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      She wondered what she would look like to him right now—tried to picture it from his perspective. Tilted on her back in the dentist’s chair, the triple axis light beamed its LED glow, showing off all her flaws.

      It was ninety fucking degrees out today and she was late for the appointment. She’d been running all morning—almost literally. Up at 5 A.M. and went for a quick three-miler before she got the kid’s breakfast ready. John woke up late and had showered and left for work without saying a word, leaving all of it for her to do. She was ninety percent sure he was cheating on her. Then it was getting Katie and Sarah into the old Volvo and the hassle of that shitty turnaround at their school, you couldn’t see a goddamn thing with all the buses. That set her on edge. Then she had four things to pick up at the mall: a pack of air filters for the purifier, a plain white shirt with a collar for Katie’s recital, a gift for John’s brother’s fortieth birthday, and a grass skirt for Sarah’s class project. All four things in separate corners of the Ala Moana out by Kaka’ako. That had left her eight minutes to risk her life running across Kapiolani Boulevard and into the strip mall and she still slipped in two minutes past her appointment time. Good news: they walked her right in. Bad news: she looked like shit.

      So here she was now, mouth spread wide by the noticeably strong hands of the young Doctor Gibson. She looked forward to coming here. Even if it was only twice a year for the last two years there was something about those four interactions with the trim and handsome young man with the mysterious bulge in his khakis that had always made her tingle.

      She’d dressed for the occasion, wearing a purple tank top whose triangular bra cupped her small breasts perfectly, ending in a tiny satiny bow before becoming a little spaghetti strap that went over her bare shoulder. It was loose, billowy under the bosom, it hid her softening waist. She wore a pretty little floral skirt in purple and pink flowers that she’d bought just for this day. Problem was the fucking humidity out there. Ninety percent in Honolulu today. Had her hair clinging to her face—she was sure her face was shiny, probably like the sweaty, dirty gleam she could see on her arms and chest. She felt like one side of her panties had crossed over a cheek, bit into the soft flesh there, creasing it and digging now between her cheeks. She struggled with the urge to reach down and pull it out.

      This was how it was. Any chance she had of making an impression on this man dashed on the sweaty humid volcanic rocks of this island that was always too hot for a girl who grew up in Michigan.

      She wondered what she could have done to her husband that he would treat her the way he did. There was nothing—no fight, no argument . . . in fact she still loved him. She just felt him slowly drifting from her. She could reach out for him, bring him back, but sometimes she wondered if she should bother. Recently she thought about that: just letting him go. None of her friends stayed together for the kids anymore. Sure her parents would be mad if they split, but it just wasn’t like that these days. People broke up. Kids pulled through. Right? Fuck, she wouldn’t leave him. But she didn’t know if she could ever win him back. He was handsome, successful, still in great shape, and the women he worked with were young and they doted for the attention of John Kale, Esq. Fuck him though for cheating on her. He hadn’t even touched her in two weeks. The last time they’d made love? Eight months ago. She knew it for sure because it was July 4th, and he’d drank twelve beers and she’d made a pass  at him in the kitchen and he’d stuck his tongue down her throat then they fucked on the couch with the TV on. He passed out afterwards with his pants around his knees and she put a throw over his crotch and cleaned up most of the night, putting the house back together after the barbecue.

      Doctor Gibson’s light shone in her face and she squinted harder, her mouth stretched wide, wishing she’d had time when she got here to just get herself in the bathroom, dry off, tidy her hair. He leaned into her; she felt him pressing into the back of her hand as he strained to get a better look in her mouth.

      “Hm,” he said.

      “Wha—” she tried to say, just making a flat, throat noise.

      He fidgeted and forced, hands getting her jaw even wider, angling his head to shine his light a little better into her yanked open maw—then said: “Nothing, I don’t see anything. It all looks good.”

      “Aa . . .”

      He took the penlight out of her face, but stayed hovering over her. He was smiling down at her, showing her he was pleased with her teeth’s cleanliness. She felt the pressure on the back of her hand. She didn’t want to move it; didn’t know what part of his body she was touching and didn’t want to give him the wrong idea.

      She closed her mouth up, flexed her lips a little. Felt a little uncomfortable with his very handsome face so close to hers, given the little crush she felt for him.

      “Well, that’s good,” she said pretty quietly hoping her breath was okay—though she’d chewed gum all morning in preparation.

      “So just a cleaning today?” He stayed over her, smiling. His teeth were so white and perfect. Was this what a woman would get to look up at when he made love to her? What a treat that would be. She felt herself blush a little and she smirked. She let her hand move. Did it without a forethought; her hormones just said fuck this, we’re going for it. She felt embarrassed, he was looking right into her eyes, her knuckles pressed into the cotton of his khakis and his flesh felt very soft behind it.

      “Well, we should get started,” he said, and stood back up, lifted her chart and wrote something down on it.

      She bit her lip, feeling a little funny about allowing herself to stroke his leg or whatever. She looked him up and down while he was distracted by his writing. Looking good in his Oxford and his lab coat and his tight Dockers. She looked between his legs and realized that she had been stroking her knuckle into his bulge. She could see it, right next to her, something behind there pushing against the fabric.

      She quivered, felt her hands start to shake at the thought of what she’d just done. His bulge was prominent at the best of times. She kind of enjoyed imagining it was real, playing around with the idea that he was hung as well as handsome. But she could see it now. He’d grown from her touch (she presumed). A visible penis line. Thick, down one leg of his pants a little bit. She flushed with blood, her neck went hot, she was so embarrassed that she’d done that. What would he think of her? Could he believe it was just an accident? She knew her chest had gone red, knew her cheeks would have done so too.

      Doctor Gibson put down the clipboard and smiled again. She felt different this time. Frozen, paralyzed by his gaze. She bit her lip as he watched her.

      He moved himself to the edge of the chair again, said “So, I’ll just get the hygienist to come and—”

      She hated that she did it, but that was the way life was. You either went for it or you went home and you fucking regretted it. Cried yourself to sleep over the what-could-have-beens. She put the palm of her hand against that bulge and let it rest. It shut him up.

      Now he was just looking at her, the two of them alone in this little observation room; a married woman with two kids and her hand touching the penis of her good-looking dentist who was about ten years younger than her.

      He nodded his head twice and stepped back. Put his hands in the pockets of his lab coat and turned to the door. She watched him, wished him to come back; wished it as much as she wished that she hadn’t touched it.

      He paused at the door, his back to her. The lock clicked closed.

      Hands dashed under her skirt, she hooked thumbs into the straps of her panties and pulled them down her soft thighs. Doctor Gibson was on her before she even got them to her knees. He locked his mouth on hers and she felt his tongue in her mouth. She was gasping for air she was so aroused. Her hands went under his jacket and ran down his tight body; enjoying what a twenty-eight year old man felt like again. She grabbed his rump, squeezed him, felt how firm he was. He’d pressed a button, fumbled with the chair’s controls and now they were stretched out almost flat.

      One of those big hands went around her neck now, thumb on her chin, opening her mouth to him. She fumbled with his belt, got it undone, felt the buckle’s weight in the crease where her thigh met her belly—she ached to be touched down there, it had just been so long.

      She gasped when her hands found him. It was so hot, so hard, and so fucking big.

      “Oh my God,” she whispered to him, “You’re fucking huge.”

      Doctor Gibson groaned in her ear, and when she stroked him he was slippery, he was leaking semen already. She wanted to play with it, fuck! she wanted to see it. But she had never felt the urgency to be penetrated like this in her life.

      “Don’t say anything, just fuck me,” she hissed into his collar.

      He grunted, lowered his hips on her, got the end of that big thing where it needed to be. Her legs were trapped together by her panties and she didn’t care. She used her fingers to push his big slippery head down her crease and into her heat. He plunged forward, and she pushed down, guiding it in. It felt like she was being split in two. She gasped out and she covered her mouth with her hand. He stopped and looked in her eyes.

      “Don’t stop, fuck me,” she said, maybe too loud.

      He sunk himself in as deep as he could get with her legs clamping her pussy together. She had never felt anything like it. She was full, and stretched—but something more, free maybe, feminine. With his big dick inside her she felt like that hopeful little twenty-year-old girl she was when she was single—it seemed like a lifetime ago.

      It hurt, it burned, but with two long strokes he had that thing coated, and he fucked her like a piston. She bucked against him, her legs trapped, squeezed together, doing all she could to grab every inch of him. He had one of those dicks a girl dreamed about. The dick she would tell a friend about. She caressed his face, her wedding band shining against his tanned cheek. She stared into his blue eyes, watched him looking into her as he fucked her determinedly. He fucked her like he wanted to put his seed inside her. Like an urgent desperate animal.

      She thought of that shithead John at work, flirting with the young associates, thinking he was the stud. She knew if he ever put it to one of those girls, he could never do it like this. Never make one of those ladder-climbing little sluts feel like this. Make them feel like they were going to go out of their mind. They would just use him to get what they wanted, gifts or a better job. He didn’t have the equipment. She was the one who was really cheating. She was the one getting something better.

      Something huge was building. Her chest heaved. Her young hung dentist pounded like a jackhammer. He was urgent, he was dying to come inside her. She gasped out, high, a squeak with each of his thrusts. She couldn’t help it. It had been so long. Her eyes rimmed with tears. It was going to happen. This big dick stud was going to put her over the top. She got louder and louder, her eyes were widening. He put his hand over her mouth. She snorted through her nose. It was coming.

      Jaw clenched, eyes pinched closed, shut off and looking into oblivion. She screamed into his hand, celebrated the first orgasm she had in her late thirties. It went off like a string of firecrackers thrown into her skull. She ground against him, felt his wide tool shredding her pubic hair like steel wool in and out of her soft pink folds. It went on forever, and she cried with joy, shouted from the rooftops behind her fiercely shut eyes.

      She struggled to hold on, tried to ride the wave out. She was aware somewhere of something she had to do. She wanted to just give in, fall to that blackness, but she had a responsibility; she didn’t know what it was, but something called her . . . 

      She was groggy, felt her limp body being shaken by his deep thrusts. She came-to.

      “No, no, no, sweetheart,” she said, and got her hand between them as he started to come, “Not inside me.”

      She pulled him out and jerked that thing off onto her stomach. He was on all fours over top of her, his handsome face clamped shut as he did everything he could not to shout out with sexual pleasure.

      She looked down, felt so proud of herself, what she’d done to him. She watched the semen shoot out of him. So much come; he shot stream after stream onto her blouse, up onto her chest. It just wouldn’t stop. He shoved his head into his shoulder, bit his jacket, clenched it between his teeth.

      She slowed herself on him. Admired his manhood, so big in her hand. She gripped him hard, squeezed him up to the tip, her hand barely making it around it. He spurt one last stream onto her. Her shirt was ruined. She was going to turn it inside out, get home, then fucking frame this thing. A dirty little trophy. A little monument to the first time in her thirties that she felt like she mattered.

      He got up to his knees and she let his dick go.

      “Careful,” she said, “Don’t get any on your pants.”

      “I’m sorry I . . . did that to your top,” he said, looking a little embarrassed now.

      “Don’t be,” she said, “I loved every minute of it.”

      He wiped himself off with a spit towel and tucked it back into his pants. He handed her a bunch of towels, looked like he needed to say something.

      “You know, I don’t do this sort of thing,” he said.

      “You don’t? I fuck every dentist on the big island. I got to run, I got another appointment up in Haleiwa.”

      He stared at her. She frowned at him, shook her head and smiled. Too dry for him?

      “Oh, ha ha,” he laughed now, relieved. “I guess . . . did you want—should I get a hygienist? . . .”

      She sighed at his surprising youthful awkwardness, shook her head. “No, I’m going to go home now, ice my pussy. I’ll come back, though . . . for that cleaning.”

      “You will?” He sounded pleased. “Next time we’ll do the cleaning first.”

      First? “And after?”

      He undid the lock, looked her in the eyes. “We’ll take our time, make it last.” He winked at her and slipped out, a little bounce in his step.

      She put her top on inside out, straightened herself up and went out and paid. She took a deep breath and got herself back across the street and into her car. Hadn’t felt this buoyant in . . . God, who knows how long.

      She knew right then she didn’t need to leave her husband. Didn’t need to break up the family. Didn’t need to get a lecture about the sanctity of marriage from her mom and dad. She would stay with John. She could do it with a big smile on her face. After all she was going to have the cleanest fucking teeth in Honolulu.
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