legs. They get caught on my foot, and I need to bend down to free myself from my inside-out clothing. When I stand, Ramone is already sliding the latex sheath down his rigid shaft, eyes still fixed on Francie.

"You taste even more delicious than I imagined, Francesca," Ramone says, taking a step toward the bed. He wipes the back of his hand across his lips, dragging the juices clinging to them over his cheek. "I could feast on you all night."

He stands at the edge of the bed with his cock in his fist, slowly sliding his hand up and down its length. A groan catches in my throat and I struggle to pull my boxers free of my own erection. Francie's breathing is fast and shallow, her gaze fixed on Ramone's slow, steady strokes.

The bed springs groan when Ramone kneels between Francie's thighs, and Francie groans when he lowers himself onto her, his bare chest pressing against her breasts and his wet lips nuzzling into her throat. I drop to my knees at the foot of the bed and grasp my cock and balls in my fists, willing myself not to stroke my shaft in time to the furious pounding of my heart.

Francie drags her fingers down Ramone's back and digs them into his muscular ass, shifting her hips beneath him. From my place on the floor, I can see his sheathed cock pressed against her thigh, pulsing with desire, and I can see the shiny smear of nectar glistening between Francie's legs. I moan and squeeze my balls in my fist.

"Oh god, Ramone," Francie sighs. She squeezes his ass and lifts her belly against his. "I need ... I need ..."

"What do you need, Francesca?" Ramone says against her throat.

His hand is sliding up and down her flank, tickling her flushed, hot skin. He cradles her head in the crook of his elbow and nibbles gently at her collarbone. I know exactly the spot his teeth are grazing, and Francie's response — arched back, gasping sigh, quivering belly — is precisely what I would hope to elicit by kissing her there. My cock pulses in my hand, and it's all I can do not to pound my fist up and down its length.

"I need you to fuck me," Francie gasps, shifting her hips beneath him. His cock presses into the crease of her leg, so close to her hungry pussy, but not close enough.

"I don't believe you, Francesca," Ramone says, continuing to kiss his way down her chest. "I thought you were a dirty, dirty girl, but now you seem like too much of a lady to receive a hard, hot fucking."

"I need you to fuck me," Francesca growls, bucking her hips and tangling her fingers in Ramone's thick, black hair.

Ramone takes a stiff nipple into his mouth and sucks, drawing another moan to Francie's lips.

"That's more convincing, Francesca," Ramone says when he releases her breast. I can see it glistening in the dim light. "But still not convincing enough."

Francie lets out a frustrated grunt. She grabs Ramone's ears and drags his face up to hers. Her eyes are flashing with a mix of rage and lust that I don't think I've ever seen before; I risk a long, slow stroke of my shaft, afraid that I won't be able to stop, that I'll be driven to pound my fist until I explode against the bed.

"Fill my cunt with your cock, you motherfucker," Francie hisses. "Shove it in me and pound me until I can't fucking walk, and then fuck me some more."

"As the lady requests, Francesca," Ramone says with a laugh.

He grasps her hip with one hand, big fingers dimpling her flesh, and his cock with the other, bringing the tip to the entrance to her channel. I lean closer — close enough that Ramone could probably feel my breath on his hip if he wasn't so focused on the task at hand — and give my cock another stroke. Francie holds her breath, eyes locked on Ramone's, the rage and lust in her eyes colored now with something that looks almost like fear.

Ramone teases the tip of his cock against Francie's coral lips, slowly parting them. She arches her back and groans as the head disappears inside her, only to slide back out again. He taunts her for what feels like ages, going no deeper than the bulbous knob of his cock, each time making her gasp and writhe beneath her.

I can feel her frustration, her white-hot craving. Just as she opens her mouth to demand the pounding she's already begged for, Ramone pushes his hips forward and buries himself inside her. Francie lets out a cry, head thrown back against Ramone's arm, and he fucks her with a steady, unhurried rhythm.
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Chapter 10


I'm able to hold my fire while Ramone fucks my wife, but just barely. Every time my fingers touch the sensitive tip of my cock or wrap around my aching shaft, I'm sure I'm going to explode. My vision blurs and my skin prickles with the effort to control my climax.

Francie, though, makes no effort to hold back. She surrenders completely to Ramone's pounding, reduced to a sweating, grunting, writhing beast beneath his body. Her fingers dig into his shoulders, her legs wrap around his hips, and she succumbs to wave after wave of pleasure. Ramone glances toward me, a droplet of sweat clinging to the tip of his aquiline nose, and grins, clearly in complete control of his passions.

"Dirty girl," Ramone huffs, bracing his hands on either side of Francie's head as his hips pump and swivel. From my place at the end of the bed, I can see his belly slap against hers on each downstroke, and watch as his thick, slippery cock slides almost free of her pussy when he pulls up. The sound of skin striking skin sings in my ears. "Dirty, dirty girl, impaled on my big, hard cock ... how do you like it, dirty girl?"

Francie answers with grunts and squeals, her fingernails leaving red scratches on Ramone's back. The sheet beneath her is soaked with sweat and nectar, and her nipples look hard enough to cut glass. I have to rest my hands against the mattress, feeling it shudder and shake with each of Ramone's thrusts, because merely touching my cock will surely undo me.

When Ramone slides his hands under Francie's ass, lifting her to meet his belly as it slams against her, she lets out a howl of delight. That's all it takes for me — even with my hands as far from my cock as I can will them, I feel the cum dribble from the tip and soon I'm spilling my seed onto the floor between my knees, my forehead pressed to the sheets as I surrender to the sensations. When I look up again, bleary eyed, I see Ramone arch his back, nearly pushing Francie off the bed with the force of his movements, the muscles in his neck standing out like straining ropes, and his howl joins Francie's.

#

Francie and Ramone fuck once more, after I've gone downstairs to retrieve the box of cannolis. They sit on the tangled, sweat-drenched sheets, giggling as they feed each other the cream-filled pastries, crumbs spilling down their naked bodies. I sit beside Francie, holding the box in my lap, my heart still racing.

When a dribble of cream falls on Ramone's cock, Francie reaches down to smear it over his shaft. He stiffens in her hands, and he reaches for her breasts, tweaking her hard nipples.

While they fondle each other, still giggling but breathing harder now, I reach for another condom from the dish by the bed and tear the wrapper open. Ramone winks at me as I hand him the flat latex circle.

"I don't want to put this on a messy dick," Ramone says, dangling the condom between his fingers. "Maybe you can clean me up?"

I feel my throat tighten — is he talking to me, or to Francie? My mouth goes dry, but when I run my tongue across my teeth, I feel the moisture building, as if I were facing an exquisite meal. I imagine taking his thickening girth into my mouth, licking the sweet cream that dapples his length, tasting the mingled sugar and salt as I prepare him to be sheathed.

But before I can find the courage to take Ramone into my mouth, Francie bends over and swallows him down, making wet, slurping sounds as his cock passes her lips. Ramone leans back on his hands and smiles at me, his dark eyes flashing — I can't tell if he's taunting me, or if we're sharing a moment of delight. I'm struck by a sudden urge to kiss him, and I let out a sigh when I feel my cock stiffen.

Francie snatches the condom from Ramone's fingers and rolls it down his length, giggling as he twitches under her touch and fills the latex sheath. Then she pushes him onto his back and straddles him, guiding his cock toward her open channel. She lets out a long sigh as she settles on top of him, then begins a slow, grinding ride, Ramone's hands playing over her breasts, down her flanks, and over her thighs.

I stretch out beside Ramone, my hip against his, and look up at my wife. Francie's eyes are closed, her lips turned down in concentration, completely focused on fucking Ramone. I glance over at Ramone, whose face is already turned toward me, a broad grin on his lips.

"I like your wife," Ramone says quietly.

"So do I," I say, taking my cock in my hand and stroking it slowly in time with Francie's hips. "So do I."

#

Francie is snoring gently at my side when I wake up. I must have drifted off after I came the second time, mesmerized by Francie's ride, which became more frantic as she ground herself against Ramone. No light sneaks through the gaps in the curtains over the window, so it must be nighttime.

The spot where Ramone was lying is empty, but still warm when I reach out my hand to touch the sheets. I pull myself carefully away from Francie, pulling a blanket over her naked body as I slip from the bed; she stirs, stretches out an arm, and then settles again into deep, steady breaths.

I hear movement downstairs, and hurry down the hallway, still naked myself. There's a light on downstairs, and when I reach the foot of the stairs, I see Ramone moving toward the door, his black t-shirt stretched tight over his shoulders.

"Are you leaving without saying goodnight?" I ask, trying to keep my voice low.

Ramone stops and turns slowly to face me. His face has a serious cast, his eyes dark and dull.

"I think my work is done here," he says. "I don't typically hang around for the ... aftermath."

"Aftermath?"

Ramone shrugs. "Things are usually more complicated after I leave — a little drama is normal, and I don't feel the need to involve myself in that."

I feel a bristling up my back, and a tightening in my jaw.

"I don't think ... Francie and I aren't dramatic people," I say. "We've gone into this with open eyes, and I think we got exactly what we wanted."

"Have you?" Ramone asks, and suddenly his grin returns, accompanied by a sparkle in his eyes. "Did you get all that you wanted?"

"Yes," I say, trying to keep the quaver out of my voice. "Absolutely. This was ... well, it was really good, I think, we've been talking a long time about ..."

"Talking and doing are very different things, amigo," Ramone says with a laugh.

"Of course they are ... but ... we did what we wanted, we got what we needed, it was ... it was ..."

I close my eyes, scenes of this remarkable evening flashing through my mind: Ramone peeling Francie's dress down her body, his face between her legs, her fingers gripping his back as he mounted her, and then her mouth on his cock ... my mouth watering at the sight of her tongue licking the cream from his shaft ... his smile while she rode him ... my hand on my cock, imagining what it would feel like wrapped around his ...

"It was exactly what we needed," I say, suddenly aware of my nakedness, of my growing arousal. I fold my hands over my groin, hoping to hide the twitching between my legs.

"I hope so," says Ramone. "I hope Francesca enjoyed her time with me." He glances down at my folded hands and smirks. "I know for a fact that you had a good time."

"What do ... what ... what do you mean by that?" I splutter. Despite my exasperation, my erection continues to grow, and I shift my hips, feeling heat rising in my cheeks.

Ramone laughs and steps toward me.

"You know exactly what I mean," he says, his voice suddenly as smooth and dark as Francie's velvet dress.

And then he reaches out his hands, takes my face between his palms, and pulls my lips to his for a kiss that leaves me gasping and stammering. He steps back, grinning, and lays a hand on my bare shoulder.

"You know where to find me, Kevin," he says. "If you discover there's more that you need."
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The sunlight coming through the curtains wakes me. I reach an arm toward where Francie was lying when I crept back up the stairs after Ramone's departure, but I'm alone in the bed. Images flash through my mind — Francie straddling Ramone while I lay beside them, Ramone's hands on her breasts and hips, Ramone taking my face between those hands and pressing his lips to mine — and I groan.

There's a clattering sound coming from the kitchen, so I drag myself from the bed and find my boxers on the floor in the pile of clothes from last night. When my bare foot brushes the velvet fabric of Francie's dress, I recall the way it slid down her body and pooled at her feet while she tugged at Ramone's shirt. I usually wake up a little hard, but the erection in my boxers aches with longing.

I find Francie in the kitchen, standing at the sink with her back to me, already dressed in a t-shirt and shorts, her hair pulled into a thick ponytail. The plates and glasses from last night are piled in the sink, and the coffeemaker is burbling toward the end of its cycle. I pad barefoot across the floor and put a hand on her shoulder, starting to lean down to kiss her neck, but she stiffens at my touch.

"Hey, babe," I whisper, my lips hovering a few inches from her shoulder, "how did you sleep last night?"

Francie spins around and shoves me backward; I stumble a step or two, catching my balance with my hand on the countertop. Her cheeks are stained with tears and her eyes are bright with rage.

"What the fuck?" she yells, her voice shaking. She balls her fists and pounds them against her thighs. "What the actual fuck, Kevin? What did we do?"

"What do you mean, baby?" I stammer, taking another step back, my ass against the refrigerator. "We did ... we did what we planned ..."

"He fucked me, Kevin!" she shouts. "He fucked me, and you let him!"

"I ... yeah, I let him, Francie," I say. "That was the plan, wasn't it? It sure looked like you were enjoying it ..."

"Damn it, Kevin, he fucked me!" she shouts again. Fresh tears well in her eyes. "You just sat there with your dick in your hand while he fucked me!"

"That was the plan!" I say, trying to keep my voice steady. "That's what this was all about! You picked him, Francie, you picked him and arranged the whole meeting and you sure as fuck didn't stop him from fucking you. You rolled the damn condom down his dick!"

"And you let me!" she screams. She smashes her fist against the rim of the sink, making the jumbled plates and glasses clatter. "You did absolutely nothing but watch and jerk your pathetic little penis!"

"Baby, I was ..."

She looks down at me, her eyes landing on the bulge in my boxers, and lets out an exasperated huff of breath.

"You're hard, aren't you?" she says, her eyes narrowing. "You've got a fucking hard-on from me yelling at you. You're probably picturing him fucking me right now, aren't you?"

I take a step toward her, reaching out my hand toward her waist. She slaps it away. I am picturing him fucking you, I think, and I'm picturing him kissing me ...

"It's what we wanted," I say, my voice cracking.

"Maybe it's what you wanted, you fucking cuck!" she spits. "But maybe it's not what I wanted!"

"Well, what do you want?"

"I don't fucking know!" she shouts. I reach for her again, but she slaps me away, harder, and pushes past me.

"Where are you going?" I ask as she stomps out of the kitchen and toward the front door.

"Out!" she yells. "Don't follow me, and don't wait up!"

The door slams behind her, echoing through the house, and I stand rooted to the kitchen floor, hands shaking and cock hard as iron.

#

The mindless work of washing, drying, and putting away the dishes from last night calms me somewhat. I box up the uneaten rigatoni, toss away the wilted salad, and pour the last glass or so of the wine Ramone brought into a coffee mug that I sip at as I clean. Drinking before noon isn't my usual practice — I haven't had a "hair of the dog" cure since college — but today feels unnervingly special.

Not that the hangover I feel has anything to do with the half glass of wine I managed to choke down during our dinner, and not that the pain is really in my head. It's my heart that aches, my heart and my cock. I've softened a little as I go about my chores, but there's still a heaviness in my balls, a constant pulsing in my groin, that threatens to engorge my shaft at the merest thought of all that happened last night.

I pluck the melted candles from the sticks and chip with my thumbnail at the dried wax along their length. Images of Ramone's cock immediately flood my mind, hard and pulsing in Francie's hand, slippery with her spit when she knelt before him, rigidly pointing at the ceiling before she mounted him on the bed. My cock stiffens when I run my hand along the length of the candlestick, jealous of the attention I'm paying to the cold pewter. Wouldn't you rather stroke me? my cock seems to prod, urgently hissing in my ear. Please, stroke me!

I shake my head and put the candlesticks away, a little white wax still clinging to the ridge that runs around its base. I can't help but think of the dried semen that flaked from my thigh when I stumbled out of bed to see Ramone leave last night.

With a sigh, I ball up the tablecloth and toss it toward the kitchen, where the basement door stands closed beside the oven, and make my way upstairs to deal with the scene of the crime.

#

The bedroom still smells like sex, musky and hot, but gone a little stale. I throw open the curtains, letting light flood into the room, and push the window open so a cool breeze off the lake can stir the air.

Nothing can hide in the shadows now that the morning light is streaming into the bedroom. I see the pile of clothes by the door, the tangled sheets on the bed, the torn condom wrappers on the floor. When I walk around the bed, I see the stain on the floor where my cock leaked its sticky seed, and I feel my stomach lurch. The smell of sweat and cum clings to the sheets when I shake them, and the shriveled remains of a condom tumble out like a cicada's discarded carapace. With bile rising in my throat, I run down the hall to the bathroom, wrap my hand in toilet paper, and retrieve the twisted latex sheath so I can bury it deep in the garbage can.

I gather up the clothes, hang Francie's dress on the edge of the closet door, and strip the bed. Francie used the good sheets last night, of course, the soft, supple cotton still smooth to the touch. In the hall closet, I find the everyday sheets, a little threadbare if not quite tattered, and toss them onto the mattress.

I thought that the bare mattress would purge the images from last night, reset the scene so my mind can move on, but I still see the ghosts of our passion when I blink my eyes. It's impossible not to imagine Francie writhing under Ramone, or kneeling before him; I hear his deep, velvety voice no matter how hard I try to push it from my memory, and Francie's sighs and squeals.

My cock pulses uncomfortably inside my boxers, and with a sigh, I go back to the window and draw the curtains to conceal my shame from the outside world. I slip out of my boxers, throwing them toward the door, and kneel at the foot of the bed, cock in hand. With tears trickling hot and salty down my cheeks, I stroke myself to the visions that no amount of sunlight can obliterate.
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Chapter 12


Francie came home Sunday evening, bursting through the door without a word and storming up the stairs. I was sitting in the living room, watching the shadows getting longer, sick with worry, but when I started toward the stairs myself I heard the bedroom door slam shut with a decisive crash. I decided that sleeping on the couch might be the best plan for the night.

Monday morning wasn't much better. I woke early with a stiff neck and sore shoulder from lying under a thin blanket on the couch all night, and made sure coffee and breakfast were waiting when Francie got up. I heard her upstairs, moving from the bedroom to the bathroom, but she didn't come down until it was time for her to leave to catch her morning train. She grabbed a cup of coffee, ignored the toast and fruit sitting on the counter, and marched to the door.

"Have a good day!" I called after her. She might have grunted something, but I probably just imagined it.

At the end of my own workday, my phone pinged with a text from Francie: "Having dinner with friends don't wait up"

I hadn't planned to do anything special for dinner — it didn't seem like grand gesture time yet, the way she was seething that morning — but I still felt my heart sink a little. When I got home, I ate the last of the rigatoni from Saturday night, the noodles gone soggy and bland in the fridge, and spent the evening fretting on the couch until Francie burst through the door and marched upstairs again without a word.

On Tuesday, I tried asking how she had slept when she came downstairs. This time she did grunt, wordlessly, and took her coffee to the dining room table. When I approached, though, she turned her back to me, staring into the kitchen, and finished her coffee in silence. I decided to work late, grabbed a dry sandwich from the cart outside the train station for supper, and spent my third uncomfortable night on the couch.

"I'm really sorry, Francie," I said when she came downstairs Wednesday morning.

She huffed, and took her coffee to the dining room again. I followed and pulled out a chair across from her, wincing at the sound of the legs dragging across the floor. She turned away from me as before.

"I wish it hadn't happened like that," I said to the back of her head.

"Bullshit," she hissed.

"No, really."

"Bullshit. You got what you wanted, you should be happy."

I balled my hands into helpless fists and sighed. I had been replaying Saturday night over and over in my head, trying to figure out what had gone wrong when everything about the night had seemed to be so right: Francie's playfulness at the dinner table and her enthusiasm upstairs, the way her face contorted in pleasure and her body heaved under Ramone's. Even Ramone's kiss as he left our house felt right, the fitting end to a night where my deepest fantasy became reality. Our deepest fantasy, or at least one we shared: Francie had been enthusiastic on the Take My Wife app, flipping through the profiles of all the potential bulls, and she was the one who had selected Ramone and arranged for our meeting.

"I can't be happy if you're not happy," I say. "I thought you wanted ..."

She spun, her eyes shooting sparks of rage.

"You have no fucking clue what I want," she spat. "Not a goddamn fucking clue."

She slammed her coffee cup down on the table, shoved her chair back, and stormed out of the house again.

#

I've spent most of the day staring out the window of my office, watching the light move across the tall buildings that surround me. My workstation is open to a technical document on disaster risk financing and rare event derivative funds, but the words and charts are all a jumble: the only disaster I can think about is the one that Francie and I stumbled into on Saturday.

You have no fucking clue what I want ...

Her words play through my mind, over and over, both an accusation and a confession at the same time. We had spent weeks looking at profiles, we had role played the scenarios that I thought turned both of us on, and somehow we had both missed the mark.

How can I know what Francie wants, though, if I don't even know what I want?

Ramone's kiss has troubled me more and more as I've played that night over and over in my head. While we were upstairs with Francie, me stretched out beside him while Francie straddled his cock, I had seen something unexpected in Ramone's smile. I had expected a cocksure bull who reveled in claiming another man's wife and humiliating the pathetic cuck with the overwhelming power of his passion — and I thought that was what I wanted! — but instead I saw camaraderie in Ramone's expression, and maybe even desire.

And I certainly tasted desire on his lips when he bade me farewell with that kiss that left bruises on my heart.

I press the heels of my hands against my eyes and lean back in my chair. My back aches from three nights on the couch, spent tossing and turning while my unquiet mind fretted and sulked. I reach for my phone and send off a text to Francie:

"Hey baby, I'm going to the gym after work"

The response comes back almost immediately:

"have fun."

I sigh and slam my laptop lid shut.

#

I keep a basic gym bag under my desk — shorts, shirt, shoes, towel, shampoo — for impromptu workouts. I throw it over my shoulder and head out of the office, nodding at Jane at the reception desk as I leave. It's still well before my usual quitting time, but she doesn't register any surprise: it's summer, the office is slow, and she's probably looking for an opportunity to bail early herself.

At the train station, I head toward my usual platform, and then stop. The hallway that leads to the westbound blue line is right before the turn to my southbound red line. The electronic sign mounted to the ceiling says that there's a ten-minute delay on the red line, but a blue train is arriving in five.

I pull out my phone and tap on the map. After a minute or two, I decide on Ray's Fitness Emporium, just a few blocks from the sixth stop on the blue line. The gym's website barely loads, with broken images and mangled text, but the reviews on the map app are middling to good and it claims that it's open late tonight. With a hustle in my step, I hurry down the hall to the platform, stepping onto the train just before the doors close.

#

Ray's Fitness Emporium is both nicer than, and grubbier than, I had expected. I wanted it to be like my imaginary version of Ramone's gym, something out of a gritty boxing movie with scarred hardwood floors and the clang of free weights and the smell of sweat filling the air. Instead, I find a street level lobby nestled between a coffee shop and a tire store with black and white tiled floors, a couple of dusty potted ficus plants in need of a drink, and a bored-looking young woman sitting behind a metal desk snapping her gum and scrolling through her phone.

"Hey," I say, pulling her out of her reverie just enough so she has to focus her eyes on me, "how much for a day pass?"

Her eyes slowly take me in, a scowl on her face, and then she taps a laminated sheet taped to the desk in front of her. It lists various membership levels, the prices written in black ink over pieces of masking tape and smears of white-out. "Hourly" is listed at the bottom, broken into two-hour increments. I glance at my watch, then reach into my pocket to pull out enough cash to cover four hours.

The woman takes my bills and tucks them into a drawer in the desk, then hands me a pink vinyl wristband with "Ray's" printed on it in green script. Then she nods her head toward a door off to the side and returns to her phone. Struggling a bit with the wristband while shouldering my bag, I push my way into the gym.
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Chapter 13


The locker room is like a grungier version of my usual gym: rows of metal lockers, all in need of paint and some missing their doors; wooden benches that creak when the men sitting on them bend to lace their shoes; a row of urinals and stalls leading toward the shower room, hidden around the corner of a chipped tile wall. The men changing are grungier versions of the men at my usual gym, too: a few more tattoos, a few less gray hairs, but otherwise the same range of bodies, some of them all hard muscles and sculpted abdomens, most of them a bit saggy and shop-worn. Part of me is relieved to discover that I haven't found a wonderland of fit and toned flesh, and part of me is a little disappointed. After I find a locker with a functional door, hang my street clothes inside, and slip into my shorts, t-shirt, and gym shoes, I make my way toward the exit sign at the far wall.

Ray's Fitness Emporium is a little better lit than I expected, too, with two big windows that face out onto a parking lot behind the building and fluorescent tube lights hanging from the ceiling, giving off a steady, high hum that serves as the continuo to the clanging, thudding symphony of weight machines and treadmills. The floor is covered with a thread-bare, dingy gray carpet that shows the tiled floor through its many rough holes, and there are "out of order" signs hanging on the elliptical machine and a couple of the weight machines. Overall, it seems to be a slightly disheartening version of my own gym.

The big difference is the lack of guidance. My gym has signs and posters everywhere explaining the various machines and routines on offer, everything lined up in neat rows, and trainers in blue polo shirts carrying clipboards circulating around the floor ready to lend their fitness expertise; at Ray's, it appears, you're on your own, forced to pick your personal path through the random jumble of machines and weights scattered around the space. I stand just beyond the exit from the locker room, scanning the space, trying to pick out the path I would follow to piece together my usual workout routine: today would be a chest day, but the fly machine I would usually start with appears to be out of order. There's a pyramid of dumbbells stacked in the corner beside a tattered black bench, a shoulder press machine near one of the windows, and a bench press with two men adjusting the weights on the bars. I start toward the dumbbells, pause, turn toward the shoulder press, then stop and eye the leg press near the water fountain.

"First time?" a voice beside me says, and I startle and turn to see a young man holding a water bottle, a towel slung over his shoulders.

His brown hair is cut close to his scalp, and there's a line of stubble along his jaw. He's wearing a black tank top that shows his toned pecs and delts, which glisten a little with the sweat of a recent workout. He's younger than me, probably by a good ten years, with bright green eyes and an easy grin.

"First time here," I say, suddenly feeling a little defensive. "I'm trying to figure out where to start ... chest day, you know?"

The young man laughs and says, "Yeah, I see you're no stranger to the gym. Ray's is a little chaotic, huh? I'm Jimmy."

He extends a hand, and I take it in mine, stepping a little closer. His grip is firm and quick, just a friendly shake, not like the charged and suggestive touch I felt when I met Ramone.

"Kevin," I say. "Do you work here?"

Jimmy laughs again, a little louder, and shakes his head.

"No way, man," he says. "I'm not sure anyone works at Ray's except Stacy at the front desk. But I spend enough time here that sometimes I feel like I own the place."

I nod, and let my eyes run up and down Jimmy's body in a quick flash. He's well-muscled, his shoulders and chest broad, but slim-waisted. His loose gray shorts hang almost to his knees, revealing firm, hairless calves; a grapevine tattoo climbs from one ankle toward his knee, wrapping his leg in green and black tendrils.

"You look like you spend a lot of time here," I say, quickly bringing my eyes back up to his face. "I mean ... you probably know this equipment pretty well, huh?"

"Every loose bolt and broken bench," he says, laughing again. His lips pull back into a smile, revealing one slightly crooked tooth in an otherwise straight row of white. Something about that slight imperfection in an otherwise flawless face and body sends a tingle up my back.

Jimmy suddenly puts his hand on my shoulder, heavy but gentle, and the tingle gets stronger. I resist the urge to shrug him off and run away.

I take a deep breath and say, "Show me where to start."

#

True to his word, Jimmy does know every loose bolt and broken bench in Ray's Fitness Emporium. He also knows how to coach me through a punishing set of squats, a round of bicep curls that make my arms burn, and a personal best in both reps and weight with the shoulder press. I'm going to regret the shoulder press when I try to fall asleep on the couch tonight, but the way Jimmy urged me on — "One more, Kevin, one more! You got this! And one more, keep going, goddamn you've got something bulging under that shirt!" — I just couldn't stop.

"We'll finish you up with the bench press," Jimmy says, slapping my sore shoulder and then extending his hand to help me stand up from the press machine's bench. I almost fall against him, my legs feel so weak, and he laughs, steadying me with a firm grip on my hand and elbow. There's that tingle up my back again, this time raising prickles a little bit lower too ...

"I don't know, Jimmy," I say, putting a hand on his shoulder to steady myself. "I'm an old man, maybe I've hit my limit ..."

"Nonsense!" he says, pulling me into a quick, back-slapping embrace. "You're just getting warmed up. This is just the kind of workout your body has been craving."

My body is suddenly craving things I never imagined it would ever want: Jimmy's firm hands on my shoulder and elbow, the pulse of his shoulder under my fingers, his broad chest and narrow waist so close to me. He has a clean, bright, sweaty scent, and when I stand close to him, I can see the little hairs at the back of his head plastered against his skin. I have a sudden urge to touch his neck, to press my lips against the smooth, warm skin, to pull him into an embrace and press the bulge that has suddenly started to stiffen in my shorts into his hip. I take a deep breath and step backward, almost tripping against the bench.

"Okay," I say when I find my voice again. "Sure, bench press sounds good ... you'll spot me?"

#

Jimmy hovers over me through my reps, practically straddling my face, his hands poised above the bar, ready to snatch it up if I falter. He counts each time I extend my arms, drawing out the numbers when my arms shake and my elbows start to buckle, laughing encouragingly when I make a clean press with a loud grunt.

"More weight?" he asks when I lower the bar to my chest, sure I'm near the point of exhaustion.

"Fuck no," I gasp, earning another laugh from Jimmy. I could spend all afternoon trying to earn his laughter, his praise, his closeness ...

"Just a little?" he asks, putting his palms against the bar and holding it close to my chest. I can feel the warmth of his body through my sweat-soaked shirt, and my cock twitches inside my shorts. Part of me hopes he can't see my growing erection, and part of me hopes he can.

"Maybe just another rep or two," I say, tightening my neck and preparing my tired arms to lift the weight again.

"Or three?" Jimmy asks with a grin, leaning down above me. I can see that crooked tooth in his broad smile, and it makes my chest ache even more than the exertion of the workout.

"Two," I say, and push the bar up. My arms are on fire, burning with fatigue, but I manage to extend them and then lower the bar with a shaky groan.

"And one," I grunt, squeezing my eyes shut and straining with all my might.

I'm almost fully extended, the weights wobbling in my grip, when my elbows buckle and the bar plummets toward my chest. Jimmy catches it before it crashes into me, his knuckles pressing into me as he leans across my prone body.

"Holy shit," I gasp, my trembling hands falling free of the bar as Jimmy heaves it up and drops it into its metal cradle with a clang. "Holy fucking shit ..."

"Nice one, old man," Jimmy says, stepping around the bench and grasping my shaking hands.

He pulls me up to sit astride the bench, one hand on my shoulder and the other against my neck. I find myself letting my head fall into his palm, resting against his firm but gentle touch as my breathing steadies and my muscles sing. His hand slips from my shoulder to my back, then walks slowly to my waist.

"I think you've earned a hot shower," he says, his mouth close to my ear. "Come on, let me give you a hand."

I let him pull me to my feet, and I drape an arm behind his neck as Jimmy guides me back toward the locker room. My steps are slow and shuffling, and I lean against him, hip to hip, though not only because I need to be steadied. I lean against him because I also crave his touch, my body whispering secrets that my mind is only very slowly accepting as fact.
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Chapter 14


The locker room is nearly deserted when we stumble through the door, me still gasping from my workout and Jimmy quietly chuckling as he puts an arm around my waist, guiding me toward the lockers. I can hear a shower running behind the tiled wall, an older man is standing at the sinks, and I hear a metal door slam shut deeper down the row of lockers. When I sit on the wooden bench in front of my locker, I let out a sigh, rolling my shoulders as the delicious aches and burns flow through them.

"You should work out like that more often," Jimmy says behind me. I hear him opening a locker door, and then catch a glimpse of his shirt dropping onto the floor beside him. "I'll bet you'd bulk up fast if you kept that rep rate."

"I might not survive more workouts like that," I say.

I bend down to untie my shoes, casting a glance behind me. Jimmy retrieves his shirt from the floor, tossing it into an open bag inside the locker, then pushes his shorts and briefs down with one fluid movement, baring his muscular ass. My cock stiffens against my thigh, and I quickly look down at the floor.

"Nah," Jimmy says, "you're good — you've got a lot of stamina for an old man."

"Gee, thanks," I say, shaking my head.

I peel off my sweat-soaked shirt and toss it into my bag, then reach into the locker for my towel. I stand and start to do my complicated little dance, draping the towel around my waist while I shimmy my hips, working my shorts down. I grit my teeth, willing the erection that has been stiffening ever since the bench press to subside; it's not complying.

When I turn around, I see Jimmy has tossed his own towel casually over his shoulder and is facing me, wearing nothing but a smile. His broad chest is shiny with sweat, clearly shaved smooth, and my eyes follow a droplet from his sternum and down his hard, flat belly. I bite my lip when my eyes reach his smooth groin and his half-hard cock, the pale pink shaft thick and the purple knob flared.

"A hot shower sure is going to feel good," I say, my voice shaking. I've got my shorts down around my ankles now, and I can feel my cock rubbing against the rough knap of the towel.

"As long as there's hot water left," Jimmy says, shaking his head. "Things are a little dicey at the end of the day."

He turns on his heel, throwing a smile over his shoulder, and I follow him around the corner, unable to take my eyes off the gentle roll of his ass as he pads across the damp tile floor.

#

There's an open shower area with four dripping spigots above a floor drain, and a line of vestibules concealed by yellowing vinyl curtains in desperate need of a wash. I step up to one of the vestibules, draw back the curtain, and pull my towel off as fast as I can, hanging it on a plastic hook beside the curtain. I see Jimmy stepping into the vestibule beside mine, and hear his water turn on. I step into my alcove and slide the curtain shut behind me.

The water comes out cold at first, striking my chest like little needles, and I let out a gasp. I hear Jimmy's laugh from the other side of the wall. Then the water warms, splashing against my sore muscles, and I let out a sigh.

In my haste to get to the shower, I had forgotten to pull my shampoo bottle out of my bag. There's a soap dispenser mounted to the wall, and I press the lever, squeezing out a drizzle of green liquid. It has a sharp, almost industrial odor, and I wrinkle my nose as I rub my hands together, forming a thin lather. It will have to do, I suppose, and I squeeze out another handful and start soaping my arms and chest as the water pounds against my back.

The initial blast of cold water tamed my erection for a moment, but now that the steam is rising, so is my cock. Images race through my mind — Francie straddling Ramone, Ramone's lips against mine, Jimmy's smooth muscles and thick cock, the smiling Adonis emerging from the shower at my gym — and they're not helping to keep my arousal under control. I turn my face to the water, letting the spray pound against my chest. My soapy hands reach between my legs, cupping my balls and wrapping around the base of my shaft, and with a sigh, I slide my palm up the length of my cock, spreading the lacy suds around the head.

I shouldn't do this, I think as I stroke again, another long, slow caress. In my mind, Ramone is on top of Francie, his hard ass rising and falling as he pounds her against the mattress, her eyes wild with desire as she writhes beneath him. My grip tightens, and I brace one hand against the shower wall as the pace of my strokes increases. I shouldn't do this, but I don't think I can stop ...

I'm breathing fast, my heart pounding, my hand moving up and down my shaft in quickening caresses. My balls are tight, riding high against my body. The pressure is building already, I can feel release approaching. Just come fast, I think, just let the tension out ... it's just the tension, just the stress, I just need to come so I can relax and get back to normal ...

When I hear the curtain's plastic rings slide across the metal rod, I let out a surprised yelp and try to stand straight, my face to the wall, knees wobbling. I try to cover my erection with both hands and shuffle toward the corner of the stall, the water striking my shoulder.

"I think my hot water's all gone," I hear Jimmy say. "Do you mind if I rinse off in here?"

I try to respond, but I have no voice. I feel his body moving closer to me, crowding me against the wall, and I hear the curtain sliding closed again. His shoulder presses into my back, and I feel his hip against my ass. His hand slides down my arm, following the line to my elbow, to my wrist, to my fist wrapped tightly around my aching cock. His fingers cover mine, and he pulls my hand along the shaft, slowly and firmly.

His mouth is close to my ear, his lips nearly touching my skin, when he says, "I can help with this, too, if you want."

I answer him by turning to face him, my cock slapping against his hip, and pulling his lips against mine.

#

I've never sucked a cock before; I've never even imagined myself sucking a cock, even when I was lying beside Ramone. But somehow I know exactly what to do when I drop to my knees on the wet tile floor and take Jimmy into my mouth.

Of course I know what to do, I think when I feel the ridge of his head pass my teeth and taste the soap and salt on his shaft. I know what I like, and it's probably what Jimmy likes, too ...

And judging by the moan that Jimmy lets out, my instincts are correct. I suck, hard, feeling my cheeks pull tight, while my hand slides up and down his shaft in short, quick strokes. The angle is wrong, of course, my hand the mirror image of what I'm used to, but it's not that different from jerking myself off. I press the tip of my tongue to the weeping eye, tasting the sharp tang of pre-cum, and swirl it around the crown.

"Oh fuck, Kevin," Jimmy gasps.

He tangles his fingers in my hair and moves his hips closer to my mouth. The tip of his cock hits the back of my throat and I almost gag, but I'm able to move my head around and take more of him into my mouth. My thumb bumps against my lips as I continue to stroke and suck, stroke and lick, spit dribbling down my chin.

"Fuck fuck fuck," Jimmy chants, his hips moving rhythmically, making his heavy balls swing beneath him. I turn my gaze up and see that his eyes are closed, his head thrown back, the corded muscles in his neck stiff and tight.

I grasp his balls in my hand, squeezing them against my palm, and Jimmy lets out a long, low moan. His cock pulses against the roof of my mouth. I suck hard, willing his seed to rise up his shaft and flood into me.

"Oh fuck, Kevin," he groans, "fuck, I'm gonna ..."

I make a moaning sound myself around his shaft, the vibrations making his cock quiver. Jimmy's fingers tighten almost painfully in my hair, pulling my face against him, and I stroke harder, grunting as he shakes. With a loud moan, his cum pours into my mouth, nearly gagging me, and I struggle to swallow as much as I can.

"Fuck fuck fuck," Jimmy gasps, slipping his cock free. He bends to tuck his hands into my armpits and pulls me, staggering, to my feet, then presses his mouth against mine. His tongue pushes into my mouth, greedily lapping at the cum that I didn't swallow, and I push my tongue into his, the tip dancing across that crooked tooth.

My cock is painfully hard now, pulsing between us, pressed into Jimmy's hip. He grasps it in his fist and pulls, making me groan into his mouth. I grab his ass with one hand, pulling him closer, and reach for his cock with the other, caressing its softening length. I'm so close, so close ...

"That was so fucking good," Jimmy says, pushing me up against the wall and jerking my cock in his fist. The pulsing head presses against his hard belly. "Goddamn you can suck dick ..."

And that's what sends me over the edge, that gasping bit of praise for a skill I didn't know I had. I push my mouth to his again, stifling a cry against his lips, and send my hot seed splashing against Jimmy's skin.
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Chapter 15


"How did you know?" I ask while we're getting dressed in the empty locker room. Jimmy stands in his briefs and a white t-shirt, towelling his close-cropped head dry, while I sit on the bench lacing my shoes.

"Know what?" he counters with a grin.

"You know what," I say, feeling my cheeks redden.

"Oh, how did I know you'd suck my cock like a fucking pro, and that you'd let me jerk you off on my stomach?"

He winks, and I squirm, my cock suddenly uncoiling itself inside my slacks. Jimmy bends down and squeezes my shoulder with a playful laugh.

"I didn't," he says. "But when you didn't pull away when I first talked to you, and when you stuck with me through that whole damned workout, I thought I'd take a chance. And I'm glad I did."

"Me, too," I say, looking down at my feet. I spin my wedding band while I chew my lip. "I've ... I've never done that before ..."

"Could have fooled me. You're no slouch on the weights, but you definitely know your way around a dick."

My cheeks must be absolutely scarlet, but I can't help but smile. Jimmy is so candid, direct, and strangely innocent, I can't help but feel proud.

"I guess all those years of yanking the crank finally paid off, huh?" I say, standing up and reaching for the bag containing my sweaty gym clothes.

"Practice makes perfect. If you're ever in the neighborhood again, feel free to find me for more practice."

He leans across the bench and plants a kiss on my lips while suddenly reaching between my legs and giving my cock a squeeze. I let out a surprised gasp, but return the favor, enjoying the heat that rises through Jimmy's briefs.

"I'll do that," I say, lifting the bag onto my shoulder. "After I sort out a few things at home."

#

I get off the train two stops early and walk along the lakeshore. The sun has started to set, and the breeze blowing off the water is cool and refreshing. My thoughts, though, are anything but.

I still have the taste of Jimmy on my tongue — tangy, salty, a little bitter. After I came on his belly, we kissed and fondled each under the shower's spray until the water started to get cold, and then we slipped back out to the locker room, watching warily for other patrons of Ray's Fitness Emporium.

"It happens all the time," Jimmy assured me, but his whispered tone suggested that he was anxious about being caught even if it was "no big deal."

It might happen all the time for Jimmy, but it definitely doesn't happen all the time for me. I play over ever moment of our interaction, from his innocent greeting to my kneeling supplication before his hard cock, trying to identify the moment things turned from friendly to passionate. But there was seamless flow to the afternoon, an inevitably I haven't felt for years — if Jimmy seduced me, then he was seducing me into something I was already craving.

Just like Francie and Ramone on Saturday, both of them — or at least Francie — stepping onto a train with no brakes and enjoying the headlong plummet.

Francie can claim she doesn't know what she wants, but it was clear on Saturday night what her body wanted. And her body had its hunger met, I'm certain of that, too — her surrender to Ramone was complete. It's just taking her mind a while to catch up.

That's one place where we're alike, Francie and me: our minds and our bodies are often out of sync. When we were first getting together, after Marco broke up with her, Francie acted like she needed a bad boy to make her happy, in or out of the bedroom. She expected me to claim my pleasure with no regard for hers, and she was surprised that I didn't let my eyes wander and flaunt my attraction to other women. Her body, though, responded to kindness and indulgence: long, lazy mornings when I feasted on her sweetness, nestled in warm blankets, convinced her that a man who gave more than he took was something to be treasured.

When we started down this strange path, toying with the fantasy of another man taking her, I saw it as just the next step in giving. The indulgences of married life had grown dull and commonplace, the small kindnesses taken for granted; Ramone was supposed to be a gift, of sorts, a chance for Francie to lose herself in new sensations. And, of course, a gift to myself: I wanted to see Francie consumed by lusts and longings that I couldn't provide, I wanted to revel in her desire from afar, just like all those loving, generous cuckolds in the books I liked to read, selecting virile bulls for their wives the way other men might choose a bauble or sweet.

Maybe Ramone was just the wrong kind of bauble? Or maybe I erred in letting Francie choose her own gift? I should try again, now that I've learned some things about her, and about myself. Sharing Francie with a man like Ramone — confident and swaggering, a cocksure stud burning his way through the bedrooms of wealthy eastsiders — was a mistake. Sharing her with someone like me — someone like Jimmy? — might have been wiser, and more pleasurable for us both.

Except, of course, I failed to get Jimmy's number when I left Ray's Fitness Emporium.

And I don't even know if Jimmy would be interested in a woman at all, let alone a woman like Francie. We didn't do much talking about anything outside the shower stall, focused entirely on the pleasures of the moment. Jimmy was my indulgence, my real gift to myself, to my body's secret hungers.

And those hungers are, I think, satisfied, at least for now. Though a tickle at the base of my spine suggests that they could be stirred again, given the opportunity.

A block away from home, I pause and pull out my phone. Maybe the solution to the problem of Francie and me is to choose differently, choose wisely, select a gift we can share. There must be some version of Jimmy in the Take My Wife app that will bring us both joy.

The sky has turned dark, and it takes my eyes a moment to adjust to the brightness of the phone screen. A text arrived from Francie while I was walking, but I hadn't heard my phone ping or felt its buzz. When I tap to open it, I'm met with one word:

"TOMORROW"

And above it, staring out at me with flashing eyes and a provocative grin, is a picture of Ramone.

I draw a breath, and with my heart fluttering, I quicken my pace for home.
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Chapter 16


"What do you mean, tomorrow?" I demand, slamming the front door behind me and throwing my bag on the floor.

Francie is sitting in the darkened living room, her face illuminated by the light of her phone. She looks up and a slow, wicked smile curls her lips.

"Tomorrow," she says, her voice steady and cold, then looks back down at her phone.

"So you think repeating that mistake is going to somehow fix things?"

My heart is pounding, and I'm having trouble focusing my eyes through the rage burning in my head.

"It's not going to be a repeat," she says, not looking up from her phone. "It's going to be completely different."

"How can it possibly be completely different with ... with him? Again?"

She looks up, her wicked smile turning cruel.

"It's going to be different," she says, an icy chill in her voice, "because I'm going to be in charge. Cuck."

Francie rises from the couch and slips her phone into her pocket. I can see its pale glow through the fabric of her slacks. She takes two steps toward me and stretches out her hand. I think she might be coming to embrace me, and I feel a dizzy moment of bliss, as if a bad dream is going to melt away.

But no — she stretches out her hand, puts a single finger against my chest, and pushes, knocking backward a step.

"Cuck," she says again, her blue eyes colder than I have ever seen them.

Then she spins on her heel and marches for the stairs, a quiet laugh trailing behind her. I'm still standing by the door for a long time after I hear our bedroom door slam shut.

#

I dream of Jimmy pressing me against the shower wall, his hands stroking my cock.

I dream of Ramone's lips on mine, igniting an inferno that will consume my soul.

I dream of Francie's cruel face melting with pleasure as Ramone explores her willing, greedy body.

I wake on the couch with a cold, wet stain on my briefs and a deep ache in my head and heart.

#

After a pointless day at work, my troubled mind unable to focus on anything at all, I get off the train two stops early again so I can walk home. The lake breeze does nothing to relieve my pounding temples, and my legs are as heavy as lead. I feel like I'm marching to my own execution; I could just turn around, I suppose, go back to the station and connect to the westbound blue line and find Jimmy, or anyone, and refuse to give Francie what she wants. What she thinks she wants.

Is my presence even required? I wonder.

Of course it is. Because I'm the cuck. The witness. The audience, willing or not. She might as well tape my eyes open and force me to see everything. Every thrust, every stroke, every inch of Ramone's thick cock filling Francie's cunt while she lies on the bed and mocks me.

Cuck.

My erection threatens to burst out of my slacks.

Before I left, I texted Francie: "On my way home now — do you need anything?"

Her response was immediate: "no"

"Anything for dinner? Should I grab some takeout?"

"no"

"Bottle of wine?"

"no"

"Flowers?"

There was no answer.

As I boarded the train, I sent a single question mark.

No answer.

I pause on the porch, heart pounding and throat dry. I run my tongue across my parched lips, and suddenly recall Ramone's touch, his mouth hot and wet on mine — not even a week ago, but it feels like a century has passed. When I take the key from my pocket, my finger grazes my erection through the fabric of my slacks, and I'm half afraid I'm going to come right here.

And what if I do? What's one more moment of shame flung onto the hill of humiliation I've been building for weeks, if not for my entire life?

I need to use both hands to guide the key to the lock, my fingers are shaking so much. The hinges groan, and I step into the house, weak-kneed, closing and locking the door behind me. I hold my breath, listening for sounds, hearing nothing. Maybe she's not home? Maybe Francie has changed her mind?

Part of me almost believes this week has been a long, strange nightmare, and in a few minutes Francie will come through the door, give me a peck on the cheek, and suggest we walk to that new burger place that just opened in the neighborhood.

When I glance down, though, I see a pair of men's black leather shoes, a size larger than mine, lined up neatly beside Francie's blue pumps. My heart sinks.

"Upstairs!" I hear Francie's voice call. I feel a tightening in my chest. "Now!"
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Chapter 17


The bedroom door is open just a crack. I put my trembling hand against it and push, the blood humming in my ears and drowning out any sounds. It takes a moment for my eyes to adjust to the dim light — the curtains are drawn, the lamps are off — but when I see what has already begun, I let out a strangled gasp.

Francie kneels beside the bed, her back to me, long red hair hanging loose between her shoulder blades. Black cotton panties are stretched across her ass, and she has both hands braced on the mattress. Her head is moving up and down very slowly, bobbing like a cork in still water, and over the humming in my ears I can hear soft, wet, sucking sounds.

Ramone sits on the bed, head and shoulders thrown back, thick fingers tangled in Francie's hair. His bare legs tense and throb on either side of Francie, the muscles corded and singing with tension. A thin sheen of sweat glitters on his bare chest. I can hear heavy breathing, occasional moans, a gasped exclamation of, "Sí, sí, así, mi preciosa ..."

My stomach lurches. I want to run, but I'm frozen in place. My cock throbs.

Francie turns her head, slowly, and I can see the gleam of her ice-blue eyes and the snarl on her blood-red lips. I have to put my hand on the doorjamb to steady myself.

"Finally," she says, raising a hand and drawing it across her mouth. I see a smear of spittle on her cheek, a wetness on her chin. "It fucking took you long enough."

"Francie," I croak, "I ... we ..."

"Shut up," she snarls, pushing herself up to her feet and turning to face me. Her breasts are bare, dark nipples hard and wet, presumably from Ramone's lips and tongue. Behind her, I see Ramone raise his head to look at me, his gaze steady and cold. His cock, slick with Francie's spit, pulses against his belly.

"Francie," I whisper. "What are you doing?"

"What does it look like I'm doing?" she spits. "I'm sucking Ramone's dick. Just like you wanted. And you're going to sit there and watch."

She points at a wooden chair — one of the dining room chairs — sitting at the foot of the bed. Then she reaches her hand out and grabs me by the shirt collar, pulling me further into the room and dragging me toward the bed.

"Strip," Francie says in a voice sharp enough to cut steel.

I freeze again, just feet away from Ramone, who has propped himself on his elbows, legs thrown wide to show off his thick, glistening cock, a mirthful smile on his face.

"Strip!" Francie shouts, untucking my shirt and shoving me backward. Her fingers scrape my flanks, and I tremble at her touch.

"You'd better do what she says, hermano," Ramone says, a low, rumbling laugh in his throat. "This lady means serious business."

"Shut up," Francie snaps, turning to stare at Ramone. When he cowers, just a little, I don't think it's an act — Francie's fierceness is terrifying, and it's making my cock throb. "Stupid bulls don't talk, got it?"

"Si, señora," Ramone says, bowing his head.

Francie turns back to me, fire in ice-blue eyes, and repeats:

"Strip."

#

There's a smirk on Francie's lips when I finish undressing, my clothes in a tidy pile beside the chair. My cock stands at attention like an obedient schoolboy called before the headmistress. I stand with my fists tight against my hips and my gaze steady, meeting Francie's cold eyes.

"Sit," she says, taking a step toward me. She places her palm flat against my chest. I step back and drop onto the hard wooden chair. When I reach for my cock, Francie slaps my hands away, a fierce scowl on her lips.

"No," she says, "absolutely not. This is not about you or your pleasure, cuck. You're a witness, not a participant."

"But ..."

"No."

Francie bends down and paws through the pile of my clothes on the floor, then stands up, holding my slacks. She yanks the leather belt free and grins at me as she bends it double in her hands and pushes them together, then pulls them quickly apart to make the leather snap. I flinch, and she laughs.

"Hold still," she says, stepping behind me. She grasps my wrists, pulling them together behind the chair back, and loops the belt tightly around them, binding my hands. I pull at my restraint, but it only gets tighter with my struggles.

"Perfect," she says, walking back around me, tracing a finger from my neck to my jaw and then down to my chin, lifting my face. She bends down and places a quick, dry kiss on my forehead, then turns her back to me and faces Ramone.

"Where were we, bull?" she asks, hands on her hips. "Let's get that dick back in shape."

#

Ramone groans as Francie works her hands and mouth over his cock. I groan and gasp, too, pre-cum dribbling from the tip of my cock and smearing across my belly when my erection bounces. I want to grab my cock and stroke the shaft, I want to cradle my cum-filled balls in my palm, but with my hands bound behind my back, I'm helpless.

I could, with a little effort, undo the belt: Francie looped it tightly through the clasp and wound it between my wrists, but as I slide my hands against the back of the chair, I can feel it loosening. But every time I squirm, Francie shoots me a warning look, her lips locked around Ramone's knob or nibbling up and down his length, and something tells me my disobedience would be met quite harshly.

Maybe I want some of Francie's harsh punishment, though. Would she bend me over her knee and spank my naked ass? Squeeze my balls until my eyes water? Pinch my nipples and bite my earlobe? These all sound like quite welcome attention ...

Francie pushes herself up to her feet, hands on Ramone's knees, and leans across the bed to place a kiss on his lips. Then she turns and looks at me, shaking her head. I squirm on the hard seat, making my cock swing against my thigh.

"How are you doing, cuck?" she asks, walking toward me again. Her hips sway as she moves, and I can see the moisture pooling between her legs, turning her black panties a darker shade. She bends toward me again, her hard nipples tantalizingly close to my mouth; I want to take them between my lips and suck.

She grasps my cheeks in one hand and squeezes, making my lips pucker. "I asked you a question, cuck," she says.

"F ... fine," I stammer. "I'm good, Francie."

"'Fine'," she says, a mocking lilt in her voice. "You're 'fine,' are you? I would have thought you'd be frustrated."

"Well, I am, a little," I say when she releases my face. "I just ... um ... I'm kind of turned on and ..."

She looks down at my cock straining up from my groin, twitching under her gaze. She shakes her head and laughs.

"Why would I care, cuck?" she asks, her tone turning dark. "Why should I care if you're turned on? I already have a nice big dick to play with, why would I want yours, too?"

"I ... I don't know ..."

"I'll bet you'd like me to suck your dick like I've been sucking my bull."

When I don't answer her immediately, she grabs my chin and gives my head a jerk.

"Yes," I gasp, "yes, I'd like ... I'd like that ..."

"You'd like what?"

"I'd like you to suck my dick," I say, "like you're sucking your bull's."

"Do you think I'm doing a good job?"

I look over at Ramone, who looks back at me with a bemused grin. He nods, making his shiny, slipper cock bounce, and silently mouths, "She's doing a very good job."

"Yes," I say, meeting her eyes with mine. "I think you suck dick like a fucking pro."

I smile, thinking of how Jimmy had said that of my newly discovered cock-sucking skills. It's something we have in common, Francie, I think. A secret talent we share ...

"And you'd better believe it," she says, straightening and laughing. Her little tits bounce, making me crave taking them into my mouth even more. "But I think I'm tired of sucking dick, cuck."

She hooks her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and gives them a tug. The fabric clings to her wet cunt as she pulls them down, exposing a little red tuft of hair above her wet slit. She kicks the panties free of her legs, then bends down to pick them up, stretching them against my face. I inhale her musky smell and moan.

"Now I want to ride my bull's dick," Francie says, pushing her panties into my mouth and then turning back toward Romane. I stare at her bare ass and sigh.
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Chapter 18


Francie leans into Ramone, pressing her lips against his mouth and taking huge, hungry breaths. Ramone's cock throbs against her belly, and he reaches a hand toward the dish of condoms on the bedside table.

"We won't need that," Francie says, slapping the foil pack out of Ramone's fingers. It falls to the floor with a quiet clatter.

Francie turns to look at me, bound in the chair, panties crammed into my mouth, my cock throbbing pathetically. I squirm and moan under her gaze.

"My cuck wants to see my bull's hot, white seed pouring out of my pussy, doesn't he?" Francie says in a husky voice. "He wants to see my bull blast my womb full of his cum, and then he wants to lick all of that creamy spunk out of me, right, cuck?"

I squeeze my eyes shut. I don't know what I want, and I'm paralyzed by my confusion: my belt may be binding my hands, but my bewildered desires are what really hold me trapped in the hard wooden chair.

He fucked me, and you let him! Francie yelled at me ...

And you're going to sit there and watch, Francie said as she took Ramone's erection into her mouth ...

I'm shaking so hard in the chair that it rattles against the floor; my heart is pounding almost too hard for me to breathe. Even with my eyes closed, I can see Francie's mocking face, her icy eyes drilling holes in my heart as she mounts Ramone.

"Right, cuck?" Francie says, louder.

I open my eyes and nod, making a strangled, gurgling sound around the wadded panties in my mouth. I can taste Francie on them when I breathe in, and when I push my tongue into the wet folds of fabric, I can imagine that I'm licking Francie's cunt.

Francie pushes Ramone back onto the bed so his legs hang over the side, feet still on the floor, and straddles him with her knees on either side of his hips. He reaches up for her breasts, squeezing them in his big, rough hands, and Francie arches her back into his caress, moaning. She slides a hand down her belly and between her legs; I can see her fingers swirling around her pink, wet folds, drawing nectar from her depths.

"I'm so fucking wet," Francie groans. She presses her pussy against her hand and shudders. My cock pulses and I bite down hard on the panties in my mouth.

Francie reaches for Ramone's cock, stiff as iron, and drags the dark purple head through her wetness. He shudders and squeezes her tits harder. Francie's hand strokes up his length, guiding the pulsing bulb toward her slick channel. She lifts her hips and shuffles forward on her knees, spreading her legs wider, and then pushes back, impaling herself on Ramone. They both let out a long, deep moan, and then Francie begins to fuck.

#

I rock my hips in time with Francie, my cock drooling with desire. The wet sounds of cock in cunt, of groaning and panting, skin slapping skin, fill my ears, and I can't pull my eyes away from the scene on the bed. Francie is in complete control, hands pressed into Ramone's broad chest, eyes closed in concentration, hips sliding up and down his body. Ramone is perfectly still except for his fingers, gently kneading Francie's breasts, letting Francie control her ride.

"Oh, fuck," Francie suddenly shouts, and a shudder runs through her body. "Fuck fuck fuck ..."

For just an instant, she seems to lose control, arching her back and shaking on top of Ramone. His hands slide from her breasts to her hips, then over her ass, squeezing and pulling, guiding her through a trembling climax. I chew the panties and tense my arms against the belt, my cock swinging wildly in the air as I slide back and forth on my hard seat.

"FUCK!" Francie cries, her face distorted into a frightening mask of pleasure, her long red hair hanging down toward Ramone. Ramone lifts his hips ever so slightly, his hands on her ass pulling her tighter, pushing himself deeper inside, and Francie lets out a wordless yell before collapsing against Ramone's body.

Once Francie stops shaking, Ramone takes over. He lifts a foot onto the mattress to give himself leverage, wraps his arms around Francie's body, and pushes himself against her. Francie groans and collapses against him, covering his face with kisses, rolling with his gentle undulations. I want to scream, but instead I gag on the wet panties between my teeth.

"So fucking good," Francie pants, softly, "your cock feels so fucking good, fuck me ..."

My balls are tight against my body, aching for release. I look down at my cock and see the glittering smear of pearly pre-cum coating the purple head.

"Do you see me fucking my bull, cuck?" Francie says, her voice breathy but strong. She rests her head against Ramone's chest and starts to move her hips to meet Ramone's short, powerful thrusts. "His cock fills me up, it's so fucking big ..."

I meet her eyes and fall into their icy blue pools. Her lips move wordlessly as she squirms on top of Ramone. His hands run lines up and down her back, over the curve of her ass.

"Do you see? I want you to see ..."

Francie suddenly pushes herself up and lifts her hips; Ramone's cock slips free, falling slick and hard against his belly, and he lets out a startled grunt.

"Move your feet, bull," Francie says, slapping his hip. "I need our cuck to get a better view."

Ramone shifts on the bed, swinging his feet toward me. I can see his heavy balls between his thighs, hairless and tight, and his pulsing cock. I have a sudden urge to lick his shaft, to drag my tongue from his balls to the almost-black tip of his cock, to suck Francie's sweet, sticky honey off his salty skin. I shudder in my chair.

"Do you see, cuck?" Francie says as she straddles Ramone's hips, facing me.

And I do see: I see her fierce, icy eyes and flaming hair; her dark nipples, stiff and tight on the little mounds of her tits; her belly damp with sweat, and the tangled tuft of auburn hair above her slit; her pink, wet lips, full with arousal and slick with her juices. I see Francie grasp Ramone's cock in both hands, slipping his stretched foreskin up and down the length. I watch with a mix of arousal and horror as Francie spreads her legs above Ramone and guides him back into her hungry cunt.

No! I want to scream, Yes!

We lock eyes across the space between my chair and the bed as she settles herself on Ramone, and then she rides him with furious determination. Her thighs tremble and her tits bounce, her pussy lips quiver around Ramone's shaft. My cock aches with frustration.

"He's fucking me," Francie gasps. "He's fucking me so good, cuck ... what are you going to do about it?"

I make a garbled, whining sound around the panties. The black cotton is thoroughly soaked, and my spit is dribbling down my chin, dripping toward my chest. Francie leans forward, hands on Ramone's knees, and fucks him harder.

"What are you going to do, cuck?" she gasps. "What are you going to do when he fills my pussy with his cum? What are you going to do when I come all over this bull's hard dick? What will you do, cuck?"

What can I do? I could probably free myself, though all of my squirming has tightened rather than loosened my belt, and I can feel the leather dig into my wrists. I could spit the wadded panties out and scream, demand that Ramone stop fucking my wife. I could drag the chair across the room and throw myself onto the bed, knocking Francie off her throne.

But that wasn't her question. She didn't ask, what can I do; she asked, what will I do, and I will do none of those things. I'll only watch, straining every muscle as I'm stretched between horror and desire, while my wife fucks another man in our bed.

#

Francie starts to shake again, her movements suddenly erratic. Ramone sits up and slides his hands over her hips, fingers reaching toward the tuft of hair above her cock-filled cunt, and nuzzles her neck. Francie tenses, her chest flushed, her belly tight. His fingers find her clit, strumming the hard little bean with rhythmic strokes, and Francie lets out a cry.

From the way her belly tightens, I can tell she's squeezing Ramone's shaft deep inside her channel, holding him tight in her velvet vise. Pre-cum drips down my shaft, and I imagine how it feels to be so deep inside Francie while her climax rips through her body.

Ramone slides forward, his feet sliding off the end of the bed, his arms wrapped around Francie's waist. His feet touch the floor and he leans forward, making Francie lean, too, toward me, so close, so far ... He holds her in his powerful hands, and she seems to be flying now, arms wide, eyes closed, body shaking.

"Oh, FUCK!" Francie shouts, and Ramone drives himself up and into her, again and again and again, making wordless grunts and groans of his own. Tears trickle from my eyes and onto my cheeks, cold against my burning skin.

Ramone falls back onto the bed again, pulling Francie down with him. When she squirms against him, I can see Ramone's white, milky seed leaking out around his shaft.

Francie rolls to her side, freeing Ramone's cock. It falls against his thigh, slick and satisfied, and he lets out a sigh, stretching his arms above his head. Francie staggers to her feet, unsteady, then makes her way across the room to me. Her red hair is wild, tangled and sticking to her sweaty cheeks and forehead, and her entire body seems to glow.

"Did you like that, cuck?" she whispers.

She puts her hands on my shoulders and leans close, her lips brushing the top of my head. Her legs straddle my thigh, and she lowers herself onto me. The warm, slick mess of Francie's nectar and Ramone's cum smears against my skin. Her hip brushes my cock, and I shake all over.

"Did you like it?" she asks, rocking herself against me.

Her pussy seems to cling to my thigh, her pink, slick lips kissing the length of my leg while she grinds against me. Her fingers dig into my shoulders, her nails biting into my skin.

"Is that what you wanted, cuck? Did you enjoy the fucking show?"

I make a gurgling noise deep in my throat. My cock is pinned between us now, trapped in the crease of her hip, and I squirm against her, seeking friction. Francie slides harder, faster, I can feel the pulsing nub of her clit on my leg.

"Oh fuck, Kevin," Francie gasps, her fingers digging into the back of my head. Her movements are jerky now, erratic, and I feel her body shake. I rise to meet her, tensing my thigh and moving my hips, groaning into the wadded panties as I feel my own climax approaching.

Francie pushes down hard against me, shuddering, and I push myself up from the chair when I feel myself passing the point of no return. One pulse, two, three, and I'm spilling my cum against Francie's thigh and belly while she trembles and heaves on my leg, spilling more of her nectar and Ramone's seed on my skin.
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Chapter 19


Francie leans against me, breathing hard, her heart pounding against mine. I strain against my restraints, wanting to take her in my arms, but I'm held fast. My cock slips from her hip and falls against my thigh, softening but still sensitive.

"Well?" says Francie. She grabs the wet, mangled panties in my mouth and pulls them free. I let out a gasp and take a deep breath. "Was that what you wanted?"

My heart is still hammering in my chest, and my jaw aches from holding the panties in my mouth. I make more gasps and sighs, letting my mouth hang open, lips slack, then whisper, "That was amazing, baby ..."

"Good," Francie says, swinging her leg over me and dismounting. The slickness on my thigh feels cool without her body against me. She bends down and plants a kiss on my lips — a hard, fast, dry kiss — then turns to Ramone, still lying in repose on the bed.

"How about you, bull?" she asks, walking to him and slapping his thigh. "Are you satisfied?"

Ramone props himself up on one elbow, and I see a grin spread across his lips.

"That was amazing," he says, a tone of awe in his voice.

"Good," says Francie, slapping his thigh again. "Now, out."

A look of surprise flashes over Ramone's face, but he quickly rolls off the bed, landing with a thud on his bare feet. I suppose this isn't the first time he's been given the bum's rush after playing out a cuck-and-bull scenario; I feel a little sorry for him, and a little disappointed that his role in this game is coming to an end. But I'm feeling a flutter of anticipation of what will come when Francie and I are alone again at last.

Ramone gathers up the clothes piled by the door, and then leans toward Francie for a kiss. She turns her head so his lips land on her cheek, and then she pushes him toward the door without a backward glance. My cock twitches, eager for a second round now that Ramone is out of the picture.

Francie returns to my side and runs her hand along my cheek, down my neck, and across my chest. I tremble under her touch. Her hand trails along my flank as she walks behind me. She takes my hands and works at the belt binding them together, muttering under her breath as she struggles to undo it. When she finally unravels my binding, the buckle falling with a clatter to the floor, I let out a sigh and stretch my arms up above my head. The blood flowing back into my hands makes my fingers tingle, and my shoulders ache from being drawn back behind me.

She walks back in front of me and looks at me with a smirk, her hip cocked to the side and her arms crossed under her breasts. Then she shakes her head, almost sadly, and snaps her fingers at me.

"You, too," she says, waving her hand toward the door. "Out."

"What?" I gasp, blinking.

"You heard me. Cuck. Out."

"But ... but I ..."

She snaps her fingers and says, again, her voice deeper and harsher, "Out."

I stagger to my feet, knees almost buckling, and steady myself with a hand on the chair. When I take a step toward her, Francie puts her palm flat to my chest and shoves me backward.

"Out," she repeats. "Now."

"But, baby, I ..."

"There is nothing to discuss," she says, pursing her lips into a scowl, "and I've been very, very clear. You are to leave. Now. OUT."

My heart is pounding again, the blood in my ears throbbing. My eyes are having trouble focusing as tears well again. I bend and gather my clothes, then stumble toward the door.

"Baby ...," I say, pausing with my hand on the doorknob.

"OUT!" Francie shouts, taking a lunging step toward me with murder in her eyes.

I push the door open and stumble into the dark hallway. The sound of the door slamming behind me is deafening.

#

I stumble down the stairs, clutching my clothes to my chest. Socks and briefs drop behind me onto the steps, but I don't care; I stagger forward, breath heaving.

Ramone is standing by the front door, tucking his shirt into his jeans. He turns to look at me and grins.

"Quite a wife you have, brother," he says. "A real chingona."

I shake my head and blink.

"What the fuck, Ramone?" I stammer, wiping at my eye as my shirt drops to the floor.

He shrugs and says, "The drama, brother. There's always the drama."

"But I ... I don't understand. She wanted ..."

Ramone shrugs again and shakes his head, as though he's seen this a thousand times before. And maybe he has.

"She thought she wanted something," he says, "but when she got it, she discovered it didn't quite fit. And then she thought she wanted something else, and, well ..."

He spreads his open palms and sighs.

"Did you get what you wanted, brother?" Ramone asks, his tone friendly and surprisingly kind. "I assume this was a journey you started, but needed to have Francesca join you for it to be a success. There cannot be a cuckold without his wife, no?"

A tear slides down my cheek, but I don't wipe it. I let it trace a meandering path to my chin and fall to the floor.

"I thought ... I thought we both ..."

Ramone laughs and puts his big, strong hand against the side of my head.

"Your problem," he says, "is that you were thinking. This is not a thinking problem; this is a feeling problem." He taps my chest with his finger. "The feelings come first, brother, and the head is always playing catchup."

"But how can I possibly know what she feels?" I say, my chin quivering.

"Brother, you can never know what she feels. Because you don't even know what you feel."

I stare at him — his tousled back hair, his strong jaw, his playful smile — and feel heat rising at the back of my neck. Not only have I invited a stranger into my house to fuck my wife — twice! — but it turns out that stranger is some sort of Zen master, whispering koans to me while I stand naked by the door.

"I don't even know what that means," I say. Anger is building in my chest. I want to smack his handsome face, ball my hand into a fist and knock his mocking smile crooked, crack his jaw with a wild right hook.

Before I can act on my violent impulses, though, Ramone suddenly reaches his hands out, grasps my face, and pulls me to him for a kiss. A deep, hot, lip-bruising kiss that seems to last forever and is over far too soon. When he pulls his lips away from mine, I stagger back with a gasp and hold my hand against my trembling mouth.

"Call me," Ramone says, turning toward the door, "when you're ready to find out what you feel."
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Chapter 20


Iwake at dawn, stiff and aching, my back on fire. It's the first night in a week that I haven't slept on the couch.

No, I slept on the floor, curled naked under a thin blanket beside our bedroom door, shivering. I could hear Francie sometimes on the other side, snoring softly, turning restlessly on the mattress, sighing in her sleep. I was hoping she would get up for the bathroom in the middle of the night, or rise early for coffee, and we would finally be able to have the discussion we've needed to have for so long, but I spent the entire night curled into an abject, quivering ball of shame and anger.

With a groan, I drag myself to my feet and stumble downstairs. My gym bag is still sitting by the door, holding my sweaty workout clothes from two days ago, but they'll have to do; I'm not going into the bedroom to look for clean clothes, and I'm sure the laundry for the week has piled up with all the seething drama and I'm in no mood for chores.

I pull on the t-shirt and shorts, lace up my shoes without socks, and retrieve my phone and wallet from the slacks I dropped on the stairs after Ramone's kiss last night left me reeling again. I need to burn off energy, so I'll run down to the lake, maybe make my way to the gym when it opens, stop for coffee some place, anything to keep myself moving and not thinking.

Or feeling.

#

When I get to my usual gym, three miles or so from home, I decide to keep running. My feet feel good slapping against the pavement, and my breathing is easier than it has been in days. A cool breeze off the lake dries the sweat from my arms, raising goosebumps.

I turn away from the lake, inland toward the hill that rises up over this part of our mostly flat city. The burn in my thighs from the steady climb feels good, feels like something significant — a small accomplishment that no one knows about but me, running up a hill at a steady pace for no reason but that it feels good.

It's still early on a Saturday morning, and the streets are empty. They curve a little more in this neighborhood than in mine, which is laid out on a regular grid; the streets here follow the contours of the hill, embracing rather than fighting the landscape. My lungs are burning by the time I reach the crest of the hill, where a little park with a pair of benches and a flower garden offers a view of the lake and the city below.

It's not a grand vista — it's not a tall hill — but it's beautiful in a way I didn't expect. The haze of the hot summer day is just starting to form across the steel-gray water of the lake, the clouds on the horizon drifting slowly inland. From my seat on the bench, I can almost see our house, the view blocked by an old warehouse building on the main east-west thoroughfare that runs through the city. I can see my gym, the coffee shop where we met Ramone, the lakeshore trail Francie and I so enjoyed walking on together before this chaos started.

Before I started this chaos.

And over my shoulder are downtown's tall buildings, my office window somewhere in those shaded concrete canyons. And the train station where I decided to take the blue line west instead of the red line south. I wonder if Jimmy is already at Ray's Fitness Emporium, or if he spent the night tangled in the sheets with some other lover? A pang of — something? jealousy, desire, regret? — shoots through me.

I pull my phone from my pocket and see that it's almost out of charge. I don't want to go home yet, though, not now that I've broken free of the gravity that has had me orbiting the same wounds all week.

I hit the Take My Wife app's icon — lurid red lips on a black background, "TMW" in bright pink script — and scroll to Ramone. He's the only contact, besides Francie, attached to my profile. With a quivering finger, I tap the call icon and hold my breath.

Ramone answers almost instantly, his voice thick with sleep.

"Hello?" he says in a muffled growl.

"Ramone," I say, voice quivering, "it's Kevin. I hope it's not too early ... I ... I need to talk ..."

"So talk," Ramone says. I can't tell from his tone if he's annoyed, frustrated, or curious.

"In person. I need to talk in person."

Ramone sighs, and I hear the rustling of sheets, the groan of a bedspring. I picture him in his bed, propped against a pillow, thick black hair tousled with sleep. Does he sleep naked, I wonder? My cock stirs at the thought, and I struggle to stifle it.

"Okay," he finally says, "give me a minute to wake up. You're up early today, hermano ..."

"I ... couldn't sleep."

Ramone laughs, a warm, rich sound.

"Neither could I, brother," Ramone says. "Neither could I. Where should we meet?"

I gaze out over the city, eyes following the line of the train as it cuts its way west from downtown.

"Ray's Fitness Emporium," I say on impulse.

Ramone laughs again. "No way, man, that place sucks! It smells like ass and the machines are always broken. It's only good for a dirty hookup." He pauses, and I can practically hear the wry smile crossing his lips. "Unless that's what you're looking for, Kevin? A dirty hookup?"

I feel the blood rush hot to my cheeks. The image of Jimmy in the shower, his hard cock above me as I kneel at his feet, flashes through my mind. "No," I stammer, "no, definitely not that ..."

Ramone laughs. "Okay, then. I've got a place near me that's a lot nicer."

He gives me an address, and I plug it into my phone. "La Fuerza", the maps app tells me, four stops up the red line away from home.

"Meet me there in an hour," he says, "and bring your workout clothes."

I look down at my sweat-stained shirt and shorts and shake my head.

"I'm already set," I say, and slip my phone into my pocket.

#

La Fuerza is in an old stone warehouse building between the red line train and the old freight yard on the north side. It has a line of small windows set high above the first floor, and much taller windows on the second, capped with red stone pediments. I push open the heavy wooden door at the top of the concrete steps leading from the street and enter an open, echoing chamber with cold stone floors and a high vaulted ceiling. There's a church-like hush to the space, and I feel like I'm intruding on a sacred place as I make my way toward a tall white desk in front of a flight of stone stairs that rises to a landing high above us.

"Um ... I'm meeting someone," I say to the uniformed man seated behind the desk, my voice barely above a whisper.

He looks down his nose at me, his dark eyes full of suspicious assessment — my sweat-stained workout clothes feel terribly out of place in this cathedral space — then turns to the keyboard and monitor before him. The tapping sounds echo like gunshots off the stone walls.

"Name?" the man asks in a dry tone.

"Kevin," I say, "Kevin Miller."

"No," the man says, "the name of the party you're meeting."

"Um ... Ramone," I say. But then I realize I don't know his last name. How can I not know his last name?

Before I can offer a faltering apology, the man says, "Up the stairs, through the gate on the left, follow the signs for the locker room. Your party says he'll meet you at el Cuadrilátero."

He swipes a white plastic card with "La Fuerza" printed on it in flowing black script through a device beside his keyboard, and taps it against the desk before handing it to me.
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Chapter 21


The metal gate at the top of the stairs opens with a quiet buzzing sound when I tap the card against a reader mounted beside it. I have no clothes to change into, and nothing to put in a locker but my wallet and phone, so I pass directly through the locker room, noting that it is much nicer than Ray's, or even than my gym: floor to ceiling lockers painted in alternating red and gold, wooden slat benches with gracefully turned legs, a pair of sauna rooms with frosted glass doors, lights recessed into the ceiling that give off a warm, soothing light. La Fuerza's locker room certainly doesn't smell like ass: it smells like cedar, and soap, and just a hint of clean, musky sweat.

It's still early in the morning, barely seven o'clock, and the locker room is nearly deserted. I can hear a shower running around a corner tiled blue and green, and a man wearing a swimming cap and tight trunks passes me as I push open the door at the locker room's far end. There's a cluster of signs attached to the blank white wall on the other side of the door — "Piscina," "Gimnasio," "Cuadrilátero y las Pistas de Esgrima." I have no idea what "Pistas de Esgrima" could be, but I recognize "Cuadrilátero" from the attendant's directions. That sign is pointing toward a spiral metal staircase that climbs sharply overhead. I glance up, take a deep breath, and mount the clattering steps.

I emerge into a brightly lit, brick-walled space with skylights set into the high ceiling and a wooden floor that glows in the morning light. Several heavy punching bags hang from iron cages scattered about the room, and a cluster of leather medicine balls sits in a far corner on a blue mat. To the right is a door with crossed fencing foils above it, "Pistas" printed in flowing script on the sign below its window. To the left is a short flight of wooden steps ending at another door labeled "Cuadrilátero." I mount the steps, heart pounding, and push the door open.

At the center of a large, dimly lit room is a boxing ring, red and gold ropes pulled tight around its perimeter. A single shaded light hangs from the ceiling at the center of the ring, providing the only illumination in the room. And standing in the center of the ring, wearing a red stringer tanktop, black shorts, and white trainers, is Ramone. A large white canvas bag sits at his feet.

"Welcome to el Cuadrilátero!" Ramone calls when he sees me, his smile brightening. "I think this will be a perfect place for our conversation."

#

I climb through the ropes as gracefully as possible — which is not very graceful at all — and stand at the edge of the ring. The floor is surprisingly springy under my feet, covered in a red and gold vinyl mat with a white circle in the center, directly under the light.

Ramone picks up the bag, slinging it over his shoulder, and walks to me. He drops it onto the mat in front of me, then squats to untie the top and pull out a pair of red boxing gloves and two red fabric coils, which he hands to me. Then he pulls out a pair of blue gloves and matching coils and starts to unwind the fabric into long strips that hang down to his feet.

"Do you box?" Ramone asks. He draws a loop at one end of a fabric strip over his thumb and begins to wrap his hand, working quickly to cover his knuckles and fingers and wind his wrists in red.

"A couple of times," I say, "in college."

Though honestly, I'm not sure that's entirely true. I signed up for a boxing club freshman year, and went to the meetings for about a month, which consisted mostly of calisthenics, practicing footwork, and learning how to hit a heavy bag. When it came time for an actual bout, though, I hung back, watching the more experienced members circle each other in the makeshift ring in a corner of the gym, grunting and throwing punches, and decided not to come back again.

"Then you probably remember what to do," Ramone says, starting to wrap his other hand.

I follow his lead, but much less fluidly. I only wrapped my hands a few times in the club, and never mastered the tight, even folds of an experienced fighter. Ramone's hands are flawlessly covered, in contrast to the tangled, twisted mess I'm making of my own wrap. He laughs and takes one of my hands in his, untwisting a few inches and pulling the fabric tight across the back of my hand, running it between my fingers in long lines, and fastening it with a plastic clip at the back of my wrist when he's done.

"I hope your punching is better than your wrapping," Ramone says as he adjusts my other hand.

He squeezes my shoulder and steps back, running his eyes up and down my body. I feel a blush coming on, suddenly self-conscious: Ramone takes up space in the ring like he owns it, his feet wide and his gloved hands hanging casually at his sides. I hold my gloved hands awkwardly in front of my chest, legs stiff, uneasy.

"You look like you ran here," Ramone says, eying my sweaty shirt and flushed cheeks.

"A little bit," I say. "I needed to clear my head."

He nods, chewing his lip thoughtfully.

"So are you all warmed up?" he asks. "Ready for a little sparring?"

I absolutely am not ready for a little sparring. Despite my brief fantasy of punching Ramone's jaw last night — before his lips delivered the real knockout blow — I can't picture myself striking him now. He only has about an inch of height on me, but I'm sure he has twenty pounds, too, and all of it muscle. And he clearly knows his way around the ring in a way that I never could. Sparring with Ramone may not be a death sentence, exactly, but it's certainly a one-way ticket a lot of pain. In every possible sense.

"Yes," I say, letting out the breath I've been holding. "As ready as I'll ever be."

#

Ramone isn't just bigger, he's faster. We've only just started, and I'm already breathing hard, exhausted from having to move across so much of the ring to avoid his blows and to land even one or two of my own. And I can tell that he's toying with me, making light, feinting hooks and jabs that burn up my energy trying to block, and then following with a surprise roundhouse blow to my shoulder that sends me spinning.

"I hope you're not tired yet, Kevin," Ramone says as I stumble back from a blow that catches my elbow, sending a spike of pain up my arm. "I was thinking we could keep score, maybe put some stakes on the bout."

I laugh, or try to; I barely have enough breath to fill my lungs.

"What kind of stakes?" I ask.

Ramone bounces lightly on the balls of his feet, advances toward me to make me stumble backwards, then dances around to the side and jabs at my belly. I barely block the blow.

"I don't know," he says. "What do you have that I might want?"

I set my jaw and hold my hands in front of my face. Anger boils up in my chest as I say, "I don't know — you already took Francie."

Ramone laughs and makes a playful jab at my chin, which I dodge with an easy shake of my head.

"You never had Francie to give, Kevin," Ramone says. "She's not a toy for you to share."

He dances to my side and swings at me, making me stumble backward.

"And if she wants me to have her," he says, "she knows exactly where to find me. She found me last time on her own, after all."

I lash out at him with a wild swing, and he steps easily out of my range.

"Does that make you angry, Kevin?" Ramone says. A mocking tone colors his voice. He jabs at my chin again, and I stumble clumsily out of reach. "Are you angry at me, or at Francie? Or at yourself?"

I'm angry at him, obviously. Or maybe Francie. And definitely, absolutely, at myself — I blundered into this mess by following a desire I had failed to understand, and now my entire life is falling apart in ways that I would have thought impossible just a few weeks ago.

Mostly, I'm angry.

I answer him with a left cut that catches him by surprise, landing against his chest with enough power to make him trip back into the ropes. He spins and dances behind me before I can close on him, catching me with a playful tap to the back of my head as I turn around.

"You think you're the matador, don't you, Kevin?" Ramone says. He dances from foot to foot, grinning at me. "You think you're going to face to bull in the plaza de toros and slay the beast with your espada."

Ramone jabs at my belly, and when I move to block him, he clips the side of my head hard enough to bring stars to my eyes, and then dances out of range of my avenging swings.

"But don't you see, Kevin," Ramone says through his laughter, "it's not the bull you need to kill. You need to become the bull. You need to kill the cuck."

While he laughs, I charge at him, arms windmilling and a cry on my lips, the stars in my eyes turned to a red haze. Ramone steps to the side, swinging his hip out of my way, and lands a punch between my shoulder blades that sends me staggering toward the ropes.

"Let's fight for honor, Kevin," Ramone says, stepping back as I push back from the ropes and turn toward him, ready to charge again.

"Honor," I gasp, taking a step toward him. What do you know about honor? I think. And what do I?

"Yes, honor," Ramone says, stepping toward me with a glove extended as if to shake my hand. "A point for each blow landed, winning at ten. If I win, I get the honor of that pretty mouth of yours wrapped around my cock."

I gasp and blink; I can't possibly have heard him right.

"And if I win?" I say in an unsteady voice, reaching my hand out to tap my glove against his.

"Impossible," Ramone says, "because then I win as well, by taking your espada between my lips and showing you pleasures you could never imagine possible."
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"Five," Ramone says with a grunt as he lands a blow to my belly that nearly knocks the wind out of me. I stumble, almost falling to my knees, but dodge out the way of a followup jab and brace myself to throw a punch of my own.

We've been circling each other for long minutes, sweat pouring down our faces, swings getting wilder with each advance. My sweat-soaked shirt lies in a pile in the corner; Ramone's tanktop is nearly transparent from his perspiration, his dark nipples and tight belly clearly visible through the thin fabric.

I shake my head to clear the rage threatening to rise up and stain my vision red again. When I rage, Ramone is able to rain blows down on me — he struck me twice, once in the shoulder and once on the chin, the last time I made a mad charge at him — and though I know I'm going to lose this battle, I want to make Ramone earn his victory.

... then I win as well ...

I need to clear my head from lust, too, because that's as much a hindrance to victory as blind fury. Surely when one of us loses — when I lose, which is clearly inevitable — Ramone will find a way to change the terms of our stakes. He's teasing me, taunting me into making missteps, probing my weaknesses.

"I can't wait," Ramone says, wiping his wrist across his lips, "to compare your skills. Do you suck cock as expertly as that wife of yours?"

I grit my teeth, biting back a howl of anger. The image of Francie kneeling before Ramone, his erection between her lips, threatens to overwhelm me. I blink and hop from foot to foot, looking for an opening in Ramone's defenses.

"You'll never find out," I hiss, "but I can't wait for you to show me your skills."

I lunge forward, letting Ramone parry an easy blow, and manage a sneaky but solid punch to his kidneys. Ramone lets out a gasp and stumbles.

"Four," I say, dancing out of the way of a swing.

"Five," I say bringing a blow down on his shoulder and then dodging Ramone's response. His breathing is ragged and his steps unsteady, and he winces in pain when he moves.

"Fuck," Ramone gasps as he staggers toward me, bending his waist toward the side I just struck. The first dark splatter of a bruise is forming just above the waist of his shorts.

"My dick's already hard for you, cocksucker," I say, moving closer to him and scanning for an opening. "I can't wait to fill your mouth with jizz."

And it's not a lie: my dick is hard, sliding down my thigh as I move from foot to foot, threatening to push its way out from the leg of my shorts.

"I'll swallow it with great pleasure," Ramone says, "after I've shot my load down your pathetic cuck throat."

With a roar, I swing a wild blow at Ramone's head; he blocks it with his forearm and strikes my unprotected belly, knocking back to the ropes again.

#

"Nine!" Ramone gasps after pushing me backward with a fist to my chest. The blow is weak, but so are my legs; I don't know how we've managed to wear each other to this point, when I expected Ramone to beat me easily.

He moves in for the final blow, raising his fist high, but I manage an uppercut to his chin that snaps his head back and he lets out a cry. Before he can recover, I'm on him with a furious rain of blows, some blocked, some going wide and wild, but some landing hard enough to make him fall back on his heels and then drop to the mat.

Cocksucker, I think as I straddle his chest, the sweat dripping from my nose falling hot and wet onto his face. Cocksucker, cocksucker, cocksucker ...

And then I realize I'm not thinking it, I'm chanting it out loud in a thin, breathy voice. Ramone has his face covered with his gloves, and he's writhing under me, bucking his hips to try to throw me off. I bend down low, one gloved hand against his chest, and I raise my fist. I've lost count of how many blows I've landed, but I'm determined to land more. Red rage clouds my vision.

Ramone is making a strange, high sound — gasping? crying? — and then suddenly he reaches up with his gloved hands and presses them against my cheeks. He's laughing, tears streaming from his dark eyes, blood trickling from his cut lip, but he's laughing! My face burns with anger and shame, to be straddling my vanquished rival and find that even in his defeat, he's mocking me!

But before I can bring my fist down, Ramone brings a glove behind my head and pulls my face to his. His kiss is hot and hungry, his tongue is pushing past my teeth, and suddenly we're rolling across the mat, legs and arms in a tangle, teeth and lips dragging across sweat-slick skin, and we're both laughing and gasping.

#

Ramone is true to his word in surrendering his mouth to me. We stumble away from the cuadrilátero, arms draped across shoulders, still laughing, and stagger into the locker room. If there's anyone else there, I would have no way of knowing, because my eyes are fixed on Ramone's handsome, bruised, and bloody face, his heaving chest, his piercing eyes.

He pushes me into the showers, finding an empty stall with a frosted glass door, which he slams behind us. Ramone presses me into the wall with one hand while he throws the shower on with the other; a cold blast of water makes me gasp, but not as loudly as Ramone's mouth on my nipple, sucking through my soaked shirt. My cock pulses against his thigh, and I reach behind him, grabbing his firm ass, pulling him tight to me.

"You won," he whispers, moving to the other nipple, sending a jolt of electric pleasure through my body, "and I'm going to claim my prize."

He drops to his knees in front of me, the now-hot water streaming over his back, and yanks my shorts down so fast that my cock springs forward, nearly striking his face. Ramone laughs and takes my cock into his hands, stroking so hard and fast that I'm afraid I'll come before his lips have touched me.

"Slow down," I beg, "please, slow down ..."

Ramone smiles up at me and squeezes my balls, then takes the head of my cock between his lips and sucks until my toes curl. I peal off my soaked t-shirt, wrap my fingers in his wet hair, and lean back against the wall, lost in ecstasy. I push forward with my hips, and he takes me deeper, his tongue running the length of my quivering shaft.

I've killed the cuck, I think as Ramone sucks me, and awakened the bull ...
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"I'm so tired, Ramone," I say, resting my head against his shoulder. We're in one of the locker room's little saunas, wearing towels around our waists while my soaked shirt and shorts — the only clothes I have — tumble in a dryer that the cleaning staff let Ramone commandeer.

Ramone puts his hand on my shoulder and pulls me close, then turns my face to his for a kiss. He has a bandage on his chin where my glove cut him, and the bruise on his side is a dark, angry purple. I have my share of scratches and bruises, too, and muscles that I didn't even know I had ache and throb.

"You fight like a beast, hermano," he says. "A hungry, hungry beast."

I blush and let my head drop back against the wall. After Ramone sucked me off — it didn't take long to bring me to the point of no return — I returned the favor, giving him the wettest, messiest blowjob I could muster. His was only the second cock I've sucked, but based on the noises Ramone made and volume of the seed he poured past my lips, I must have a natural talent for it.

"Did you get what you want?" he asks, squeezing my thigh through my towel. My cock twitches despite my exhaustion.

"I ... don't know," I say, shaking my head. "I got some of what I want, but I still have a hole in my heart."

"Francesca," Ramone whispers.

I nod, feeling tears welling in my eyes. I've cried more in the last week — from sorrow, frustration, and joy — that I've cried in the last ten years.

"I still don't know what she wants, Ramone. What does she want?"

Ramone shrugs.

"Your señora is a mystery," Ramone says, "but more to herself than to you now, I think."

"You and your fucking puzzles," I mutter. "She's still a mystery to me. I still don't have the faintest idea what she wants. What does she want, Ramone?"

He shrugs again, a smile spreading across his face.

"Seriously!" I say, almost shouting. "You're the fucking bull here, you've been here, what, a million times?"

"A few dozen," he says. "I am very busy, but not that busy."

"Well, you'd still know better than I would what Francie wants."

"That's not true, Kevin," he says. "You're a bull now, too."

I laugh and shake my head.

"Hardly," I say.

"Truly," he says. "You killed the cuck in the cuadrilátero, and consummated your victory in the shower."

It's not just the heat of the sauna that makes me sweat when Ramone reminds me of the shower.

"I think I'm still lacking the insights that an experienced bull would bring to the situation."

"Well, what about the situation has Francie found she didn't want?"

I bite my lip and mull over the things Francie has said since our first night with Ramone.

"The first night," I say, "she was angry that I let you fuck her without putting up a fight."

Ramone nods. "That's a not uncommon sentiment in my experience."

"But the second night, she wouldn't let me fight," I say. "She tied me to the chair and called me a cuck."

"Well, honestly, hermano, you were a cuck."

"A classic cuck," I say, "forced to watch you take her."

"But she went to you," he says, his hand sliding the towel up my thigh. "She rode you after she rode me."

I let out a bitter laugh.

"She smeared your seed on my leg," I say, "and made me come on her belly."

"She called you 'Kevin,'" he says. He slips his hand beneath the towel and drags his fingers along the length of my stiffening cock. "I heard her very clearly. 'Kevin,' not 'cuck.'"

"A slip of the tongue," I say. My heart is racing again under Ramone's delicate touches, my cock growing between his fingers.

"She has quite a tongue," Ramone says. He leans over and runs his tongue from my ear to my cheek while he opens my towel, letting my cock rise in the hot, moist air.

"So do you," I say, taking in a sharp breath.

"But a revealing slip," Ramone says. He rolls my cock between his palms, gently stretching and tugging, bringing me to full erection. "In that moment she wanted you, hermano, not her cuck. And in that clue, I think we have the answer to what Francesca desires."

"Which is?" I say, my breath catching in my throat as Ramone massages my balls with one hand while slowly stroking my shaft with the other.

"It's obvious, Kevin." Ramone pushes me back on the bench and slides down between my legs, then runs his tongue from my taint to my tip. "Two bulls."

#

I wake up disoriented, blinking at the bright light pouring through an unfamiliar window. With a gasp I sit up, glancing in panic at my surroundings. My legs are tangled in soft white sheets, and a blue satin blanket slips from my bare chest. A painting hangs on the wall across from — a man in a black velvet suit, white stockings, and black tasseled shoes lies on a dark field with a rose-colored flag lying by his side. Is he sleeping, or is he dead?

"Ah, you arise!" I hear a voice call, and I see Ramone enter the room with a black lacquered tray in his hands. He's wearing a red silk robe, his black hair brushed back and damp as if he's just emerged from the shower.

He pauses at the painting and nods toward it.

"Le Torero mort," he says. "'The Dead Toreador,' by Manet. Fitting, no?"

He sits on the bed beside me and hands me a pale rose-colored cup — almost the same shade as the dead toreador's flag — filled with black, hot, sweet coffee. As I sip the coffee, memories come back to me: Ramone guiding me out of the sauna, oblivion nipping at my exhausted heels; the train ride further north, to a white stone apartment building overlooking a wooded park; Ramone leading me to his door, shepherding me to his bed, pulling my shirt and shorts off me and gently kissing my head as he pulled the sheets up to my chin.

"Holy fuck," I gasp, then chuckle. "Is it ... is it tomorrow?"

Ramone laughs. "There is no tomorrow, hermano, there is only now. And now it is quite late on Sunday morning, the day after you defeated the cuck in the cuadrilátero. I think maybe you haven't slept for a very long time."

"Francie!" I cry, sitting bolt upright and nearly spilling the coffee. "What about Francie?"

With a steadying hand on my chest, Ramone eases me back against the headboard.

"Francie is fine," Ramone says. "I sent her a message last night to let her know you're safe."

"Not that I suppose she cares ..."

"She cares a lot, hermano; she loves you very much, or she wouldn't put up with your incredible quantity of mierda."

I sigh and lift the cup to my lips. The coffee is hot and sweet as it pours over my tongue and into my belly. I feel like I've slept for days, weeks, maybe my entire life, and am only now waking into a strange new world. My life before this moment feels like a strange dream, evaporating in the warm glow of the sunlight through Ramone's window.

Ramone sets the tray on the bed table beside me and swings himself onto the bed beside me. I let my hand drift to his bare knee, walking up his thigh and under the smooth silk of his dressing gown. My cock stirs under the sheet, and Ramone laughs.

"You suck one cock," Ramone says, "and suddenly you're ravenous for it."

Two cocks, actually, I think, grinning over the rim of my cup. But that will be my little secret for now ...

When my fingers climb between Ramone's thighs and find his heavy cock, still resting but starting to grow, he shifts and gently pushes my hand away. I pout, try to push past his resistance, and am gently rebuffed again.

"Not this morning, little bull." Ramone laughs. "We need to save our strength for later."
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The entire train ride south from Ramone's apartment, I'm self-conscious and nervous. I carry my gym bag slung over my shoulder, filled with my freshly-washed clothes, and hold the railing along the top of the car dressed in clothes borrowed from Ramone. The lilac shirt is a little looser on my shoulders than it would be on Ramone's, the black linen trousers hug my waist a little tighter, and the black loafers pinch my feet in unfamiliar places.

"It's a good look for you," Ramone said when he had me model the outfit for him, standing in front of the full-length mirror in his bedroom. "You're surprisingly suave."

"I don't think it's quite the style for a market analyst," I say with a laugh. "I'd draw some pretty fun looks in the office if I showed up in something besides a white shirt and khakis."

"But it's a very good look for a bull," says Ramone, winking at me.

Outside the train windows, I see the city flash by — rows of apartment buildings and warehouses, the lake glinting in the distance, warm sunlight washing everything clean. Ramone stands beside me, the collar of his red silk shirt open to show a simple gold chain resting on his bronze chest. He smiles at me and places his hand over mine on the railing.

"It's a new day, brother," he says softly, his lips close to my ear so he can be heard over the rumble and rattle of the train. "A wonderful new day."

#

The front door is locked when we arrive, and the house is silent when we step inside.

"Francie?" I call, kicking off my borrowed shoes in the entryway. There's no answer.

Ramone enters behind me, and reaches into his pocket for his phone. He peers at it for a moment, then holds it up for me to see:

"Out for a run back soon" says the text from Francie.

"You're texting each other?" I ask, suddenly feeling a little jealous, even though Ramone and I have been doing a lot more than texting over the last day.

"Just arranging a reconciliation between you two," Ramone says. He gives my shoulder a squeeze. "Nothing to worry about."

I am worried, of course, mostly because I've given Francie plenty of reason to worry this week. My encounter with Jimmy is still a secret from both Francie and Ramone, quietly gnawing inside me, and I'm sure that my day with Ramone is going to come out in all its dark and beautiful detail before this day is over. If I'm keeping secrets like this, then why wouldn't Francie as well?

I walk through the living room and dining room to the kitchen and pour a glass of water. I want something stronger, something to steady my nerves and erase my fear, but I'm afraid that one drink will lead to another, and I need all of my wits about me. Ramone leans against the counter, thumbs looped casually in his belt loops, and smiles.

"You look nervous, Kevin," he says.

"You'd better believe I'm nervous," I say. I have to hold the glass with two hands to keep from sloshing the water all over my borrowed lilac shirt. "I mean ... holy fuck, Ramone, holy fuck ..."

He laughs and steps to me, putting an arm around my shoulders. I let myself fall against him, my head pressed to his chest, while his strong hand gently strokes my hair.

"Remember," he whispers, his lips against the top of my head, "you're a bull now, Kevin, bold and determined, confident and brave. You know what you want and you take it."

"But ... I don't know what I want ..."

"Then you act like you do," Ramone says, tucking a finger under my chin and lifting my eyes to his, "until you fool even yourself."

Just as he's moving his mouth toward mine, his warm lips parting, I hear the front door open, and Francie's unmistakable footsteps coming toward the kitchen. I straighten and turn to see her, dressed in a green tank top and black running shorts, her hair tied back in a loose ponytail. Sweat plasters silky wisps of hair to forehead and neck, and her face glows with exertion.

She nods at Ramone, then pushes past me to swing open the refrigerator door and retrieve a plastic water bottle. I'm mesmerized by the sight of her tilting her head back to drink, her delicate throat working as the water flows. I want to press my lips to her glowing skin, and run my hands up her sweat-slick flanks.

When she's drained the bottle, she tosses it into the plastic recycling bin beside the counter and turns to look at Ramone and me.

"Okay, I'm here," she says, her eyes narrowing to glare at me. "What do you have to say?"

#

I take a deep, shuddering breath and feel my courage faltering under Francie's withering gaze. Just a cuck, my brain whispers to me, just a fucking cuck ...

But when I glance over at Ramone, still leaning against the counter, I see his lips move soundlessly: Remember, you are a bull!

I drop to my knees in front of Francie, and her gaze grows harsher, a cruel twist to her mouth. I can see that she's expecting me to beg for her forgiveness, to grovel meekly at her feet, and that she's considering all the ways she can heartlessly crush me.

But instead I grasp the waist of her shorts and yank down past her knees, dragging her panties along with them. Francie lets out a surprised cry, but before she can pull away, I have my face buried between her legs. The musky smell of of her sweat fills my nose, and the little tuft of red hair above her slit tickles my cheek as I drag my face across her and down, down, my tongue tracing a hot, wet line to her slit.

"Kevin!" she yells. "What are you —"

My fingers dig into her ass, holding her hard against my face, and I probe her with my tongue, prying her lips apart. Francie's yell turns into a moan when the tip of my tongue draws a fast circle around her clit and then dives for the coral folds that are just starting to bloom. I lap hungrily, drawing the first tangy taste of her nectar from her depths.

"Oh fuck, Kevin," Francie gasps, squirming in my grasp; I can't tell if she's still trying to pull away, or if she's shifting so my tongue can seek out the tingling nerves that are awakening under my touch. Her pussy is soft and wet, the pungent taste of her juices blending with the salt of her sweat, and her clit stiffens when my teeth graze its sensitive tip.

Francie moans again, digging her fingers into my hair and guiding my face. I lift her ass forward, pressing my lips hard against her cunt, and she pulls a shaking leg free of her shorts to throw across my shoulder. She opens to me, a hungry, needy, wet bundle of nerves and flesh, and I devour her, lips and tongue drenched in her nectar.

I look up along her belly and see Ramone standing beside her, his fingers pulling at her nipples through her sweaty shirt. His mouth slides up and down her throat, drawing color to her skin and moans from her lips. He presses himself against Francie, and I can see the bulge in his slacks against her bare hip.

"Oh fuck, Kevin," Francie gasps again, falling back against the refrigerator. Ramone tugs at her shirt, and she raises her arms so he can free her from it, tossing it onto the floor. Her nipples are hard and dark, her chest flushed. Ramone takes a breast into his mouth and sucks, making Francie shudder and wrap her knee around my neck, pulling me harder to her quivering pussy.

"Kevin," Francie moans, her voice breathy, panting. I can taste the subtle changes in her nectar, feel the tightening of muscles under my hands as I squeeze her ass. Her fingers pull hard at my hair, guiding my mouth to her clit. I take the stiff little bud between my lips and suck, and Francie rewards me with a flowing stream of honey and an unrestrained cry, her body shaking against me.

"Oh fuck, Kevin," Francie groans, trying to pull me up by my ears. Her foot slips from my shoulder and her knee almost buckles; Ramone wraps an arm around her waist and presses his mouth to hers.

I stand slowly, dragging my tongue up her hot, bare flesh, and push Ramone away from her lips. These are my lips to kiss, my mouth to taste, my wife to reclaim. She parts her lips and invites my tongue inside.
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Ipress myself against Francie, lifting a leg against my hip. She pulls me closer, hard nipples pressed to my chest and hot mouth clinging to my lips. I can feel her heat through my borrowed slacks, and my cock pulses inside them. There's still more to claim.

"Upstairs," I say, reaching my hands beneath her ass and boosting her up against me. My voice is deeper and rougher than I expected. She wraps her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck, clinging to me in her need and desire.

I stagger unsteadily when I step back from the refrigerator, and I'm afraid I'm going to topple over or drop Francie to the floor. Ramone moves quickly behind her, though, putting his arms around her, and around me, steadying us in our embrace. I see his eyes and his smile over Francie's shoulder. You are a bull, he says again with his silent lips.

The three of us move as an awkward, lumbering unit out of the kitchen and toward the stairs, knocking over a dining room chair as we pass the table. Francie giggles against me, then licks my nectar-wet face. Ramone's hands slide down my back to my ass, locking Francie's naked body between us.

We stumble up a stair at a time, Ramone above us, steadying Francie, me below, taking her weight against me. One misstep could send us all tumbling; I reluctantly let go of Francie's ass with one hand to grip the railing. Francie continues to nibble and lick at my face, making little noises of delight.

Ramone puts his shoulder to the bedroom door and pushes it open, and I follow with Francie still wrapped around me. The curtains are drawn, casting the room in twilight gloom, and the bed is an unmade tangle of sheets. The dining room chair is still at the foot of the bed, the belt that bound my hands lying on the floor behind it. I drop Francie onto the bed while Ramone crosses to the window, throwing the curtains open and letting the warm afternoon sun flood the room.

"Holy shit, Kevin," Francie grasps, rolling onto her belly. "Holy shit ..."

I step to the bed and stand before her, my fingers pulling at the buttons of my borrowed lilac shirt. Francie reaches for my belt with shaky hands. She finds the button and fly when she has the buckle undone. I slip the shirt from my shoulders and let it fall while Francie tugs my slacks past my hips and reaches into my briefs for my swollen cock.

Across the room, standing by the window, Ramone smiles at me, mouthing again, Bull, Kevin, you are the bull ...

While Francie runs her soft, hot tongue along my shaft, Ramone unbuttons his shirt. Our eyes lock across the room, and I feel desire flood through me. His shirt falls away, revealing the colorful dragon on one hip and the dark, angry bruise my glove left on the other, just as Francie takes the spongy tip of my cock between her lips. I tangle my fingers in her auburn hair and push my hips forward, making her swallow half of my cock before I pull back again.

Ramone pushes his slacks down and steps around the bed, taking his half-hard cock in his hand and running his fingers down its length. I moan at the sight of his hardness, and at the feeling of Francie's lips around my own cock. He steps beside me and puts a strong, steady hand on my hip.

Francie looks up from her work, a glittering thread of spittle stretching from the tip of my cock to her lips, and grins. She reaches for Ramone's cock, pulling him closer, and plants a kiss on its dark head before returning her attention to mine. Ramone reaches for Francie's head and guides her further down my length with a gentle push.

With a gasp, Francie lifts her mouth from my cock, then runs her fingers down the slippery shaft. She reaches for Ramone again and guides him to her lips; Ramone lets out a moan and twists her auburn hair between his fingers. I move closer to him, my bare hip brushing his, and stare in wonder as Francie licks and sucks his pulsing erection.

Francie's mouth moves from cock to cock, her delicate fingers small against our shafts. She presses our cocks together, and I let out a moan when Francie wraps her hand around them and strokes us as if we were a single, pulsing cock. Ramone's hand grips my hip, pulling me closer to him. Her tongue slips into the tight space between us, running from our tips to our balls. My fingers dance down Ramone's back and rest on the curve of his ass.

Ramone suddenly pulls away and bends down, turning Francie's face up with his hand on her chin. He kisses her lips, a wet, brutal sound coming from his throat, and then slides a hand down the front of her body. When his fingers reach between her legs, Francie lets out a gasp, eyelids fluttering.

"She's so wet," Ramone says to me, looking up with sparkling eyes and a rakish grin. His hand closes around her sex, and he slides his other hand down her back. Francie moans, pushing her hips against his fingers.

"I think you should fuck your wife," Ramone says, suddenly flipping Francie onto her back. She lets out a groan as Ramone climbs onto the bed beside her, kneeling at her head and guiding his rigid cock to her lips again. His fingers dance over her pouting cunt, parting her glistening lips.

I pull off my slacks and socks and climb onto the bed, too, heart racing. Francie's head cranes back, mouth open, lips wrapped around Ramone's cock, and she writhes on the tangled sheets beneath his hand. A finger disappears into her channel, and then another, and she raises her knees to pull Ramone's hand deeper into her core.

The mattress creaks under me as I crawl between Francie's legs. My tongue joins Ramone's fingers, dancing across Francie's clit while he fucks her with long, slow strokes, fingers curling up to push against the sensitive nerves just past the entrance. Francie squirms and moans, her sounds muffled by Ramone's cock.

"Fuck her," Ramone growls at me, "fuck your wife or I will. Be the bull!"

I struggle to my knees, moving my erection closer. Ramone suddenly grasps my shaft, giving it a firm tug, and pulls me right to her entrance. Together we guide my cock inside Francie, inch by inch until I'm pressed against her sopping lips. His thumb circles the stiff nub of her clit while I heave against her, grunting with each thrust.

"Oh fuck!" Francie moans, one hand guiding Ramone's cock to her lips and the other joining Ramone's fingers between her legs. I feel a rippling wave of contractions around my shaft as a climax races through Francie's body, and it's all I can do to control my own arousal. I want to flood her with my seed, pour heat into her womb, but not yet ... not yet ...

Ramone drags his cock across Francie's open lips. I lower my face and join Francie's mouth around Ramone's shaft. Lip to lip, tongue to tongue, Francie and I savor the taste of our lover as he pumps his hips. I match his pace between Francie's legs, riding high and hard as I fuck her.

"Amazing," Ramone whispers as his shaft slides between our lips. "Your mouths feel amazing ..."

Francie writhes beneath me again, wrapping her legs around my waist and holding me tight as another orgasm rips through her body. I hold her hips, lifting her ass off the bed, and drive myself against her. My resolve to savor the sensations and delay my own climax is quickly fading away. I flick my tongue across the head of Ramone's cock, tasting the salty tang of his pre-cum, and he makes a deep, wordless noise of pure delight.

When the first hot blast of Ramone's seed hits my cheek, I lose control completely. I take the head of his cock into my mouth, greedily capturing the next pulse of his climax, and let myself explode inside Francie's pussy. Ramone throws his head back and howls, his quivering cock pushing almost into my throat. My climax is so hard, I see stars when I close my eyes, and feel an electric jolt run from my toes to my scalp. I pump against Francie until I am exhausted, emptied, and then collapse upon her, Ramone's seed trickling down my chin.

#

"Is this what you wanted?" Francie asks me, her fingers trailing through my hair. We're lying in a tangle of exhausted limbs, Francie and me and Ramone, still at last.

For the last hour or more, we've been fucking and giggling, laughing and sucking, finding reserves of desire I didn't think possible. When my energy flags, Ramone catches a second wind, rolling Francie onto her belly and mounting her from behind. When Ramone crashes to the mattress beside her, I flip Francie onto her back again and lick greedily at the mingled spunk and honey coating her thighs. Francie finally begs me to stop, her belly trembling through another climax, and when I lie beside her, Ramone reaches a hand across Francie to playfully stroke my shaft.

I stretch my arms overhead, savoring the sensation of Francie's skin against mine, and of Ramone's arm draped across us both as we cradle her between us. He props himself on his elbow and looks at me, eyes expectant and lips turned up in a smile.

But I don't know the answer. This isn't what I wanted, when this strange adventure began. At least, it's not what I thought I wanted. I wanted to watch Francie ravaged by a passionate, powerful bull; I didn't know I wanted to share the bull with her, much less become the bull. I didn't know I wanted to kill the cuck cowering inside me.

"I don't know," I say, closing my eyes and letting my baffled brain catch up with my audacious heart. "But it's what I want now."


Couples Massage
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Couples Massage: A MMF Bi-Awakening Story

Danny and Meredith have gone on a beach vacation for their anniversary, hoping to rekindle a bit of the spark that has dimmed in their marriage over the years. An innocent mix-up leads Danny to explore cravings that he has kept hidden from himself.

But is he willing to risk everything to scratch this new itch?
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


The Heart's Hunger
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Love blooms in the unlikeliest of places ...

Zoe Chapelle is ready to turn her career, and her life, around; she's been stuck in a rut of poorly-produced films of questionable quality, augmenting her income with her cam show for a cadre of dedicated fans. When the opportunity to be part of a production by Wolfgang Zemper, one of the legends of adult cinema, comes her way, she jumps at the chance, even though she feels out of her depth.

Tommy Dare fell into the industry on a whim, and has drifted from shoot to shoot, always more of a background player than a star. When Zoe Chapelle, his biggest cam-girl crush, shows up on the set of the new Wolfgang Zemper film, Tommy hopes to finally steal a scene or two. He doesn't bank on having his heart stolen in the process.

"The Heart's Hunger" is a story of clashing egos and ambitions set behind the scenes of an adult film, perhaps the unlikeliest of places to find true romance.
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!


Also by Cornelia Quick: Mapping the Boundaries of Love
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

Are you a binge reader? Get all five novellas in a single collection, Mapping the Boundaries of Love, also available in paperback!
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