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My wife Tara and I went to the same high school, but I had no desire to attend the big multi-year high-school reunion. I offered to drive her, though, and visit my parents instead. I was surprised to find my older brother Callum was already there.
I ran into him in the front yard after dropping Tara at her parents’ house for her visit. Callum was throwing a football around the front yard by himself.
“You’re staying here?” I asked him.
“No fucking way, you kidding me, bro? We took rooms at the hotel, probably the whole team. Never know what some of the married ones might be like now, right?” he chuckled and threw the ball at me.
It bounced off my wrist, hit my head, rolled into the sidewalk.
“They’re married, for starters,” I said. “I would imagine.”
“Meaning they won’t bother you next day, lets get coffee, lets go shopping” he said in a high-pitch tone, and he laughed and pointed his finger gun at me, squinted one eye making a gun-cocking sound with his cheek pulled up. He spun the football high in the air, caught it behind his back.
“Sweet,” I said. “A real charmer ain’t ya.”
“Didn’t think you’d be going to the big bash,” he said, making like he was going to cuff my shoulder, before I snatched his wrist in my hand. “You never really made friends, did you.” He easily shook himself loose.
I ignored his jibe. You’d think ten years away would grow enough scar tissue, but not when you’re right back there in the same house. “Tara wanted to go. I drove her up.”
“Oh fuck yeah, Tara!” he said. “I almost forgot about that one! How is she doing?”
“You really haven’t changed, have you Callum.”
“She’s married now?”
“Yeah,” I said, squinting in disbelief at him. “She’s my wife now. She married me.”
“Fuck did she ever have a sweet body though, hey? Where is she?” He spun around and squinted up and down the street. “I liked that Tara chick,” he murmured to himself out loud.
“Leave him alone,” mom called to him, but she rolled her eyes and shook her head and dad just laughed. They’d stepped out onto the porch when they heard us talking. It was just like old times all over again. No wonder I only visited once every five years, whether I wanted to or not.
“He’s not that bad, is he?” Tara said when I picked her up at her parent’s home and drove her to the hotel for the big party. She was dressed in a short, flouncy taffeta dress all pink and sparkly like a ball of candy floss, her hair like a wedding, and her make-up too.
“He certainly had his way with the girls,” I said, scoffing.
“He did have his way with girls. We all talked about him,” she said dreamily, until her swooning eyes came up to mine, and she straightened herself out.
“Well he always had that killer smile, right?”
I was only able to look at her. I knew she got it, but she had worked on me to get over things. “He always had that killer smile, yeah,” I said, and she took my hand in hers, brought it to her lips to kiss, and said, “You have other qualities, better qualities, and you know that.”
I dropped her off away from the main entrance so I didn’t get people gawking and bugging me about not coming inside. I could say I was sick, just like I used to say back then. But I was more likely now to tell them the honest reason why not. The social scene at high school was a torture chamber for me, and life at home was worse with Callum.
“Text me, operators are standing by,” I said as she retracted her seat belt.
“I probably won’t stay very late.”
She got out and leaned back through the window. “Your last chance,” she said. “You could just park over there.”
“I’d rather fall down the mouth of a live volcano,” I said, and just as she tilted her head and pursed her lips at me, her body was lifted clear off the ground and swept away from the side of my car.
It was my brother’s arm that flew around her waist and picked her. up. She squealed with her legs kicking and he looked back over his shoulder at me and shot his finger gun at me again, that one eye winking. “I got her brother, look after her for ya.”
Tara laughed and blushed and twisted her hands around his wrist.
“You’re a live one, ain’t ya,” I heard him say to her as he continued carrying her through the front doors, her not even struggling anymore, her legs dangling down the front of him.
I stared at the solitary parking lot lamp post a moment before pulling my car into drive and slowly sliding away. I went home and sat with my parents where they tsk’d tsk’d with shaking heads while watching Fox News nonstop, until I went to bed to read.
Tara joked that she only hooked up with me in high school to get closer to Callum, but then she’d laugh and shake her head at me for being too gullible. “That’s just what all my girlfriends said.”
She was good for me, though, she brought me at least half way out of my social shell. But she had her own gullibilities, too. She would fawn at the slightest praise, which I marveled at, as though she didn’t know how beautiful or intelligent she was. She was a sucker for compliments, blushed and grinned and fell apart at the slightest attention. She was also utterly neglected at home, so go figure. Maybe that’s how we connected.
She texted me every time she went to the bathroom. “Everybody’s here!” she told me. She went on about the dresses, how everyone aged, but how they all seemed the same, what was for dinner, who she danced with.
“Your brother is being an absolute charmer, of course,” she wrote. I had told her over the years some of what I thought of him, but not the whole story, not the nasty parts. I was trying to move away from grudges and memories. “He’s looking after me very well,” she wrote cryptically, which made me phone her, but by the time I decided to, she was likely gone from the bathroom and her phone was back in her purse. She didn’t answer, in any event.
She laughed and twirled her hair in her fingers whenever he was around. I didn’t take it to heart, all girls did that with Callum. He might have been a bad seed, but he was also the most popular bad seed in the school. He was dangerous, but he made them want to touch his flames.
“Hey babe,” she wrote me when I was still awake, but barely. “There’s sort of like an after-party up in some rooms, would you mind terribly? I can probably get a ride home if it’s too late, you should sleep.”
“No,” I wrote, “I might sleep, but the phone will still wake me up, just text when you’re ready.”
“I really haven’t seen some of these nut cases in years!” she wrote.
“Have fun,” I wrote back, to no further reply. After party, I thought. She was very social, that was just like her to find where it kept going late into the night. Still, I guess it was too much fun to text.
Two hours passed before my phone finally buzzed and I sat up and rubbed my face and made myself awake enough to drive before I picked up the phone, put on my glasses, and read it. It was Tara of course: “Hey, so, I didn’t realize it had gotten so late. But there’s a bunch of rooms they have, it’ll be easier to just sleep here, that way you don’t have to get up to come get me, right?”
“I don’t mind,” I wrote.
“Seriously, I’m too tired too! Already falling asleep here, there’s no point, I’m good here, really.”
I argued further, but she was adamant I should’t come get her. “Anyway, all my stuff is still at my parents, and it’s too late to go home there now.”
She was right about that, and waking my parents up bringing her in would have made a major scene, my mom starting to make sandwiches and everything the way she does.
“Whose hotel room?” I said, but I was too late. The call ended. Funny, I thought, that I didn’t hear any party going on through the phone.
In the morning I helped my parents with various technology and connectivity issues knowing Tara would only be up late and would not call me to come get her for some time. But it was my brother Callum who called.
“Hey, you still there?”
“Where would I be?” I said.
“Got Tara with me, just dropping her off so she can pack her bag and shit at her parents. Just making sure you didn’t fuck off or something.”
“What are you doing with Tara?” I said.
He laughed. “Long fucking story, bro,” he said. “Long story. Last night was truly wild.”
“Let me talk to Tara.”
“Oh no, she’s still up in the room, I’m waiting for her down in the hotel driveway. Buddy, she was wild last night! How’d you hook up with such a hot party girl anyway?”
“I’ll come get her.”
“Probably not a good idea to be honest,” he said, now in a more subdued tone. “Anyway, she said she just wants to get to her parents house and take it from there.”
“Fine, I’ll drive her.”
“Oh, here she comes now,” he said, and then I heard him laugh and shout. “Over here baby!” And then the call was dropped.
I immediately phoned Tara but her phone wasn’t on.
I paced around and lost my temper with my parents and chewed my nails in my old bedroom. Finally Callum pulled up, but without Tara.
I went outside and met him halfway across the front yard.
“Now, just calm down, take it easy,” he said, passing his hand into my chest.
“Is she at home?”
“She’s there, but  she’s just going to need some time, she’s pretty hung over,” he said and he laughed.
“I’m going over there.”
He put his arm around my shoulders, turned me physically away from my car, steered me back toward the house. “Look, don’t be mad at her, be mad at me.”
“And what am I mad about for exactly?”
He shrugged and gave me that expression like he used to give our mom when he’d burned something down or spent the night in jail facing assault charges or something.
“It’s not her fault, everybody was drinking, it was a wild party.”
“The reunion,” I said.
He snorted and shook his head. “No, that was just a bunch of bullshit, the party upstairs was where it was really happening,” and he broke into a bad rendition of “All Night Long,” played an air guitar. and slapped my back and laughed. “If only you were there, bro.”
“Sounds like a grand old time, yeah.”
“People let loose at things like this, it was happening all over. I mean it, you really should have been there.”
“What was happening exactly?”
He sat me down on the front steps and hug his head. “Fuck me, bro, I’m sorry, you know that?”
“Sorry about what?”
“Listen, your Tara, she’s a real sweetheart, you know that, right?” he said.
I said nothing.
“You know that about her, though, right? She gets a couple inside her, she kind of turns into someone else, right?”
I looked at him over my shoulder. “What happened?”
“I mean, buddy, she was, how do you say it? Rarin’ to go, you know? If it wasn’t me, it was going to be somebody else, we could all tell that. We were all saying it. You should really have stayed.”
“Tell me what happened.”
“I mean, it was just some dancing, some making out, just me and the boys, we had a few girls up there, we picked them out, you know. The ones we always wanted.” He laughed. “We used to keep score.”
“Yeah I know how you guys used to do that shit.”
“Right?” He laughed. “We had to really control them back then, they were all over us!” He laughed and coughed.
“Tell me what happened, Cal.”
“Well, picture it, me and the boys, we’re just partying away, just givin’ ‘er, regular old Saturday night like, just like the good ol’ days. So we’re up in Tommy’s room I think it was, and we got the girls dancing. They like that, you know girls, they like doing that, being watched. You fucking married one like that, they like being looked at, you know that about her.”
“No,” I said, “I don’t.”
“Well anyway, turns out she’s one of them girls, so we’re laughing and carrying on, next thing we know they want to start stripping for us, you know that one, Candy, she started it.”
“Candace?”
“Yeah, Candy,” he laughed, “we called her Candy because everybody got a lick,” he said shaking his head. “Anyway, yeah, so Candy, she starts undoing her top. We’re all laughing, and another one starts getting into it, and now Tommy turns the lights down, puts on the right kind of music for them, and we all got drinks, and Tara, she’s just sitting back with me trying to stay out of it, just hanging back with me there on the bed. But I tell her, I’d like her to get up there too, I think she looks better than all of them. I tell her what I told you, she’s got this hot as fuck body, so that’s how she gets the idea in her head.”
“She’s sitting with you?”
“You had to be there, it wasn’t like that. We were just making out a little, just old times, right? Totally fucking innocent, I swear to you.”
“Making out?”
“Just some kissing, bro, no harm no foul, right? Little kissing, little feeling, like I said, she’s sort of just hanging back with me at this point.”
“I don’t understand.” Both of Tara and I were timid about sex. And if it occurred, it was usually under cover of complete darkness in bed, fumbling and accidental. It made no sense, what he was telling me.
“That’s what I’m trying to tell you, Rod, if I didn’t do it, somebody else would have for sure, she was really getting into it, rubbing me through my jeans and everything.”
“I thought you just said she was hanging back.”
“She was! She was being a very good girl. I’m telling you the truth. But I told her, I said, what you got on underneath that, and she says Wouldn’t you like to know? And I says, I sure would, and next thing you know, she’s with the other girls dancing around the room, all us guys just clapping in time keeping them going, I mean we got no idea how far it’s going to go. We’re not going to stop them though!” he said, laughing and cuffing my shoulder.
“I don’t understand.”
“None of us did, that’s what I’m trying to tell you! So now they’re all down to their fancy little bras and panties and shit, and we’re laughing and clapping . . . “
“How many?” I cut him off.
He rolled his head back, squinted at the morning sky. “Four of them, because there were four of us, right?” he said, coming back down to me.
“Four.”
“Well, four guys in four rooms, right? That was the plan.”
“Who were they? I mean, besides Tara?”
“The fuck I know,” he said, and he laughed. “Chicks from some grade or other, they all seemed to know us though.”
“The boys.”
“The boys!” he shouted and he slapped my leg. “The boys are back in town!” he sang out loud playing more air guitar.
“Are you’re sure this was Tara?”
“Oh this was Tara, I assure you,” he said. “So now they start moving around the room, you know? Like strippers in a private room, you know how they get.”
“No, can’t say I ever experienced that.”
He laughed. “Well, some girls take to it naturally, and I got it hand it to you, bro, your Tara,” and he made chef’s kiss.
“What does that even mean?”
“Well it’s the lap dance, right?”
“She’s giving lap dances you’re telling me?”
“They all were, not just her! We weren’t even telling them to, but man, they were loving it, they were having every bit as good a time as we were, everybody was, I swear to you.”
“So lap dancing,” I said.
“Lap dancing, they’re moving around to different laps, they’re kissing and teasing us, but not Tara, she’s a very good girl like I told you, she was great, she was’t doing none of the shit the other ones were.”
“I don’t understand.”
“She was keeping it all at home.”
“I still don’t understand.”
He put his hand on my knee. “You’re Tara chick wasn’t carrying on with none of the other boys, they were trying to grab her and shit, pull her underwear off, but she stayed put, she was a good girl.”
“Stayed put?”
“She stayed right here, bro,” he said, and he slapped his thighs. “Straddled me and didn’t get off.”
I lifted my face and stared off down the street.
“And she’s a sweet thing when she gets moving on you, holy fuck. So the other girls are doing all this shit, but not Tara, she’s just slowly grinding on me, driving me fucking insane to the point I don’t even care about any other girls doing me.”
I rubbed my tongue across my teeth and squinted at the distant oaks in the old park.
“I tried telling her, go join the others, show my friends a little love too, but she smirks and shakes her head and starts kissing me. So I tried to get her off me, I really did. You see that, right?”
“You sure did,” I said. “You did good.”
“Anyway, the other girls want to do this game, that old game, you remember, Rainbows, you remember that back in the day?”
“No, Callum, none of this is ringing any bells,” I said staring off past the park and into the horizon.
He laughed. “That’s okay, little brother. I’m sure you had a good time however, right? Rainbows is when girls try to outdo each other how deep they can deep throat you, right? Put on fresh lipstick and try to mark with their lips how deep they can go on you. Whose lipstick is further up your dick. It was just for fun now, though, right? Everybody grown up.”
“Right, right,” I said, nodding. “Grown up.”
“Not Tara, though. I was making sure she wasn’t going to get into that. I thought that was going too far, I mean, what the fuck, who even knows, are they all still married even?”
I shrugged. “Yeah, no, who knows?”
“So I ask her if she wants to get out of there, go back to my room, and she nods yes, so I carry her back to my room.”
“Carry her?”
“I had to, she was barefoot and only in her bra and panties, like I told you.”
“Of course.”
“So I kept her away from those assholes, because lord knows what they were planning on doing, right?”
“Right.”
“Don’t worry, I scooped up her dress and shoes and shit, I wasn’t going to leave her stuff in there, what about the morning, right?”
“Yeah, right,” I said.
“She’s not drunk, she’s just having a good time.”
‘Right.”
“See, I told her you were going to get like this.”
I looked over my shoulder at him. “I’m sorry?”
“Nah, fuck, I’m only messing with you, what guy wouldn’t get fucking outraged, what I’m telling you, right?”
“Yeah.”
“Some guy telling me what he did to my girlfriend, even if he’s my brother, he’s a fucking dead man walking, I don’t even care if he tells me my girlfriend was into it the way Tara definitely was.”
“Wife,” I said.
“Wife, right, even worse.”
“Even worse, yeah.”
“But you can’t blame me can you?”
“For what?”
“For what happened next, of course.”
I got up and went inside the house. He remained on the steps. “Get me one, too, would you?”
I paused before letting the screen door slam. “What do you think I’m going to get?”
“Beers?”
“It’s 11 in the morning.”
“Fucking morality police?”
I walked around the house looking for something to hit. Instead I gathered up my stuff and closed my bag.
“But we’re having lunch! I’ve got it nearly all ready,” mom said.
“Not hungry.”
“You have to eat something, let me pack a lunch for your lovely Tara.”
“No need.”
“Won’t she be hungry?”
I let the screen door slam behind me on my way back out. Callum was back sitting on the steps now guzzling a beer. “Hair of the dog.”
I stared down at the top of his head seeing it in my mind split open from an ax blow.
“She was into it, I swear to god, Rod,” he said to the empty front yard. “But all said and done, I got to hand it to you bro, you married a right live wire in that one. I’ve had many a girl as you know, but she’s a fucking stand out.”
“Why are you doing this, Callum?”
He turned around and shaded his eyes to look up at me. “A man ought to know, don’t you think?”
I dropped my bag and sat down on the steps again.
“I’m not saying I’m a prince, and I obviously don’t know my right from my wrong, you know that going a way back, I was never as smart as you, bro.”
I looked off the other way and chuckled.
“But don’t you want to know what happened in my room? What she did? I mean, buddy, she’s your wife, right?”
“She is that.”
“You know damn well, if it wasn’t me, it was going to be one of them, she was looking for it, the moment she walked into the ballroom onward. She was feeling me up at the table, she was grinding into me on the dance floor, she was biting my ear, making me feel her up. Fucking chick wouldn’t leave me alone, I was down there to see how many of them I could finger, but she wouldn’t let me!”
“Wouldn’t let you.”
He leaned in closer. “Well I got my hand down her panties, I mean it’s dark enough, don’t worry about that, but holy fuck, she’s soaking wet. If I didn’t know better I would have thought someone just fucked her, the way she was so hot and leaking all over my hand, but I knew you didn’t fuck her, so it was all her. You ever fingered a pussy that wet?”
“This is on the dance floor you say.”
“Right out there on the dance floor. Me, I don’t like dances, so I tell her to come upstairs where we got the real party going on, and now she’s the one pulling me out of there. So I told you already what happened up there in Tommy’s room, so then I get her out of there because I’m afraid of what she’s going to do in front of everybody in Tommy’s room, and I know she’s got too much self-respect for that, I mean she’s my brother’s wife, she must, right?”
“You would think.”
“So Tara, I don’t know what to think, I’m half tempted to call you and tell you to come get her, but she says No, no, no, I’ll text him. So we make out a bit on the bed all alone like, and I take her bra off cause I want to suck on her tits a bit and she’s going all snaky all over the bed from it, I guess she loves that, and I finally tell her she better text you then before you come out looking for her.”
“Right, because . . . “
“Right?” he said, and he elbowed me in the ribs. “You wouldn’t want to find her arching her back up and writhing all over my bed naked, I figure.”
“You figured right, Cal.”
He tipped his bottle deep back and swallowed the rest of it in one long go, then cracked open another he kept by his side.
“So as she’s leaning back on the pillows, looking all fine with her knees up, legs crossed, I get up and smoke a dart out the window and just looking at her when she’s dancing over her phone with her thumbs, I guess she’s texting you, I’m like, that’s such a hottie, how come I didn’t bang that one back in high school?”
“Only so much of you to go around?” I said and I shrugged.
“That’s what I thought too! But then, I’m going down on her, right? Opening her up, kissing her down there, tasting her, she’s just pouring wet, I fucking love that, too, and I’m just lapping her up, when it hits me.”
“What hits you?”
“The way she cries out when you got her going like that, I looked up from between her legs, she’s pulling my hair out, pushing her hips up, screaming at me not to stop, but I had to, because I remembered the way she cries out when she’s about to come.”
“Oh really.”
“So I go back down on her because I got to see, and sure as shit, I start working on her little clitty, flicking my tongue all over it, and there it is, clear as a fucking song you never forget. Her hips jump up, she’s pulling my hair and holding her breath, and then it comes, that cry I remember, long and deep, and even gurgling a bit like, you know how some girls come, like a fucking devil,” he laughed and he slapped my thigh. “Oh, but you would know, she’s your wife, of course you’re going to know how she sounds when she really comes, like really fucking comes, right?”
I nodded quietly looking away.
“Of course you would, stupid Callum,” he said and he slapped his face. “Right?”
“Right.”
“Oh shit,” he said, now a look of horror crossing his face. But a smirk crept in behind it too. “Right, I forgot, I banged your girlfriend in high school.”
“You sure that was Tara?”
“You only had the one girlfriend, right?”
“Just the one, yep.”
“I got her in my room.”
“Where was I?”
“I think you were doing that bullshit after school kumbaya thing you used to do.”
“Oh yeah, sorting donations at the food bank?”
“Some bullshit like that, I can’t remember.” He laughed remembering it. “I went with you that one time, remember? But there was nothing under a ten in there.”
“Under?”
He laughed and punched the back of my shoulder. “You’d need ten beers in you to fuck them.”
“Oh, yeah, right. No, food bank volunteers, yeah.”
“I never went again.”
“Yeah, no, anyway, I remember now, that’s what I was doing, her and I were going to do homework together in the back yard, she went there to wait for me, I had to do a short shift sorting donations.”
“I’m so sorry bro.”
“Yeah,” I said. “No doubt.” I patted his leg.
“And she made me promise never to tell you, too,” he said and he shook his head. “Dumb Callum, right?” 
“I’m not surprised.”
“But I’m not like that normally, I look after my little brother. She might have made me promise not to tell you about last night and through the whole night, too, driving her to her home to her folks this morning, but I don’t think it’s right to keep it from you now you’re married, so that’s why I’m telling you now. I’m looking after you.”
“You’re a gentleman,” I said, and I slapped his thigh.
“So yeah, so after I make her come all over my face, now she’s all cranked up, she’s gone feral now, you ever fuck crazy? Don’t fuck crazy, man, you’ll never get a better fuck, but look out after, you know what I’m saying?”
“Yeah, no. I don’t think I do.”
“So she’s right down there just gobbling my knob, I can’t even get my pants off and relax properly, she’s all over me, licking and sucking and pumping me in both her hands, like she’s fucking wild for it, right?”
“You say so.”
“I try to slow her down, tell her we got all night. But she’s fucking chasing me around the bed and then around the suite, trying to climb on me, we’re playing tag, laughing like crazy, I’m trying to get away and she’s trying to catch me, and I let her, of course, and she throws me down and climbs over me, and now starts getting all sweet, you know how they can change on a dime like that?” he said and he snapped his fingers.
“Do they do that?”
“They suddenly remember that they’re a lady, and slow it right down. Like I said, don’t fuck crazy. So she’s teasing me now, and I’m not giving in to it, I’m not going to be the one, she thinks she’s going to make me crazy, holding my dick at her pussy, rubbing herself with the head, getting me all wet with her and doing that ‘Nah-uh-uh!’ thing and letting me inside an inch. She’s good at it though. A real fucking tease.”
“Is she.”
“But she knows you can only tease the bull so much though, so I grab her hips and shove myself up into her all in one go, split her right fucking open. Well of course here comes that cry again, it’s a beautiful thing, and I can feel her clenching around me inside her, you ever feel that? It’s like a hand up there in her twat jerking you off, but it’s just her pussy, you know what I mean?”
I looked down. “Yep.”
“So what’s what, two now, right?”
“Two?”
“Two times she comes. I roll her over, throw a few good hard fucks into her, we get up for water, and we’re just dying by now, but she’s still wrapped around me, doesn’t want me to come out of her. So we’re laughing, her ankles around my back, and we’re feeding water to each other and I bang her against the wall and she starts that cry again, really loud, and I’m laughing because I know my buddy is in the next room with whatever chick he ended up with, something to laugh about when I see him later today.”
I looked at him and nodded.
“I mean, we fucked in every possible position in every possible place in that whole fucking room. Against the window, on the balcony, in the shower, on the bathroom counter, and I got to hand it to you, your girl there took it like a trooper. She was initiating every bit as much as I was, me, I was trying to rest up, but she was climbing over me, wagging her ass up at me, she was begging for it, sucking me hard again, keeping me going.”
“That so.”
“So now I’m on my knees, I’m drinking another beer holding her down with my hand on her back, she’s down on her knees and elbows in front of me, and I’m just impaling her deep as anything, and she’s panting ad biting the fucking pillow, and I try to pull out, but she digs her fucking nails into the back of my thighs, I mean it really hurt, and so . . . What am I going do, right?”
“I get it.”
“I’m going to come inside her, I mean she wants me to.”
“Fair.”
“Last second, she pulls away, I’m like, what the fuck, right?”
“What the fuck.”
She rolls on her back, grabs my dick just as I spray, and she steers it all over her fucking tits, and I mean, she’s covered in it, face, eyes, mouth, neck, but especially all over her tits, and she’s pushing her chest up and rubbing my fucking dick all over her come-soaked nipples. Holy fuck, bro. She was the best ever, I swear to god.”
“She is, yeah.”
“And that’s when I told her she better phone you.”
“And she did.”
“She did! She’s a good girl, I keep trying to tell you. But I thought she was going to tell you to come get her, I mean, I was fucking done with her, you know what I mean? You fuck a chick like that, you need to rest, she’s a killer queen.” He sang the line to repeat it and laughed.
“She told me not to come get her.”
“I know, the bitch!” He laughed harder. “I’m looking at her as she’s telling you not to come get her, I’m shaking my head, I swear to god, I’m trying to get her out of my room now, but she’s holding my dick in her hand, she’s even leaning over and kissing it and sucking it while she’s talking to you, and I know that ain’t right.”
“It’s not right.”
“No, sucking me off again trying to make me get hard again, you on the phone.”
“That’s really wrong.”
“This is what I’m trying to tell you, brother. She didn’t let me sleep all night. We’d get like 90 minutes before she was sucking me again, riding me, stroking me, wanting more. Always more! Fuck me Tara is insatiable. It’s too much fucking!”
“She’s . . . yeah,” I agreed, and I shook my head looking down at the ground.
“In the morning, too. Like . . . “ he paused to look at his watch. “ . . . . I’d say an hour ago? When did I get here?”
“Something like that, yeah.”
Mom came out with sandwiches then on a plate. “You boys getting all caught up?” she said.
“Just telling Rod about the function last night.”
“He’s telling me what happened after,” I said, looking behind me and up at her.
“Where’s your Tara? I have something for her to take.”
“I dropped her at her house,” Callum said.
“She spent the night with Callum, last night,” I said to her.
“Well that’s nice,” Mom said, “you boys look after each other,” she said, and she turned and went back inside.
“Hey, listen, I said I wouldn’t tell you about it, so pretend like you don’t know, okay?”
“Pretend I don’t know you fucked her all night?”
“I would say it was more evenly split, who fucked who, to be honest.”
“Semantics,” I said.
“You understand,” he said, and he got up and went inside. But not before dumping the plate of sandwiches over the railing, and he rustled the branches of the shrub to make them fall down and inside.
I rolled my keys in my hand and slipped my fist around the handle of my bag. Callum came back out. “She wants Tara to come in for lunch, she wants to give her something,” he said. “I told her to make something fucking decent this time for lunch then,” he laughed. “Girl of class coming over, show some respect, right? I’ll go get her, she says she’s ready.”
“You talked to her?”
He wiggled his phone at me and strode over the yard to his car parked out front.
“I can get her,” I said.
“I don’t mind,” he called over his shoulder. “Won’t be long.”
“Well you’re just coming right back, right?” I said standing there with my bag and keys.
“No fucking chance,” he laughed. “Mom’s going to take an hour getting a real lunch ready.”
He was gone before I could think of what to say. I tried to call her but she wasn’t answering. I went inside and mom asked where he went off in such a hurry.
“He’s going to get Tara.”
“Your wife?”
“None other.”
“Shouldn’t you go get her?”
“That’s what I was thinking too.”
Her and dad made eyes and said nothing more.
Forty minutes passed before mom had lunch on the table, dad was there checking his watch every five seconds, and I sat staring at it.
“Where did he say he was going?”
“To get Tara,” I said again.
“They’re only five minutes away from here.”
“Ten minutes at the most there and back, maybe add a minute or two to get in, what could they be doing?”
“I don’t know dad,” I said.
We finally heard his truck pull up out front, one of those old classic pick-ups. He had a small collection of vehicles at his place. He had left in his SUV. I saw the back of Tara’s head in the back window of the cab as he sped by to go up to the end and turn around like he likes to do. She was sitting in the middle of the bench seat up close against him.
He came out before she did, and I called over, “Weren’t you in your other car?”
“We went home for a bit,” he said, and he opened her door and she climbed down and out.
“You went over to your place?”
“Had to show her something,” he said, and she finally lifted her face and eyes to me.
Mom strode past me and down the steps and threw her arms around Tara’s neck and hugged her. “I always said you picked the wrong one,” she said and she laughed and turned to dad. “Didn’t I always say that?” Dad glanced at me with a warm smile and went back inside. “Don’t worry about that,” he said.
Callum let her hand go and followed them in but I gestured to Tara for her to hold up and we let the screen door close.
“You sleep okay last night?”
“Not great, long night. And I think I’m a little hung over today, “ she said and she laughed and tried to reach for the door.
I blocked her. “Good time last night then?”
“A lot of closure, I would say,” she said, and then she draped her arms around my neck, pulled me in close to her, and sealed her lips around my mouth warmer and softer than I might ever have felt from her.
“I can’t wait to get home with you,” she said softly. “This whole place is as nuts as it ever was.”
“You’re not kidding,” I said, and as we went in the door, she squeezed my ass and flared her eyes at me. “You just wait,” she murmured and as she sped past me, she threw her hand back behind her, and squeezed the front of my pants.
The big deal that mom wanted to give Tara turned out to be a dress that her own mother used to wear, an elaborate waist-cinching Audry Hepburn dress straight out of 1950. “She made it herself!” mom said.
“Unlikely,” I intoned to Tara.
“Well, she bought it with her own money, then,” mom said and she laughed. “Go try it on, you have the perfect figure for it!”
“She doesn’t have to,” I said. “We should get going.”
But Tara went down the hall. Callum stared at her slowly nodding to himself.
“How was the party last night?” mom asked Callum. “I hope you behaved yourself.”
He glanced at me and smirked. “You know me, mom. Always the gentleman.”
“You should have gone,” she said to me. “You never go to these things, you miss out, you always do.”
“I’m fine, I don’t like it.”
“He wouldn’t have liked this one, mom,” Callum said. “Mostly just a small party up in our rooms.”
“I thought it was a big reunion.”
“It was, downstairs, but Tara didn’t want to stay.”
“So you brought her up to your room?”
“I told Rod, don’t worry. Rod’s fine with it, right Rod?”
I stared at him a moment then said, “We have to get going.”
“Let Tara model the dress for us, at least,” mom said.
“Yeah,” said Callum, “let’s get a look at her in this thing. Is it hot?”
Mom rolled her eyes at him. “We don’t use that language in this house.”
He looked at me. “It’s hot.”
“Go help her, see if she’s having trouble zipping it up,” mom said to Callum.
“I’ll go,” I said, and I half got out of my chair when Tara appeared in the living room. She looked incredible.
“Oh yeah, that’s a keeper, isn’t that a keeper, Rod? You got to keep your eye on that one,” he said.
Tara laughed and blushed and rolled her eyes and twirled around, lifting the flare of the dress.
“It’s good,” I said.
“Is that all, just good?” Tara said, and she twirled around again. “I love it,” she said to mom.
“Should have worn that to the party last night,” dad said.
Callum slapped dad on the leg. “Now that would have been something to see,” he said. “Imagine her in that at the party,” he called over to me. “The other party.”
“Yeah, I hear you,” I said. “I get it.”
Tara laughed and leaned her back down toward Callum. “Unzip me, this thing is impossible.” He did it in front of everyone and she rolled her eyes at me and skipped away down the hallway. “You can help me next time,” she said and she disappeared.
“Oh, I forgot!”mom said, and she produced from the table a large-pearl necklace. “This is supposed to go with it!”she called toward the hallway.
Callum leapt up. “I’ll take it,” he said, and he snatched at it.
“I should,” I said and half got up again.
“Let Callum, he’s always liked that Tara girl, hasn’t he,” she said to dad.
They took several minutes. Mom, dad and I heard Tara laughing and then no sounds at all. Finally she re-emerged with Calum behind her wearing the pearl necklace.
“I can’t thank you enough,” she said to mom and she hugged her closely before turning back down the hallway, the back of her dress still unzipped. No bra strap was visible.
I finally got her in the car and mom and dad waved at us as we pulled away. Callum didn’t bother coming out.
“Finally,” I said.
“I know, right?” Tara said, and she flared her eyes and shook her head.
“The dress looks fantastic on you,” I said. “But where do you wear a think like that?”
“Maybe the next reunion,” she said and she laughed. “You wouldn’t have to come with me next time, I know you hate this sort of thing.”
“You could come up and stay at Callum’s place, probably,” I said. Looking over at her.
“Would you be fine with that?”
“Weren’t you hanging out over there with him this morning?”
“Not all night though,” she said.
“No,” I said.
“Unless . . . “ she started again, but then said, “no” and she laughed.
“Where did you sleep last night?”
“I hardly slept.”
“Where did you hardly sleep then?”
“It was a bunch of rooms different people had up there. You know the hotel.”
“I do know it, yeah. So just somebody’s room?”
She looked over at me. “Calum’s room, actually,” she said in a low voice. “I didn’t know anyone else up there.”
“Callum’s room. With him in there.”
“He’s your brother.”
“I know who he is.”
She stared ahead a while but her eyes were not focusing on anything passing by. She turned to me finally and bit her lip. “Things might have got a little out of control.”
“How so?” I said. I gripped the steering wheel, choked it.
She took even longer to answer this time. Finally, she said, “Do you really want to know? You don’t want to know, you hate these things.”
Now it was my turn to take a long time to answer. If I indicated that I already knew what happened, she’d know Callum told me, and she knows Callum enough to know he’d have told me everything. She would know, in other words, that I learned every little detail of just how much out of control she got. And you don’t come back from that. There was no way I could indicate to her that I knew what happened and for us to survive that.
So I thought about it a little harder. As things stood, in her mind, all I knew so far was that she slept in Callum’s hotel room, and that something got out of control. She left it in my hands if I wanted to learn more, which at least was better than Callum who told me more without asking if wanted to hear it.
She was so far acting like whatever it was, it wasn’t anything so earth shaking that we had to have a “talk” kind of talk about it. Obviously, in truth, we didn’t need a talk, we needed an instant divorce. What kind of man hear’s that about his wife, what Callum told me, and considers what he has to be anything remotely resembling a marriage anymore?
“No, probably not,” I finally said to her, and I looked over and chuckled and we held hands across the console. She chuckled too.
I left it there for the time being, knowing I could pick it up when I was more prepared for how to react, exactly. Because it’s not something you just react to, not without a plan.
We got home without much more conversation. I kept away from the topic of the reunion to avoid putting her in a position of having to either lie or tell me a truth that blew things wide open. That would come in time, I thought. Maybe I wanted to secure the assets. Maybe think about the house.
I was reading on the couch winding down when she came out in a cami and shorts. “Do you want to see me in that dress again?” She kissed my nose. “You’re own private viewing this time?”
“You did look pretty good in it,” I said, forgetting for a moment that I was profoundly mad at her.
She went away and came back sashaying in it and before I could stop her, and she pushed my book away, knelt on the edge of the couch, and straddled her legs around my lap. She closed her fingers around the back of my neck, pushed her chest up into my face. “Did you like the shoes too?” she said. She was wearing them again, along with the pearl necklace.
It became harder to remind myself what she and Callum did the previous night. Having not seen anything and only hearing Callum tell it, the entire idea swirled in my mind like a surreal film. On top of that, Tara was behaving in new ways.
I didn’t want to say anything to disturb Tara straddling me with the lights on in the middle of the living room, wearing something we were both agreeing was terribly sexy on her, and leaving her high heel shoes on at the same time. It was far beyond anything we had ever tried before.
She dropped her face down into my neck and breathed there heavily before murmuring in my ear, “I want to do something with you but I’m too shy.”
I held her waist in my hands. She pushed her hips down into my pelvis, making me jolt. She laughed at that, and kissed my ear.
“You can tell me,” I said in a whisper back.
“I can show you,” she said.
Not knowing what to think, I nodded. She began to wriggle in my lap until my legs were forced open enough that she slowly sank down the front of my body. “Don’t watch,” she said, but then she bit her lip. “Well watch, but don’t say anything.”
I nodded again more rapidly.
She opened my pants, drew them halfway down my thighs, pushed my underwear down next, and brought up my cock. I opened my one eye enough to check I wasn’t dreaming it. She wrapped her hand around it, looked at it, kissed it, and I sank my head back into the couch and moaned to the ceiling.
She chuckled, then placed her tongue against the underside of it. I clutched at the couch pillows and she tilted her head and looked up at me. “I won’t be able to do it if you keep going like that.”
“Going like what?” I was barely able to talk. I noticed her hand was tucked up under the hem of the dress, and stuffed down the front of her panties.
“Like you love it so much,” she exhaled in a breath, and her lips parted, her tongue came out, and she dropped her face down the entire length of me. She came up, circled her tongue around my cock and pumped herself back down over me. “Do you like it honey?”
“You never . . . “ I began, but I was unable to finish. She moaned with me in her mouth and the vibration nearly sent me over the edge.
My shivering seemed to inspire her and she moaned longer and deeper and pumped me in both her hand and mouth. Her own hand moved between her legs and she pushed her panties half way down her thighs. I peeked and saw her inserting her fingers. I’d never seen that before.
But the vision didn’t last long. She triggered something in me the way she swirled her tongue and I grasped the pillows, inhaled, and held my breath. She cried out but was muffled with me in her mouth, and I couldn’t tell her I was not going to be able to hang on any longer before I erupted into her mouth.
To my surprise, she didn’t come off me but continued to suck me until I completely emptied myself in her mouth, and she swallowed it all.
She took me by the hand to bed, undressed both of us, and with the lights on this time, she rode me until I erupted again inside her, and now beat, I fell asleep and was done for the night.
The next morning, I found her already up in the kitchen. “Morning!” she said cheerily and she started a coffee in the machine for me.
I pulled up a stool at the counter. “So last night . . . “ I began.
She laughed deep and gutturally and leaned over the counter close to me. “That,” she said low and cooly, “is what your brother told me to try to do to you.” She smiled and broke off a piece of croissant in front of my face.
“He told you that?”
“I told you, things got a little out of control. But I figured, hey, a guy like him, he has no scruples, right? You can ask him anything. Talk about anything.”
“You just talked all night?”
“What do you think?” she said, and she twirled away and dusted her hands off over the sink. “Anyway, I found out what guys like most, and I figure,” she said, backing up out of the kitchen, beckoning me to follow her with hooked fingers, “you’re a guy. Maybe there’s things you wish I did.”
She chuckled and disappeared into the bedroom.
I got up and came to the door, nudged it open with my foot. She was naked on the bed masturbating with her arm over her eyes as though she didn’t know I came in. She drew her knees up, rolled her head to the side, and mouthed the words to me, “lick me?”
Two weeks later, she said she needed to drive back up to her parents, help them with their taxes. “No way can they do a Zoom meeting,” she said.
“I’ll drive up with you.”
“No, no,” she said. “But I’m going to stay overnight if that’s good with you.”
I took a moment to answer and she leaned back out of the bedroom door. “Yeah?”
“Yeah, that’s fine then,” I said. But I caught sight of the clothes she was packing, including that 1950s blue dress and those cream colored high heel shoes.
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